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Prairie Lessons 
by Deborah Raney 

SAMPLE CHAPTER 

 

I shooed away the dogs and carried my breakfast out to the back deck. It was a tradition 

Grant and I had shared for most of our married life, and I’d just recently been able to enjoy the 

deck again without it bringing back too many difficult memories. 

I placed my bagel and steaming coffee mug on the wobbly table and stepped to the rail. The 

April air was cool, but the bright sun climbing over the hedgerow at the edge of the farm 

promised to warm things up in a hurry. The sapphire skies of that Kansas morning, and the 

greening wheat fields that rolled across the prairie, should have filled me with hope. 

But hope had been a stranger to me for longer than I cared to admit. 

While Buster and Lad trotted off to the barn, King, our old collie, came to the rail beside me, 

cocking her head, watching to see if I would allow her to stay. She must have been close to a 

hundred in dog years, and she walked with an arthritic limp. Like a half dozen other lucky dogs 

over the years, she’d been dumped off in our yard when the boys were small, and they had 

named her King before they realized she was female. 

King pressed her wet nose in the palm of my hand and whimpered. I knew how she felt. 

We’d both been abandoned. First by three boys off to college in quick succession, and then by 

Grant who, as far as King was concerned, had been just another overgrown boy.  

King was the one who’d discovered Grant in the barn that awful morning. I wondered if 

dogs remembered things the way people did. For her sake, I hoped not. The vision of my 

husband’s crumpled form at the foot of the hayloft ladder still haunted me.  

After the funeral Eric had offered to quit his job, and Jon and Mitch both agreed to leave 

college and come home to keep the farm running. But I couldn’t ask them to do that. The farm 

wasn’t our entire livelihood. The economy had long ago dictated that Grant take a full-time job 

in town. His hours at the lumberyard had paid the bills, which allowed us to stay on the farm. His 

life insurance had left me in decent shape financially.  

The smart thing would be to sell the farm, but I knew that would never fly with my sons. 

They loved this place. It was the only home they’d ever known, the only thing they had left of 

Grant. 

I loved it too. I couldn’t imagine ever leaving. But neither did I see how I could possibly 

keep the place up by myself. The boys helped when they were home, but three or four weekends 

a year just wouldn’t cut it.  

King barked at a small cloud of dust half a mile or so up the dirt road. It was too small to be 

a car, and as the dust rolled closer I realized what—or rather who—it was. I grumbled under my 

breath and seriously considered whisking my breakfast inside and pretending not to be home.  
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I ripped off a bite of my soggy bagel and chewed furiously. My stomach had turned sour by 

the time I heard the annoyingly familiar sound of the rusty old bicycle chain clanging against its 

even rustier frame.  

King limped off the porch and greeted Robert Simmons with a wagging tail and a friendly 

bark. Traitor, I thought, glaring at King. But for Mitch’s sake, and for Grant’s, I forced myself to 

be civil. 

“Good morning, Robert.” 

“Mornin’, Miz Keene,” he muttered, gazing at the sky. “Nice day, huh?” 

Well, it was. I drained my coffee mug. Before you showed up. 

“Mitch was home last weekend,” I informed Robert. “He probably won’t be back till 

school’s out.” 

“Yeah, he told me that.” Robert stood at the bottom of the deck steps, rubbing King’s head 

with one hand and holding up his bicycle with the other. The hem of his jeans ended just above 

the tops of his striped athletic socks. His eyeglasses were smudged, and the earpiece on one side 

had been mended with black electrical tape. Dark, greasy hair curled over his ears.  

Mitch had befriended Robert when they were in junior high. Robert wasn’t exactly retarded, 

but he wasn’t the brightest bulb in the marquee either. Socially retarded was probably the most 

accurate description.  

Grant and I had been proud of the way our youngest son stood up for this social misfit 

against the other kids’ cruelty. Mitch had endured Robert’s undying loyalty ever since.  

After Mitch went off to college, Grant took Robert under his wing, allowing him to tag 

along while he did farm chores or worked on the old Chevy truck that was Grant’s pride and joy. 

“The kid’s not as dumb as you’d think, Annie,” Grant had told me more than once. “He’s 

got a good mechanical mind. Shame he doesn’t have much chance to put it to use.” I’d drawn the 

line when Grant tried to get Robert involved on a repair job inside the house. 

I hadn’t counted on Robert’s loyalty transferring to me once Grant was gone and Mitch 

headed back to college. It was not an inheritance I relished.  

Robert stood, head down, still patting King and holding up his bike. After three interminable 

minutes I picked up my breakfast dishes, hoping he’d take the hint. He didn’t. 

I went into the kitchen and put my dishes in the sink. When I came back out, Robert hadn’t 

budged. I couldn’t bring myself to kick him off the farm, but I had several projects lined up and I 

was determined not to let him spoil my day. 

I started toward the barn, where I was planning to make a plant stand for the deck. Grant had 

purchased the kit from a mail-order catalog, apparently a surprise for my birthday. UPS had 

delivered it two weeks after he died.  

Though I’d never been handy with tools, I was determined to put this thing together if it 

killed me. And it just might. The blurb in the catalog promised “easy assembly,” but the 

instructions that came with the kit might as well have been in Swahili. It had taken weeks to 

psyche myself up for the task, but I’d actually been looking forward to it. Until Robert showed 

up. 

I strolled past him without speaking, but my jaw tightened when I heard him lean his bike 

against the deck and follow me. King trotted after both of us, panting happily. I glanced over my 

shoulder and saw that she was smiling in the peculiar way of collies. 

I opened the big sliding door at the end of the barn and wrestled an oversized slab of 

plywood onto two sawhorses. Robert watched while I took the boards from the packing box and 

smoothed out the instructions on my makeshift table. After staring at them for several minutes, I 
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began to see how these ten boards could eventually become the attractive display piece pictured 

in the catalog. 

Following the instructions, I anchored the bottom slat between the two boards that would 

form the sides of the shelves. I found the Phillips-head screwdriver in Grant’s toolbox and set to 

work. 

Robert sniffed and wiped his nose on the back of his hand. “You want some help?” 

“No, Robert,” I replied, more curtly than I’d intended. 

“I could hold the boards for you.” 

“No, thank you,” I repeated firmly. “I’m kind of looking forward to doing this on my own. It 

was a gift from Grant … for my birthday.” I teared up and wondered why I felt I owed this 

intruder an explanation. 

“Oh,” Robert grunted. 

After five minutes of blister-raising effort, I was still turning the first screw, and it still 

protruded from the wood a good inch and a half. If that idiot wasn’t standing here watching 

every move I make … I kept turning the screwdriver, the resistance growing stronger with every 

twist of my wrist. 

“Surprised it ain’t countersunk,” Robert mumbled. 

“Huh?” 

“Surprised it ain’t countersunk,” he repeated in the same monotone. He picked up a small 

plastic packet of wood plugs from the pile of screws lined up on the worktable. “Usually if they 

give you these plugs, the screws are countersunk.”  

I laid down the screwdriver and wiped the sweat off my forehead with the tail of my T-shirt. 

Robert took a hesitant step forward. “I could turn it for a while. I’m pretty strong.” 

I seethed at the interruption, though my conscience had begun to prick. 

“You want me to turn it for a while?” 

“No, Robert, I don’t.” I felt bad for the way the words came out, especially when I saw him 

slink back a few steps. 

I continued putting in screws, turning till I couldn’t turn anymore, bad-mouthing the 

imbecile who’d packed screws in this kit that were half an inch too long. 

Robert watched in silence, but I could tell by the way his hands twitched that he was dying 

to get hold of my screwdriver. 

I was being selfish. I knew that. I felt sorry for the kid. I truly did. The oldest of six children 

of an alcoholic father and a worn-down mother, Robert had a rough life. But Lord, he’s not my 

problem. And in case You hadn’t noticed, I’ve had it a little rough lately myself.  

I pretended to pore over the instructions, but in truth I was praying … and confessing. 

Forgive me.  

I heard the Lord’s reply loud and clear. Robert needs to help you, Annie.  

I got the message. I had much to be thankful for. And this boy needed to be needed. Surely 

that was the least I could do for him. 

“You thirsty, Robert?” 

He nodded. 

I held out the screwdriver. “Tell you what. You work with these screws for a minute and I’ll 

go make us some lemonade.” I could always undo the damage later. 

When I returned to the barn, bearing two icy glasses of lemonade and a much-improved 

attitude, Robert was beaming. “Turns out they was countersunk, Miz Keene,” he crowed. “You 

had both them boards on there backwards! See? But don’t worry. I fixed it.” 
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I examined the beginnings of my plant stand and saw that each screw was neatly sunk into a 

hole drilled just for that purpose, leaving an indentation that would be covered by the wood 

plugs provided in the plastic packet. So much for idiots and imbeciles. 

That’s when it hit me. I’d heard the Lord’s voice all wrong. He hadn’t said, Robert needs to 

help you. He’d said, You need Robert’s help. 

My throat tightened and I wanted to fall to my knees in humility … or on my face in 

humiliation. I’m so sorry, Lord. 

Figuring that a display of repentance might embarrass Robert, I simply said, “Well, I’ll be! 

You’re right. I should’ve let you have a go at it a long time ago.” 

His ear-to-ear grin assured me I’d been forgiven.  

While I sipped lemonade in the shade, Robert built me the sturdiest plant stand I’ve ever 

owned. It sits out on the back deck to this day. Sometimes, when he’s not too busy with farm 

chores, Robert helps me water the colorful geraniums and begonias that spill over the edges of 

its shelves. 

I have a sneaking suspicion that Grant is smiling in heaven, knowing that his last gift to me 

taught me the real truth of that old adage “It is more blessed to receive than to give.” 

 

Life Application 

Sometimes the difficulties of life weigh us down, and doing nice things for others feels like 

a burden.  

Pride creeps in if we think our good works happen in our own power. Reminding the first-

century believers of the words in Proverbs, Peter said, “Clothe yourselves with humility toward 

one another, because, ‘God opposes the proud but gives grace to the humble.’ Humble 

yourselves, therefore, under God’s mighty hand, that he may lift you up in due time” (1 Peter 

5:5–6 NIV). When we are truly yielded to Him, ministering by His power alone, we begin to see 

ourselves as we really are: redeemed slaves rather than godly saints. 

God often places us in situations where we are on the receiving end of someone’s kindness. 

This is a humbling experience, especially when we are accustomed to ministering to others. But 

when we let people serve us, we give them the chance to serve God as well. 

God knows our human frailties and has already forgiven them. When we belong to Him, 

because of Christ’s shed blood, God sees only righteousness when He looks at us. Only rightness 

before Him allows us to minister and be ministered to with the same gracious spirit. 

 

About the Author 

 Deborah Raney’s first novel, A Vow to Cherish, inspired the film of the same title and 

launched Deb’s writing career. Twenty years, thirty books, and numerous awards later, she’s still 

writing. She and husband, Ken, live in Kansas and have four grown children and five 

grandchildren who all live much too far away. Visit Deb on the Web at www.deborahraney.com. 
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A House with Pillows 
by Kathi Macias 

SAMPLE CHAPTER 
 

Seven-year-old Jenny loved the sound of her mother’s humming. It was one of the few 

constants in her life, and it made her feel safe.  

“Mommy, what’s that song?” 

Her mother stopped spreading the sleeping bag on the ground next to the drugstore wall, 

where the two of them spent the night whenever they were unable to get into a shelter. Jenny saw 

her mom smile, even in the near darkness of the late-autumn evening. 

“Do you like that song, baby?” 

She nodded. “It’s one of my favorites.” 

“It’s called ‘Blessed Assurance.’ It was written by a blind lady named Fanny Crosby.” 

Jenny’s eyes widened. “She was blind?” 

“That’s right. And yet she did amazing things in her lifetime.” Mama’s smile widened 

until her eyes crinkled. “Just like you will someday.” 

Jenny wasn’t so sure about that. There was nothing amazing about her or her life. “I like 

it when you hum songs. But why don’t you ever sing the words?” 

Mama’s forehead puckered. “You know I forget things, sweetheart. The tune is always 

there, but the words hide from me sometimes.” She returned to her task of setting up their bed. 

“Come on, baby. Crawl inside the sleeping bag so you don’t get cold.” She glanced at the sky. “It 

doesn’t look like it’ll rain tonight, so we can thank God for that. You know how much it rains in 

Oregon.” She bit her lower lip. “We are still in Oregon, aren’t we?” 

Jenny’s heart squeezed. Her mother’s forgetfulness was getting worse. “Yes, Mama. 

We’re in Portland.” 

She released a deep breath. “Good. Now come on, into bed with you. Then I’ll hum to 

you until you fall asleep.” 

Within moments, they were snuggled in together, warming each other as Jenny tried to 

get comfortable with just a thin layer of fabric between her and the cold, hard concrete. 

Mama stopped humming. “You okay, baby?” 

“I’m fine. It’s just …” She hated to complain, especially when her mother couldn’t do 

anything to solve the problem. 

Mama lifted up on one elbow and gazed down at her. Even with a smudge of dirt on her 

face and her dark hair slipping out of its ponytail, Mama was still the most beautiful woman in 

the world. If only her mind worked right. 

“What is it, Jenny? What’s wrong?” 

She sighed, knowing her mother wouldn’t dismiss the issue without an answer. “Well … 

the ground is kinda hard. I just …” She took a deep breath. “I wish we had pillows,” she blurted 

out. “Even just one to share.” 

Mama’s eyes looked sad. “I used to have pillows when I was a little girl. I wish you did 

too.” 

“It’s okay. We have each other, and that’s all that matters, right?” 

Mama nodded. “And we have God. The three of us are all we need.” She folded her 

hands. “Let’s pray and ask for a miracle.” 
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Jenny wished she could count on God to answer. But lately she hadn’t been so sure He 

was even listening. Jenny couldn’t count all the times she and her mother had prayed for 

things—important things, like food and a place to stay, family or at least friends. If God hadn’t 

answered those big prayers, what made Mama think He’d pay attention to a prayer for something 

as silly as a pillow? 

Though it seemed pointless to Jenny, praying always made her mother feel better. So she 

closed her eyes as her mother lay down beside her, holding Jenny close. 

“Dear God, we don’t want to sound ungrateful. You’ve given us so much, and You’ve 

taken good care of us all this time. But You know how I’d really like for Jenny to have the kind 

of life I had when I was growing up. We don’t need anything fancy, Lord, but … maybe just a 

house we could sleep in at night. And pillows, God, please—at least one for my sweet girl. I 

know that’s a big prayer, but it’s not too big for You.” She planted a kiss on top of Jenny’s head. 

“Thank You, God. Amen.” 

Hot tears bit Jenny’s eyes. It was one thing to pray for enough food for the day, but a 

house with pillows? She sighed. How would her mother take the disappointment when God 

didn’t answer? 

*** 

Jenny awoke early the next morning, still cradled against her mother’s shoulder. Her nose 

was cold, and even with the first signs of a rising sun, she was certain it would be chilly outside 

of the sleeping bag. But they couldn’t stay in their cocoon forever. She’d learned the importance 

of clearing out of their little spot before the drugstore opened for business and customers started 

showing up. 

“Mama.” She touched her mother’s cheek, hating to waken her. “We need to get up. It’s 

morning.” 

Her mom’s eyelids fluttered open, then she sat up with a start. Her shoulders tensed, and 

her eyes darted back and forth before coming to rest on Jenny. When their gazes connected, her 

body relaxed and her lips spread into a welcoming smile. 

“Good morning, sweet girl.” 

“Morning, Mama.” 

“We’d better get going if we want a good place in line for breakfast at the mission.” 

Jenny’s stomach growled. Her mother was right. They didn’t want to get there late and 

miss out. Besides, today was Wednesday, the day the mission served breakfast burritos—Jenny’s 

favorite. 

They rolled up their sleeping bag and tied it to Mama’s backpack. Jenny carried her own 

backpack, filled with two changes of clothes, three books, and one stuffed animal.  

They showed up at the mission before the food ran out. As they headed for the counter, a 

woman’s voice stopped them. “Mary Franklin, is that you?” 

Jenny’s mother jumped. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.” The middle-aged woman with short graying 

hair, whom Jenny recognized as one of the mission workers, hurried up beside them. “I was 

hoping you’d stop by today.” She lowered her voice. “There was a lady here yesterday, looking 

for you.” 

Mama gasped. Her eyes looked frightened.  

“Her name is Karen Franklin.” The woman’s voice lowered even more, and Jenny had to 

strain to hear. “She said she’s your mother.” 

Mama’s body trembled. “My … mother?” she squeaked.  
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Jenny took her hand and held it tightly. 

Why would Mama be afraid of her own mother? Jenny had never met her grandparents. 

Her mom never talked about them. But surely this was good news … wasn’t it? 

The mission lady nodded. “That’s what she said. She even had a picture of you from high 

school. She told me she’s been looking for you for months. She wanted to let you know that your 

father is sick and he wants to see you.” 

Tears glistened in Mama’s eyes. “Daddy is … sick? He wants … to see me?” 

“According to your mother, they both want to see you.” She fished in her jacket pocket 

and pulled out a crumpled piece of paper. “She left her number. Would you like me to call her?” 

The tears in Mama’s eyes spilled onto her cheeks. “I don’t know. I …”  

“I want to see Grandma and Grandpa!” Jenny covered her mouth when her mother’s gaze 

lowered to her.  

“They haven’t wanted to see us before.” 

Jenny’s heart hip-hopped around her chest. “But they do now. Isn’t that all that matters?”  

Her mom wiped her cheeks with her sleeve. “You’re right. Maybe God is answering our 

prayer.” She turned back to the mission lady. “Yes,” she said, her body no longer trembling. 

“Please call them.” 

Jenny hoped her mother was right. But if this wasn’t an answer to their prayers, it could 

turn out to be the biggest disappointment they’d had yet. 

*** 

Jenny had never felt such a soft mattress in all her life. She peeked across the room to the 

matching bed where her mother lay, her eyes closed.  

Jenny looked up at Karen Franklin, who sat on the edge of the bed, tucking the blankets 

around her. “Is this really the bedroom where my mama slept when she was little?”  

“Sure is.” The pleasant lady with the salt-and-pepper hair glanced toward Mama and then 

looked back at Jenny. “And the bed your mama’s in now was for her friends when they stayed 

over.” 

Jenny thought of all the pictures she’d seen of her mother earlier that day, as the three of 

them sat on the couch looking through photo albums. She also thought of the man she’d met 

briefly when they stopped by the hospital. He’d told her he would surely get better and come 

home soon, now that he knew he had three beautiful ladies waiting for him. 

“Why didn’t you want to see us before?” The question popped out before Jenny could 

stop it. 

Grandma’s cheeks reddened, but she smiled and stroked Jenny’s hair. “Your grandpa and 

I were wrong, honey. When your mama told us she was going to have a baby, we …” She snuck 

another peek at Mama before continuing in a whisper. “Your grandpa and I had always hoped 

she’d be married when she told us that news, but she wasn’t. We were hurt and scared for her, 

especially with her—”  

She released a long sigh. “I’m afraid we didn’t handle things very well. We had a big 

fight, and your mother left home. Somehow we lost touch with her. After a while, your grandpa 

didn’t want to talk about it. It just hurt too much. But when he got sick …”  

Grandma wiped away a tear. “We had to try to find your mama—and you. I started 

calling all the homeless shelters around town.” She sighed. “It took a few days to find you. But 

here you are.” 

“Here we are,” Jenny whispered, a warm glow spreading through her tummy. 
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Her grandmother looked at Mama with sad eyes. “Now we can take your mother to the 

doctor so he can give her medicine for her … memory problems.” 

Jenny was happy to hear that. Her mother had always told her she’d probably remember 

things better if she had the right medicine. 

Grandma fluffed the pillow under Jenny’s head. “Would you like an extra one, dear? We 

have plenty.” 

Plenty of pillows. Not just one that she and Mama had to share, though that would’ve 

been enough. “Oh, yes, please,” Jenny said. “That would be really nice … Grandma.” 

Her grandmother hugged her, squeezing her tightly for several minutes. Then she left the 

room to get the extra pillows.  

Though Mama’s eyes were still closed, she began to hum. Jenny recognized the tune. It 

was “Blessed Assurance.” 

 

Life Application 

How many times do we pray for something, yet we don’t really expect an answer because 

we think our request is too big for God? Or perhaps we believe we aren’t important enough to 

warrant an answer. 

Jesus addressed this faulty thinking when He spoke to His disciples about God’s infinite 

mercy and unfailing love. He wanted them to understand that though God is holy and sovereign, 

the Creator of the universe and everything in it, He cares for the minutest details of our lives. 

Jesus said that almighty God takes note if even one little sparrow falls. Sparrows were 

common then, as they are now—considered nearly worthless compared to rare or exotic birds. 

And yet Jesus described the scope of God’s love for people by saying, “If God cares for even a 

common sparrow, how much more does He care for you?” (See Matthew 6:26.) 

God may not answer our prayers as quickly or specifically as he did with Mary and 

Jenny. But His love for each of us is infinite and unconditional. And He longs to give us what’s 

best for us, even more than we long to do so for our children. 

If God loves even the tiny sparrow that falls to the ground, how much more does He care 

for us, who are made in His very image? 

 

About the Author 
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Telling Tales 
by Robin Bayne 

SAMPLE CHAPTER 
 

A flurry of giggles erupted outside the open garage door. Luke shook his head, amused at 

his little sister and her friends. Ten years younger than he, Stacy was a high school senior in love 

with flirting, flipping her hair, and gossiping. As long as he didn’t hear them being mean, the 

chatter didn’t bother Luke. 

He had problems of his own. 

With his best bud, Tom, bailing on their landscaping business, Luke needed to find a new 

partner, or at least some temporary help. While stacking bags of mulch to be transported to the 

next job site, Luke considered his options, which were few. 

The smell of pine bark sifted through the air, mixing with the odors of gasoline and engine 

oil from his truck. Thanks to hard work and the grace of God, the small business had tripled in 

size. Working with his hands, being outdoors, planting things, and designing yards gave Luke 

great satisfaction. And great calluses, he thought, snagging his palm against his T-shirt. 

“Luke, can I have a ride to the mall?” Stacy had come in quietly, leaving her friends in the 

driveway. Dressed in her cheerleader outfit, she was the opposite of every stereotype Luke could 

think of. Her short, dark hair revealed ears without rings; her wire-framed glasses sat squarely on 

her crooked little nose. She didn’t chew gum and she didn’t sneak around with guys too old for 

her. She was a good kid. 

“Yeah, I can take you when I run this mulch over to the Miller place.” 

A smile lit her face, and he added no braces to his mental description. “Cool.” Stacy 

scampered back to her friends. 

Luke went in the house to find his keys and noticed a flashing light on the message machine. 

He hit the play button. 

“Hey, Luke,” Tom’s voice said. “My cousin just arrived from the other side of the world. He 

needs a job and he’s interested in maybe joining the biz. He spent a summer planting trees for 

some Christian group. We’ll meet you at your house tomorrow morning at eight. Call if that’s a 

problem. See ya.” 

Luke felt his shoulders rise, as if a load had lifted a bit. He said a quick prayer of thanks, 

grabbed his ridiculously large key ring, and headed for the garage. 

When they got in the car, Stacy listened to his Christian rock for two songs before politely 

asking to change to a pop music station. 

“What time do Mom and Dad expect you home tonight?” he asked between songs. 

“Mom said by ten. And she said I could get pizza at the mall as long as you dropped me off 

and Pam’s father picked us up.” 

“All right.” Luke tapped the steering wheel, waiting for the light to change. 

Stacy clicked off the radio and faced her brother. “Can I ask you something?” 

“Sure.” 

“There’s a new girl at school. She says she was a cheerleader at her old school.” 

“You don’t believe her?” 

“It’s not that.” Stacy stretched toward Luke as far as the seat belt allowed. “Pam said she 

heard the girl left her old school because she had an abortion.” 
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Luke swallowed. “Stacy, that’s gossip. Even if it’s true, it’s mean to hold that against 

someone you don’t even know.” 

“But abortion is a sin.” 

“So is gossip.” 

Stacy looked out her window, avoiding the glances Luke tried to throw her way. “Do you 

think I should be friends with her?” 

Luke signaled to change lanes and entered the mall’s parking lot. The idea that a young girl 

who’d done such a thing might possibly influence Stacy scared him. But there was no proof it 

had even happened. 

He pulled up to the mall entrance. “Would you want someone to shun you on the basis of a 

rumor?” 

“No.” 

“And if you’d made a mistake . . .” 

“Okay, I get it.” Stacy leaned over and kissed his cheek. “Thanks for the ride.” She flounced 

off before he could finish his thought. 

The next time he saw his sister, he’d have to continue the conversation, in case the rumor 

was true. Problem was, he had no idea what to tell her.  

Two more cheerleaders crossed in front of his truck and threw him little waves and then 

burst into fits of giggles. Luke wondered if it was because he was good looking or funny looking. 

With teenage girls, one could never be sure. 

The next morning, the sun was up by six and so was Luke. He gave thanks to God for 

another beautiful day before backing his truck out of the garage. After two trips to the Miller job 

site, he was ready to meet Tom and his cousin. 

Luke shook hands with Mike when Tom introduced them. The man stood at least six feet 

tall, and he had a build that showed he was used to working. Luke repressed a smile. Stacy 

would think the guy was a “hunk.” 

Mike offered to start on the spot, choosing to discuss financial arrangements later, once 

Luke’s current project was back on track. They spread and raked mulch around the Miller estate, 

trimmed weeds, and took an order for trees to line the circular driveway. In response to Mrs. 

Miller’s request, Mike admitted he knew how to trim bushes into animal shapes. 

Luke admired Mike’s work ethic. When they returned to Luke’s house, he planned to talk 

salary, but they found Stacy and Pam on the front steps, heads bent together. As he neared, he 

overheard gossip. His pulse pounded behind his eyes. 

Stacy smiled up at him, oblivious to his warning glare. “Hi, Luke. You know that girl I told 

you about yesterday? Her brother went after the guy who got her pregnant and decked him. He 

had to go to jail for three months and do community service.” 

Pam nodded, blonde curls bobbing. “And then--” 

“Enough.” Luke suppressed an urge to shake the girls. “I don’t want to hear any more 

gossip. You don’t even know if these stories are true, and you could be hurting innocent people.” 

He rubbed the back of his neck and briefly asked the Lord for guidance. “How would you 

two like it if someone was spreading rumors about you? Especially if you were the new girl 

trying to make friends? Close your eyes, both of you.” He waited for them to do it. “Now, think 

about that for a minute. Picture it.” 

He left them there and found his new helper in the garage, loading the last of the mulch 

sacks onto the truck bed. 

“Girls causing you grief?” Mike asked, grinning. 



Kathy Ide © 2015. 21 Days of Grace: Stories that Celebrate God’s Unconditional Love. All rights reserved. 

 
 

Luke knew his face was beet red. “They seem to live for gossip. They’ve been driving me 

nuts with tales about the new girl at school who supposedly had an abortion and had to leave 

town, and her brother creamed the boyfriend and did time, and then had to--” Luke stopped when 

he saw Mike’s face pale into a stony stare. 

Alarm bells went off in Luke’s head. New guy. Spent time planting trees for a Christian 

group. He prayed silently that his own venting hadn’t offended this man whose help he needed. 

“Hey, I’m really sorry. That was just gossip. You know kids, they don’t mean anything.” 

Luke realized he was making things worse. He turned away, ashamed.  

When he looked back, Mike was gone. The garage was silent, save for an echo from a car 

driving down the street. Luke sat on his metal tool chest, wondering how he’d been caught in the 

very trap he’d warned his sister about. 

He turned his energy to finishing the Miller job, then decided to pay Mike as if he’d worked 

all weekend. It would be the first stage of his apology. He had no idea what stage two would be, 

but he did know Stacy was going to help. Like it or not, they were going to do what they could to 

repair the damage they’d done. 

 

Life Application 

We’ve all heard a story about someone we know, or barely know, that is so delicious we 

can’t wait to share it with our friends. Have you noticed that these stories are never good news or 

complimentary? Why is it our human nature makes us delight in the sins and misfortunes of 

others?  

Spreading bad news about people is something we have to work to overcome because it’s 

gossip. It draws attention to us for a few moments but can cause years of hurt.  

If we hear a rumor and let it stop with us, we’ll save a lot of trouble in the long run. 

“Without wood a fire goes out; without gossip a quarrel dies down” (Proverbs 26:20). Offer the 

information up in prayer, ask God to help settle it down, and let it die out.  
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