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Angela walked into the kitchen. I turned to her and melted into a puddle of tears crying out.  

 “I am so stressed out!” 

She stood there looking at me like a deer about to be mowed down by a fast moving car. This was her first time 

working at a catering event and her first time working with me. Nothing like having the boss have a complete 

meltdown as you walk nervously through the door at your first attempt at cooking for 30 people.  

Doesn’t God work in weird (don’t get me wrong…and wonderful) ways?  

3:30 am  The day started with the sound of my eyes boinging open. I sighed 

as I realized that there was likely no possibility, as much as I would 

like and try, to fall back asleep. For we had a big day ahead.  

We had two catering jobs over the next two days: 1) a Mexican themed party 

for 30 on Friday and 2) a wedding buffet for 45 on Saturday. The way I had arranged the preparation of the food was 

that we would rent a kitchen in town on Friday, do the prep for the Friday job and pretty much everything we could for 

the one on Saturday. I had my employees lined up and was looking forward to spending time together making delicious 

food. I went to bed four hours earlier with everything in its proper place and well in hand. 

But at 3:30 in the morning things don’t seem so rosy. I laid awake going through the menus and the shopping I had 

done the day before, making sure there wasn’t anything amiss. I tried going to sleep. Nope. I recited the 23 Psalm, as I 

do when I can feel myself getting overwhelmed with the idea of “What if no one likes my food?” or “What if I forgot 

the main entree ingredient?” or a really fun one: “What if no one shows 

up to help me pull this crazy stunt off?” 

I laid there, spending some time in somewhat peaceful prayer, asking God 

to bathe whatever we would be up to in the day in his mercy and grace, 

asking him to fill me with his love that I might impart some of the 

kingdom of God into my interactions with my employees and clients. I 

was beginning the day assured of his presence.  

And then *bing!* My phone indicated an incoming message. My gut 

tightened. That can only mean one thing. And sure enough I was right…

one of my employees—my sous chef, my right hand man, the Robin to my 

Batman—was telling me she couldn’t work with me this weekend. 

Something had come up. But to her credit, she had arranged someone to come in in her place. At least there was that 

(and that was huge)! Now there was NO chance of going back to sleep. 
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7:30 am: I arrive at the hall where I will meet my two workers (one of whom will be the replacement that my sous chef found). I 

start unloading my very full van of coolers (with enough food to feed a total of 75 people)  plus all the necessary cooking 

equipment. “They should be showing up any minute” I say to myself as I haul the 

heavy totes and coolers into the kitchen from the parking lot.  

8:00 am: I’m getting more than a little nervous as no one has come yet. We have a LOT of 

prep to do. “C’mon girls!” I contact the woman who was to replace my sous chef and 

ask if she’s coming in. She says that she was told it was just for Saturday’s wedding, 

not for Friday and she can’t come as she’s looking after her grandson. Oh my word! 

This is going from worse to…what’s worse than worse? I put out a call to my First 

Nations family on Facebook. “Anyone available? I’m desperate!” Silence. 

8:30 am: Still no one! I put out a call to everyone on my Facebook friends list. Now I’m in a 

full blown panic. I’ve decided I’m facing the day on my own, having to do the prep for 

two events…well, forget the Saturday event. “Each day has 

enough trouble of its own.” I hunker down to get the work done. But I‘m mad and frustrated and 

rushing and panicking so in reality I’m not getting anything done!  

8:35 am: Angela, one of the women scheduled to work, walks in. I turn and face her and cry 

(literally) “I’m so stressed out!” So much for “the peace that passeth all understanding” and “Do 

not be anxious about anything…” When she assesses the situation she simply says, “It’s ok. It’ll all 

work out.” WHAT?!?!?!? Does she have ANY idea of how much work we have to do? She doesn’t 

have a clue! She doesn’t know what she’s talking about! 

9:00 am: I’ve calmed down enough to actually get something done and Angela (bless her heart) is 

slowly working through tasks as I fire them at her. I’m resigned by the fact that it will be Angela and 

I today squeaking by at a snail’s pace. 

10:00 am: My sous chef messages me and says she can come in to help, she just couldn’t do the 

wedding the following day. Now I’m confused. I thought she couldn’t work at all! I send her a 

message saying, “Did you know you were scheduled to work today? We started at 7:30.” She 

messages back and says, “ Yes I did know. I only said I couldn’t work Saturday. You never sent me a start time for today.” I 

stare at the phone going back through my week and the lists of things it takes to pull off a successful catering gig. Didn’t I 

send her a start time? Surely I did. Didn’t I? The blood drains from my face. 

11:00 am: My sous chef comes in with her partner (the power team of workers that have worked with me successfully on many a 

job). We get the Friday work done and start in on some of Saturday’s too.  

Angela was right. It turned out ok. It all worked out. 

Why am I telling you this story? I wanted to introduce you to Angela. I’ve known Angela since she was nine-years-old. She is now in 

her early 40s. She is part of a group of women (cousins) that I’ve known as part of my First Nations family here. We’ve never really 

connected. We see each other ALL the time but we’ve never shared space together. She not only worked with me Friday but at the 

wedding on Saturday too. We enjoyed each other as we worked together. We laughed together about how I was when she came 

through the door on Friday. That piece of the day is now part of our story together. She will work with me again this coming 

Saturday as we do a wedding for 85 people. This is called relationship. This is what I desire and I ask you to pray for God’s Spirit to 

be infused into it, that despite how I act in stressful situations and how I presume how God will work a certain way, that he in fact 

has his own ideas and timeline and will work his will despite my awkward stumblings.  

Thank you for your investment of money, love and prayers into this crazy 

venture. I so appreciate you. 
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