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1
Leah’s Plan

Leah—don’t move!”

Leah Carter had stepped halfway over a rotten
log in the woods, but at the sound of Jeff Majors’s
voice she froze where she was. At the same instant
she heard a buzzing that made her blood seem to
run cold. With her foot half over the log, she low-
ered her eyes to a diamond rattler thick as a man’s
wrist and poised to strike. Its needle-sharp fangs
were white, and its rattles blurred as they sounded
their dire warning.

“Don’t move!” Jeff whispered again.

Leah longed to turn and run, but she knew that
the striking snake would catch her in the leg if she
tried that. She heard Jeff to her left and wanted to
cry out to him to be careful.

She felt the sun beating down on her head as she
stood rigid in position.

Suddenly Jeff sprang into her line of vision. He
struck at the snake with a large stick, shouting, “Get
back, Leah!”

Leah leaped backward and in her anxiety
sprawled full length on her back. She scrambled to
her feet and saw Jeff still thrashing at the snake
with all his might. “Be careful, Jeff! Don’t let him
get you!”

Jeff straightened up and turned to her, his face
pale, and said in a voice not quite steady, “I guess
that’ll take care of him!”



Now that the danger was over, Leah suddenly
felt sick. Her knees were weak and trembling. When
Jeff dangled the snake over the stick, she cried out,
“No, I don’t want to see him!” She walked unsteadily
away and leaned against a tall hickory. Her shoul-
ders began to shake, and she put her head against
the rough bark trying to hold back the tears.

Jeff dropped the snake at once and came to
stand beside her. “Aw, Leah,” he said uncomfort-
ably, “don’t cry. It’s all over now.” When she did not
move, he tentatively put a hand on her shoulder and
turned her around. Looking down at her, he mut-
tered, “That was pretty close, but we made it all
right.”

Jeff Majors had the blackest hair possible and
eyes so dark he was called the Black Majors by
some of the family. Tall for his age and looking
older than his fourteen years, he had large hands
and feet. There was a look of durability about him.
He wore a pair of worn tan trousers and a faded
checked shirt, both somewhat small for him.

Leah pulled herself together, swallowed hard,
and looked up. “You saved my life, Jeff. He—he
would have gotten me for sure!”

“Well, I'm glad you didn’t step on him. They're
bad business.”

Leah was sobered by the experience. “I could
have died,” she whispered. “You never think about
such things until something like this happens.”

“Sure. I reckon it pays to be careful in the
woods—but when you’re stepping over a log you
can’t always see what’s on the other side.”
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Jeff looked down at Leah, thinking how pretty
she had gotten in the last year. Today she wore a
pair of faded blue overalls that had once belonged
to her brother, Royal, but somehow she looked nice
in them. One thing they had in common was their
birthday—June fifteenth—but she was one year
younger than he was. He admired her green eyes
and blonde hair, now falling down her back, but to
cover his embarrassment he said, “Well, you
would’ve done the same for me.”

“T don’t know if I could have.” Leah turned, and
the two walked slowly along the forest path.

When they reached an opening in the trees, they
paused and looked down into the wide valley. “I
sure got lonesome to see that house of yours when
I was gone to the army,” Jeff murmured. He studied
the Carter home, then lifted his eyes further. “Can’t
see our place from here. I missed it too— thought of
it every day.”

“Someday you’ll all come back,” Leah said softly.
“The war will be over, and we'll all be together again
just like we used to be.”

The Civil War had shattered the little town of
Pineville, just as it had other towns all over the
country. Dan and Mary Carter, Leah’s parents, had
stood for the Union, but Jeff's father, Nelson
Majors, had been Southern born. He had taken his
wife and two sons South, settling in Richmond.
Jeff’s mother died soon after their arrival, bringing
a new child, named Esther, into the world.

Looking down, Jeff thought of how it had been
when they were growing up together.

Leah asked suddenly, “Do you have to go back
and be a drummer boy, Jeff? Can’t you just stay here
until the war is over?”
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“Why, I can’t do that! I've got to be with my pa
and Tom.”

“But—but your father’s in prison in Washington.
He’s not in Richmond.”

Jeff’s lips made a thin line, and he nodded curtly.
“He won't be there for always. He'll get exchanged
or...or ” The thoughts that ran through his
mind dlsturbed him. His father had been taken as a
prisoner of war at the Battle of Bull Run, and since
that time Jeff had thought of little else except how
to free him. Leah seemed to see that he was trou-
bled. “Well, in any case, we've got Esther here. We'll
take good care of her.”

The Carters had volunteered to take the baby
since Nelson Majors was in the army and had no
way to care for a child.

Abruptly she looked at him and said, “Jeff, you
know what I heard one time?”

He looked down at her curiously. “You hear a
lot. What is it this time?”

Leah pursed her lips and looked thoughtful. “I
read somewhere that if someone saves your life,
you belong to that person somehow.”

Jeff grinned. “Well, I guess you belong to me
then. That means I get first helpings at the table
tonight—and you have to wash all my clothes while
I'm here.”

Leah was more serious. “You always get first
helpings—but I'll never forget how you jumped in
there and killed that old rattler!”

“Oh, shucks, Leah, that was nothing.” Jeff
shrugged. But he was pleased with the way she
looked at him. “I'm glad that I was there. I wouldn’t
want anything to happen to you. You're my best
friend, aren’t you?”
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She smiled instantly, her teeth looking very
white against her tanned face. “Yes, we'll always be
best friends.”

Jeff was shy in many ways. Although he and
Leah had been best friends for a long time, he
somehow felt embarrassed to talk about it. “Come
on, let’s go see old Napoleon.”

They walked quickly down the path, emerging
finally at a bridge that spanned a sparkling stream.
Leaning on the rail they watched the small min-
nows sparkle in the sunlight. Occasionally a fish
would break the water, and Jeff said wistfully, “I
wish I had a line here. I'd catch some of those bass.”

“I don’t see old Napoleon though.”

“He’s a pretty smart fish, and I caught him once.
So I don’t think he’s going to be dumb enough to get
caught again.”

Jeff remembered. They had been at this very
bridge when word came that the North and the
South were at war. That had been the beginning of
hard times for them both.

“That was really something when you caught old
Napoleon,” Leah said quietly.

Old Napoleon was a huge bass, legendary
almost, that had been able to avoid being caught for
years. But Jeff had snagged the huge fish on his last
visit and managed to get him to shore.

“You let him go, Jeff. I never did really know
why you did that.”

Jeff traced his initials on the wooden rail with
his forefinger and was silent for a moment. Finally
he said, “T guess I just like things to stay where they
are. Everything’s changing so quick. When I was in
the battle at Bull Run, for some crazy reason I
thought about Napoleon. We don’t have a home
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here anymore, but I thought, Well, as long as old
Napoleon’s there, not everything will change.”

He thought again to the time he had pulled the
thumping fish in, how he’d stared at him, then bent
over and loosed the hook and let him go free. “Some
of these days,” he whispered, “when the war is over,
I'll come back, and we’ll catch him again, Leah.”

“I don’t know—I don’t think I could eat old
Napoleon. That would just be like eating Delilah.”
Delilah was the hammer-headed tomcat that domi-
nated the Carter household.

Both of them laughed at the idea of eating Delilah,
then they turned toward the house. On the way they
stopped to look at several bird nests. For years they
had collected wild bird eggs until together they had
the best collection in the county. Leah had taken it
when Jeff moved with his family.

“Look, Jeff, there’s that tree where we got the
wren’s egg. Do you remember that day?”

Jeff stared up at the branches and thought for a
moment. “And that’s the day my brother Tom and
your sister Sarah parked under it in the buggy.” He
smiled. “I sure felt bad about eavesdropping on
them.”

Tom Majors had been courting Sarah Carter
before the war began. They were very much in love.
Jeff only too well remembered perching in the tree
with Leah when their buggy pulled up. Tom
demanded to know why Sarah would not marry
him. She had said it was because Tom may soon be
fighting for the South but her brother Royal would
fight for the North. “What would it be like if I mar-
ried you—and you killed my brother—or he killed
you?”
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Thinking of this, Jeff shook his head. “Things
sure have gotten mixed up, haven't they?”

Tentatively, Leah touched his arm, drawing his
eyes around to her. “One day it will be all right. The
war will be over, and Tom and Sarah will get mar-
ried. And Esther will grow up, and you and your
father will come back and live in Kentucky again.”

“You really believe that, Leah?”

“Yes!”

Jeff examined her face carefully. “I'm glad you
do. Sometimes I doubt it—but I hope you always
believe it, Leah.”

When they got within a hundred yards of the
house, Jeff suddenly halted and took her arm. “Tll
be leaving here soon.”

“Oh, don't go back to the war—you could get
killed!” Leah pleaded, looking up at him with alarm
in her eyes.

“Well, I'm not going back to the army right now.”

“Where are you going then?”

Jeff pulled off his straw hat and ran his hand
through his black hair. He bit his lip. “I'm going to
Washington—to see my father.”

“Why—you can’t do that!” Leah exclaimed.
“You're in the Confederate Army. You're a drummer
boy—not carrying a gun—but I don’t think that
matters!” She shook her head so that her blonde
hair swung over her back. “You can’t do it, Jeff!
You'll get caught, and they shoot spies!”

“I don’t care—I've got to do it!”

She stood there arguing with him.

Finally, when he said, “I'm going, and that’s all
there is to it,” and she said, “You are the most stub-
born boy on the face of the earth!” Leah seemed to
have a sudden thought.
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“Well, you can’t go alone,” she announced. “You
can go with me and Pa.” Jeff stared at her. “What do
you mean?”

“Why, now that Pa’s a sutler, you know we fol-
low the Union Army everywhere, selling them
things. The army’s just outside Washington, and Pa
said last night we're leaving soon to take care of the
soldiers.”

Dan Carter had decided that it was God’s will for
him—even though he was not in good health—to
follow the Northern army and sell supplies to the
soldiers. In addition to the usual tobacco and paper
and thread, he carried Bibles and tracts, which he
distributed to the lonesome soldiers of the Army of
the Potomac.

Jeff shook his head stubbornly. “No, that wouldn't
be right. You both might get caught. Then we’d all
three get shot.”

“We won'’t get caught.”

Jeff knew she was almost as stubborn as he was.

For a time she seemed to be thinking hard.
Finally her eyes began to sparkle. “You can be our
helper,” she cried. “You don’t look like a Southern
spy. Just wear those old clothes you've got on, keep
your mouth shut, and nobody will ever know but
what you're just a helper.”

They talked excitedly, and by the time they got
back to the house and went to find her father, Leah
had already thought of a plan. She explained it
carefully to her father.

Daniel Carter was a thin man with a rather sickly
look and faded blue eyes. He listened, his eyes on
the two of them, his mouth firm under a scraggly
mustache. He had been badly wounded in the
Mexican War and could not join the army now, but
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he wanted to serve his country. When Leah was fin-
ished, he nodded slowly. “Well, I think that may be
the thing to do.” He cut off Jeff’s protest by saying,
“You don’t know this young lady like I do, Jeff.
When she gets her mind set on something, she’s as
stubborn as a blue-nosed mule!”

“Pa, don’t say that!” Leah exclaimed. “I'm not a
bit like a mule!”

“Well, you're a lot prettier than one.” Her father
smiled. “But I still say you're just about as stub-
born.” Then he turned back to Jeff. “We’d better do
it that way, Jeff. I know you're worried about your
pa. You can go with us, and we'll see if the Lord will
help us get to see him.”

Jeff swallowed hard. The kindness of this family
was more than he ever bargained for. When they
had agreed to take his newborn sister, Esther, for as
long as necessary, he’d thought they were the finest
people in the world. Now he knew so!

“Thanks, Mr. Carter. Me and Pa and Tom, we
won't ever forget you for this!”
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2
A Matter for Prayer

Mama, I think Esther’s the prettiest baby in the
whole world!” Leah was holding Jeff’s baby sister,
making dimples in her rosy cheeks, and stroking
her fine blonde hair.

Mrs. Carter stopped folding blankets and smiled
over at her daughter. “You love all babies. You never
saw an ugly one in your whole life.”

“An ugly baby?” Leah was shocked. “Why, Ma,
there’s not any such thing!” She swung the child
around in her arms and stuck her finger in the
creases of her fat neck. “You're just the prettiest
one, now aren’t you?” she cooed.

Her sister, Sarah, sitting across the room churn-
ing, didn’t break her stroke as she smiled at the pair.
“I wish you did all your other work around here as
well as you take care of Esther.”

Sarah was a beautiful girl with dark hair and
blue eyes. She had an oval face and a beautiful
creamy complexion. However, she had not been as
lively since the war started—especially since Tom
Majors had left to join the Army of Northern
Virginia.

But now she seemed to shake off the sadness
that had come to be almost habitual and found a
smile. “I thought you and Jeff were going to go trot
lining.”

“We are. I'm supposed to meet him down at the
river.” Leah put the baby into the cradle her father
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had made and ran her hands once more over the
silky hair. “T'll be back, but you'll be asleep. T'll see
you in the morning, Esther.”

Leah’s younger sister, Morena, was standing
beside the cradle. She was eight years old with dark
hair and powder blue eyes. She was pretty, but her
mind had never developed.

“You take care of baby Esther, Morena,” Leah
said, hugging the younger girl. “I'll bring you a fish
when I come back—all right?” She got no answer.
She never did. However she did get a smile from
Morena.

“Don’t you fall in the river and drown,” her
mother said sternly.

Mrs. Carter folded the last blanket as Leah ran
out of the room. Then she said to Sarah, “She’s
enjoyed Jeff’s visit so much. They've always been
such great friends.”

Sarah continued to churn. “T hate to see him go
back. Leah will miss him, almost as much as I—”

Mrs. Carter looked up quickly. “As you miss
Tom?”

“Yes. T sometimes don’t think I can stand it,
Mother! He can be killed any day.” She sighed and
made a few strokes with the churn handle. Then she
asked, “Do you think this war will ever be over?”

“All wars are over, sooner or later—and the good
Lord will take care of Tom—and Royal too. We'll
just have to keep praying.”
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Leah ran up to her room and put on her faded
overalls. They were ragged and patched, but they
were comfortable. It would be cold on the river, so
she grabbed a blue woolen sweater. Stopping sud-
denly before the small mirror on the wall, she
looked at herself, then shook her head. “You giant
you, why can’t you be small like other girls?”

Leah saw herself as a giantess, and her mother
had a time with her when she began stooping.
“Leah, be as tall as God made you!” she’d said.

Remembering her mother’s words, Leah straight-
ened her shoulders involuntarily. She picked up an
old black felt hat that had belonged to Royal, then
dashed out the door.

The sun was far down in the west, throwing its
red beams over the valley as she ran along the road.
Already she could hear the night birds calling softly.

When she reached the river she saw a flickering
fire and Jeff Majors sitting beside it, feeding sticks
into the blaze.

“I've been waiting for you. We've got to get that
line out before it gets dark.”

“I'm ready.”

“What’ve you got in your sack? Something to
eat, I hope!”

“I knew you’d be hungry—you always are.
Anyway, Royal’s coming later,” Leah said. “Right
after dark. He’s going to be our chaperone.”

“Chaperone! What'’s that?” Jeff demanded.

“Oh, kind of a babysitter for boys and girls like
us.

“Well—" Jeff shrugged “—maybe he’ll be some
help running the lines. Come on, let’s go get the trot
line out.”
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They clambered into the twelve-foot-long john
boat. Built out of cypress, it would float even if full
of water.

Jeff shoved off with a paddle. “I know a good
place,” he said. “We're going to catch more fish
tonight than you've ever seen, Leah!”

He paddled toward a bend in the river, then got
out his long cord. He tied it to the base of a small
tree, then paddled across the river, letting the cur-
rent take the boat a hundred yards downstream.
There he tied the other end to another sapling.
“Now,” he said, “let’s get the hooks on. You pull the
boat along, and I'll tie them.”

“All right. And T'll put the weights on too.”

Leah loved trot lining. She had learned how
from Jeff and her father when she was just a child.
As they moved along the line, Jeff took hooks
attached to twelve-inch strings and tied them to the
heavy line about six feet apart. Leah’s job was to
attach an iron weight every twenty feet to keep the
line on the river bottom.

They accomplished the job quickly, and when
they got to the other side, Jeff said, “Now, you can
do the fun part—baiting the hooks.”

Leah turned up her nose. “That bait stinks. I
hate that job!”

“You should have stayed home then.” But Jeff
grinned. “Catfish bait’s supposed to stink. That’s
what makes them bite. But I'll do it. You pull the
boat along.”

Glad to get out of the baiting job, Leah hauled
the boat slowly while Jeff baited every hook.

When they got to the other side, he put the top
back on the bait can. “Now, we'll wait an hour. Let’s
go back to the fire.”
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As soon as they sat down, Jeff said, “I'm hungry.
Let’s eat!”

“We just got here!” Leah said indignantly. “You'll
be hungry at midnight.”

“I don’t care. I'm hungry now. What’s in your
sack?”

Leah picked up the large bag, reached inside,
and pulled out a smaller package. “Funnel cakes.”
She grinned broadly. “If you're good, you can have
some.”

“Funnel cakes! Gimme!” Jeff cried and took one
from her hand. He bit into it and chewed slowly,
closing his eyes. “Nobody can make funnel cakes
like your ma. I wish I could take these back to camp
with me—these and about a thousand more. They
wouldn'’t last long with all those hungry soldiers
though.”

Leah took a funnel cake for herself and sat back
and nibbled at it. “Tell me about the army, Jeff.
What's it like?”

“I've already told you everything.”

“Well, tell it again,” she urged. “You don’t know
what it’s like being stuck at home and the war’s
going on and we don’t know anything. Tell me, Jeff.”

Jeff took a bite of cake, chewed on it thoughtfully,
then began. He told what it was like to be a drum-
mer boy learning the different signals. “The troops,
they couldn’t go anywhere without us. We tell them
when to charge, when to rally on the flag, when to
go to the right or the left, when to retreat.”

“You have to be awful close to the fighting then,
don’t you, Jeff?” Leah said. “Aren’t you afraid?”

“I was only in one battle, but I was plenty scared
that time, with bullets flying everywhere. I guess 1
was thinking most that I couldn’t show the white

22



feather. T couldn’t let Pa or Tom see how scared I
was—or the lieutenant. But I reckon all of us felt
that way when we charged across the field.”

Leah hesitated. “What was it like—to see people
killed?”

Jeff swallowed the last morsel, and a moody
look crossed his face. “I hated it,” he said simply.
“Seemed foolish to me. There was one fellow not
much older than me. Well, just before the battle he
told me how he was just about ready to get married.
He was just in for ninety days—just wanted to see
the battle.”

The fire crackled, blowing sparks upward into
the darkness where they seemed to mingle with the
stars that were coming out overhead.

Jeff looked thoughtful and sad. “His name was
Tim O’Reilly. His girl’s name was Julia. He’d known
her all his life, and they were planning a big wed-
ding. He was going to get a little piece of land, he
said, as soon as he got back to Alabama.” He took
up a stick and poked the fire. “He never made it
though.”

“I wish you didn’t have to go back,” Leah said
again.

The two sat for a while, and then he said abruptly,
“Tell me about being a sutler. What'’s that like?”

“Oh, it’s not bad, not like—not like being in the
fighting. We stay way behind the lines. The men
come, and they buy paper to write letters, and they
ask for tobacco and stamps and all sorts of things.”

She continued to tell him about following the
Army of the Potomac, and finally she lifted her
head. “Listen, somebody’s coming. Royal, I guess.”

Sure enough, Royal Carter emerged from the
darkness and came to the fire. He was nineteen and
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not tall but thick and strong with blond hair and
blue eyes. He wore a ragged mustache and side-
burns and was called “The Professor” by the men of
his regiment because he had been to college.

“Well, how many fish have you caught?”

“Just waiting for you to go run the lines the first
time, Royal,” Jeff said. “Haven’t heard any splash-
ing, though, so maybe we ought to wait a while. Sit
down and have something to eat.”

Royal sat down and took some of the funnel
cakes that Leah offered him.

Jeff had always admired Royal. He was the
smartest man Jeff knew. He was his brother Tom’s
best friend, and the three of them had hunted
together and fished together for years. At times,
when Tom would have left Jeff at home, Royal
would say, “Aw, let him come with us, Tom,” which
had endeared him to the younger boy.

After they had talked for a while, Jeff said, “Let’s
go run the lines now. We can all three get in the
boat. You can pull us across, Leah, I'll take the fish
off, and, Royal, you can bait up.”

“No—" Royal shook his head “—T’ll take the fish
off, and you bait up. I don’t want to get that bait all
over me. It stinks too bad.”

Jeff laughed, “You Carters are mighty fine folks
—can’t get your hands in a little fish bait. Well,
that’s OK. Us working folks will take care of that.”

Leah got in the prow of the john boat, Royal
positioned himself on the middle seat, and Jeff got
in the stern.

“All right, Leah, haul us across,” Jeff said.

Leah took the line up and began to pull the boat
across the river. She got to the first hook and said,
“Something got the bait.”
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“Rats,” Jeff said. “T hope it’s not going to be noth-
ing but a bunch of bait-stealers tonight.” He
reached into his bucket, picked up a piece of bait,
slipped it on the hook. “Let’s go.”

The first three hooks were bare, and Royal and
Jeff baited them again. And then Leah cried out,
“There’s something on this one!”

“Watch out now! Let me get him!” Royal yelled.
He always got excited when a fish was on the line,
and as Leah drew the boat past the fish, he pulled it
up saying, “A good one! Must go three or four
pounds!”

“What kind is it?” Jeff asked. “Bullhead or blue
channel?”

“Bullhead. Still good to eat though.” Carefully
Royal put his thumb in the fish’s mouth, avoiding
the spines that stuck out on each side of the broad
head and out the top of the skull. The spines were
poisonous and could cause painful wounds. He
removed the hook, slipped the fish onto a stringer,
and dropped it over the side. “OK, bait this one up.”

Jeff slipped the bait on the hook and com-
plained, “All the fun in this is catching the fish. I get
to do all the work, and you get all the fun.”

“When you get to be an old man like me, you can
take the fish off,” Royal teased.

Jeff knew Royal felt a real affection for him
though and was glad the two of them happened to
be home at the same time.

They moved slowly across the line, taking four
fish off, three or four pounds each. And then, when

the hooks were all baited again, they went back to
the fire.
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Royal said, “We got to do better than this.” He
sat down and reached into the sack. “Let’s eat some
more funnel cakes.”

They sat eating cakes and listening to the night
sounds. It was August and hot, but the wind off the
river was cool, and they enjoyed it. Three times they
ran the trot line. In between times, they talked as
they sat around the fire. Once Leah and Jeff
stretched out and slept for an hour.

Finally, at three in the morning, Jeff said, “I
guess we got enough fish. We better go in, I reck-
on.

Royal, leaning back against a tree, said, “I wish
Tom were here.”

Jeff looked at him quickly. “Me too. We've sat
around lots of campfires, haven’t we, Royal?”

“Sure have.” Royal stared into the fire thought-
fully.

Silence surrounded them, and they heard far
away the sound of a coyote wailing at the moon.
Finally Royal said, “He’s all right, isn’t he?”

“I guess so. He was when I left—but you know
how it is, Royal.” There was fear in Jeff’s voice, and
uncertainty.

Royal said, “You worry about him, I know. I do
too.”

Back at the house, about dawn, Jeff and Leah
went to an outside table to clean the fish. He was
wearing a pair of old faded overalls, and a slouch
hat was shoved back on his head.

“Royal’s worried, isn’'t he?” she asked him. “I can
tell.”

26



“I guess everybody is. This war’s crazy—brothers
shooting at brothers! There’s Royal on one side and
my brother on the other side. The best friends that
ever were—and now they might have to kill each
other.” He reached down, took the tow sack, and
spilled the catfish into a pail. The fish thumped
wildly about.

Jeff had dressed many catfish, and he did it
quickly and efficiently, using a pair of pliers. When
one was clean, he threw the trimmings into a small
bucket and the pink body of the fine fish onto the
table.

Then he said to Leah, “I can’t seem to believe it’s
going to come out all right. There’s my father in jail,
and we hear the prisoners die by the hundreds in
those prisons.”

“Jeff, you can’t think like that,” Leah protested.
She watched as he picked up another fish moodily
and began cleaning it. “You've got to remember that
God is going to answer our prayers. He'll take care
of our men in His own way.”

“I don’t know about God anymore.”

Leah reacted to his words as though struck.
“Why, Jeff, you know God'’s good!”

He turned, holding the pliers in his left hand so
tightly that his fingers were white. “If God’s so
good, why did He let this war happen? Why did He
let my father be in prison? Why did He let that boy
get killed who was about to get married? I don'’t see
anything good about it.”

“But, Jeff, you can’t talk like that!”

Jeff's face was pale, even in the dawn light.
“Leah, my mother died. I don’t have any home any-
more. My father’s in prison. Maybe my brother’s
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dead. What have I got to be happy about? Why
should I trust God?”

He knew Leah had never heard him speak like
this. He had always been a faithful attender at
church.

She looked shaken. “Jeff,” she whispered, “we’ve
got to trust God.” She moved to stand beside him.
“We've got to remember things don't always go well,
but God always does what is right. You know the
Bible. Look at Daniel down in the lions’ den. Why,
things looked downright terrible for him! And the
people of Israel, when they were caught and
Pharaoh’s army was about to kill them all. Think
about them, what they must have felt— but Moses
didn’t doubt! He knew God was going to deliver
them—in His own way. And He did.”

“That was in the Bible,” Jeff said. He turned and
began skinning another fish. “But this is now, and
somehow 1 just feel so—well, I don’t know how to
say it...”

Leah moved closer. She reached out and
touched his arm. “Jeff, please don't talk like that! I
know you feel bad, and I do too. But God wants us
to trust Him. He’s never failed anybody yet.”

Jeff continued cleaning the fish, and Leah kept
talking quietly, trying to encourage him.

Finally, when all the fish were cleaned, he said,
“Let’s go to the pump and wash these off.”

She pumped while he washed the fish. When
they turned to go to the house, he said, “T'll try to
believe God will make things be right—Dbut it sure is
hard.”

“I know.” Leah’s eyes were warm. “You and I,
we're going to pray that your father will get out of
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jail—unless God has something better in mind.
That would be something, wouldn’t it?”

Jeff blinked, then nodded firmly. “That would be
a miracle, and I guess I need a miracle these days.”
He looked at her and said, “Sorry to be such a cry-
baby. All of us need a miracle—you and your pa and
mine, your whole family, all of us.”

“We'll see it,” Leah said confidently. “You wait
and see!”
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