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“That going to bother you?” Lloyd asked, nodding to-
ward the counter’s radio.

I shook my head. Because they were busy preparing
lunch on Sundays, Lloyd and his wife, Betty, listened on
Tuesdays to a rebroadcast of the church service.
= As I sipped my coffee, the congregation sang “Will
There Be Any Stars in My Crown.” The piano was the same
one I'd grown up listening to, rickety and never quite tuned
right, but the music felt all the more sincere because of it,
the same with the congregation’s mismatched singing. I
recognized a couple of voices, older, a bit shakier, still fer-
vent. At the hymn's conclusion, rustles and murmurs as the
hymnals got stashed in the pew pockets. Preacher Waldrop
began the opening prayer. He was over eighty but his voice
remained strong and vigorous.

After the prayer, Preacher Waldrop read aloud from
the book of Mark, the passage where Peter walks on water
before getting scared and sinking, Then he launched into
his sermon.

“There Peter was, with Christ Almighty standing
right afore him, the fellow even now called the rock of the
church, and Peter floundering away with no more grace
than a three-legged mule. Ponder it. The same Peter that
seen the lame trot off without a stumble, blind folks with
their eyes awash in every color of the rainbow. Peter had

been there to witness it all. His own eyes seen the dead
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wiggle out of grave quilts like a moth shucking its cocoon.
Have you seen such a sight in your woods or fields, broth-
ers and sisters? I have. It was of an afternoon and I thought
that cocoon was nothing more than a fox turd. They ain't
no way to say it but that. All brown and dried-up looking,
Then that cocoon give a shiver and this little head poked
through and then its body spread out as pretty a set of
wings as I've seen on bird or butterfly. Big green wings, the
very color of new life itself. Now you're thinking, Preacher,
you was talking about old Peter and now you're talking
about moths. Brothers and sisters, it’s all one. There Peter
was, looking straight into the very eyes of God, walking the
Sea of Galilee and then of a sudden up to his neck in water.
Some would argue he lacked the true believing, but I say he
had enough faith to go it a ways, and when he couldn't go
farther Christ fetched him up. What am I saying? I'm say-
ing that the walk to God ain't easy for the best of us. Now
some would say, Preacher, if Peter had misdoubts there in
the very glory of the Lord, what of us left here that ain't
seen the dead raised nor the leper folk healed. All we seen is
hard trials and sorrows. I'd not deny it. Burdens are plenty
in this wotld and they can pull us down in the lamentation.
But the good Lord knows we need to see at least the hem
of the robe of glory, and we do. Ponder a pretty sunset or
the dogwoods all ablossom. Every time you see such it’s the

hem of the robe of glory. Brothers and sisters, how do you
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expect to see what you don't seek? Some claim heaven has
streets of gold and all such things, but I hold a different
notion. When we're there, we'll say to the angels, why, a lot
of heaven'’s glory was in the place we come from. And you

know what them angels will say? They'll say yes, pilgrim,

\\b\and how often did you notice? What did you seek?”

" I could almost hear Becky offer a soft amen as Lloyd
turned down the radio and came over with his coffeepot.

“He can still whittle out a bully sermon, can't he?”

“It seems so,” I said.

“And a good man too. I've never heard a bad word told
against him.”

Inodded, because it was true. He was a good man. On
that evening eleven years ago, Preacher Waldrop had come
to the hospital and sat with me an hour while we waited to
see if Sarah would live. He could tell I didn’t want to talk
about it and he respected that. When the doctor gave us
the word, Preacher Waldrop touched my shoulder and left.

I paid Lloyd and walked back across the street. You
can see heaven all around us, Preacher Waldrop claimed.
But Mist Creek Valley would soon confirm that the same

was true of hell.

70

AboveWaterfallPB_i_xiv_1_258_pitF.pdf April 13, %16 17:54:33 84




