				
	I looked out the kitchen window to see Alayna’s vehicle pull into the driveway.
Part of me dreaded talking to her (or anyone else for that matter).
     Word was out about our son-in-law’s arrest for a violent assault. 
     This didn’t quite fit the scenario of our tight-knit rural Lutheran community, nor
that of our family either.
       The preceding weekend, we’d dealt getting the news by way of headlines in the
local paper.
       This was followed by a couple of sibling visits, offering support I didn’t think
we wanted or needed.
       I just wanted to bury my head, not having to face anybody.
       But this was Alayna, my next farm neighbor and best friend for more years than
I could count.
       We had shared so much with her and her husband through the years.
    From kindergarten round-up to chasing hogs, from late night coffees and bonfires to 
fun road trips.
   From losing loved one’s to celebrating birthdays, confirmations, and graduations. 
      Watching her get out of the Suburban and lumber her way up the sidewalk in Bermuda 
shorts and Crocs, I steeled myself for the conversation, to come.
       As I opened the door to her, without a word, she wrapped her ample arms around me.
Withdrawing a minute later, she looked at me with her chocolate brown eyes, saying, “I 
thought you could use a hug.”
     True to form Alayna. Her heart was just as big as her hug.
 
     
