The Dog That Laughed All the Way Home
by Marvin Hunt

As Wayne parked his pickup truck beside his house one day after work, he heard the neighbor
lady calling for him to come over to her house as fast as he could. When Wayne got there, he

saw his little beagle dog lying on the ground, flopping around like a fish out of the water. The

dog was foaming at the mouth and acting crazy. He had a weird look in his eyes.

Wayne carefully picked up his dog and brought him home. He was worried that his little dog had
the terrible rabies disease. To keep the little beagle from escaping while he called the
veterinarian, Wayne put him in a horse trailer with high side rails that he had in the yard. Then
he ran into the house and called the vet. Hurriedly he explained all about the strange way his
dog was acting. Sadly, he found out from the vet that the only way to tell for sure if his dog had
rabies was to test some of its brain cells. Of course, there would be no way to do this test while
his dog was still alive.

Wayne hung up the phone after making an appointment for the vet to see his dog. It looked
very bad for his little pet. After making up his mind about what he had to do, he went outside to
get the dog out of the trailer. As he walked up, the little beagle got so excited that he jumped
clear over the top of the trailer side and landed on Wayne. As the dog struggled to keep from
falling, he scratched Wayne's face. Some foam from his mouth fell into Wayne's bleeding
scratches. Now Wayne was really worried, because a human can catch this terrible disease from
the saliva of an animal who has rabies.

Wayne tied a rope around the dog's neck and loaded him into the front seat of his truck. All the
way to the vet's office the dog kept acting crazy. He bit the seat, attacked the gear shift, and
kept foaming at the mouth. When he reached the animal hospital, the veterinarian was waiting
for them. Wayne pulled his dog from the truck. He seemed more like a wild dog now than a pet.
The wise and experienced vet took one look at the little animal and said, "Oh, he's got a bone
stuck in his throat! Bring him inside."

Wayne was astonished. He had been afraid his dog would have to die. Instead, the veterinarian
simply took his fingers and forced the dog's mouth open. Then he reached down his throat and
popped out a bone! It was just a little bone-about two inches long and as big around as a pencil.

Wayne said later that if a dog could sigh with relief, his beagle surely did. Immediately the dog
calmed down and stopped foaming at the mouth. Wayne thought he even began to smile, almost
like a human. On the way home, his dog sat up on the seat beside Wayne just like a little king,
enjoying the scenery passing by.

Thanks to his training, the veterinarian knew just what to do. He saved the dog's life. He had
studied and learned all he could about animals, and God had given him the ability and the talent
to become a good animal doctor.

Isn't it wonderful that we have special people to whom we can turn when we have special
needs? I'm sure Wayne was thankful that he had a good animal doctor to treat his little beagle
friend. | know Wayne was glad he was not alone. When the beagle was so sick, Wayne was very
scared. He didn't know what to do. Can you think of specially trained people who help you
sometimes with things you cannot do for yourself? A doctor? A nurse? A fireman? I'm sure your
mom's and dad's can name lots of special people they have turned to when they had needs. God
loves us and hears our prayers when we are in need. And He provides special people to help us
when we are in trouble. Let's be glad for them and thank Him for them.



Friends Again
by Karen Flowers

Janet and Julie were sisters. They were also best friends. They played together every day after
school. Best of all, they liked playing with their dolls. Janet's best doll had real hair and would
drink water from a bottle. Julie's favorite had the most beautiful dress you could ever imagine.

One day the girls had to ride downtown with their mother on an errand. They didn't mind
because they just pretended they were taking their dolls for an outing. But the trip took longer
than they had expected, and after awhile they got tired of playing with their dolls. Before you
knew it, the girls were fighting.

"Hey, you're crowding me. Get over on your own side of the seat," Janet fussed.
"I'm not on your side! Mom, Janet's fussing at me and I'm not doing anything," Julie whined.
"And keep your hands off my doll," Janet retorted.

"I'm not hurting your doll. What do you care if | smooth her hair, anyway. You don't take care of
her!" Julie kept the fight going.

"Then see how you like it if | give your precious little baby a thrill or two. You never take her out
for any fun!" Janet dangled Julie's doll out the window by one leg. "Whee, baby! Don't you love
feeling the wind in your hair?"

Julie went crazy! "Mom, Janet's going to throw my doll out the window! Make her stop! Make her
stop!”

Janet felt the car slow as Mom put on the brake. "Julie needs to be taught a lesson,” Janet
thought. "She's always getting into my things. I'll just let go of her doll and give her a scare.
Mom's stopping the car anyway." So Janet let go of Julie's doll and Julie began to wail.

Mom stopped the car and turned to ask the girls what on earth was going on. "She threw my doll
out the window!" Julie screamed.

"l only dropped her as Mom brought the car to a stop." Janet pouted. "She's not hurt. You'll see.
Anyway, you started it. You touched my doll first!"

Mother opened the car door. Julie and Janet pushed their heads out the window. The worst
possible scene met their eyes. Julie's precious doll was pinned under the car's rear wheel. Her
beautiful dress was covered with mud and her chest pressed flat.

"Now look what you've done!" Julie yelled. "I'll never forgive you, | won't, I won't! And | don't
ever want to play with you again. You're not my friend! And | wish you weren't my sister!" Julie
began to cry inconsolably.

How do you feel when someone hurts you badly? Usually you feel so bad you just wish you could
hurt the person back just like they hurt you. You don't want anything to do with them, and there
doesn't seem to be any way you could ever be friends again.

But God has provided a way for us to heal the hurts between us. The Bible teaches us how
Christians live in relationship with one another. Human beings will hurt each other because of
their sinfulness. But the Bible teaches us to say we are sorry when we have done wrong. And
Jesus helps us to forgive one another even when we have hurt each other deeply. Saying we're



sorry and forgiving one another is hard, and it doesn't happen fast. But it is God's plan for
helping us to live together as His family.

At first Janet was so mad at Julie she didn't want to say she was sorry. But after awhile she
began to feel very badly about what she had done. It would be hard to admit she had done
wrong. Maybe Julie wouldn't want to be her friend anymore. Then Janet had an idea. She would
give Julie her favorite doll with the real hair and her baby bottle. It was the only way she could
think of to show how sorry she was.

Meanwhile, Julie was so upset about her broken doll that all she could think about was getting
back at Janet. She knew what she would do! She would sneak into her room and rip the hair out
of her favorite doll and stomp on her baby bottle with her foot. A little part of her was worried
she'd miss Janet as a friend, but right now she didn't care. Quietly she opened Janet's bedroom
door. "Oh! Janet! | didn't know you were here!" she cried out in surprise. Her plan would just
have to wait, she thought to herself.

Imagine her surprise when Janet invited her into her room. "I'm really sorry | dropped your doll
out the window and she got run over," Janet said. "Mom says there's nothing that can be done
to fix her up. So | want you to have my doll with the real hair and the baby bottle. Here. She's
yours now."

Julie just looked at her friend. She thought about her plan to stomp on the baby bottle and pull
out the doll's beautiful hair. "I'm sorry too for wanting to get you back," Julie said softly. | can't
take your favorite doll. But we can share her! I tell you what. Let's play like we're teachers and
all our dolls are our students, want too?

One thing was sure. Janet never wanted to hurt Julie like that again!

Saying your sorry and forgiving can make it possible for friends and family who hurt each other
to come back together and live together happily again. It's God's special gift to His family on
earth. He was the first to forgive, and when He lives in our hearts, His love makes it possible for
us to say we're sorry and forgive too. It's a gift you'll want to pass on in your family and among
your friends.



Grandpa and the Changing Butterfly
by Karen Holford

Note to storyteller: For this story it is helpful to have pictures or samples of a caterpillar,
chrysalis, and butterfly to show the children. A chrysalis would be especially helpful.

Stevey was excited! He loved going to Grandpa and Grandma's place! Mom and Dad would be
away for the weekend and he and Grandpa would have the whole farm to themselves! Grandpa
would let Stevey feed the animals and ride in the tractor. They had all kinds of fun together!
Grandpa and Grandma would go to a really small church on Sabbath. There was only one other
boy there about Stevey's age. But the best bit was a little old lady who always had treats hiding
in her big black purse for any boy who could answer a Bible question!

Stevey had such a wonderful weekend! For Sunday lunch Grandma even let Stevey make ice-
cream the old fashioned way, with her ancient ice-cream churn and lots of ice and cream from
the farm cows and fruit from the freezer.

Grandpa had a nap on Sunday afternoon. "l guess this side of heaven I'm still gonna need my
beauty sleep!" he said. Stevey liked the way the sun shone through the window on Grandpa's
shiny old, bald head and sparkled in his silvery whiskers.

Stevey let him rest and went outside to see Grandma. There he found caterpillars in Grandma's
garden creeping about and eating up leaves. Grandma showed him a caterpillar which was
turning into a chrysalis, wrapping itself all up in sticky thread. Grandma explained that going
inside the chrysalis was a special time in the life of a caterpillar. When it eventually came out of
the chrysalis, it would be a butterfly.

Then they found another chrysalis all finished and hanging on a leaf! Grandma had given him a
jar in which to put the chrysalis and some leaves. Stevey wanted to take the chrysalis home and
watch as it turned into a butterfly. Stevey thought it was amazing that a caterpillar, a chrysalis
and a butterfly were one and the same creature! How could they all be the same when they
looked so different? The chrysalis looked just like a dried up old autumn leaf with not a flicker of
life in it. Stevey was sure it was really dead, but he didn't want to disappoint Grandma by telling
her sol!

When Mom and Dad came for him, Stevey was really tired, but very happy. "Next time I'll take
you swimming in the river!"” yelled Grandpa as they drove away waving. Stevey fell asleep on
the way home holding the jar with his chrysalis inside. He was dreaming of owning his own
tractor one day.

The next day Stevey watched with his Mom as the chrysalis began to wriggle and split. They
took the leaves out of the jar and put them in their garden. Then they sat and watched for ages
while the butterfly wriggled and squirmed and pulled its wet, crumpled wings out of that ugly
little brown package. The butterfly waited a long time on the leaves until its wings were all dry
and could open up. Then Stevey watched as the butterfly spread its wings out wide. He saw all
the lovely colors in the wings as the butterfly flew into the sky for the first time. Stevey thought
it was amazing! Like watching a miracle! He though how much fun it would be to be a butterfly!
Much more fun than creeping about like a caterpillar and eating cabbage! Stevey saved the dried
up chrysalis skin. It was ugly, but it was kind of interesting. He put it in his special box with an
old bird's nest and his special stone collection.

A couple of weeks later, Dad got a phone call. When he came off the phone, Dad was crying real
tears. Stevey had never seen his Dad do that before. Dad just sat in his favorite big chair and
cried and cried. Mom came and hugged him and Stevey patted his back because he didn't know
what else to do. After a little while, Dad pulled Stevey up on his lap and put his arm around



Mom. They all had a big hug together. After a long time Dad's sobbing became quieter. Finally
Dad was able to explain what had happened that made him cry.

Grandpa had been driving the tractor out on the farm when he had had a heart attack. A heart
attack is when a person's heart gets sick and doesn't work properly any more. Lots of times
doctors are able to help people who have a heart attack get better. But sometimes when people
have a heart attack, they die. Grandpa had died, right out there on the tractor. Grandma missed
him when he didn't come in for supper, and that's when she went to look for him.

Now Stevey cried and cried and cried. He loved Grandpa. They had had so much fun together.
He would miss him so much. Grandpa had promised to take him swimming in the river next time
he visited. Now he couldn't do that. Grandpa had said he would teach him to drive the tractor
when he was big enough, and now he wouldn't be able to do that either. But most of all Stevey
would miss Grandpa, just friendly, huggy, happy old Grandpa. He would miss the smell of his
farm clothes and the tickle of his whiskery beard. He would miss the way the sun shone on
Grandpa's shiny head.

That night in bed Stevey asked his Mom what it was like to die. Mom thought a long while and
then she said, "Well, Stevey, death is a difficult thing to understand and talk about. But it's a bit
like this. On earth, we are sort of like the caterpillars you found. We can do lots of things, but
nothing like all the things God first wanted us to do before sin came into the world. Our bodies
here don't last very long. They get worn out and ill and eventually everybody dies. It is sad
when people die. We miss them lots and lots, and it hurts inside. But for people who love Jesus,
like your Grandpa, dying is not the end of it.

"Next week we will go to Grandpa's funeral and Grandpa will be buried in the ground. | suppose
that is a bit like when the caterpillar turns into a chrysalis. The caterpillar probably sleeps and
doesn't really know what is happening. The Bible says that death is a bit like when you are
asleep. When a person is dead he doesn't dream, or know anything at all. But one day, when
Jesus returns, He will take all the dead, chrysalis-sort-of-bodies and wake them all up. He will
transform the bodies of people who love Him into something totally new and amazing,
something far more wonderful than we can imagine! We will be beautiful and strong and able to
fly. We will never be sad or sick again. And we will live forever this time.

"The caterpillar in the chrysalis had to wait a while before it could be changed into a butterfly.
We don't know how long it will be before Jesus will come again, but we know that He will. Then
Grandpa will be alive and strong. He'll probably get all his hair back again too! And | guess that
one of the first things that Grandpa will want to do in heaven is to find you there and take you
swimming in a crystal clear river, just like he promised when you last saw him!"

"So Grandpa will remember me and I'll recognize him, even without his grey hair and whiskers?"
Stevey asked.

"Yes, and he'll recognize you, even if you are quite grown up! With our new bodies Jesus will
give us our special memories back. Although we'll have different sorts of bodies, we will still be
just us.

"Would you like to make a special book to help you remember Grandpa and all the fun you had
with him?"

"Can we put pictures of me and him in there? Could you write out some stories for me of all the
things Grandpa and | have done together? | want to stick my chrysalis in there too. It will help
me remember that pretty soon Grandpa won't be dead any more. And I'm going to draw a
picture of me and him, swimming together in the river in heaven!"



Stevey was sad at Grandpa's funeral. It was hard to say goodbye. Stevey cried a lot and even
after that, when he thought of Grandpa, he sometimes cried again. But when he felt sad, he
went to look at his special "Grandpa and Stevey Book." When he touched the chrysalis and
remembered the butterfly flying away so beautifully, he thought of how he and Grandpa would
one day swim in that river in heaven, splashing and laughing. Then the smile came back to his
face.



Hannah
By Karen Flowers

Grandma and the aunts and uncles rocked back and forth in the long swings which hung from
the roof of the big porch. The three cousins, who were so happy to be together for a week of fun
at Grandma's, continued their game of hide and seek in the bushes. But they did not venture
far. They kept hoping that Grandma and their aunts and uncles would start talking about all their
other relatives. Eventually, they knew, Grandma would send one of them for the big family
Bible. Families sometimes use a family Bible to keep a record of things like who married whom,
who was born when, who moved from where to where, and important dates like weddings, and
births, and deaths, and baptisms.

There was one story the cousins were waiting for. The one about the stow-away. Oh, they knew
the story word for word. But listening never made them tired. It was the story about their great,
great grandma. It began longer ago than they could imagine, half way around the world on
another continent. Every time, they dared to hope that Grandma would resurrect one more
detail in her memory, or uncover some hidden fact never before discovered in the family Bible's
records. The problem was that Grandma had pretty much remembered all that she could, even
with the help of the old Bible into which her mother had written many interesting things about
their family's history. For the cousins, the story would just start getting interesting when
Grandma forgot, or Great Grandma had recorded no more details.

Later, the three cousins would lie awake late into the night, talking in whispers as they stretched
out beside each other with one of Grandma's quilts pulled tight under their chins. The part about
the story of their relatives that kept them awake was the part about Hannah. Poor Hannah! First
off, she had three brothers-one named John, another named James, and, oh too bad, Great
Grandma forgot to record the name of the third. Never mind, just being the only girl must have
been bad enough. But worst of all, their parents died when they were very young, and Hannah
and her brothers had to go live with their uncle who was very rich.

Now, living with a rich uncle sounded nice enough. Think of having all the money you could
spend! But probably, the cousins thought, the rich uncle did not want four children, all of a
sudden, very badly. They would chatter on and on about what might have been. But there was
one piece of the story which they knew for sure. Hannah was not happy. So she decided to run
away. Each of the cousins remembered out loud the times when they had been angry and
thought about running away. Of course they had never gone far. Usually they started thinking
about where they would sleep and what they would eat if they really left home.

Of course Hannah's situation was different. She was a young woman, ready to begin supporting
herself. So when she decided to leave her uncle's home, she decided to really leave! Afraid that
her uncle or her brothers would try to stop her, she slipped away after dark. As she made her
way from their home in Devonshire to the English coast, her mind was racing. In her heart
burned a desire to go to America and begin a new life. But how could she?

Then she got her chance! The cousins were wide-eyed just thinking about it. Carefully slipping
through the darkness, Hannah crawled up the gangplank and hid herself in the hold of a big ship
reported to be leaving for America the next day. She must have been very good at hiding,
because no one found her until they were too far out to sea to bring her back. She was the
cousins great, great grandmother, who eventually married and had five children. Their Grandpa
had been born into this family down the line, and that was all they knew. The cousins would
wiggle their sheets and blankets into a tangle with questions about her. But finally they would
settle down and go to sleep, for it did no good to come up with more questions. Nobody knew
the answers to them anyway.

Have you ever asked your mom and dad, or your grandpa and grandma and aunts and uncles
about your family history? Maybe you have an old Bible in your family where some of the names
of your relatives have been written down. It can be very interesting to find out who you are and



where you have come from. Sometimes the stories we learn about our relatives make us proud.
Other times we are embarrassed to think about who some of our relatives were and what they
did. Every family has relatives of both kinds!

But the good news is we are all related through one Relative who is the best in all the world. He
never did anything to make us ashamed. He will never do anything to hurt us. He just loves us.
And He wants to put His love into our hearts so we can love each other in our families here at
church, just like He loves us. That Relative is Jesus. Did you know that when Jesus came to
earth as a baby, God made Him our brother. Well, He did! And if He's our brother, then God is
our Father, and we are His children. Aren't you glad Jesus is in our family history?



His Hands Wouldn't Go Round
by Archa O. Dart

Pedro looked like a giant toadstool that morning as he sat on a small stump with his poncho, or
loose coat, thrown around his shoulders and his large sombrero, or hat, covering him
completely. From his lofty seat on that high mountainside he could look for miles in every
direction and watch the clouds as they constantly formed faces and images of man and beast.
Pedro sat motionless, gazing into the quiet valley far below, while his goats nibbled at the short
tough grass about him.

All at once he became aware that someone was coming up behind him. Before he had time to
become frightened and run away, the stranger had smiled and spoken kindly to him. After
talking for a little while, the man asked, "Sonny, how would you like to go to school?"

Now Pedro did not know whether going to school was like going to Lima, the big city on the
other side of the mountains, or like going hunting. He had never heard of school before.

But the kind man told him so many interesting things about school that he decided that he
would like to see what it was all about. So when the day came for the mission school to open,
Pedro was right there. He saw a number of things that interested him in that little schoolroom,
but there was one thing that was a great curiosity indeed. It was a queer little object on the
teacher's desk. After a time, Pedro decided to ask the teacher what that queer little thing was.
"Teacher, what is this?"

"That, Pedro, is a clock," she answered.

Pedro didn't know any more now than he did before. "What is it for?" he asked.

"That tells me the time of the day," she replied. "l can sit right here in this room and tell where
the sun is all day long by that little clock. I can tell when it is time to eat dinner and when it is
time to dismiss school, so you boys and girls can reach your homes before dark."

This was almost more than Pedro could believe.

The teacher explained further, "When the two hands of this clock point straight up, the sun will
be right overhead. Your shadow will be the shortest at that time of day. And when the hands are
right here at three o'clock, the sun will be about there," she said pointing to a spot in the west.
This all seemed very strange indeed to Pedro. But sure enough, when the teacher announced
that it was time for their noonday lunch, Pedro saw that the hands of the clock were right
straight up and the sun was directly overhead. He scarcely had any shadow at all. He wondered
and wondered how that little clock could tell where the sun was all day long.

Day after day Pedro watched that clock. It seemed to know just where the sun was all the time.
One day the teacher said, "Pedro how would you like to have a clock of your own?"

"What? You mean one that | could take home with me to keep?"

"Yes, Pedro," she answered. "If you bring me your centavos-that is, pennies and nickels- | shall
keep them for you until you have enough to buy a clock for your own."

Pedro was very happy. Every time he sold some of his goat cheese, he would give the money to
his teacher, until finally he had quite a little sum.

One morning the teacher had a large package on her desk. "Pedro, come here," she greeted him
when he arrived. "l have something for you."



No boy or girl has ever been any happier on a birthday than Pedro was that morning when the
teacher handed him his clock. He danced about for joy. The teacher showed him how to wind it
up with the key and start it by swinging the pendulum, or loose arm, as he called it. Pedro took
the clock home and put it right by his little bed. It was the last thing he looked at each night and
the first thing he saw in the morning.

But one morning when he looked at his clock, he found that the hands were not going round.
The loose arm was not swinging. It was not making that queer little sound. He was afraid his
clock was dead, but he took it to his teacher, as he had learned to do with all his troubles, and
asked her to fix his clock. She took the clock, gave it a shake or two, and it began ticking again,
and the hands began going around. Every time after that when his clock would stop, he would
give it a shake, and it would begin ticking again.

One morning Pedro woke up and found that his clock has stopped during the night. He gave it a
shake, but nothing happened. Another big shake, and another, and another. All the shaking that
Pedro could give it did not start it ticking. He thought it was dead for sure this time. Again he
brought the clock to his teacher for her to repair.

The teacher tried the same remedy, but nothing happened. The teacher handed it back to Pedro,
saying, "Pedro, | cannot repair your clock. I do not know what is wrong with it, but there is a
man in Lima who makes and repair clocks. He can make it go all right. You take it to him, and
he will make the hands go round again."

This brought some hope to Pedro. He was relieved to know that there was someone who could
repair his clock. He took his clock back home and waited for the day to come when he and his
father would make another trip to Lima.

All this time Pedro was getting along very well in the new mission school. He was learning many
things. But one day he found himself standing by the teacher's desk, twisting his thumbs. He felt
that everything was not just right with him. The look on the teacher's face told him plainly that
he was in trouble.

The teacher began in a very solemn manner, "Pedro, you are not acting right out on the
playground. When the other boys do not do as you say, and you do not have your own way, you
begin to hit them with your fist. I thought you wanted to become a man, to be a real hero, to be
a Christian gentleman. No Christian gentleman uses his fist to gain his point. Only cowards do
that."”

"Yes, teacher, | do want to be a real man, a Christian gentleman," Pedro answered quietly," but
there is something wrong with my hand. When a boy does something that | do not like, before |
know it, my hand has hit him. I am sorry for it, but you see there's something wrong with my
hand. | can't control it."”

"Oh, no," answered the teacher, "there is nothing wrong with your hand, Pedro. Your hand is all
right, but there is something wrong inside you."

Pedro felt his chest. What could the teacher mean? "Oh, no teacher, there is nothing wrong
inside. | feel all right in there."

"Yes, Pedro, you have something wrong inside that makes your hand hit boys the way it does."

Pedro was puzzled. He thought a great deal about what the teacher had said. Everything went
along as usual for a few days. Then Pedro found himself back by the teacher's desk again. He
was twisting his thumbs as before, for he was afraid that something was certainly coming this
time. The teacher had that same expression on her face.

"Pedro," the teacher began in a solemn tone, "l thought you wanted to become a brave, good
soldier for the Lord, but sometimes | hear you call some of the children names. You say things
that are not good. Why do you do that?"



"Oh, teacher, | do want to be a good boy and become a real brave soldier for the Lord, but there
is something wrong with my tongue. When the boys and girls do things that | do not like, this
tongue of mine says things that | do not want to say. | am sorry, but | cannot control it."

"No, Pedro," answered his teacher, "there is nothing wrong with that tongue of yours. It is all
right, but there is something wrong inside of you."

Pedro thought she must be mistaken. He felt his chest. He felt all around. He was not sore
anywhere. "No, teacher, there is nothing wrong inside. I do not hurt there at all."”

"Yes, Pedro, there is something wrong inside of you, and until you get right inside, your tongue
will continue to speak bad words."

Pedro went home thinking of what the teacher had told him. But still he could not make out just
what was wrong inside of him. Several days went by, and he tried to be just as good a boy as he
could.

By and by Pedro's father said, "Son, get your cheeses ready. We are going to Lima tomorrow to
sell them." That was delightful news to him. Right away he thought of his clock.

The next morning when they had everything ready and were about to start, Pedro went into his
room to get his clock. He stopped a moment to look at it. It was a large clock. It would get
rather heavy with the other things he was planning to carry with him over the mountain. You
see, he had no automobile or streetcar to ride in. He had to walk all the way.

Then, too, all the clock did not need repairing. The wood part was as good as ever, the numbers
on the face were still all right, the back had not changed. In fact, the only thing that was wrong,
so Pedro thought, was that the hands wouldn't go round. A bright idea came into his mind.
Pedro opened the glass door of the clock and very carefully removed the two hands from the
face, wrapped them up in a piece of paper, and put them into his pocket.

At last they arrived in the city of Lima, Pedro went directly to the watchmaker and unwrapped
the two hands before the man. "Here, Sefior, these hands will not go round, | want you to fix
them so they will go."

The man smiled and said, "Sonny, | cannot fix those hands."

"Oh, yes, you can," Pedro pleaded. "My teacher says you can. | must have them fixed. They will
not go round."

Seeing how anxious the little fellow was to have his clock repaired the good man explained,
"Now see here, young man, there is nothing wrong with those hands. They are all right, but
there is something wrong with the inside of your clock. Inside of your clock there are a number
of little screws and wheels, and when dust or dirt or water or rust gets into them, they stop, and
that stops the hands from going around. The next time you come to Lima, you bring me the
inside of your clock, and | shall be happy to clean it and fix it so the hands will go around all
right on the outside.”

Pedro wrapped the hands up again and put them back into his pocket. On the way home he
began thinking of what the watchmaker had said. It seemed very strange indeed that dirt and
dust on the inside would keep the hands from going round on the outside. Then he thought of
something. He would find out as soon as he got back to school.

He went to his teacher and told her what had happened in Lima about his clock. Then he added,
"Teacher, what kind of screws and wheels are inside of me that need fixing?"

The teacher said, "Pedro, | have been waiting for you to ask that question for along, long time.
You see, Jesus, who made you, put something inside of you that can think. When you allow bad
thoughts to come into your mind, you do bad things. It's just like getting dirt or rust into your



clock. Every time you think about taking something that does not belong to you, or telling
something that is not true, it is allowing dirt to come into your mind. But it is not easy to get
into our minds to clean out all that dirt."

"How can | have my mind cleaned up?" asked Pedro.
"You do not need to go to Lima, Pedro, but you can begin by kneeling down right down here at

my desk and asking Jesus to clean you up inside. Then your hands will do kind, loving acts, and
your tongue will speak sweet, pleasant words."



How Jeff Witnessed During the Forest Fire
By Gary B. Swanson

Jeff Crandall leaned on his hoe. Another row and a half of string beans, and he would have the
garden weeded for a couple of weeks at least. He heard the roar of a plane overhead. He looked
at the billowing cloud of smoke rising, hot and glowing. It was behind Rattlesnake Ridge only
three miles away.

The wind puffed up, blowing dust across the dry garden. Jeff knew such breezes fanned the fire
and blew it across roads and rivers that should have stopped it. Twenty-four thousand acres of
pear and apple orchards had already been burned.

The sun beat down on Jeff's bare back. He wiped the back of his hand across his forehead and
finished up the last few feet of the row. Then he dragged out the hose and gave the struggling
plants a drink of cool water.

Well, that's that, Jeff thought to himself. He went into the house for supper. He washed his
hands at the kitchen sink. Then, leaning over the faucet, he splashed water on his face and
neck.

The fire was on everyone's mind at the dinner table. Jeff's little brother, Eric, looked at Dad with
wide, frightened eyes and asked if it was getting any closer.

"Hard to tell, son,” Dad answered. "But if it does, someone will warn us before it gets too
dangerous." He ruffled Eric's brown hair. "Don't worry, Son. God will take care of us.”

"Well, we may be able to get away from the fire,"” Jeff said, "but if it comes up our hill, there
won't be much we can do to stop it from burning the house down."

"That's true, Jeff, but there's no use worrying about it. Remember, ~All things work together for
good to them that love God." "

At worship that evening, just before they went to bed, the Crandall family prayed that God
would protect them from the fire. Jeff lay awake in bed for longer than usual, thinking about the
flames raging through the brittle undergrowth only three miles away.

It seemed to him that he had just floated off to sleep when Dad was shaking his shoulder. "The
fire's getting too close," he said. "We have to leave."

Jeff scrambled out of bed and slipped a pair of jeans over his pajamas. He grabbed his jacket
and followed Dad down the hall to the living room, where Mother was helping Eric button his
sweater. Dad opened the front door. The sleepy family went out to the car. Farther up the hill
Jeff could see the first line of the fire beginning to burn bushes, little more than two city blocks
away.

"Is it going to burn the house down, Dad?" he asked as his father got in beside him.

"We've cleared away most of the weeds around the place,"” Dad said, "but if the big oak tree
next to the house catches fire, we may be in trouble.”

Dad started up the motor and drove down the hill toward town. "Where will we go?" Eric asked.

"The Red Cross has arranged for people to stay in the high-school gym," Dad said. "We'll have to
stay there the rest of the night at least."

When they arrived at the school, other families were filing into the gym. A woman stood at the
door, writing names on a clipboard. Inside, cots stood in neat rows, and at the far end of the
gym, volunteers served fruit juice and doughnuts.



The Crandalls found four empty cots and got ready to spend the rest of the night. "Dad," Jeff
asked, "God will take care of the house, won't He?"

"He will if it's for the best, Jeff."
"Well, how could it ever be for the best to lose your home and everything in it?"

Dad smiled. "It isn't always easy for us to understand, son, but we have to remember that God
can make good things come out of bad.”

"Why don't we pray that God will watch over our house tonight,” Mother suggested. So the
Crandall family bowed their heads together right there in the high-school gym, and each took a
turn talking to God.

When Dad finished the last prayer, Jeff slipped under the blanket of his cot. Just then, he noticed
another boy about his own age lying wide awake only three cots away. The boy looked
frightened. He was watching Jeff as if he wanted to ask him a question but was afraid to.

Jeff threw his blanket back, got up and went over to the boy's cot. "Hi," he said. "I'm Jeff.
What's your name?"

"Kevin," the boy mumbled. "I didn't mean to stare. What were you and your family doing just
now?"

"Oh, do you mean when we were praying? We were asking God to watch over our house tonight
and to keep it safe from the fire."

"Do you really think praying does any good?"
"Sure," Jeff said. "Well, would you pray to God for me and ask Him to protect my house too?"

"Sure, but there's no trick to it. You can do it yourself, you know."
"I'd rather have you do it."

The two boys bowed their heads together, and Jeff prayed for the protection of Kevin's home.

When the prayer was over, Jeff's new friend smiled shyly. "Thanks," he said. "I've never really
prayed before."

"Well, listen," Jeff said. "Would you like to go to church with me sometime? | think you'd like it."

"I'll have to ask Dad," Kevin said, pointing to his father sleeping on the next cot. "But | don't
think he'd mind."

Finally both boys lay back down on their cots. The clock on the gym wall showed 3:00 a.m. Jeff's
eyes got very heavy, and he was soon asleep.

When Jeff awoke in the morning, Kevin was already up and was folding his blanket. Seeing Jeff
awake, he came over and said, "Dad says it's OK for me to go to church with you sometime."

"Great," Jeff grinned. They gave each other their phone numbers. Just then Jeff's dad called for
them to leave.

As they were walking out to the car, Jeff was thinking about Kevin. "You know, Dad," he said, "I
think 1 understand now what the Bible means when it says, ~All things work together for good to
them that love God.' | was worried about our house burning down, but if it hadn't been for the
fire, I'd have never met Kevin. | made a new friend and had a chance to tell him about Jesus."



"Well," Dad said, "we've been doubly blessed, then. The police officer who came to tell us we
could go home said the fire missed our house."



How Spot and Stripe Made Peace

By Alfred Wallace, adapted by Karen and Ron Flowers

This story illustrates in a striking way how human beings are connected together through their
Creator. You will need a number of small blocks of wood or cardboard for the wall, a small
mirror, two small sticks, and two simple mitten-style hand puppets, one with a spotted face and
the other with stripes.

Spot: (He comes in singing.) I'm like you, you're like me. We're like each other and it's fun to
be! Wheeeeee! (Spot and Stripe laugh). Well, what shall we do today? Would you like to build
something with my building blocks?

Stripe: Oh, | don't know. You build something with my blocks.

Spot: (Laughter) Well, it really doesn't matter who builds with what, as we are both alike.
Stripe: Yes!

Spot: Isn't it nice we have the same kind of head!

Stripe: Yes, and the same kind of hands.

Spot: Yes, and the same kind of shirt.

Stripe: Yes, and the same kind of spots!

Spot: What did you say?

Stripe: | said it's nice we both have spots!

Spot: Who has spots?

Stripe: We do!

Spot: (Laughter) You mean stripes. We have stripes!

Stripe: Well, I know the difference between spots and stripes!

Spot: All I know is that we have stripes!

Stripe: Spots!

Spot: Stripes!

Stripe: Spots!

Spot: Spots! | mean stripes!

Stripe: Don't be silly. Look at yourself!

Spot: How can | look at myself?

Stripe: In a mirror! Here!

Spot: (He looks.) Hey! I do have spots!

Stripe: That's what | told you. We have spots!



Spot: No! No! Just me! You have stripes. (He shows him the mirror.) Look!
Stripe: (Looking in the mirror) Hey, | do have stripes!
Spot: That's what | told you.

Stripe: Yeaaah! And they're very handsome too! (He whispers to himself.) He doesn't have
stripes. Only | have stripes. There must be something special about me. | don't know that |
ought to have any more to do with him. (Admiring himself in the mirror again) Mm . . .mmm!
Oh, you handsome fellow!

(Looking again at Spot, he mutters to himself.) He's different from me. I'd better watch him. You
can't trust people who are different! They might take advantage of you. I'll just not have any
more to do with him. Instead, I'll play with my own blocks. (Stripe begins to build a wall with his
blocks.)

(Spot begins to build also. A common wall goes up between them with each adding a block when
the other isn't looking.)

Stripe: There now! And you stay on your side of the wall! I don't allow anybody over here
unless he has stripes like mine!

Spot: Well, who cares! | wouldn't come over there if you begged me to! Stripes! Stripes are
nothing. Anybody can have stripes. Chipmunks have stripes. (He shouts over the wall.) Skunks
have stripes!

Stripe: (Stripe, upset with Spot's remarks, peers around the wall and jeers.) Nah, nah, ni, nah,
nah. Blaaaaaaaaaah! (He retreats behind the wall and then calls out.) So what are you going to
do about it? (No answer) What's the matter? Are you jealous or something?

Spot: (Spot creeps close to the wall and makes a loud noise like a gun firing.) Bang! Bang!
Bang! (He chuckles to himself.)

Stripe: Sounds like a gun! I'll bet it is a gun! He's getting ready to fight me! (Sounds
frightened). | don't want to fight him. What am | going to do?

Spot: Now what do you think, Stripe? (Silence) It's too quiet over there. He's up to something.
He's probably getting ready to hurt me! I don't want to fight him! I don't want to fight anybody!
If 1 could just scare him enough, then he wouldn't dare hurt me!

Stripe: (Stripe pretends he is a big snake and practices making loud hissing sounds and snake-
biting gestures.) I'm a big snake! (Laughter) When old Spot meets me, he will run like a sissy!
Yeaaah!

Spot: (Spot pretends he is a lion and growls fiercely.) I am a lion. (He laughs) When Stripe
meets the king of beasts he'll fall in a faint. (More laughter). | guess I'd better practice my roar.

(Each one dances around on his side of the wall, getting ready to look over it to scare the other.)

Both: (They suddenly look over the wall, making their fierce noises and gestures at each other.
Both then scream in fear and retreat.)

Spot: (Crying) He's too big for me to fight! I'm too little! (He wails) | need help!! There's
nothing to me but my little head (touching each part) and my little hands and my little shirt and
. . . (He discovers a large arm and then sees the Toymaker). Oooooh! Who are you?

Toymaker: | am the Toymaker!



Spot: What do you make?

Toymaker: | made you.

Spot: You did?

Toymaker: Yes.

Spot: Well then, do you like me?

Toymaker: Yes, very much.

Spot: Well, if you like me, you must be on my side! And you're so big, too! Much bigger than my
friend, Stripe, | mean my enemy, Stripe. Wait till I go get my club and I'll show old Stripe who's
more important around here. (He leaves to get his club.)

Stripe: (Stripe moans and cries.) What am | going to do? | can't fight him. He's too fierce. |
know what I'll do, I'll hide. Here's a hill. (The Toymaker's biceps and shoulder.) I'll climb up in
the hills and hide. (He climbs up the Toymaker's arm and snuggles behind his neck).
Toymaker: What are you doing?

Stripe: I'm climbing this hill . . . . Wait a minute! . . . Hills can't talk! See here! You're no hill!
Toymaker: No, I'm the one who made you!

Stripe: Well, when did you get here?

Toymaker: I've been here all the time.

Stripe: Well, | never saw you before!

Toymaker: You never looked. But I'm right with you every minute.

Stripe: Is that so?!! Well, then | can beat the spots off Spot! You will be right behind me?

Toymaker: Oh, I'll be closer than that!

Stripe: Good! (To himself) | wonder what he meant by that? Oh, well, with him behind me,
what can | lose! (He leaves to get his weapon.)

(Spot returns with a club, humming a military song behind his wall. Stripe comes with a stick.)
Stripe: (Taunting from behind his wall) All right you over there, get ready to fight like a man!
(He beats the air with his stick.) | defy you! (The swinging of his stick breaks parts of the wall
and they grimace at each other.)

Spot: (Challenging) You'd better not hit anybody with that stick, boy!

(Spot cries out as the blows fall on him.) Ow! Ow! Ow!

(They exchange blows, with shouts and cries of pain. Finally they butt heads and knock each
other unconscious.)

(As Spot regains consciousness, the Toymaker is sitting in the background.)
Spot: What happened! Something went wrong. What became of the Toymaker?

Toymaker: I'm still right here.



Spot: Well, | thought you were on my side!

Toymaker: | am.

Spot: Then why didn't you help me beat Stripe?

Toymaker: Because I'm on his side too. (Stripe regains consciousness.)
Spot: You are?

Toymaker: Of course. | made you both, and I love you both. And | couldn't take sides against
either of you. After all, you are both the same thing.

Spot: Oh no we're not. We're very different! | have nothing in common with him!
Toymaker: Well, lets see if that's so. Stripe, go over and hit Spot.

Spot: Now wait a minute!

Toymaker: Be still, Spot. | just want to show you something. Go ahead, Stripe.

Stripe: (Stripe hits Spot with his fist. Spot howls with pain. Stripe laughs at first, then sadly
drops his head.) Ooooh!

Toymaker: What's the matter, Stripe?
Stripe: | don't know . . . | don't feel so good. | guess | don't really want to hit him.
Toymaker: That's what | want you both to understand. Do you know what you are?

Stripe: Sure! Here's my little head and my little hand and my little shirtand my .. .a .. .a ..
.and your arm, and your shoulder and you! And I'm part me and I'm part you!

Toymaker: Yes, but there's more than that. Keep going.

Stripe: Well, then there's your other shoulder and your other arm and then, there's . . . Spot!
Hey, Spot! We're all one thing! You, me and the Toymaker!

Spot: (To Stripe)

Then, when you hit me it hurts you, because . . .
Toymaker: Because?

Stripe: Because I'm really hurting part of myself.
Toymaker: That's right.

Spot: But wait! | have spots and he has stripes. If we are both the same thing, why don't we
look alike?

Toymaker: | never make any two things look exactly alike. Else how could anyone tell them
apart? But you are really both the same. You are really part of me.

Stripe: Hey, Spot?

Spot: Yeah?



Stripe: If the Toymaker is always with us, then we don't need to be afraid! Or angry or lonely.
Spot: You can play with my blocks any time you want to!

Stripe: Thank you. That makes me very happy.

Spot: And that makes me very happy! (He laughs in a deep giggle.)

Both: (They sing.) | am you, you are me. We are each other and it's fun to be.



Jamie's Dilemma
by Jeanette Pelton

Jamie sat on the porch next to his suitcase with a worried frown on his face. His mother and dad
had just given him some news he wasn't at all sure he liked.

The morning had started out all right. Mom had made pancakes for breakfast and Jamie liked
pancakes. But after the blessing, Dad had cleared his throat and said, "Jamie, we have some
good news for you. Do you remember how we talked last year about a new brother or sister?
Well, last night, the adoption agency called us. They have found for us both a brother and a
sister. We will be gone for a few days to go get them and sign all the papers. You will be staying
with Grandma until we get back."

Jamie gulped. He had forgotten all about the discussion they'd had last year. At the time, the
idea of a brother to play with had sounded fun, but he wasn't so sure now.

"How old is the brother?" he asked.

"Your new brother is seven and your new sister is five," said Mother. "Would you like to see a
picture of them? His name is Jon and her name is Jacinta."

Jamie looked at the picture of two small, solemn looking children.

"Now Jamie, we have a lot to do to get ready. We are buying bunk beds for your room. You will
have one bed and Jon the other. Jacinta is going to have your old bed in the spare bedroom, and
we need to buy two dressers, and some clothes."

"l could share my legos with him," offered Jamie. He really didn't know why he said that.
"I'm sure he'll like that. Now, they won't speak English, you know. They speak Spanish."
"You mean he can't talk to me?"

"They'll learn English, you'll learn some Spanish. You'll get along fine. Now you go pack your
suitcase to go to Grandma'’'s."

It didn't take Jamie long to pack some playclothes. He went out to sit on the porch until it was
time to go. Having a new brother had sounded like fun, but this new brother couldn't even talk
to him. "Probably doesn't know how to play ball or anything,"” thought Jamie. "I'm not sure | like
this at all. What if my friends at school laugh at him? Maybe they'll laugh at me too." Just as he
felt like he might cry, his Dad came out and sat next to him.

"Going to be a big change, having more than one son around here,” Daddy said as he sat down
next to Jamie. "Glad we've got a big yard."

"Do we have to get the new kids?" asked Jamie suddenly.
"No, we don't have to get them," said Daddy slowly. "But we want them."
"I'm not sure | want to share my bedroom with somebody who can't even talk to me."

Daddy looked at Jamie for a long minute and then asked, "Jamie, are you afraid Mother and |
won't have enough time for you once Jon and Jacinta come?"



Jamie looked at his feet. He didn't know how to put what he had in mind in words. He just felt
scared and worried inside.

"Jamie, Mom and | love you. You're very special to us. Our love won't be divided between you
and your new brother and sister. Jesus made love so that the more you give away, the more you
have, so you never run out. You will always be loved. Do you understand?"

Jamie still felt strange, confused, and sort of afraid, but knowing his Daddy loved him helped.

About a week later, Grandpa and Grandma and Jamie were walking through the airport terminal
to pick up Mother and Dad.

"There they are!" Jamie shouted to Grandpa. Daddy reached out his arms and Jamie ran into
them for a hug. Then he hugged Mom. And then he saw his new brother and sister standing
back holding hands.

They looked small and lost. They both had dark hair and big brown eyes.
Jamie smiled at them.
"Hi, I'm Jamie."

Jon looked at him for a long time. Then he stuttered shyly, "Hello-Jamie-l-am-Jon-How-are-
you?"

"Hey, he speaks English!" Jamie said.

"Not really. He's been practicing that all the way from the orphanage! He does want to be
friends," smiled Mother. "I think they're a little too shy to talk right now. We need to get them
home away from this noisy airport."

On the way home, Jamie was silent. He really didn't know what to say. He kept peeking at Jon
and Jon kept peeking at him. When they reached home and had carried in the suitcases, Mother
showed Jon and Jacinta their rooms, and then their toys. They looked at everything with wide
eyes. Mother sighed. "l wish | spoke more Spanish. | want them to feel at home."

Jamie was silent for a while. Then he brightened. "Mom, may | go for a walk? I'll be right back
and | won't go far."

"Well, I guess you may, but what's so important right now?"
"I'll be right back, Mom." Jamie said as he ran out the door.

In a very short time, Jamie returned with an older man who walked with a cane. He brought him
into the kitchen.

"Mom, | want you to meet my friend Mr. David. He special."
"Well, of course he is, but why . . ."

"Mr. David was a missionary. Now he teaches adults who want to learn Spanish at the high
school. He can help us talk to Jon and Jacinta."



"He does? He will? That's a great idea! They're just in sitting on their beds afraid to move and |
want them to know everything's going to be fine."

They all went into the bedroom. Jon and Jacinta looked up timidly. Mr. David smiled broadly, sat
down on a chair and spoke to Jon. Jon was so surprised at hearing his own language that he
forgot to answer him.

"What do you want to say to them?" Mr. David asked.

"First, tell them this is Jon's bed and these are his toys and his clothes. Then we need to show
Jacinta her room and oh, wait- first tell them we love them. That's the most important,” said
Mother.

"Tell them | want to be their friend and big brother,"” added Jamie.

"Tell them this is their home and we want them to be happy," said Daddy. Mr. David laughed
and began to speak in rapid Spanish. Jon and Jacinta looked at the beds and clothes and toys.
Finally, Jon said something.

"Jon wants to know if these are really his and if we're sure they can stay,"” Mr. David translated.

Of course they are his! And we do want them to stay," said Mother. She smiled at the children.
For the next hour, Mr. David helped the Rodgers talk to their new children. He promised to come
back the next morning.

At worship that night, Daddy put his arm around Jamie. "Jamie that was a great idea. Having
someone around who speaks Spanish will make the first few weeks so much easier."

"l think I'm going to like being a big brother. I'm going to start teaching Jon to speak English.
And he can teach me some Spanish too. Mr. David said he'd help us."

"That's great. Let's thank Jesus right now for our safe trip, and our new family and our friend Mr.
David."



Jon's Hard Lesson

Jon and Brent could hardly wait to leave on vacation. Mom and Dad had talked with them the
night before about all the interesting places they would be visiting and had given each of them
some spending money. This money, Dad explained, was their very own and they could choose
how they would spend it. However, it was all the money they would have for the entire trip, and
when it was gone they would not be able to buy anything more. Both boys said this was fine
with them! They would take care not to lose it and would think very hard before spending it all.

Brent immediately asked Mom if she would put his money envelope in her purse and keep it for
him until he was sure he was ready to spend it. But Jon liked the feel of his own money in his
own pocket, so he decided to take care of his own. Soon they were off on their big adventure.

After they had travelled for several hours, Dad stopped to get some gas. Inside the station there
was candy and a few small toys for sale. Brent and Jon both looked at everything there was to

be had, and some things did look like they would taste good. "l like red licorice," Brent said to
Jon, "and | haven't had any for a long time, but once it's gone, it's gone. | think I'll save my
money." "l don't think I'll get any candy either," Jon replied. "They don't have my favorite,

anyway. Besides, Mom said we'll stop for a picnic soon." Jon fingered the money in his pocket.
Some of the travel games did look fun, but he still had things to do in the bag he had packed to
entertain himself in the car. Later that day, Mom pulled into the parking lot of a large store. "I
need to run in here and get some mosquito repellant before we camp tonight,” Mom said. "I'll
only be a minute."

"Can we go in, too?" chimed both boys together.

"l guess so,"” Mom agreed. "It'll give you a chance to stretch your legs."

Brent and Jon told Mom she'd find them in the toy section when she was ready to leave and
began immediately to scan the shelves. "Look at these roller skates!" Brent called to Jon.
"Someday | want a pair just like these. We could skate on the bike path in the park.” When Jon
did not come to look at the skates, Brent went looking for him. He found him struggling to get a
bag with a plastic marble game in it down from a high shelf. It was a new game that neither boy
had seen before. "This looks great! And | have enough money right here to buy it!" Jon
announced. "Just think of all the fun we can have in the car with this!"

"But Jon, that will take nearly all your money! What about all the special places we will be going?
I'm sure they will have wonderful things to buy, but you'll have no money left. You better ask
Mom before you buy that.” Brent instructed.

"l don't have to ask anyone, least of all you!" Jon snapped. "Dad says this money is mine and |
can do anything | please with it! You just take care of your money and I'll take care of mine."

Just at that moment Mom called to the boys that she was finished. When they met her at the
cashiers she was a little surprised to see Jon with the marble game. "What do you have there?"
she asked?

"A wonderful new game that | have decided to buy with my own money." Jon informed her.

Are you sure this is how you want to spend most of your money?"” Mom questioned. "We have
many fun places to visit where you may find other things you would like to buy."

"l want to buy this,” Jon insisted. And buy it he did.

Back in the car, Jon opened his bag and for quite a long while forgot about everything else while
he learned how to play his new game. It had a snapper which shot marbles into a large open



area full of pegs. Eventually the marble bounced into one of several compartments at the bottom
each worth a certain number of points. It was fun, so it was quite a long time before Jon began
to tire of it and look for something else to do. Even the next day and the next he enjoyed the
game for a while each day. But then it happened. The snapper that shot the marbles around the
pegs suddenly broke off in his hands. Now there was no way to shoot the marbles, no way to
play the game. Jon felt bad for a while, but they were having so much fun on the trip he soon
forgot about it.

"Today we will be stopping at our country's first Pony Express Office," Dad told the boys early
one morning. "A long time ago, mail was carried across our country by men on horseback," he
continued. "There were post offices all along the way where they stopped to change horses and
riders. You will see one of them and learn more about the riders in just about an hour now. |
think you will enjoy."

The boys were excited. They had read all about the Pony Express. But what would it really be
like? They were not disappointed. At the old post office there was a man dressed up like one of
the riders who told his story and then answered questions. Inside there was a little store where
they sold old fashioned candy, copies of old newspapers from the days of the Pony Express, and
wonderful hats and belt buckles like the riders wore.

Brent and Jon pressed their noses against the glass case full of buckles. "l think | would like one
of those, right over there," Brent pointed out to Jon.

"l like the one up in the right-hand corner,” Jon replied. "Let's see if Dad will get us one."

"Hey Dad, look at these!" Brent called. "Can we get one for each of us? | like that one, and Jon
likes this one."

"Sure boys," Dad replied, "if that's what you decide you want to spend your money on, | will get
the clerk to help you."

"I'll get my money from Mom," Brent called to Jon. "Dad will get someone to help us."

Brent returned with his envelope from Mom's purse. He found Jon digging deep into his pocket,
but coming up with only a few coins. "I thought | had more than this,” Jon mumbled. "l couldn't
have spent that much for that crazy game."

Brent made his purchase and the clerk turned to Jon. "And which one did you want, son?" he
asked.

"Just a minute," Jon stuttered. "l have to get some more money from my Dad."

"Dad, Dad!" he called. "l need some more money for my belt buckle."” But Dad motioned Jon to
come to his side.

"Where is the money | gave you for the trip?" Dad asked. "You remember | gave you all the
spending money you would have before we left home."

"Yes, | know, but | didn't know that game was going to cost so much, and now | only have this
much left, and it's not enough to buy my buckle like Brent's. Can't you just give me a little more
money?"

"I'm sorry Jon, but that was not our agreement. I'm sorry if you spent all your money on the
game and don't have enough for a buckle. You can look around and see if there is something
else you would like for the money you have left."”



Big tears started to form in Jon's eyes as he looked into the glass case for the last time at the
beautiful belt buckle. How he wished he had listened to Brent and Mom before he spent nearly
all his money for that crazy game. But now all he could do was hope there would be a next time
when he could buy a buckle like this one. One thing he knew for sure, on their next vacation, he
would think longer and harder before spending his money. He would make better choices next
time. And Mom and Dad reassured him that they knew that he would.



Keeper of the Light
A Scrapbook Story of Ellen G. White

Mary's father was the keeper of a lighthouse on the coast of England. The light of these lamps
shines at night to guide ships on their way and to keep them from dangerous rocks and shoals.
The lighthouse seems to say: "Take care, sailors, for rocks and sands are here. Keep a good
lookout and mind how you sail, or you will be lost."

One afternoon Mary was in the lighthouse alone. Mary's father had trimmed the lamps, and they
were ready for lighting when evening came. As he needed to buy some food, he crossed the
causeway which led to the land. This causeway was a path over the rocks and sands, which
could be used only two or three hours in the day; at other times, the waters rose and covered it.
The father intended to hasten home before the tide flowed over this path. Night was coming on,
and a storm was rising on the sea. Waves dashed against the rocks, and the wind moaned
around the tower.

Mary's mother was dead, and although she was alone, her father had told the girl not to be
afraid, for he would soon return. Now there were some rough-looking men behind a rock, who
were watching Mary's father. They watched him go to the land.

Who were they? They were "wreckers" who lurked about the coast. If a vessel was driven on the
rocks by a storm, they rushed down-not to help the sailors, but to rob them, and to plunder the
ship.

The wicked men knew that a little girl was left alone in the lighthouse. They planned to keep her
father on the shore all night. Ships filled with rich goods were expected to pass the point before
the morning and these men knew if the light did not shine, the vessels would run upon the rocks
and be wrecked. How cruel and wicked they were to seek the death of the ships’ crews!

Mary's father had filled his basket, and prepared to return to the lighthouse. As he drew near the
road leading to the causeway, the wreckers rushed from their hiding place and threw him on the
ground. They quickly bound his hands and feet with ropes and carried him into a shed, where he
had to lie until morning. It was in vain that he shouted for them to set him free; they only
mocked his distress. They then left him in the charge of two men, while they ran back to the
shore.

"Oh, Mary, what will you do?" cried the father as he lay in the shed. "There will be no one to
light the lamps. Ships may be wrecked, and sailors may be lost."

Mary looked from a narrow window toward the shore, thinking it was time for her father to
return. When the clock in the little room struck six, she knew that the water would soon be over
the causeway.

An hour passed. The clock struck seven, and Mary still looked toward the beach; but her father
was not to be seen. By the time it was eight, the tide was nearly over the causeway; only bits of
rock here and there were above the water. "O father, hurry,” cried Mary, as though her father
could hear her. "Have you forgotten your little girl?" But the only answer was the noise of the
waters as they rose higher and higher, and the roar of the wind as it gave notice of the coming
storm. Surely there would be no lights that night.

Mary thought of what her mother used to say: "We should pray in every time of need." Quickly
she knelt and prayed for help: "O Lord, show me what to do, and bless my father, and bring him
home safe.”

The water was now over the causeway. The sun had set more than an hour ago, and, as the
moon rose, black storm clouds covered it from sight.



The wreckers walked along the shore, looking for some ship to strike on the coast. They hoped
that the sailors, not seeing the lights, would think they were far at sea.

At this moment Mary decided she would try to light the lamps. But what could a little girl do?
The lamps were far above her reach. She got matches and carried a small stepladder to the
spot. After much labor she found that the lamps were still above her head. Then she got a small
table and put the stepladder on it. But when she climbed to the top the lights were still beyond
her reach. "If | had a stick," she said, "I would tie a match to it, and then | could set a light to
the wicks." But no stick was to be found.

The storm was raging with almost hurricane force. The sailors at sea looked along the coast for
the light. Where could it be? Had they sailed in the wrong direction? They were lost and knew
not which way to steer.

All this time Mary's father was praying that God would take care of his child in the dark and
lonely lighthouse.

Mary, frightened and lonely, was about to sit down again, when she thought of the old Bible in
the room below. But how could she step on that Book? It was God's Holy Word that her mother
had loved to read. "Yet, it is to save life," said she; "and if mother were here, would she not
allow me to take it?"

In a minute the large book was brought and placed under the steps, and up she climbed once
more. Yes, she was high enough! She touched one wick, then another, and another, until the
rays of the lamps shone brightly far above the dark waters.

The father saw the light as he lay in the shed, and thanked God for sending help in the hour of
danger. The sailors saw the light, and steered their ships away from the rocks. The wreckers,
too, saw the light, and were angry to see that their evil plot had failed.

All that stormy night the lamps cast their rays over the foaming sea; and when the morning
came, the father escaped from the shed. Soon he reached the lighthouse and found out how his
little girl had stood faithful to duty in the dark hours of storm.



Lahemane Mushe
by Virginia Moyer as told to Karen Flowers

The three boys stopped dead in their tracks. They were three boys from Sierra Leone. But who
on earth was he? Only moments before, the three of them had been chattering their way down
the path that led from the school to the headmaster's house where they were hired to do
household chores. Now they were holding their breath behind the palm trees that lined the long
driveway. Venturing another look, they made sure they hadn't just been imagining things. No,
he was really there. And with him there, they weren't going any closer-not for anything!

He was much older than they were. But it wasn't his age, nor anything unusual about his hair, or
his long blue-and-white-stripped shirt, his sandals, or even his height that made him so
alarming. But his face! Big black designs bulged from the flesh of his cheeks and forehead as he
scowled in every direction, watching. And in his right hand he held the longest spear the boys
had ever seen. At the slightest noise he would lift it, at the same time readjusting the fierce
looking hatchet that hung from his left shoulder.

Actually, he had been hired while the boys were studying that day. Thieves had frequently
broken into the school compound in recent weeks, and the headmaster had decided it was time
for action. And so it was that Lahemane Mushe (La-ha-ma-nee Moo-she) became the school
watchman.

It could never be said that the three boys got over their fear of Lahemane Mushe. He was
enough to make even the headmaster shiver if he met him unexpectedly. There was so much
mystery about him. Like the little black pouch he carried everywhere.

"What's in your bag?" the principal's wife questioned one day when curiosity got the best of her.
"It's for men only," was Lahemane's reply.

One day she watched him from the far corner of the garden as he ceremoniously opened the
pouch and took out a tuft of what seemed to be monkey's hair. Carefully he placed it under a
leaf at one corner of the compound. Muttering something to himself, he deposited a polished
leopard's tooth in another corner, a smooth stone in another, and an old wheel from a watch on
a piece of string in another.

Slowly, in bits and pieces, the mystery of who Lahemane Mushe was and where he came from
unraveled. He was from a tribe in the North. A nomadic band of his people had been forced to
migrate South in search of pasture land for their animals. Perhaps it was because he now lived
in a strange place that Lahemane so fiercely preserved his tribal family heritage. Take that black
pouch for instance. Since a watchman cannot watch everywhere at once, wise men of his village
had taught him how to hide certain charms in every corner of the village to watch for him and
protect the village from harm when he was not there. And the black marks on his face? They
were not strange or scary to him. Every man in his tribe wore them with pride. And every boy
looked forward to the day when he would become a man and have his face permanently marked
with the identifying pattern of his father's family and the tribe.

Then there was his name. Lahemane Mushe. According to ancient custom, his father had spent
the first seven days after he was born deciding on a name for his son. The name chosen was
very important because they believed that a child will become like the person he is named after.
On the eighth day, the village buzzed with expectation. After morning prayers, all watched as his
father bent down and whispered the name his parents had chosen for him into the baby's ear.
They believed that a child should be the first one to know who he is. Drums sounded again as
father ceremoniously bent and whispered one more time, this time to the village schoolmaster
who nodded and smiled. The drums intensified, and at last the announcement was made for all



to hear. The baby would be called "Lahemane Mushe" after his great-grandfather, a revered
tribal chief. Lahemane Mushe was a distinguished and honorable name to be sure.

One thing completely baffled Lahemane when he first came to the christian school. From time to
time he would hear one of the boys speak of changing his name when he became a Christian.
Change his name? It was unthinkable! All of his proud heritage was linked to his name. This was
strange indeed. Lahemane Mushe he would remain!

From time to time a traveling storyteller would come to the marketplace and tell stories about
the history of the tribes. Lahemane would listen with interest, eager to learn more about his
tribe and the family to which he belonged. And with pride he would repeat his name over and
over to himself. Then he would pick up his spear, readjust his hatchet, and take up his
watchman's post at the school.

Have you ever asked your mom or dad about your first name? Does your name have a special
meaning? Are you named after someone important in your family? Ask and see what you can
find out. Did you know that Jesus knows your name? That's because He made you and is
interested in being your friend.

Last names tell what family you belong to. Did you know that Jesus Christ has called us by His
name? We're called Christians because we're part of His family. What makes you glad to be part
of Jesus family? I'm glad to be part of Jesus family too. I think it's the best family in the world!



Lucky
by Pastor Luis Badillo

A jogger noticed a large poster tacked to a tree in her neighborhood. The first word that caught
her eye was printed in big black letters: "REWARD! $100.00!"

The jogger was curious, and certainly interested in a reward, so she read on:

LOST DOG!
Black and tan dog of Poodle and German Shepherd descent.
Flea-bitten
Missing left hind-leg
No hair on rump
Going blind
Too old for tricks
Might bite if cornered
Answers to the name of "Lucky"

Lucky! The jogger had to chuckle to herself. How could anyone call a mongrel, flea-bitten, three-
legged, mangy, nearly blind, old, and dangerous dog "Lucky"? And who would be crazy enough
to pay a $100 reward to get such a dog back?

Then the jogger stopped laughing and a big smile broke over her face. Stop to think of it, this
may be one of the luckiest dogs in town. This lucky dog belonged to a family that loved him no
matter what. It didn't matter where he came from or what he looked like. It didn't matter
whether he could perform tricks or was getting old. All that mattered was that he belonged to
the family, and he was lost.

Jesus came to our world because we were lost in sin. He left his home in heaven and offered His
life as a reward to get us back and reunite us with God's family. It doesn't matter where we
come from or what we look like. It doesn't matter whether we are smart and clever, young or
old. All that matters is that He created us and He wants us part of His family forever. And that
makes us very "lucky" too. That's the reason we've come to church to sing and praise and pray
to our God.



Missing Grandpa
By Karen Flowers

Rebecca loved her grandpa! How many of you have to travel quite a ways to see your grandma
and grandpa? And some of you can only go to visit them for a vacation or for Christmas? Well,
Rebecca was lucky because her grandma and grandpa lived in the same town she did. In fact,
the school bus dropped her off at their house after school every day to wait until her Mom got off
work and picked her up.

The best thing about Grandpa was he had time. Grandma was often busy preparing dinner,
doing church work, tidying up the house. But Grandpa would always put down whatever he was
doing when she arrived, pour her a big glass of lemonade, and just look her in the eye and listen
to whatever she had to tell him about her day. Then some days they worked on the big puzzle
they were putting together, some days they washed the car, some days they went to the library
and then curled up to read, some days they ran errands, whatever, Grandpa was always there.

One morning Mother told Rebecca that she would not be going to Grandpa and Grandma's after
school. Grandpa wasn't feeling well, she said. He was going to see the doctor. Rebecca was sorry
Grandpa was sick, but she wasn't too worried. She got sick sometimes, but with a day or two in
bed or perhaps a quick trip to the doctor, she was all right. She never even thought about how
she would feel if Grandpa didn't get better. Well, Grandpa did get better, for a while, but soon
there were many days when Rebecca couldn't go to Grandma and Grandpa's after school,
because Grandpa just needed to rest. So she had to go to a friend's house instead.

One afternoon, just before school let out for the day, the teacher called Rebecca to the door of
the classroom. Standing just outside, she saw her pastor waiting. Teacher said that Mother had
called and told her that the pastor was going to pick Rebecca up after school and take her home.
Rebecca thought this was strange, but since her mother had called the teacher, she thought
everything was okay. Rebecca liked the pastor, and they talked all the way home. But when they
arrived, Rebecca saw several cars parked in the driveway. There was Grandma's car, and Aunt
Suzie's car, and Daddy's car. What were all these people doing over in the middle of the
afternoon, Rebecca wondered. When she went into the house, she met Mother in the hall. Her
eyes were red like she had been crying. She put her arm around Rebecca and pulled her close.
"You know that Grandpa has been very sick,” she said. "Well, today his heart just couldn't pump
any more blood so it stopped. Grandpa died this afternoon. He will sleep now until Jesus comes
to wake him up. Then we will all go to heaven together."

Then Rebecca began to cry too. She knew Grandpa loved Jesus, and she knew that she loved
Jesus, so she was sure they would be together in heaven. But she still felt sad about not having
Grandpa with her right now. Who would take her to the library? And how would they finish the
puzzle? And who would have time for her every day after school? Mother said it was all right to
cry. It was all right to miss Grandpa now. Someone in everybody's family dies sooner or later,
because death is a very sad part of living in a sinful world. But Rebecca was sure glad for Jesus.

Now she was beginning to understand more about why He came to die on the cross. The pastor
said at Grandpa's funeral that Jesus died so that everyone who dies but who loves Him will only
sleep for a short time until Jesus wakes them up.

Some of you may know how Rebecca was feeling. Maybe someone close to you has died. Aren't
you glad for Jesus, too? Jesus is always with us when we feel sad. When we cry, the Bible says
Jesus cries too. That's because He loves us so much. He came here to be with us because He
wanted to share in our troubles. And now He is making preparation to come again so that
everything that makes us sad will be wiped away, and everything will be made new. I'm looking
forward to that day, aren't you?



Mother's Hands
by Arthur S. Maxwell, adapted by Karen Flowers

A young mother laid her baby girl to sleep in her cradle. I'll just go to the neighbors for a minute
to visit, she thought to herself. I haven't had time to talk to her for such a long time. But while
she and the neighbor were chatting, the city fire alarm sent a chill through them both.

"Don't worry," said the neighbor. "Most likely it's only a grass fire. There are lots of them at this
time of year. I'm sure the fire isn't anywhere near here."

"But listen," said the mother. "I think | hear the fire engine coming this way. Look! People are
running down the street-running toward my house!"

Without another word she dashed into the street and ran with the gathering crowd. Then she
saw it. Her own house was on firel Smoke and flames were already pouring through the roof.

"My baby!" she cried frantically. "My baby!"

The crowd was thick around the house, but she pushed and shoved until she reached the door. A
fireman stopped her and said, "You can't go in there! You will be burned!"

But the mother cried, "Let me go! Let me go!" as she broke free and dashed into the flaming
house.

She knew just where to go. Running through the smoke and flames, she seized her precious
baby, then turned to make her way out. But by now the smoke made it very hard to see and
breathe. Nearly overcome, she swayed and fell, and would not have made it out of the house
safely if a fireman had not picked her up and carried her out.

What a cheer went up as they appeared! Baby Marjorie was not hurt at all! But the poor
mother’'s hands were terribly burned. Kind friends took care of the baby while the ambulance
took her to the hospital. The doctors did their best, but her hands were terribly scared.

Years later, when Marjorie had grown, she suddenly noticed something she had not noticed
before. Her mother's hands were so ugly! "Why are your hands so ugly?" she asked her mother
when they were alone.

Tears filled her mother's eyes as she remembered how frightened she was the day the house
burned with Marjorie asleep and unaware of the danger.

"Have | said something wrong?" Marjorie asked when she saw the tears.

"No, my dear," replied her mother. "But there's a story | need to tell you."

Then she told Marjorie the story of the fire. She told how the people tried to hold her back, how
the fireman tried to stop her, how she battled the flames to rescue her, how she fell, and how
they were rescued. Then she held out her scared hands for Marjorie to see.

"They are ugly, in a way, aren't they," Mother said softly. "For me, the only thing that mattered
was to save your life."”

Now it was Marjorie's turn to shed a few tears. "Oh, Mother," she cried, "You must love me so
much! These are the most beautiful hands in all the world!"

Do you know there are hands that were hurt for you? The hands of Jesus.

Soldiers drove great nails through His hands and hung Him on a cross to die so you could go to
heaven. Even when He comes again, the marks made by those nails will still be there. If you ask
Him, He will show them to you. When you see them, you will know for sure how much Jesus
loves you!



The Mysterious Life of a Pond
By Karen Flowers

Note: You may wish to adapt this nature lesson to include plants and animals well known to the
children in your locale to teach the same lesson. Pictures will heighten interest and hold
attention.

Have you ever looked into a pond? What did you see?

The water in some ponds is so clear you can see to the bottom. You can see plants growing,
maybe a fish, and the squishy pond bottom under your toes. Some ponds are so covered with
lily pads and other plants you can barely see the water. Some ponds have a thick green scum on
the top with lots of interesting insects and maybe a black and yellow water snake making his
way along.

When Kelly was a little girl, there was a "green scum” pond near where she lived. The water
wasn't deep, but it was mysterious. It was a favorite place for all the children in the
neighborhood. There were some logs that had fallen out over the pond. The children would
carefully slide out on the logs on their bellies and poke long sticks down into the pond to see
what they could feel. They would stir the green scum, trying to see what was underneath.
Sometimes they would make up stories about what would happen to children who fell off their
logs and disappeared under the mysterious green scum.

A pond is a really interesting place. All kinds of wonderful creatures live there. Some are big like
the great blue heron you may have seen standing as still as a statue at the water's edge until he
sees the fish he wants for dinner. Some are little one-celled creatures, so small you can't see
them without a microscope. Yet they come in all kinds of colors and shapes. And some, like an
amoeba, can even change its shape to move itself along.

Kelly especially liked to watch the water striders. These bugs, with their long, slender legs, can
stand right on the water. They have large flat feet which are lined with a velvety coating of waxy
hairs that repel water. They can walk, run, skate or skim on top of the water in search of
something to eat. Even more amazing, they can jump six inches into the air. In human terms,
this would be like your being able to jump from the ground to the roof of a five story apartment
building!

While the water striders skate on top of the water, the crayfish is a pond-bottom dweller. He
looks like a miniature version of a lobster. He eats a wide variety of food, including partly-rotted
plants that would otherwise fill up the pond. Catfish also clean up little bits of plant and animal
matter that would build up and make the pond smelly and unpleasant.

For the salamander, however, the smell of the pond is very important. A salamander is a lizard-
like creature that hatches from eggs in a pond, but lives its adult life in the woods. The unique
smell of the pond in which it was hatched as a baby is the way the salamander finds its way
back to the pond to breed. When it's time, the male and female return to the pond of their birth
and do a nose-rubbing mating dance. Then the female releases her eggs by the two-hundreds
into the pond just as her mother did, and her mother before her.

The fire-red water mite lives among the pond plants. You could line 10 bright red water mites up
on your ruler side by side and all ten would measure about one inch. They can get themselves
around by using the hairs on their legs as paddles. But most often they hitch a ride on insects,
worms, and other creatures that pass by. And they not only don't provide any thanks for the
ride, they slowly suck out the other creatures life juices through a long, sharp beak while they
are traveling along!



Ducks love ponds. Have you ever noticed that a male duck is usually much more brightly colored
than the female? One reason Jesus made them this way is that the female usually cares for the
young, and her dull colors don't attract the attention of predators who might make a meal of her
little chicks.

Plant life in a pond is very important to all the creatures that live there. The tall slender-stalked
cattails which fringe the edge provide a protected home and a place to hide from harm. Did you
know that cattail leaves are so strong they can bend and twist without breaking, even in the
fiercest wind? The sweet smell of the water lily lures all kinds of creatures to live safely under its
big umbrella leaves and in its folds.

Tiny drifting plants and animals known as plankton are so small that a single drop of water
contains thousands of them. But they are the source of food for many other creatures like the
waterflea. The waterflea which swims by paddling one of its two pairs of antennae. The tiny
waterflea is clear as glass. You can see all of its internal organs, including a small yellow heart
which pumps colorless blood around its body.

Ponds are so interesting that many scientists have spent their entire lives learning about just
one of the creatures that live there. Scientists are now learning that it can be even more
interesting to study how all the animals and plants living in a pond affect one another. They are
interested in things like who eats what, and who protects what, and who cleans up after whom.
That's because in order for a pond to stay alive and well, all the plants and animals have a part
to play. The salamander needs the algae to smell. The waterflea needs the plankton to eat. The
ducklings and their mother need the cattails to nest and hide in. The fire-red water mite survives
by stealing a ride and nourishment from another insect or worm. And everybody needs the
crayfish and catfish to clean up after them. Every plant and animal has its effect on everything
else. And each is dependent on the pond as a whole to survive.

People are like that too. Your family at home, your friends, and our family here at church.
Everything we do and say affects the others around us. And we all need each other to stay alive
and well. When you wake up in the morning and decide to be grumpy today, it's harder for the
people around you to be cheerful. When you smile and offer to help your friend with a hard math
problem, people around you might find themselves smiling and helping too. The Bible says,
"Encourage one another and build each other up.” See what you can think of to make your
family and our church a happy place this week.



A New Front Tooth
By Karen Flowers

Richard looked at himself in the mirror with disgust. One thing was clear. He just couldn't smile
any more. If he kept his lips together, maybe no one would ever find out. But I'm ahead of my
story. . ..

Richard was eleven years old. He was a happy boy with a big smile. That was until today. Only a
few minutes ago he had been smiling and horsing around with his brothers at home while they
were getting ready for school. When Mom called that the bus had arrived, Dick grabbed his
clarinet and his backpack off the foot of his bed and ran for the stairs. Just as he rounded the
curve at the landing half way down, he slipped, and the next thing you knew he found himself in
a heap with his stuff at the bottom of the stairs. At first he thought nothing too bad had
happened. He had consciously protected his clarinet, and what could happen to a bag of books.
He hurt in a few places, but nothing was broken or anything.

Just then his brother Brendon came back in looking for him, hollering that he'd better hurry up
or he'd be left behind. When Richard flashed a sheepish smile, a look of horror came over
Brendon's face. Your tooth! What happened to your tooth!

Forgetting all about the waiting bus, Richard ran for the bathroom. A quick smile reflected in the
mirror explained his brother’s reaction. A big corner of his front tooth was gone and he looked
like a jack'o'lantern. Would he have to look like this for the rest of his life, Richard wondered.

Everybody has things that happen to them in their lives that they didn't expect. Sometimes they
are happy things, sometimes they are frightening things, sometimes they are things that make
you worry a lot. Jesus is glad when happy things happen to us. He also understands when we
are frightened or worried. When He was here, He talked to His disciples about things that make
people frightened or worried. He said we don't need to worry, because He knows all our needs
and He will take care of us. He wants us to leave the worrying to Him. To help us know how
much He cares for us, He told His followers that He even knew how many hairs they had in their
heads and every time even a sparrow falls. There are no experiences in our lives that Jesus
doesn't know about and that He won't help us get through.

When Mom saw what had happened to Richard, she was reassuring and made an appointment to
see the dentist as soon as his office opened. For Richard, the wait seemed like forever, but
eventually Dr. Scribner was looking down at him with his kind eyes. Dr. Scribner told Richard
there was lots of good news and a little bad news. The good news was that probably there was
enough left of Richard's tooth that the tooth would not die inside. The good news was that Dr.
Scribner could make a cap to go over Richard's tooth that would protect his broken one and look
just like a real tooth. The good news was that fixing it wasn't going to hurt a bit. The bad news
was that this cap would have to be changed several more times until it could be permanently
replaced when he was older. Richard thought he could live with that.

Remember, you may not know what will happen to you today, tomorrow, next week, or next
month. But you can always know that Jesus is with you and will help you no matter what. Isn't
that good news!



Playing Dress Up
By Karen Flowers

In the back of Mother's closet was a big box. You never could tell what you would find in there.
Some days it was full to overflowing, other days there wasn't so much. But Kathy and her sister
Julie watched and waited with anticipation for the day Mom cleaned out her clothes closet, like
when the season changed and she put away her winter clothes and got out her summer ones.
Those were the best days of all. The box was always full, full, full!

You see, Kathy and Julie loved to play dress up! And the box was the place where Mother put
the clothes she was going to give to the Good Will or take to the church Community Service
Center. And before she got them washed and ironed up to give away, she would let the girls get
in there and play.

Some days they played like they were high society ladies. They wore the highest heels they
could find and the biggest hats. They pretended they were going to concerts and fancy
restaurants, and out for a drive in a big limousine. Some days they were career women,
dressing and re-dressing as teachers, surgeons, pastors, executives, lawyers, whatever. Some
days they even got their brother Jason and his friend David to play so they could pretend they
were married and had a family. [The storyteller may want to bring a large box of hats, clothes,
and other accouterments and dress several children quickly-for example with a Bible for a
pastor, a hat and a briefcase for an executive, a cellular phone and a legal pad for a lawyer,
etc.-to heighten interest.]

It's fun to think about what you will be when you grow up. It's fun to pretend you are grown up
now and to think of all the things grownups do. Sometimes you may even get to wishing you
could grow up faster because it seems like grownups can do whatever they want and don't have
anyone telling them what to do all the time.

But there's an interesting text over in the book of Ecclesiastes that | would like to have
read for us. [Let one of the children read Ecclesiastes 11:9a from a modern version. "Be happy,
young man, while you are young, and let your heart give you joy in the days of your youth."]

This passage was written by the wise man Solomon. First of all, he wants you to know that while
it's lots of fun to think ahead to what you will be and do in the future, there are lots of good
things about being a child. And your job right now is to enjoy all those good things. It's your job
right now to be part of your family, to play and talk and work together with your family. It's your
job right now to go to school and learn all you can about the world and the people in it and what
makes them tick. It's your job right now to make friends and to learn to get along with other
people. It's your job right now to learn about God and develop your talents for His service. God
wants you to feel good about being a boy or a girl. He wants you to be happy as a part of your
family and as a member of His family. He wants you to enjoy this time in your life to the full.
And He wants you to know, that whatever you decide to be when you grow up, He will have a
special work for you to do for Him in sharing the good news about Jesus with whomever you
meet.



Reggie's Angry Face
by Gary Oliver, adapted by Ron Flowers*

Reggie liked to make funny faces and do silly things just to get his friends laughing and smiling.
Reggie had one face though, that sometimes would scare his friends away. When Reggie got
really angry, his face wasn't funny anymore.

One hot summer day, Reggie went looking for his friends. He hoped that no matter what
happened, he would be able to keep his angry face hidden away. He wanted his friends to like
him, not be scared off by his anger.

As he came to the end of the block, he saw Carla, Elwood and Bruce just standing around. "Hi,
what are you doing?" he said. Carla answered, "We can't decide what to do."

"Let's go see if we can get some friends and play ball," said Reggie.

"Play ball? You've go to be kidding," Carla remarked. "I'm no good at playing ball."

Reggie was frustrated, but he didn't want his friends to know. So he stuffed his anger inside. But
he could still feel it. And when he did this, his eyes began to get squinty.

"What about hide and seek," said Reggie.
"l hate that game," said Bruce, who was quite fat and couldn't run very fast.
"l always lose."

This time Reggie stomped his foot in anger, but he didn't tell Bruce what he was feeling. And
now not only were his eyes still squinty, but he could feel his ears getting bright red and hot.

Finally, with a pouty kind of voice, Reggie said, "How about all of us racing to the park and we
can throw rocks in the creek." He was a fast runner.

Elwood, who was also a fast runner said, "Let's go." So off they ran.

Elwood was faster than Reggie that day. And when Elwood beat him, he got very, very angry.
His eyes were still squinty and his ears bright red and hot. In a loud voice he snapped, "You
guys are no fun and | don't want to play with you anymore."

Bruce, who just got to the park in time to hear Reggie say this, said, "Reggie, you're our friend.
And usually you're funny and we like to play with you. But when you stuff and stomp and snap,
you change. Then we don't like to be with you."

With that, Bruce and Elwood and Carla walked away.

"Well, I never liked them anyway," Reggie mumbled as he stomped around the park and scuffed
stones with his shoes. "I'll go to my secret place and play by myself."

His secret place was in a little grassy spot behind a lilac bush next to the fence at the far corner
of the lot behind his family's house. When he felt like nobody liked him, when he didn't
understand his feelings, when he wanted to feel safe, Reggie would go to this secret place.



"Nobody will find me here," he muttered. So he sat and sat and muttered and muttered. There
was no one to make him frustrated, or hurt, or sad. But there was nobody to talk to either. He
thought he would feel better, but he didn't. He felt lonely.

Suddenly, he heard a noise. Somebody was nearby, just on the other side of the fence. He
looked up to see Mr. Jones peering over the fence at him. Mr. Jones was retired, and he had a
flower garden just on the other side. Reggie hoped Mr. Jones hadn't heard him muttering.

"Is that you, Reggie? What are you doing here alone?" Mr. Jones asked.

"Just having fun by myself," Reggie muttered and looked down at the ground.
"If you're having so much fun, why do you look and sound so sad?"

"I'm angry and | want go to be alone," Reggie replied.

Mr. Jones looked deep into Reggie's eyes and said, "Sometimes when we get hurt or feel
frustrated, we get angry. And sometimes if we sit on our anger, it can become red hot. And
when we let our anger get red hot, we can do or say things that hurt people.”

"What do you do when you feel red-hot anger?" asked Reggie.
"My feelings don't get red hot very often."

Reggie was surprised to hear Mr. Jones say that. He thought everyone felt things the same way
he did. "Why don't your feelings get red hot very often? " he asked.

"Because," said Mr. Jones, "when | start to get angry, I've learned to talk about what I'm
feeling."

Reggie replied, "When | get angry, | stuff and stomp and snap.”

Mr. Jones reached down to pick off a dead blossom from one of his flowers, "Does it help you to
stuff and stomp and snap?"

"It doesn't," Reggie admitted.

"And how do you feel when your friends don't like you?"

"] feel hurt and sad. And then | feel mad."

"So, sometimes when you feel mad, it's because you first felt hurt and sad?" asked Mr. Jones.
"l guess so," said Reggie. "l had never thought of that."

"Well," said Mr. Jones, "if stuffing and stomping and snapping don't help, what else could you do
that might work better?"

Reggie didn't know how to answer.

Mr. Jones turned to go. Next time you want to stuff and stomp and snap, tell your friends what
you feel and see if that helps.



Next day, Reggie went by himself to the park to throw stones in the creek. He saw his friends
having a wonderful time at the other side of the park playing hide and seek. He went over to
them and hoped they would invite him to play. "Hi," he said. They waved back, but continued
with their game. They did not invite him to play. Reggie felt really hurt inside. He felt sad.

When Elwood saw that he was sad and not mad, he called, "Reggie, would you like to play with
us?"

"Sure," said Reggie. But in his eagerness to get to his friends, he slipped in the mud at the edge
of the creek and fell in. He had mud all over. He heard his friends start to snicker. When he
stumbled toward them, they laughed even louder.

Reggie was embarrassed that he had fallen in the mud. He didn't like his friends laughing at him.
He felt his eyes grow squinty and his ears get red and hot. He snapped. But this time he said
something different. "It doesn't feel good to be laughed at!"

"We're not making fun of you. We thought you were being silly again."

Reggie looked down at himself. He did look pretty funny. He began to laugh at himself. It felt
good to laugh instead of stuffing or stomping or snapping.
Then they all went back to their game of hide and seek.



Second Chances
By Karen Flowers

Note to storyteller: This telling of the Bible story "Jonah and the Whale" is illustrated by using
balloons filled with helium gas, tied with strings or ribbons approximately 1% meters long. Older
children will enjoy controlling the balloons while the story is being told to the younger children.

Create a barrier (i.e. a large table or two turned on their sides) behind which the balloon
"puppeteers" can hide. Practice ahead of time is essential so each one knows when to let his or
her balloon(s) rise above the table as marked in the script. Remind the puppeteers to hold the

string tightly so the balloon will not escape to the ceiling before the climax of the story. One
child can control several "waves" or 'people of Nineveh" balloons. This story is especially
appropriate for a family camp or retreat setting. If used indoors, take into account how you will

retrieve the balloons if the ceiling is very high!

If a wide variety of colors of balloons is available, the following color choices are suggested:

God: gold balloon

Jonah: red balloon

Ship captain: silver balloon
Sailors: 2-3 dark blue balloons

Waves: 4-6 balloons, a mixture of light blue and white
People of Nineveh: 4-6 balloons, a mixture of pink and brown

Jesus: purple balloon
Whale: gray or black balloon

Once there was a man named Jonah. Jonah was
God's prophet which means God gave him
special jobs to do for Him.

One day God found Jonah and said to him:
"Jonah, | want you to take a message for me to
the people living in the big city of Nineveh. |
want you to tell them that | want them to
change their wicked ways because | love them
very much."

But Jonah didn't want to go to Nineveh. First of
all, he didn't want to walk all that way across the
hot desert sand.

But mostly he didn't want to go because the
things the people of Nineveh did were bad, bad,
bad, and Jonah thought God should just send a
plague or something to destroy them from the
face of the earth.

So Jonah thought and thought about how he
could get out of doing this job for God.

Then he had a bright idea. He would take a trip
on a ship in the opposite direction. By the time

God found him, maybe He would decide to send
someone else. So Jonah went down to the dock
and found just the ship.

(All balloons and puppeteers hidden behind
barrier, out of sight.)

(Jonah balloon goes up on string.)

(God balloon goes up on string.)

(People of Nineveh balloons go up on
strings.)

(God and People of Nineveh balloons down.)

(Jonah balloon bounces up and down with
children puppeteers calling out "ouch, ouch,
ouch, ouch.")

(People of Nineveh balloons up)

(People of Nineveh balloons down.)

(Jonah balloon slowly raised and lowered as
though in "thought," ending in lowered
position.)

(Jonah balloon pops up to full length of



"Ahoy, there, Sir!" he called out to the captain.
"Got any room for another passenger?"

"Yes, we can take you along," said the captain.
"You look okay to me." But what he didn't know
was that Jonah was running away from the God
of heaven.

Jonah was very very tired from all his running,
and he wanted to make sure God didn't find him,
so he went down into the bottom of the ship
where it was dark. It was a good place to hide
and to have a good sleep.

While Jonah slept, a violent storm blew up that
threatened to destroy the ship.

"All hands on deck!" the captain called out to his
crew. "Secure the foremast! Keep the ship
before the wind! Throw the cargo overboard!
Pray to your gods! . . . Hey, where's that
stranger we took onboard? I'm going to wake
him up myself. He'd better pray while he bails or
we perish! I've never seen a storm like this!"

"Let's find out who caused this storm!" the
sailors cried out. "Whoever's name we draw out
of the hat, he's the man!"

Into the hat went one of the sailor's hands. Out
came the name: JONAH!

"Who are you, anyway? And what have we done
that made you bring such bad luck upon us?" the
sailors asked.

"l am Jonah and | worship the God of heaven
who made the sea and the land,"” Jonah replied.

The sailors' faces were filled with fear. "Then
what have YOU done?" the sailors wanted to
know.

"Just throw me into the sea." Jonah replied. "I'm
the reason for the storm.”

So they threw Jonah overboard into the storm.
And Jonah would have drowned, except for our
God who gives people who make mistakes a
second chance. Can you believe it, he sent a
whale to rescue his prophet from the storm! And
immediately the wind and the rain and the
thunder and lightening stopped and the sea was

string as narrator reads "bright idea.")

(Captain balloon goes up.)

(God balloon goes up.)

(Jonah, Captain and God balloons go down.)

(Wave balloons up, jouncing up and down as
though tossed in a storm.)

(Captain balloon up, followed immediately by
sailor balloons up.)

(Sailor balloons raise and lower in unison as
though agitated.)

(Jonah balloon up.)

(Captain, sailor and Jonah balloons down.)
(God balloon up.)
(Whale balloon up.)

(Wave balloons still. God balloon slowly
lowered.)

(Jonah balloon up)
(Wave and whale balloons down.)

(God balloon up.)

(People of Nineveh balloons up)



calm!

Safe and sound inside the whale, Jonah thanked
God for saving him and promised to do whatever
God asked him to do. So God caused the whale
to deposit Jonah on dry land so he could be
about his business.

And God spoke again to Jonah. "I still want you
to go to Nineveh," He said. Jonah thought to
himself, "Okay. I'll go and preach to those
Ninevites, but they are so bad they won't pay
any attention and then God will punish them like
they deserve.

So Jonah preached the good news to the
Ninevites that God wanted to give them another
chance to love Him and live good lives. Much to
his surprise, the Ninevites listened. God was so
happy, He sent Jonah right back to tell them how
much He had always loved them. He wanted
them to know how glad He was they had

stopped behaving badly, because their wicked
ways could lead to nothing good!

God sent Jesus to bring the same good news to
us. No matter what mistakes you have made,
this good news is for you. God loves you very
much. He wants you to choose the good life He
has planned for you. But when you make
mistakes, you can always say you're sorry and
God will help you begin again. Yay! A big thanks!
A big shout of praise to our "second chance God!

(Jonah, God, and People of Nineveh balloons
down.)

(Jesus balloon up.)

(At narration's end, all balloons released to
the ceiling while puppeteers cheer.)



School Daze
By Jeanette Pelton

Anna looked in the mirror to brush her bangs. She sighed. Today was her first day of school. She
would go with her big sister Marti. Mother had bought them new crayons and paper and pencils
and paste and a school bag to carry them in. She had a new lunchbox too, a pretty red and blue
one that held a thermos of juice and a sandwich and an apple and cookies.

Anna felt confused. Part of her wanted so much to grow up and go to school. The other part was
scared. Scared to leave mother and go to that big building at the end of the road. She knew her
big sister would go with her, and that the school wasn't too far from home, but somehow that
didn't really help much.

"Come on, Anna, we'll be late," said Marti as she passed her door. "You don't want to be late on
the first day of school do you?"

Actually, she wished she could just stay here and not go at all. But mother called again, "Anna,
time for breakfast! You don't want to be late!"

Anna dragged herself downstairs. Her sister had told her all about school-the hours of writing
and sitting and waiting for everyone else. Mother had said she would like it, but the way her
sister had described it didn't really sound too promising. She dawdled over breakfast until time
for worship. After Mother had prayer, she had hugged Anna tight. Anna thought she saw a tear
in her mother's eyes. It made her worry even more. If school was going to be good, why did
Mother look so sad?

Anna walked to school with Marti. Marti's friend joined them as they went down the street. Anna
walked more and more slowly as they got closer to the building. She was afraid, but she was not
quite sure why. Mother had taken her to the school last week to meet her teacher and show her
around the building. The room had been pretty, with bright bulletin boards. She like the flowers
on the windowsill. There had even been a guinea pig in a cage that the children could pet. Her
teacher had seemed nice enough, in a grownup sort of way. Other children her age where there
with their parents. She hadn't spoken to any of them. She had suddenly felt shy.

Now here she was, standing in the doorway of her first grade class. Her teacher smiled and
showed her to her desk and helped her put her things in it. Then she showed her where to hang
her coat and put her lunch on the shelf. The teacher had to go and help someone else, so Anna
sat at her desk, waiting. She looked around as the desks started to fill up with children. There
were 18 students in her class. How would she ever remember all their names?

After everyone was seated, the teacher prayed and then told part of the story of Moses for
worship. Then she began passing out arithmetic books. Anna opened hers to the middle and
gulped. It looked hard. Teacher helped them put their names on the covers and open to page
one. She showed them how to make numerals and they spent time practicing. It seemed like no
time until teacher told them to put their books away for recess. At recess, they played running
games. It was fun. Anna enjoyed running. When it was time for school again, they got more
books and papers. Soon it was time for lunch. In the lunchroom, Anna found a seat between two
girls.

"My name is Mary," the girl on her left said.
"I'm Alicia. | sit behind you in class. Do you like school?"
"l don't know yet. I'm Anna."

"I wonder who that man is?" asked Anna.



"That's the principal. If you get into any trouble, you go to his office," said Alicia. "My big brother
goes there lots."

"What does the principal do?"

"l think he's in charge of the whole school,”" Mary answered.

"l liked recess," Anna offered.

"You can run fast,” Mary said. "I'm not a very good runner, but | like to jump rope."
"Do we do that here?"

"l don't know. | hope so. | brought my rope to play with after lunch."

"Teacher said when we're finished eating to put our lunch boxes back on the shelf and go
outside and play till she calls us,"” said Alicia.

"Do you want to jump rope with us?" Anna asked as they went out to play.

Alicia was really good at jumping and showed Anna several new games with a rope. She found
out that Alicia lived some distance away and her mother brought her to school by car. Mary and
Anna lived quite near each other. The girls had so much fun they felt a little sorry when it was
time to go in. But they got to color some pictures to take home to their mothers. After a story
and a little rest on their mats, it was time to learn the sounds of letters. Suddenly a bell rang.

"It's time to get ready to go home," announced her teacher. "Please get your lunch boxes and
papers and line up by the door in single file."

Anna was surprised. The day had gone so quickly she hadn't noticed. Out front she met her
sister Marti again.

On their way home, Marti asked, "So how do you like school?"

Anna thought for a moment about the jump roping and the games, the coloring and her two new
friends. She smiled. "I think I'm going to like school. It's not bad at all. I'll race you home!"



The Tummy-ache
by Jeannette Pelton

"Mommy!," shouted Maria. "Mommy!" It was late at night as Maria called from her bed. "My
tummy hurts."

Mother came into her bedroom and turned on the light. "Where do you hurt?" asked Mommy.
She felt her head. "Oh dear, you have a fever, too." Mother felt Maria's tummy. When she
pushed on it, she howled out loud. "I'm going to get dressed and take you into the clinic."

Maria cried on the way to the doctor. Her head seemed to swim, and whenever Mommy hit a
bump she thought she would throw up. Finally, they reached the doctor’'s clinic. Then she did
throw up.

The nurse heard Mommy's description and took Maria back to the examining room. The doctor
took some blood out of her arm. Maria tried hard not to cry, but it was very scary. Mommy held
her hand. The doctor looked very serious.

"I'm afraid Maria has got appendicitis. She'll have to have her appendix taken out right away. It
might break open and then she could get much worse. She might even die. I've called the
hospital, and they will be waiting for you."

Mommy carried Maria out to the car for the two-block trip to the hospital. They went into the
emergency room. A man dressed in green met them and had mother put Maria on a bed with
wheels. Maria tightened her hold around Mommy's neck. "I'm afraid, Mommy. Don't go away."

Mommy smiled at her. "You don't need to be afraid. Remember what Jesus said? 'l will give my
angels charge over you to keep you safe.' Your angel is right here. Part of you is sick and the
doctors need to fix it. You won't feel anything because they will give you medicine so you will
sleep. When you wake up, it will be all over and we can soon go home. Don't be afraid. Let's
have a prayer before you go with the doctor.” Maria let go and folded her hands and closed her
eyes. "Dear Jesus, please help the doctors make Maria well again. Don't let her be too scared
and don't let it hurt too much. Help her to be very brave. Thank you, Jesus. Amen." Mommy
kissed Maria and the man wheeled the bed away.

The next morning when Maria woke up, Mommy was waiting by the bed with her teddy bear and
a new puzzle.

"How do you feel?" asked Mommy.

Maria thought for a minute. "I'm thirsty. My tummy doesn't hurt as bad."

"Doctor says we can take you home later this afternoon, here's a drink of water."
Maria looked down at the bandage on her stomach. It looked so big it frightened her.
"Do | have a very big hole in my stomach?" she whispered.

"No, you don't. The doctor took out the spoiled appendix and sewed you back up. We'll go to Dr.
Hatton to have the stitches removed end of next week."

Later that day, Maria and Mother went home. Mother put Maria to bed and told her to take a
little nap while she made supper. She closed her eyes but couldn't quite seem to go to sleep.
She wondered what stitches looked like. She wondered if she lifted the edge of the bandage,
could she see them? Just as she was about to try mother came back in. "I thought you might



like some apple juice,"” she smiled. "It is going to be hard to stay in bed for a few days, so |
thought you might like to watch a nature video. I've asked your sister to bring a couple of them
home from school.” Maria drank her juice. Mother studied her a minute. "What's the matter? Do
you hurt? Would it feel good if | rubbed your back?"

"It only hurts a little. But when | sit up | get dizzy."

"That will go away soon. It's always like that after an operation."

"Mommy, why did my appendix spoil?"

"What do you mean?"

"l eat good food, | sleep and drink water, and everything, so why did my appendix spoil?"

Mother thought for a minute. "You didn't do anything wrong, if that's what's bothering you. Good
health habits will help you stay well and help you keep from getting sick, but sometimes things
happen just because of sin. There isn't anything you can do about it, except take care of yourself
and give your life to Jesus. He gives strength to resist disease and be happy."

"How long will it be before I am all better?"

"By Sabbath, you should be able to be up and out of bed. That's two days. You won't be well
enough to go to church this week, but you will be next week. I'll call your teacher and tell her.
Anything she wants to send home for you, your sister can bring. In three weeks, you won't even
know you had been sick, except that you'll have a little scar where the bad appendix was taken
out."

"Will it always be there?"
"Yes, it will fade a little as time passes, but it will still be there."
Maria thought for minute. "Why didn't Jesus stop my tummy from hurting?"

"But He did," answered Mommy. "Jesus helped the doctor know how to make you better. And He
made your body so it can fix itself. There are little white blood cells working hard to kill any
germs that might have gotten into the wound. There are other cells whose job it is to mend the
skin and muscles, and more red blood cells are being made in your bones. Jesus made your
whole body in such a wonderful way that it can repair itself. Sometimes it needs help, like when
the doctor helped you by taking away the spoiled appendix, but most of the time your body
works really well. That's why it's important to take good care of it by eating good food, and
getting exercise, and resting, and drinking lots of water."

"If my body is doing all that work, it's probably getting sleepy,"” said Maria. "l think | can take
my nap now."

"Good. When your sister comes back, you two can watch the video while | finish making
supper.” Mother smiled and pulled the drapes shut. "If you need anything, just call me. I'll leave
your door open.”

"OK, Mommy."

"Have a good little sleep, Maria."



The Vanishing Black Smudge
Adapted by Karen Holford

Many years ago a boy named Davy lived on a farm. It was a big farm, and there was lots to do
to care for the animals and grow food for his family. Davy had a big sister Angie, a big brother
Joe, and a sister Mary who was just a bit older than he was.

One day Davy's parents announced that they had to go away for a few days, but they were sure
the children were old enough to manage the farm work by themselves while they were gone.
They put Angie in charge because she was getting quite grown-up. Davy didn't think she was
really grown up. He just thought she was bossy, and he really didn't like to be bossed around by
his own sister.

But after Mom and Dad drove off, Angie wasn't so bossy after all. Wow! They were free to do
anything they wanted! Go to bed when they wanted, get up when they wanted. Eat anything
they liked, whenever they liked. Play when they liked, work when they liked. This was great!

The children had a great week. They made ice-cream every day, and rich chocolate fudge. They
made popcorn and pancakes dripping with maple syrup. Of course they did their usual chores-
milking the cows, feeding the animals, collecting eggs, and chopping wood. But mostly they just
had lots of fun.

Then one morning Angie suddenly realized that Mom and Dad would be coming home the very
next day. The children looked around at the house. There were dirty dishes on the table. There
were toys on the floor. The beds were unmade. There were towels and dirty clothes on the floor.
There were blocks and a wagon in the yard outside, and they still hadn't cleaned up the garden
tools in the barn for Dad.

Angie looked worried. She wanted everything to look perfect for Mom and Dad when they got
home. They had left her in charge and she wanted them to be proud of her.

Suddenly Angie got bossy again. She ordered Joe to clean up the garden tools in the barn. She
sent Mary to clean up the dishes and scrub the kitchen floor. Davy was to hurry up and dust the
house from top to bottom, except for the parlor. Everyone knew the things Mom had in the
parlor were too fragile for Davy to dust! When he was done with that, he could help Angie
change the beds and do the laundry. Davy hated dusting. He hated changing beds and doing the
laundry. He wanted to be outside helping Joe do grown up jobs. But Angie was in charge, so he
followed her instructions feeling grumpy and angry inside.

Angie was so busy she had no time to cook lunch, so they all ate cold leftovers. Davy was hot
and tired. He wanted to make ice-cream and have fun again, but Angie wasn't through bossing.

"You have to help again this afternoon, Davy," she said. "First | want you to polish all the shoes
and boots with this black polish and brush. Then you can shake all the rugs. Mary has to go pick
the beans in the garden, and Joe has to straighten the yard." Davy was feeling more and more
angry inside. The worst job in the world was polishing shoes and boots. It was so messy, and so
easy to get big black smudges all over you and everything else.

While Davy was polishing shoes, Angie decided to dust and sweep the parlor so the whole house
would be just perfect. The parlor was a beautiful room full of their mother’s best things. They
weren't allowed to play in there. They only went in there when there were visitors. While Angie
was in the parlor she noticed Davy was not working very hard. She told him to hurry up because
she had more work for him to do. By this time Davy was so mad that everything bubbled up
inside him. Before he knew what he'd done, he had thrown a brush full of shoe polish at Angie.
The brush sailed right past Angie's head and landed smack in the middle of the parlor wall. He



stared in horror at the big black mark on the expensive white and gold wallpaper. Then he ran
out of the house and hid in the barn.

Davy stayed in the barn a very long time. He thought about how proud his mother was of their
beautiful parlor, and how dreadful she would feel when she saw the mess he'd made of it. He
thought about what his punishment might be. He was so mad at Angie. "It's all her fault,” he
thought. "l would never have done such a terrible thing if she hadn't been so bossy and made
me so mad!"

It was dark by the time Joe found him. Joe knew what had happened. But he didn't say
anything. He just took Davy into the house for a bite of supper before bed-time. Davy didn't
sleep very well. He knew Mom and Dad would be back in the morning. He wanted to run away,
but there was nowhere he could go. He cried big tears into his pillow.

When Mom and Dad got home, they were very pleased with how well the children had managed
the chores and how neat and clean everything was. They thought Davy was a bit quiet, and they
did noticed that he didn't eat much lunch. Mom even gave him a huge spoonful of nasty tasting
medicine, just in case he was getting sick. Davy knew she hadn't looked in the parlor, but he
wasn't brave enough to tell her what had happened. He was just miserable.

Then the worst thing possible happened. Mr. and Mrs. Johnson from across the town came to
visit. Davy heard his mother welcome them, and invite them into the parlor. Oh, no! She would
take them in there and see the mess, and she would be so embarrassed! He expected to hear
his mother scream, but instead he heard Mrs. Johnson exclaim, "My, what a lovely parlor this
ist"

Davy couldn't believe his ears! What had happened? The black smudge was on the wall opposite
the door. There was no way anyone could go in there without seeing that awful mark, spoiling
everything else. Davy crept close to the door, and peeped in. He was so shocked by what he
saw, he just stood there with his mouth open and stared. The wall looked exactly as it had
before he threw the shoe polish brush. The wall paper where the black smudge had been was
perfectly white and trimmed in gold like the pattern on the rest of the wall. His mom saw him in
the doorway and invited him in. He sat on a slippery chair and stared at the wall most of the
afternoon, his mind racing with what might have happened. After tea and cakes, the Johnsons
finally went home. Davy lingered in the parlor so he would be the last to leave. When everyone
had gone, he went up to the wall and stared at it closely. Someone had cut a piece of wallpaper
to fit perfectly over the nasty mess. The paper had been cut ever so carefully to follow the edges
of the pattern all around the little scrolls of gold. Then the edges of the paper had been sanded
very thin so that there would not be a bump where the new paper was added.

Davy ate twice as much food at supper time to make up for all he had missed. He started to
laugh and joke again, and Mom was pleased to see that her medicine had made him better!
After supper Davy found Angie. He gave her a great big enormous hug. "Thank you," he
whispered in her ear. "I'm sorry | threw the brush at you, and made that awful mess. You fixed
it, didn't you."

"Yes, | found some of the paper in the attic, and | cut it all out, smoothed the edges, and stuck
it on with flour paste. I'm sorry too, it was mostly my fault. | shouldn't have been so bossy. No
wonder you felt like throwing something at me!"

If they noticed, Mom and Dad never said anything about the mark on the parlor wall. And Davy
never forgot how special it was to discover that someone loves you enough to cover your
mistake and save you from the consequences you deserve.

Does that sound like another Person you know? Yes! Jesus loves us enough to cover our
mistakes with His perfect life. He saved us from the death we deserve because of our sin and
gave us another chance to have the best life possible, now and forever. Isn't that Good News!



