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This week, the scripture we are considering is the story of the women going to the tomb on the first day 

of the week and finding it empty.  

The question we are reflecting on is this: Tell a story about a time when your expectations were not met, 

but you later realized that something far better had happened than you could have asked for or 

imagined.  

So let me tell you my story. When I was 38 years old I decided to return to college to finish the degree I 

had started before I got married.  At this point I had a husband and two children in elementary school, 

and the thought of going back to college was pretty scary. I had only finished two years of college when I 

was younger, so  I had two full years to go to get a degree.  I remember lamenting to a friend, “I’ll be 40 

when I graduate.” And my friend replied, “You’ll be 40 anyway.”   

I had spent several years working as a free-lance journalist, writing mostly feature articles for various 

magazines.  So I thought, “Well I should earn my teaching certification and teach journalism.  That would 

be a good permanent job for a mother.”  And really I thought I might be good at it.  Now in the 

education curriculum when you’re going for teaching certification, you spend your last semester doing 

student teaching, paired with a real teacher in a real classroom.   

For my student teaching semester, I was assigned to teach eighth grade English. I wish I could say it was 

the fulfillment of all my dreams.  It was not. It was disastrous. I was so bad at it. I disliked the students, 

they disliked me, and the only thing anyone learned that semester was that I was not a teacher.  I am 

convinced there is a special place in heaven for school teachers, especially middle school teachers, but I 

was not going to be one of them. 

Yes I was 40, and I had my shiny new degree, but my plans for the rest of my life had just been 

jettisoned.  Two years of studying and tests and papers and college loans and I was right back where I 

started from. 

I pouted for a couple more years, then an opportunity arose to go back to school again – this time for a 

master’s degree in communications.  When I finished that degree, I learned it qualified me to teach at 

the university level. Huh. I had never thought of that, but a friend suggested I give it a try and so I did.  I 

ended up teaching Freshman Composition for several years at UTSA.  And I loved it. I just needed a 

different audience. I taught in the evening division where my students were often in their 30s and 40s; 

they were there because they wanted to be there, and they had some life experience to write about.  It 

was marvelous.  

I did not remain forever in the field of classroom teaching, but I have never regretted that degree in 

journalism or the one later one in communications.  Those took me to serving as the Communications 

Officer for the diocese for 20 years, a job with such joy as I could never have imagined. 



For me the journey has been an evolutionary one, each piece of my life leading me on to something 

more, something better, with none of it ever wasted.  The women at the tomb on that first Easter 

morning could not have foreseen that what looked empty at that moment was really the beginning of 

brand new life. Neither could I, when I was 40 years old.  

 

 

 


