
Joy 

There was a time when she wanted to fade. When she wanted to simply drift away and become 

nothing but a distant memory. It wasn’t that she wasn’t happy. She enjoyed her life to the 

extent she could, had people that loved her, that felt as if they would always be there. There 

was a difference between feeling and knowing though. To most people her life may even be 

considered envious. To them, she had it all, but to her, everything she had no matter how hard 

she tried-could never satisfy a gaping hole in her chest. The same gaping hole that had her 

folded in the corner of her bedroom on a Saturday night after her seemingly perfect boyfriend 

had left. She thought she was happy, she thought she had everything together. Yet she had no 

explanation as to why the scalding tears slid down her clammy cheeks and beneath her chin. 

She cried out to the God she wasn’t even sure was real or not. Not a bitter cry. No, there wasn’t 

enough left of her to feel bitter towards Him, but a pleading cry. A cry that screamed out years 

of torment and pain that was finally being unraveled like a ball of yarn after being woven so 

tightly around her heart she had all but forgotten about the perfect life she thought she once 

had.  

And then that God reached down, grabbed the end of the yarn and pulled. He pulled with all 

His holy strength, sending her spiraling into a semester of chaos and suffering. A semester of 

trial and pain where that gaping hole only grew larger and larger until one night she collapsed 

on her knees again and pleaded with God one more time. And as the tears flooded down her 

cheeks, she heard a whisper in her ear—a faint, inaudible whisper and the brush of a hand 

against her cheek wiping away the tears. It was the first time in her life that she had felt 

something more than the fleeting feeling of happiness that only humans can provide. What she 

had felt was beyond that, so far beyond that she wanted to feel its drug like effects again and 

again until it was no longer an effect but a lifestyle 

There was a time she wanted to fade. When she wanted to simple drift away and become 

nothing but a distance memory. It wasn’t that she wasn’t happy. No, she was happy, but she 

was missing the one thing that could give her more than temporary thrills more than a 

mundane life filled with nothing but deception and emptiness. Yet now, as she skirts along the 

beach at night, the empty, happy, girl is no more, in her place was a girl filled with nothing but 

sheer joy. Pure, God given joy.  

 


