The perfect flatmate
A children’s story by David Hines

at Pitt St, 24 Aug 2008 
I wonder, did any of you start a new class this year with new people that you hardly know? No?

Well I know some people who have had that happen and it was a bit scary. They had to start over and make a whole lot of new friends. And that’s what this story is about.

Once upon a time there were three girls called Mary, Marti and Melissa. They all lived in a flat in Freemans Bay, and they each had their own bedroom. And there was another bedroom in their flat, so they thought they would like to get another flatmate to live there with them.

So: Mary said she would like their new flatmate to be somebody who played netball, so they could go to her club together.
And Marti said she would like their new flatmate to be somebody like her Nana, so she would have someone to talk to when she came home from school.

And Melissa said: who wants another girl? I want our new flatmate to be a guy, someone who is real hunk, like an All Black or something.
And Mary said ...

Well, they couldn’t decide what to do, so they thought they would send a letter to God and ask him to help. So they wrote one of those fold-over letters where each person adds their bit, and folds it over so the other people can’t see what they’ve written. Have you ever played that game?

Then they posted it up to heaven.

Now when God emptied his letter box, he got out their letter, and this is what it said: (Three children read a line each)
“Dear God, please help us find a new flatmate. We want someone who is an 85 year old ...”

“netball player ...”

“who looks like Daniel Carter.”
God laughed. This was a real tricky prayer to answer, but he liked tricky.
Then he opened the next letter in his mailbox and it was from a girl called Margaret. She said, “Dear God, please help me to find a new flat, with some nice, friendly people, in Freemans Bay.”

(At this point somebody chipped in: I know what’s going to happen. Margaret is going to meet Mary, Marti and Melissa)

Well, yes. And this is how it happened. That night, Margaret was going to catch the number 123 bus home, but it came early, so she missed it and she thought it might be the last bus. She was really worried, and started walking up and down, looking to see if it was coming.

Well it just happened that Melissa was walking past, and she saw Margaret was worried, so she said, “Are you alright?”

“No,” said Margaret. “I think I’ve missed my bus and it was the last one. I may have to get a taxi, all the way to Whangaparaoa.  That will cost $100. And I don’t have $100.”

Melissa said, I live just near here with my two flatmates. “Why don’t you stay with us tonight.”

So she did.

Now Mary, Marti and Melissa were going to have onions and peas for dinner that night, but they didn’t have enough for four people. So Margaret looked in their frig and thought, “Yuk!” There was hardly anything there except some mouldy cheese, some left-over bits of chocolate and lollies, some bits of salad, and a bag of flour. And an old birthday cake that was so soggy you couldn’t eat it.
And she said, “Would you like me to make a pizza?” They had never heard of anybody cooking their own pizzas before so they said, Yes. And Margaret cooked the most amazing pizza you ever saw. It had little smiley faces made out of cheese with red capsicum for the mouth, and bits of rocky road chocolate. And candles! It was so cool. I’ll give you the recipe afterwards.
After tea, Margaret said, I was lucky you had a spare bedroom.
Melissa said, yes, we’re looking for another flatmate.

Margaret said, Well, I’m looking for a flat; would you like me to stay here?
Mary, Marti and Melissa all looked at each other.

And then they all nodded. 
And then they all said: “Yes. Yes, plll-ease.” (Because they were all hopeless at cooking)
So she did. And they all lived happily ever after.

Now there’s a strange thing I forgot to tell you about Margaret. She wasn’t 85 years old. And she didn’t play netball. And she didn’t look like Daniel Carter. Not even a little bit. So she wasn’t the ideal flatmate that Mary, Marti and Melissa had been looking for. But they didn’t mind!

Once they met Margaret, they though she was the ideal flatmate.

So that’s how God answered their prayers.
Now another strange thing, is that our church here is looking for a new minister. Did you know that Barry is leaving us next February, and we are looking for someone new, somebody perfect, please God.  And I’ve heard that some people are a bit scared we might not get the right person to take Barry’s place.
And some people have been looking for one kind of minister and some have been looking for another. And I started thinking: Oh no. If we go on like this we may not get a minister at all.

So I think we need to be like Mary, Marti and Melissa were after they met Margaret, and try being friendly to our new minister, because they will feel like a stranger coming into somebody else’s flat.
But they won’t be a stranger for long. If we are friendly to them, I reckon they will end up being good friends to us too.

