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An Egyptian palace is full of poison, 
intrigue, and shadows. Moses, a 
teenager with a shaved head and eyes 
outlined in dark kohl, does not look like 
a royal imposter. He sits on the floor of 
a scribe’s apartment, carefully working 
the stylus into a moist clay tablet. His 
teacher, Jod, is the oldest scribe in the 
palace. Jod’s name means “eye,” for he 
could read at an early age. Jod beckons 

to Moses from the low, flat platform 
that serves as his bed. He is very old for 
an Egyptian, over fifty, and his knees 
and hips are arthritic, from years of 
sitting cross-legged on the stone floors.

“Moses, let me see your tablet.”
Moses obediently rises and brings the 

tablet over to his mentor. Moses has 
been following Jod around the palace 
since he was a toddler, sitting and play-
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“Yes, it is next to the new mine.”
“Yes! The miners are writing their 

work directions down with a new sys-
tem,” Moses explains.

Jod’s eyelids, also heavily lined in 
kohl, crinkle at the edges with a smile.

“Oh, ho! There’s a new type of writ-
ing from the captives who are work-
ing in the mines? That will put the 
head scribe’s nose out of joint.”

Jod did not like the new head scribe 
who had usurped his own position 
when he could no longer sit the whole 
day in Pharaoh’s court.

“Did you bring any of the new writ-
ing with you?”

ing quietly with the moist clay tablets 
that are prepared fresh each morning 
for the scribe. Recognizing the spark 
of learning hunger that he had him-
self, Jod has always included Moses 
in his wanderings about the palace, 
even into the temple of science where 
potions boiled and misted, stinging 
their noses.

“Teacher,” Moses begins, “I have 
seen some new writing.”

“A new type of writing, Moses?”
“Yes, I saw it when I was walking 

by the cluster of statues dedicated 
to the goddess Hathor. You know the 
place?”
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Jod beckons him even closer and 
whispers, “Your secret. Tell me, who 
are you?”

“Honorable Jod, my teacher, you 
know who I am,” Moses replies.

“I know Moses, whose name means 
“pulled from the water.” I know that 
he is the favored son of Pharaoh’s 
daughter, and appeared overnight. I 
know Moses, whose eyes do not slant 
up like an Egyptian when the kohl is 
wiped away after long hours of study. 
I know Moses the modest boy, who 
never appears naked in the royal 
baths with his cousins.”

Moses begins to stutter.
“No! Do not interrupt the teacher. 

I am not the only one from whom 
you receive instruction. Your mind 
sees too many different perspectives, 
for only one teacher. And now, I see 
that you have access to the writing of 
the Hebrew miners. When I put that 
together with your unfailing interest 
and favor with the slaves in the 
palace, I can only come up with one 
solution. Will you tell me?”

Moses shakes his head, “I cannot 
tell you the things that you wish to 
hear, but I can give you a gift before 
your death.”

Jod closes his eyes, and listens.
“Let me tell you about a slave 

family that hid their baby boy in some 
bulrushes, so that he would not be 
killed at a time when the graves of 
Hebrew male children outnumbered 
all the others.”

The two smile conspiratorially at 
each other as Moses pulls out another 
clay tablet, this one dry and hard.

“Look, they have taken the picture 
words from the statues of Hathor and 
used them to create a new system 
that is quicker.”

“Is this the picture for my dert?” Jod 
asked, holding up his hand to illustrate.

“Yes, but it represents the ‘d’ sound 
instead of only one word. And here 
is the picture of an alphu,” Moses 
pointed to the stylized picture of an 
ox, “But it does not stand for ox, it 
stands for any ‘ah’ sound.”

“So, they are writing the Hebrew 
spoken language. That throws a whole 
new light on this. The pictures make 
no sense unless you know the code.”

Moses had known about the writ-
ing for months, but his sharing of 
this knowledge was a special gift to 
Jod. He had heard only yesterday in 
the court that the old scribe’s health 
was very bad. Indeed, he had a white, 
waxy look to his skin.

Jod also thought that his death 
was near. If Moses had not come to 
his chambers that morning, he would 
have summoned him before night-
fall, for Jod had some unfinished 
business.

“Moses, you have been the child of 
my heart, the student of my old age 
and my legacy in this palace. I require 
one more thing from you before I die.”

Moses frowns, kneeling next to the 
old man.
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Moses looks around. No body?
“There is nothing left but this tab-

let, which makes no sense, and shows 
how confused Jod was, unworthy to 
be a god.”

The tablet is passed to Moses, who 
looks at the unrelated words strung 
together, repeated over and over 
again, reflecting no lucid thought. 
Then he collapses in a noisy, hysterical 
heap on the floor. Displeased by the 
unmanly display, the head scribe 
sniffs and says, “May the gods bring 
you some peace,” as he and his cronies 
quickly leave the room.

Moses rolls onto his side, wiping 
the tears away, only to be seized by 
another spasm of uncontrollable 
laughter, which he smothers with 
hiccups and wheezes, biting his lip.

He just has to read the tablet again 
before crushing it: “Escaped with your 
sister Miriam’s help, who thinks the 
head scribe’s poison is reversible. I am 
leaving my many gods who have failed 
me and am going to learn about the 
one Hebrew God. Look for the scholar 
among the slaves, and the Egyptian 
wrapped within the Israelite.” 

(to be continued)

Jod, eyes still closed, nods his head, 
understanding.

“And let me tell you about a teacher 
in a palace who saw more than all 
the others, but did not reveal it. And 
finally, let’s suppose that the boy’s 
secret is that he believes in only one 
Hebrew God, instead of Egypt’s many.”

Jod, startled, opens his eyes wide, 
“One?”

“One who could hide a slave within 
a palace.”

“One who could hide a scholar 
within a slave and wrap a Hebrew 
within an Egyptian?” is Jod’s smiling 
reply, as his eyes close in satisfaction 
and exhaustion. Moses quietly leaves 
his sleeping friend.

The next morning, Moses hears 
the sounds of death from Jod’s 
apartment. Women wail, palace 
physicians hurry, and eventually 
magicians run into Jod’s room. Finally 
Moses is summoned by the new head 
scribe.

“Moses, I know your heart will be 
grieved, but the great Ra has wisely 
chosen to take Jod’s body, so that it 
will not become a god in the afterlife,” 
the head scribe calmly explains.
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Joseph is well and truly dead, that 
much we know. But where are his 
bones?

I, Miriam, opened his coffin. I wanted 
to prepare it for the journey and found 
it empty. I told no one. There is enough 
pressure now without an additional 
burden. 

I will not tell my brothers; after all, 
they are shouldering so many other 
responsibilities right now. One brother 
is good but has no self-confidence; the 
other has great charisma but craves ev-
eryone’s approval. Of the trio of siblings, 
it is I who gets things accomplished. We 

are old now, but when we are together 
I still feel like a young girl, watching 
Aaron the toddler get into trouble and 
protecting Moses the baby.

So I will find the bones on my own. I 
will do something to help in these ter-
rible times. But it must be quickly or 
we’ll never get out. After all, there was 
an oath, a promise, and it must be kept 
before we can escape. Moses is gone 
for the day, traveling for the tenth time 
into the city of Ramses, named for that 
same egocentric ruler. He and all the 
rest of the elders go into the Egyptian 
court to face Ramses the Great and 

This story emphasizes the theme in lesson 2: “Jehovah-Rapha—The Lord Heals You!”
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and then the mountains of dead frogs 
piled along the streets, and many 
more hopping about, driving all of 
us crazy with their croaking. No one 
wanted to talk about the lice, but my 
brother bathed immediately and kept 
asking me to check his hair.

After the lice, the plagues never came 
again into Goshen, where we live, 
which should tell those hard Egyptians 
something. Flies came, their cattle 
died, boils turned them into hideous 
creatures, and hail spoiled their crops. 
Each plague falls immediately after 
Moses pleads for our freedom to go 
into the desert for holy feasts. We 
heard the buzz of the locusts when 
they fell on the capital, and saw the 
dark cloud of them hovering above it. 
We watched for three days as darkness 
divided our land and theirs. It looked 
like a great thunderstorm front, but 
there was no lightning and it didn’t 
move with the wind.

You would think that their losses 
up to now would be enough, but 
Ramses III can’t bear to lose his 
labor force of slaves for even a week. 
He has building projects going on 
everywhere. At many old temples and 
tombs he simply has us take away the 
previous pharaoh’s name and likeness 
and replace with his own. I can hardly 
refrain from spitting every time I walk 
past his image. But of course, I would 
dehydrate in minutes, there are so 
many opportunities.

The old pyramid tombs have been 
plundered, for Pharaoh Ramses III 

plead for our people. We know Pha-
raoh must be very intimidated when 
his court magicians cannot match the 
miracles of the one true God, but he 
hides it in anger and stubbornness.

This last trip, Ramses donned the 
solar crown with disks and serpents 
and ram’s horns. It was quite the sight 
to behold, I hear. He filled the court 
with lotus blossoms and incense to his 
god Amun. He thinks Amun renews 
his own divinity. But no matter what 
Amun or Ramses try, they cannot stop 
the plagues. 

The horrors our elders relate every 
time they come back can hardly be  
believed. First, it was the stench of 
blood, drying and rotting everywhere, 
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items they used in life. This is for 
the deceased’s convenience in the 
afterlife, when they believe they will 
live as gods. They will be pitiful gods, 
is my thought, if they still need money, 
grain, and toys to keep them happy. 

I guess I shouldn’t be surprised 
that Amenemhet III, the old pharaoh 
of that long ago, prosperous time, 
tricked us by not putting Joseph’s 
bones in his coffin. After all, he prob-
ably wanted his grand vizier’s coun-

doesn’t deem the previous Hyksos 
rulers as true gods, and besides, he 
needs their gold. We Israelites, slaves 
without Egyptian superstitions, have 
done all the excavating, so I know 
Joseph’s bones aren’t in either of 
Amenemhet III’s tombs. But then, 
neither is Amenemhet himself, the 
workers say. Did looters steal the 
former pharaoh, too?

Theses Egyptians preserve their 
corpses and bury them with all the 
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helped control flooding. The Hyksos 
had indeed conquered Egypt with their 
horse-drawn chariots, and horsemen 
they remained. Unlike this present 
pharaoh who prefers human beasts.

Beautiful horses they’d had, if 
the paintings on the walls could be 
believed. They kept them in great 
earthwork enclosures for pens. The 
favorite mounts were kept very close 
to Goshen, so that Joseph could see 
his father often.

The children play in the enclosures 
now, for all horses are kept in royal 
stables, ridden by the military and not 
for pleasure. 

As I watch them play, I smell lamb 
being roasted with bitter herbs. A 
bunch of hyssop sits in a bowl of blood 
next to the door, ready for tonight. 
After it is applied to the lintels, I will 
not be able to leave the house, so I 
must go now, for I have an idea about 
where the bones may be hidden.

(to be continued)

sel in the next life, too. Joseph saved 
his kingdom from starvation during 
a famine, and accumulated all sorts 
of land and indentured servants, too. 
He was valuable and a good friend to 
the ruler.

But where are they? Where will I 
look for two old dead men, hanging 
around Egypt, sneaking away from 
the royal courts and ceremonies, 
just like they did 350 years ago, if the 
stories are true?

Amenemhet III was twenty and 
Joseph was thirty when they met, 
both new in the Egyptian court, one as 
pharaoh and one as the interpreter of 
dreams. Of such was the beginning of 
a lifelong friendship between young 
men who did not trust their own 
brothers. They guarded each other’s 
back, politically, from then on. Of 
course, they’d often ridden together, 
out from Avaris, as the capital was 
called back then, to oversee the 
building of “Joseph’s Canal,” which 
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I am Miriam, the older sister 
of Aaron and Moses. I am look-
ing for Joseph’s bones. They are 
not in his coffin (don’t ask how I 
know) and we need to leave this 
land of slavery. We cannot go 
without the bones of our hero, 
Joseph. He’s been dead 350 years 
and I have no idea how long 
those bones have been gone. 
You’d think someone would 
have checked before now.

Joseph was second in com-
mand to the Hyksos pharaoh, 
Amenemhet III. The Hyksos 
horsemen, with their chariots, 
were conquerors of Egypt from 
the east, although they adopted 
much of this culture. They be-
lieved in packing out their 
tombs with money, toys, and 
friends for the afterlife. I wonder 
what would appeal more to the 
old pharaoh, another lifetime 
of ruling a conquered nation in 
courts filled with treachery or a 
peaceful afterlife with his best 
friend Joseph, riding their favor-
ite mounts? It gives me ideas.

I am old, in my eighties, and 
probably prone to delusions, I 

This story emphasizes the theme in lesson 3: “Jehovah-Jireh: My Provider.”
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Egyptian Pyramids  by Ann Frake

that we expected to find the former 
pharoah’s body, but our workers found 
the seals broken. There were plenty 
of small items left, gold amulets, 
bronze tools, replicas of boats, and 
gemstones, but no pharaoh’s golden 
casket. They say that Ramses, our 
current pharaoh, was so angry and 
disappointed that he destroyed the 
stiff shell of Amenemhet’s daughter, 
whose sarcophagus was still there.

And do I expect Joseph’s bones to just 
be waiting for me? Ah, I have grown 
dim, after a long life of hard work.

Elisheba and I sit on the edge of 
the wall and dangle our feet. Small 
children, toddlers really, still play in 

think. Elisheba, my sister-in-law who 
has never known anything other than 
slavery in Egypt, is with me. We totter 
around the edge of the pit, a great 
earthwork enclosure where the horses 
used to run. I tell myself that old bones 
cannot be very heavy, and bring a sack.

Amenemhet III’s first tomb was 
built south of Memphis. However, his 
second tomb was built secretly (back 
then) where he could look over the 
reservoir and reclaimed lands Joseph’s 
great canal made possible.

That second, secret pyramid, now 
discovered and plundered, had so 
many blind passages, sliding roofs, and 
tricks to wear out the grave robbers, 
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the soundness of my mind. I’m 
beginning to wonder, too.

It is cool here with my back against 
the bricks and I watch an ibis fly up 
from the next field. In some pyramids, 
the entrance to the burial chamber 
is on the north, so the spirit can fly 
straight to the north star. But for 
the sun worshipers, the entrance is 
usually on the south to help the ka, 
or spirit, ascend to Ra. I don’t know 
which Amenemhet worshiped. Did he 
really adopt the religion of the people 
his ancestors conquered or did he just 
follow the public traditions to keep 
everyone happy?

For some reason I think those Hyksos 
thought animals were gods, but I 
may be confusing my facts. I know 
that in the paintings in Amenemhet’s 
pyramid, the legs have been removed 
from the bird signs, the tails from the 
serpent signs, and so forth, so they 
can’t shuffle off and make the words 
unreadable.

I cannot help but wonder if there 
are any irregularities on either the 
north or south side. I kneel stiffly and 
begin to wander around the base, like 
an animal sniffing and tapping at the 
mortar. There are tales of grave robbers 
who found the entrances to pyramids 
by sniffing for the scents of the funeral 
oils. I tell Elisheba to look also, but 
she does it without conviction, not 
knowing for what she is looking. She 
reminds me there are only hours left 

the pit. There are very few children 
allowed to play anywhere, anymore. 
They are put to work, picking peppers 
and melons, even gathering straw 
stubble, as early as four years old. Al-
most none of them can read or write. 
Their parents can barely survive the 
long days of labor so there is no en-
ergy for teaching in the evenings.

The little ones climb the mounting 
steps and jump back down. The steps 
were built there so that when Joseph 
and the pharaoh were alone, after 
dismissing the servants, Joseph could 
climb on his horse by himself, after 
giving his friend a leg up. Such stories 
we pass down about the hero Joseph.

I pause. Maybe I should expect them 
to be waiting for me in their favorite 
place?

I hobble over to the mounting steps, 
shooing the small children home. The 
steps are not slabs of limestone, but 
rather are built from small bricks. 
This structure reminds me of the 
mastabas, low rectangular tombs 
made of mud bricks, but smaller. And 
if so, might it have a hidden entry like 
the pyramids we are working on now?

I tap all the sides, but nothing gives. 
Surely the children would have found 
an entrance by now? It is more than 
three hundred years later, after all. 
I sit down with my back against the 
mounting platform. Elisheba joins me, 
and I can tell from her overly solicitous 
manner that she is wondering about 

Egyptian Pyramids  by Ann Frake
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Sand flies bite my ankles and neck. I 
swat and scratch.

Scratch.
I will scratch at the mortar.
I have nothing in my pockets to use. 

Elisheba has a piece of bronze blade 
and finds me a rock.

We must look as intent upon our 
work as the pyramid carvers and 
painters. We always laugh when they 
tell us what they are writing in the 
tombs, for they are never allowed to 
put down any defeat or ignomy. Only 
the grand and glorious of each reign is 
allowed on the walls. And what isn’t 
grand and glorious, they make up.

My fingernail catches. The texture 
of the mortar is different in this small 
area. I frighten Elisheba when I stand up 
and vigorously kick at a brick. In hope, in 
anger, and in frustration I kick it. It sinks 
into the structure about an inch.

Giving a whoop like a warrior, I feel 
the vigor of youth replace all my age. I 
kick it again and the brick disappears, 
leaving a dark gaping hole.

(to be continued)

until sunset. We must get back before 
sunset. We must get back before Moses 
applies the blood to the doorposts.

I smell nothing and see nothing 
unusual.

This is an old woman’s fantasy. Joseph 
and his friend, the tricky pharaoh, are 
probably in the labyrinth, a group of 
buildings he put next to his pyramid. 
There are twelve courts, all of them 
roofed, with gates exactly opposite 
one another. A single wall surrounds 
the entire building and there are two 
different types of chambers through 
it, above ground and underground. 
The total number of chambers is three 
thousand, and Abraham, Isaac, and 
Jacob help me if those two sets of bones 
are hiding in there.

I sit against the flat back of the 
mounting platform again, tired. I 
promise myself that I will never tell 
anyone Joseph’s bones are gone. If 
anyone ever looks, which is not likely, 
let it be their responsibility. I can 
pretend I don’t know.
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I am Miriam, the older sister of 
Aaron and Moses. I am the same one 
who watched Moses in his basket 
when the princess pulled him from 
the rushes. I am old now, but I am still 
that same person. I sometimes act on 
my impulses. Sometimes it works and 
sometimes it gets me into trouble.

But I have nothing to lose. My people 
are slaves in Egypt, ready to make a 
break in the morning. I must be inside 

my house before dark, before Moses 
applies the blood to the door posts, 
and that leaves less than an hour. 
We cannot leave Egypt without the 
bones of our hero, Joseph, but they are 
missing. I am the one who knows that 
his coffin is empty and I am the one 
who must find them. 

I think Amenemhet III, Joseph’s 
pharaoh and friend, tricked us, hoping for 
Joseph’s help in the afterlife. I am looking 

This story emphasizes the theme in lesson 4: “Jehovah-Shammah—The Lord Is There.”
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compared to the size of the outside 
structure.

Elisheba calls and I tell her there 
is nothing. Nothing but some burial 
jars, but what are they doing here?

The priests (theirs, not ours) follow 
“The Book of the Dead” to prepare 
a mummy. The organs go into jars, 
the brain is drawn out through 
the nose, and the body’s cavity is 
washed with palm wine. Our people 
do not keep dead bodies around. 
Only close contact with this Egyptian 

for the bones in their favorite place of  
relaxation, the mounting steps of the 
horse pen. I have found a loose brick.

Elisheba, my sister-in-law, is with me. 
She thinks we search for treasure and 
she is right, although she doesn’t know 
what variety. We are both old now, but 
we can still kick out a round opening in 
the crumbling mortar and bricks.

I crawl into the low platform and 
see four of the Egyptian ceremonial 
jars, but there are no bones and no 
coffins and this is a very small room 
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preserved, are not in ceremonial garb, 
but rather are bare chested, wearing 
the short linen wrap around their 
hips. They sit cross legged, like scribes.

It makes me wonder who arranged 
them. The pharaoh died some forty 
years before Joseph, so it was probably 
the king’s own sons, for this would 
have required intimate knowledge 
of the men’s secret burials, to have 
retrieved their bodies and moved 
them. In fact, to have embalmed them 
and prepared them sitting up, would 
take some foreknowledge of this final 
resting tableau.

I keep remembering little tidbits 
of information I haven’t thought of 
in years. Joseph was known to have 
worn the pharaoh’s ring, as his second 
in command. His father-in-law was 
a priest of On. Perhaps the pharaoh 
made arrangements for the bodies 
to be preserved sitting up in the old 
style, instead of flat, without Joseph’s 
knowledge. He or his sons may have 
bribed the priests of On.

I take two little obsidian toilet 
vases, bearing the name of Amenem-
het III inlaid in gold upon the lids, and 
pass them out to Elisheba. I also take 
the golden collars that come off eas-
ily. I look closely at the closed eyelids 
of the faces but I cannot see that one 
looks vastly different from the other. 
The skin, pulled so tight, gives them 
both slanted eyes.

I wonder if all the skin is preserved 
so perfectly? I look at the fingers 
with the nails still intact, held on by 

court opened the door for Joseph’s 
mummification.

Forty days of sprinkling an eviscer-
ated corpse with salt from the death 
lake, and who knows what else (for it 
is a closely guarded secret) dries out 
the body but leaves the tissue per-
fectly preserved.

I have run into a brick wall. Should 
I try another hidden entryway or 
will this be a shaft, sunk into the 
floor? Instead of dwelling on all the 
possibilities, I kick the wall (it worked 
so well the first time) and jump back 
as the whole false wall crumbles. 

I expect to find a gold sarcophagus 
or two under the mounting steps, but 
instead I see bones, white bones . . . 
huge white bones. It’s the rib cage 
of a horse, broken through the linen 
shell of mummification. I push into 
the dark, low area and look around 
the horse and that’s when I see them. 
Two men are waiting, dressed for 
riding. They are sitting up across from 
each other, as if conversing.

Where is the linen shell that usually 
wraps the dead? Neither are wrapped 
in bandages, nor laid in coffins. I see 
the resin-soaked shells of linen to the 
side. The wrappings must have been 
cut away here. Every feature of the 
face and body are reproduced in the 
remains. I feel the prickle of fear on my 
neck, but I will move closer.

Both wear royal rings. Both? How 
will I determine which is Joseph? 
It will ruin everything if I get the 
wrong bones. These men, perfectly 
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Our steps are light and we walk 
like much younger women, almost 
giggling, triumphant. We will finally 
be able to leave.

Moses is waiting for us to get 
inside before he applies the blood to 
the lintels of the doors. He sees the 
inlaid vases and my bag and lifts a 
questioning eyebrow, wanting to 
see. He has a mobile face to reduce 
speaking and stuttering.

I pass him the golden collars, and 
his eyes widen. He was raised in the 
palace. He recognizes royal gold. 

I start my story by reciting an 
old promise, passed down from 
generation to generation for three 
hundred years . . . 

“And Joseph said unto his brethren, 
I die: and God will surely visit you, 
and bring you out of this land unto 
the land which he sware to Abraham, 
Isaac, and to Jacob.”

Moses nods. We all know this part.
“And Joseph took an oath of the 

children of Israel, saying, God will 
surely visit you, and ye shall carry up 
my bones from hence. So Joseph died, 
being an hundred and ten years old: 
and they embalmed him, and he was 
put in a coffin in Egypt . . .”

The End

thin golden wires. I can even see the 
wrinkles of the skin on each knuckle.

And I have thought of a way to tell 
them apart. But I can’t. It probably 
wouldn’t work anyway. I’ll just take both 
bodies and put them together in the 
coffin. And then we’ll be venerating a 
heathen and idolatrous man, whenever 
we give honor to Joseph. His memorial 
will be tainted, contaminated, and 
corrupted. It will be my fault.

With the two choices before me, 
I decide to deal with my own squea-
mishness, rather than the shame of 
our nation.

I bend down and peak beneath their 
skirts. I am looking for evidence of 
circumcision, a legacy of Abraham.

One of the linen skirts is wrapped 
most modestly, and I sigh in relief and 
frustration. The other?

Ah, it must be Amenemhet. Gold 
gleams. I roll my eyes and out loud 
said, “Once a pharaoh, always a 
pharaoh.” I should have known our 
hero would be the modest one. He’d 
had enough trouble in his youth from 
Potiphar’s wife to ever let his body be 
presented immodestly.

I put Joseph’s light, dehydrated body 
into the sack and pull it out behind me. 
Elisheba reaches for it, but I smile and 
tell her it is light. She would never carry 
it if she knew there was a dead person 
inside. Besides, it is my job. 
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“There were giants in the earth in those days.” 
—Genesis 6:4

Shem had two problems,  
the pigs and the giants.

The pigs were the only animals left to 
board the ark. They had been delivered 
weeks before and left in a prepared pen. 
No one touched them because they were 
filthy. Their care had been just a matter 
of throwing in garbage everyday. But 

now, the pigs had grown enormous and 
eventually would have to be led up the 

ramp and into their 
stall in the ark. 
It was not as if you 

could put a leash or a halter 
on them or even lead them with 

a carrot. The mamma pig had a habit 
of trying to bite the arm of the garbage 
thrower. 

Shem’s other concern: the giants. 
They were huge men who stood eight 

feet tall and had arms like barrels and 
legs like tree trunks. They always had too 

many fingers and toes (they never 
wore shoes.) To be a giant in Shem’s 
day was synonymous with having 
a mean streak about a cubit wide.

This story emphasizes the theme in lesson 8:  
“Building upon Your Spiritual Heritage.”
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“You don’t like pigs?” the giant asked, 
again.

“They stink,” Shem yelled, frustrated 
with the slow process. “They would stink up 
the ark if they were put inside of the ark by 
someone who was really big and strong.”

The giant got a funny look on his face 
and smiled. His rotted, broken teeth and 
black gums made it pretty frightening to 
behold.

“If dose pigs was on dis’ ark, it would smell 
pew-eee bad, right?” the giant grinned.

Shem had to concentrate on frowning 
and looking mad, when he wanted to 
burst out laughing. This plan was genius 
and it was going to work.

“Oh, it would smell bad, alright. So, don’t 
bring any pigs when you come to escape 
the rain.”

But Shem had no idea about what was 
going on with his pigs.

From the minute the other animals 
started entering the ark, the pigs had 
longed to follow them. The ark looked 
like a big, cool safe barn and they were so 
tired of this pen, exposed on all sides and 
unprotected from the sun.

“Hey, you big, old ugly giants!” Shem 
loudly addressed the giants (that’s what 
everyone called them). “You need to get 
into the ark so you won’t drown, and you 
need to get in tonight. And I just want to 
remind you, I don’t want any of you to 
bring any PIGS. I said, PIGS, especially not 
tonight, when they might get caught in 
here with me.”

Those giants had the long-term memory 
of about five minutes, Shem figured.

“Duh, did you say tonight?” one giant 
asked with a blank look.

Everyone tried to avoid the giants, who 
usually kept to themselves unless they were 
looking for a good laugh or a good fight. It 
was always a physical battle for them, be-
cause they didn’t do well in a battle of wits. 
Giants did not excel in the brain depart-
ment, but they were often cunning, like wild 
animals. They had no attention for higher 
learning, or even social graces.

The giants never gave Noah or his sons 
any trouble until the ark. As soon as they 
heard about it, they had to come and see.

“A little, itty-bitty boat to play with?” 
one asked as he tried to stick his shoulder 
between the scaffolding. The frame shook 
and Shem held on for dear life, forty feet 
above the ground.

The giants held contests between 
themselves to see who could shift the 
frame the most. They hid the gopher 
wood one night, and it took Shem and his 
brothers three days to carry it all back.

Shem had to do something about the 
giants and the pigs. Fortunately, he had  
an idea.

“Hey, you! You big, old, ugly giant! When 
it rains, you need to get into this ark so 
you won’t drown. But when you come, 
don’t bring any of your stinky pigs in this 
ark,” he yelled up to some giants who 
were passing by.

One giant, slightly brighter than the rest, 
cocked his head, held up six fingers and 
counted off four of them.

“You don’t like pigs?” he asked slowly.
“Naw, I hate pigs,” Shem replied 

truthfully as he made a face, “And I sure 
wouldn’t carry one of them into this ark,” 
he yelled, and then mumbled, “As if I 
could.”
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“Well, we gotta’ find some pigs!” the 
smelliest one said, and they all agreed.

Off they went in search of some pigs, 
each giant in a different direction.

Morning arrived and as the light broke 
over the horizon, the huge door of the ark 
began to close. Noah, upon awakening, 
ran down to check on the pigs and smiled 
when he saw them, still asleep in their 
stall. Shem was right behind him.

They went up to the window to watch 
as the ark’s door closed completely. No 
one else could enter. They looked out on 
the plains.

On the horizon, against the backdrop of 
the sunrise, six giants were coming toward 
the ark. Twelve squealing pigs wiggled 
under the arms of the lumbering men.

Drops of rain started to fall and one 
by one the giants stopped walking and 
stared at the sky.

Noah looked at Shem, holding his gaze.
“And to think, son, I was worried that the 

pigs wouldn’t make it or that the giants 
would sabotage the ark last night.”

Shem smiled sheepishly and planned 
on giving a special thanksgiving sacrifice 
for an ark that contained only two pigs.

“Tonight! Tonight would definitely be 
the worst time,” Shem was getting tired 
of shouting.

That evening Shem told Noah, his dad, 
that the pigs would be in the ark by morning.

The pigs began to chew their way 
through their fence. When it finally got 
shaky, they simply rammed the posts 
with their big bodies and trampled it 
down. Around midnight the big sow and 
boar quietly trotted up the gangplank 
and went directly to the stalls prepared 
for them. 

All the other animals were asleep and it 
was with a sigh of relief that the two pigs 
lay down in the bedding. There’s nothing 
as soothing as finding the perfect will of 
God and settling into that place.

However, outside the ark, six giants 
clumsily tiptoed up to the pigs’ empty, 
broken pen.

“Now what are we gonna’ do?” the 
tallest asked.

“Smash da’ boat?” said the strongest.
“Yeah, smash da’ boat! Smash da’ boat!” 

chanted the youngest.
“Naw, he said da’  worst thing would 

be those pigs,” argued the brightest of 
the bunch as he eyed the empty pen and 
scratched his head.
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Just call me 
Rich. There are 
four boys in our 
family. . . five, if  
you count Dad. We  
all have red hair, we look 
like each other, and we all 
look like Dad (really handsome, I know, 
because my mom tells us so every morning 
as she kisses us goodbye.)

In order of age and importance, we call 
ourselves Rusty, Red, Rich, and Rover. We 
have real names but they’re worse, so 
we ignore them. I am number three on 
the hit parade. I am the one that no one 
remembers. I am referred to as Rusty, Red, 
or Rover’s brother. I am invisible and I am 
sick and tired of it.

That’s the beauty of this summer’s youth 
camp. I am going to go all by myself. I know, 

it’s a little late 
for that kind of 

thing (I’m a senior 
now) but my family 

works at all the 
camps. It’s been great 

fun for years, but this year 
will be different.

Rover has a math camp on the same 
week, so Dad and Mom are going to stay 
home and work on the house. Rusty and 
Red are in college and have jobs, so they 
won’t be there. This may be the first camp 
I’ve ever been to without family watching 
my every move!

I carefully load my car with every item 
I will possibly need. I love my old car. It has 
four paint colors and makes great exploding 
sounds occasionally, but I only paid $1,000 and 
it gets me to school, church, and camp. With 

This story emphasizes the theme in lesson 9: 
“Keeping the ‘Apostolic’ in Apostolic Pentecostal.”
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“And what do you know about duct 
tape?” he asks me.

“Don’t use it on ductwork or ducks,” I 
dutifully answer.

“That’s my boy!” he says proudly. “In 
Finland they call it Jesus tape because it 
fixes lost causes.” 

Leave it to my dad to know something 
like that.

I arrive very early on Monday morning 
at the Buckeye Lake Campground, happy 
to escape my big family, and fifteen 
minutes later I find out that I am going to 
be too short, too stocky, too homely, too 
uncoordinated, and too poor to impress 
anybody. The girls are already swooning 
about someone named “Wolfe.”

I’m real glad to see my friends from 
church, rallies, and other camps. They’re 

over 250,000 miles of experience, I’m afraid 
it came with huge holes in the rear quarter 
panels and the tailgate. I pop-riveted some 
tin over the holes, but it looked tacky that 
way, so I decided to slap on some duct tape 
over the tin to make it look better. Through 
rain, snow, sleet, hail, and interstate driving 
the duct tape has stayed on for almost a 
year. Every few months or so, the ends of 
the tape begin to ravel slightly, so I reapply 
more. I also use it to patch the seats and 
hold the ceiling material in place. 

Dad checks to make sure I’ve packed my 
tool kit.

“I’ve needed more tools than you can 
imagine at camp, Rich. Things are always 
breaking and you may be able to help,” he 
says as he tosses in a can of WD-40 and a 
new roll of duct tape. 
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The bell sounds for orientation and we 
slip into our customary spots in the camp 
tabernacle, about three rows back. We’re 
not front-row men, and we’re certainly 
not back-row men. We’re definitely 
middle-row men. The theme poster, 
huge, square, and stretched out across 
the front of the platform, says, “Focus!” 
in groovy, mod, rainbow letters and looks 
like an old long-playing record album 
cover from my mom’s dusty collection.

They’ve been advertising this week’s 
theme as retro-camp and encouraging 

like me, sort of quiet and easy going, 
average looking and shy. They have 
normal, forgettable names like Josh, Zack, 
Tyler, and Dan.

We all brought our Bibles and baseball 
gloves, our best clothes for night services, 
and a lot of soap, shampoo, deodorant, 
and cologne. Now I don’t think it’s enough. 
We grab bunks that are in the same area, 
unload our stuff, and head out to the 
parking lot to see if any girls need help 
hauling suitcases. We think this is a good 
way to get an edge on the competition. 
But a golf cart whips past us, loaded with 
suitcases and pretty girls, driven by a tall, 
blond guy we’ve never seen before. He’s 
smiling and the sun glints off his perfect, 
white teeth and sun-streaked hair, 
causing Zack to throw his hand over his 
eyes and reel back from the glare.

“What was that?” he yelps.
“I think we just met Wolfe,” I say slowly, 

as my Holy Ghost evaporates a little.
Apparently Wolfe only helps the 

prettiest girls, because we find the too-
tall, the too-short, the too-wide, and the 
too-bashful ones struggling with their 
bedding, suitcases, and hanging clothes. 
We have a system. We split up and each 
of us unloads a different car. This way, 
we get to know more youth groups. The 
girls are pleasant and appreciative and 
we exchanges names. There is one guy 
with them, and it’s evident he has Downs 
Syndrome. His name is Wally. Wally helps 
us haul suitcases. We all agree to meet at 
lunch and then we take Wally over to the 
boy’s dorm and get him set up. He joins 
our merry group.

Bonus
Material!
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clutches his chest and slumps to the floor. 
We begin to pray while fifteen people 
run for help. I push through, praying too, 
but I listen for his breathing. I don’t hear 
anything. I move his head back and cock 
his neck up a bit.

Whooosh. I feel the breath on my face. 
I listen for him to take another one in. 
Good. He’s breathing on his own and I 
feel a strong pulse in his neck. Adults rush 
in and take over, while we’re all sent on 
to choir in the tabernacle. We hear the 
ambulance siren, almost here, as we’re 
walking over.

The youth director grabs my arm and 
pulls me over to the side.

“He’s alive, but it looks like a heart 
attack. Is your dad available to take his 
place this week? Do you have his cell 
phone number?”

No. No. Nope. No, no, no. Not going 
to happen. My one week away from my 
family? 

“He’s probably available. His company 
is on vacation for two weeks. Here’s his 
cell number.”

Sigh. Double sigh. 
Wally pulls on my sleeve. “I have a hole 

in my shoe,” he says and I see his big toe 
coming through.

“I’ve got just the thing, Wally. Let me get 
my roll of duct tape. It fixes everything. 
You know, in Finland they call it Jesus 
tape because it fixes broken things.”

Did I just sound like my dad? Aw, no! 

(to be continued)

everyone to bring vintage clothing and 
try some old hairstyles. That’s pretty 
much all I own anyway, since I get the 
hand-me-downs on a regular basis from 
my two older brothers.

Our district’s youth president is the best 
and I hope I can be just like him someday. 
He’s perfectly normal and loves the Lord 
with all his heart. He’s not tall, he’s not 
handsome, and he doesn’t seem to be 
wealthy or particularly impressed with 
himself. I listen to everything he says.

“I know that if you commit yourself to the 
Lord, and focus on Him this week, you will 
receive direction and help that will establish 
the course of your life. I felt my call to the 
ministry at a youth camp like this one. Make 
sure you are prayerful and filled with the 
Holy Ghost, so you can hear God’s voice in 
your heart and mind,” he directs.

I think about that. I am often distracted 
at camp. I worry that no girl will like 
me. I worry that we’ll lose the baseball 
tournament. I worry that my clothes are 
stupid, and that I’ll smell bad. I really have 
got to focus or be lost forever in Useless-
Man Land. 

Our first class session is Church History 
and we concentrate on the establishment 
of the first church in the Book of Acts. Our 
second class (different teacher) is also 
Church History, but we’re learning about 
the revivals and outpouring of the Holy 
Ghost at the beginning of the last century. 
It’s a great class, but suddenly our teacher 
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This story emphasizes the theme in lesson 10: 
“Taste and See that the M&M’s Are Good.”

Previously: Rich Ralston has looked for-
ward to this week of youth camp all year. 
He has the week off from his large family, 
where he often gets lost in the middle. 

It’s a funny thing how quickly a guy can 
become the most popular man on campus. 
I’ve never had it happen to me, but I see it 
all the time. The school year begins, I haven’t 
found my locker yet, but I can hear the girls 
buzzing about some “hunk.” My friends are 
talking about his amazing dribbling (not the 
drooling variety), great batting, his awesome 
car, and new stylish hair cut. In less than 
fifteen minutes, he’s “the man” and seems 
to stay on that spot the whole school year. 

Sadly, it happens at youth camp, too. 
Since I have arrived at camp, I keep hearing 
about the marvelous new guy, Wolfe. The 
girls are looking for him. Everyone wants 
him to be on his team. He zips by us, 
driving a golf cart. I don’t even know him, 
and I can’t stand him. 

Time for choir and suddenly all is revealed. 
Wolfe is the son of the guest choir director 
brought in for the week. Sorrowfully I note 
that he is tall, handsome like a magazine 
model, well-dressed, has perfect hair, and 
can sing with mighty lungs. My own singing 
has been compared to something between 
a wounded animal and an attacking screech 
owl. I look at my friends. They are stunned 

Rich Servant
by Ann Frake



by Ann Frake

39

Rich Servant

people who took us to church as children, 
any names of Sunday school teachers 
or pastors or youth leaders who helped 
us, including the places and years. She 
wants our name at the top of the list and 
promises to review them this evening and 
return them tomorrow. What a general in 
orthopedic shoes she would have been! She 
seems to know most of us by name and calls 
us out the minute our attention wanders.

at the sound of Wolfe’s voice as he checks 
the microphones. They are also blessed 
with modest voices and have never broken 
out in song in front of a girl in their lives, 
let alone broadcasting over a system.

We check out the girls’ side. They are 
all spellbound and their eyes are glazing 
over in admiration. It’s enough to make 
me lose my appetite. If my attitude were 
a cheese, it would be stinky Limburger. 

We are listening to a demo tape of 
our choir number when the electricity 
fails. We still have high windows in the 
tabernacle, so we’re not in darkness, 
but it kills the A/C, the lights, the sound 
system, the organ, the keyboard, the 
electric guitars, and the microphones 
inside the drummer’s box.

We wait for everything to switch back 
on, but nothing happens. We wait a while 
longer, and then some more. 

Finally, the choir director wheels out an 
upright piano from a forgotten corner of 
the tabernacle and we continue learning 
our song. When we’ve mangled and 
tortured the piece as much as he can 
stand, he checks his watch and 
makes an announcement that 
we will go to our next class, 
but it will be held outside the 
tabernacle under the trees. 

We’re all thinking that it will be a freebie, 
but this teacher is retired from the public 
school system. She puts us into rows and 
ranks and gives each of us all pencils 
and papers and tells us to 
write down the names of the 
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course, I need to wait until she’s alone 
to introduce myself if I’m going to level 
the playing field. We finally get our cold 
cut sandwiches (no electricity) and find a 
spot to sit down when someone asks me 
to come over to the reserved table and 
speak with the camp director.

“Rich, with our church history teacher in 
the hospital, I talked to your dad and he’s 
agreed to teach the daytime session for the 
rest of the week. He’ll be here tonight for 
service. When the electricity comes back 
on, he asked if you would check out the 
air conditioning unit in his room and get 
it started. He said you know what to do.”

I do. Everyone in my family, including 
Mom, knows how to clean a window unit, 
check for black mold, replace the filter, 
start it slow and low, and then open it 
wide. Dad even knows how to charge 
them. If his unit isn’t cooling, I’ll need to 
call him before he comes and tell him to 
bring the charging stuff. 

As I’m walking away from the table, I 
hear someone say, “There’s no electricity 
to run the dishwasher. We have a lot of 
dishes to do by hand.”

I have good parents. Why, oh, why 
couldn’t I have bad parents? Some kids 
have the kind that don’t know or care 
where you are or what you are doing. 
Some kids have the kind that won’t teach 
you to help others or go the extra mile. 
Why couldn’t I have had those rotten 
parents and enjoyed years of neglect?

I go back to my friends and explain 
about the dishwasher.

“Rich, you’re not thinking what I think 
you’re thinking, are you?”

“We’ll miss getting into the starting 
lineups for the baseball teams!”

“You’ve lost your mind!”

“Mr. Richardson Ralston, I believe your 
grandfather was one of the early pioneers 
of your congregation, donating the down 
payment for the first church building from 
his dairy. I remember him. He always had 
his tool kit with him and fixed things.”

My friends look at me and mouth 
“Richardson?” in disbelief. My first name 
was a well guarded secret, until today.

They can’t leave it alone in the lunch 
line, which seems very long. The wait is 
forever, especially with friends who find 
the name “Richardson” funny and have 
added unbelievably bad British accents.

“I say, Sir Richardson, did you forget 
your lance and shield?”

“Pray, do not speak to his royal-ness so 
lightly! Forsooth, Richardson doth seem 
in an odd temper.”

“Holdest onto thy head, knave, lest Rich-
ardson swack it from thy shoulders!”

I ignore them and find a pretty girl to 
watch while waiting. I like the tall one 
with the curly brown ponytail. She’s nice. I 
haven’t met her yet, but I can tell. 

Wolfe comes running into the dining 
hall, passes everyone and butts into line 
with her, smiling and grinning. Well, 
sure he does. Two hundred girls on this 
campground and he likes her. I’m a good 
sport. My dad drilled us with the rules. 
Play fairly, respect your opponent, and be 
gracious in your losses. No tears, no tan-
trums, no fighting, no over-explaining. 
Hold your head up high, thank your op-
ponent for a good match, and vow to play 
harder next time.

I vow to play harder. That girl doesn’t 
know me. I haven’t met her. How can she 
possibly be bowled over by my charm, 
great personality, or adorable looks if I 
haven’t even gotten into the game? Of 
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looking mighty fine, hair plastered to my 
forehead, red face and flaming freckles. 
God must want me to be more humble. 

“It’s working, Lord, You can stop, now,” 
I mumble. 

“Hey!” Wolfe smiles and greets us. 
“They sent me to get water coolers for the 
baseball players.”

One of the cooks starts preparing the 
coolers with ice and water. The top has a big 
hole. I get out my duct tape and start fixing 
it, so that it will fit on the cooler snugly.

“I’m Wolfe,” he introduces himself, 
“and this is my cousin, Jess.”

Cousin! 
“Thanks for volunteering to do the 

dishes. Everyone’s talking about it,” Jess 
says and smiles right at me. “Can I help 
put stuff away?”

“Yeah,” Wolfe nods, “I hope you don’t 
mind, but I said I’d take you guys on my 
team. We play the second game in about 
half an hour, but if you’re not finished, I’ll 
send some replacements to do the rest.”

“Me, too?” Wally asks.
“Absolutely!” Wolfe and I say in unison.
And as if ordained from Heaven, the 

lights come on, the dishwasher starts 
to work, and I feel a lot nicer, especially 
toward Wolfe.

(to be continued)

I smile and shake my head, “I didn’t 
volunteer all of us. I just wanted you to 
know that I was going to help. That’s all. 
I’ll catch up with you later.”

“I help,” a voice behind me says. I turn 
and see smiling Wally, my new friend. 
Wally has Downs Syndrome, but as far as 
I am concerned, he’s absolutely brilliant.

“Thanks, I need all the help I can get,” I 
smile back.

Sudden quiet and deathly stillness 
seize my group of friends, but only for a 
minute.

“You are a rotten, no-good stinker, Sir 
Richardson, and I will have to kill you 
later. Point me to the sauna.”

“I’m not drying, Richardson, and I’m not 
putting things away, either.”

“We are going to smell so bad after 
an hour in that kitchen. Thank you, 
Rich, for helping us repel all the girls 
simultaneously at the campground.”

I have great friends. We form an assembly 
line. We have stations for pre-rinse (I clean 
out the clogged sprayer head first), wash, 
rinse, dry, and “putting away.” We are 
very bad at putting away since we don’t 
know where anything goes. The mountain 
is getting higher. The back door of the 
kitchen swings open and Wolfe appears 
with the cute, tall, curly pony-tail girl. I am 
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I don’t know how it happened, but sud-
denly I am “somebody” at youth camp. 
It was certainly not on purpose. I was just 
trying to help out the kitchen staff when 
the dishwasher was out of commission. My 
friends and I took on the huge task of wash-
ing the dishes by hand, and overnight we 
became celebrities. People notice us and ask 
if they can sit with us. Girls smile at us. Pas-
tors shake our hands. 

We like it. There are five of us who have 
been friends since junior camp days—Josh, 
Zack, Tyler, Dan and me. We have a new 
member of the group this year, Wally, who 
is fitting in just fine. Moments of glory don’t 
come our way all that often. Actually, never. 

This story emphasizes the theme in lesson 11:  “Building a Spiritual Legacy Today.”
Previously: Rich Ralston has looked forward to this week of youth camp all year. He 

has the week off from his large family, where he often gets lost in the middle. 

Modestly Rich
by Ann Frake
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the washed tray out by pushing the next 
dirty tray in. There is something very satis-
fying about the industrial strength of the 
operation.

However, the steam is a contributing 
factor to the head cook accidentally trip-
ping over a bag of sugar and breaking her 
wrist. We wrap her wrist in a towel, splint 
it with two wooden spoons held in place 
with duct tape, and fill a plastic bag with 
ice for a compress so she can bear the 
drive to the ER.

Welcome the new replacement, my 
mom. Now I will have a complete set of 
parents at the camp every day, since Dad 

We bask in it till the next disaster hits. 
The flu hits youth camp like a tidal wave 
on the second day. We don’t get it. I don’t 
know why, but there we are again, the 
second day, doing dishes because half of 
the kitchen is temporarily out of order.

But this time, we are using the industrial 
garage dishwasher—at least that’s what 
I call it. It’s big and we run huge trays of 
dishes through it like a car wash. Push your 
tray in one side, pull down the end doors, 
let it blast away with boiling hot water and 
soap for sixty seconds let it rinse for fifteen 
seconds and it’s done. Open the doors, 
wipe the steam off your glasses, and push 
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one of my friends, who tends to run a little 
late, walks by and asks what I’m doing.

“I am embroidering some playful kit-
tens and perky daisies on my collar.”

“Really?”
“No. I’m sewing on a button.”
“Rich, you know how to sew?”
“Yeah, I’m whipping up ruffled curtains 

all the time.”
“No, I mean, can you sew a hole? The 

first pair of dress pants I tried on tonight 
has a hole in the seat. I can’t wear them 
to church.”

“And we all solemnly thank you for 
that.” I check for dark thread in my kit. 
“Yeah, if you bring them to me in the 
morning, I’ll see what I can do before 
church service. But you owe me and I 
don’t want any Betsy Ross jokes.”

“Thanks, man, I really appreciate it. Is 
there anything your family doesn’t know 
how to do?”

He means it rhetorically, but it makes 
me think. Is there anything that someone 
in my family doesn’t know how to do? We 
pride ourselves on being as self-sufficient 
as possible, and trusting the professionals 
and God for everything else.

Maybe love letters . . . I don’t think any 
of us write soupy love letters. We write 
funny letters and poems that rhyme 
“adorably” with “horribly,” but I don’t 
think I’ve ever seen a real serious love 
letter from my brothers or dad. Not that 
they’d be writing a serious soupy love 
letter and leaving it out where everyone 
could make fun.

I think I could write a love letter to beau-
tiful, pony-tailed Jessica, known to one 

is filling in for a daytime teacher. Mom 
will go home each day after the two big 
meals, breakfast and lunch, and pick up 
my younger brother from math camp. 
He’ll catch a ride with his best friend in 
the mornings.

This is not what I had in mind. I feel the 
crunch when I run into the “Parentals” 
right before church. They seem shocked 
that my shirt is not ironed, my tie is tied 
very short and deliberately twisted to the 
side, my bunkmate’s borrowed cologne is 
burning my nose and my hair is in a new 
“wet” faux Mohawk style that I’m trying. 
They don’t actually say anything; they 
just stare while opening and closing their 
mouths like guppies. I say, “Praise the 
Lord, Brother and Sister Ralston!” with a 
jaunty salute and keep moving.

I do know how to iron my shirt. There 
is a correct way to do it. Start with the 
collar, iron the yoke, do both sleeves and 
then the front and back, so that it looks 
crisp and clean.

I look around me. Everyone else’s shirt 
seems to be ironed. Why did I think mine 
looked OK after hauling it from home in 
my suitcase?

I leave my Bible on my church seat so 
I don’t lose my space. I race back to the 
dorm and quickly iron my shirt. This is all 
my parents’ fault.

As I put it on, a button falls off. Can I hide it 
with my tie? Will it gap grotesquely, reveal-
ing my sparkling white tee shirt stretched 
over my manly doughnut tummy? Yes, yes 
it will. I think my mom threw a sewing kit 
into my suitcase. I do know how to sew on 
a button. I am sewing as fast as I can, when 
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I have a hard time looking at anything 
else as I walk, so I’m surprised to feel a 
hand on my sleeve.

“Hi, Rich. Remember me? I’m Jess.”
My eyes peel off the astounding attrac-

tion and take in beautiful, tall Jess, with 
a simple hairdo and clothes that don’t 
shimmer, shake, or quake. She’s so beau-
tiful I can’t speak. I just stare and drool 
down my shirt a little, and finally spit out, 
“Hi.”

She doesn’t seem to mind. She just 
smiles some more and I finally squeak 
out, “I would love it if you’d eat with me 
tonight after service.”

Did I just say love? Oh, that’s bad.
“Sure, Rich. I’d love to.”
Did she just say love? That’s wonderful!
“My suitcase handle broke just before 

service,” she says, “Everything inside fell 
out on the floor and I had to clean it up. 
That’s why I’m not as early for service as 
I usually am.”

“Maybe we could fix it with duct tape. 
Let’s look at it after service. Did you know 
that in Finland they call it Jesus tape be-
cause it can fix the unfixable?”

(to be continued)

and all as Jess (rhymes with “water cress” 
and “bless”—not sure how to make that 
work). I walk into the tabernacle, shirt 
ironed, tie adjusted in a double Windsor 
knot, navy blazer added for sophistication 
(de-linted with duct tape wrapped sticky 
side out around my hand) and ahead of 
me I see a Christmas tree walking. 

I’m pretty sure it’s a Christmas tree with 
legs. There is a golden star at the top, 
about a foot above my head. The star, with 
little glittered, waving feathers, is perched 
atop a mountain of curls. The hairdo is 
big, really big. Under the curls, around the 
shoulders, is a floating, moving, undulat-
ing stole made of white chicken feathers. 
Below that I can see a dress emerge that 
is embroidered in golden thread. The legs 
beneath that are covered in sparkly gold 
tights and shoes of extraordinary height 
and shape, with many criss-crossing 
straps to finish the picture. I am not the 
only one staring. It is amazing. It is won-
drous. It’s making an odd, metallic clink-
ing sound. It’s got joke written all over it. 
Is there a play or a skit, tonight?

Narrow Road/Youth Take-home Summer 2016
Associate Editor, Curriculum: Lee Ann Alexander • Student Editor: Evan Zenobia 
Design: Chris Anderson, Dennis Fiorini • ©2016 Pentecostal Publishing House, 8855 
Dunn Road, Hazelwood, MO 63042 • www.pentecostalpublishing.com 
All rights reserved. Manufactured in USA, June 2016, 1641635



Download a PDF (Acrobat) version of this story at  
www.pentecostalpublishing.com/t-MyHeart.aspx

August 21, 2016

This story emphasizes the theme in lesson 12: 
“The Bible: Holy Scripture or Just a Good Book?”

Rich Rage
by Ann Frake

Previously: Rich Ralston has looked forward 
to this week of youth camp all year. 

When I get to my seat in the taber-
nacle, finally ready for the evening ser-
vice, Wally is waiting patiently beside 
my Bible. Wally is my new friend who 
just happens to have Downs Syndrome. 
I notice that Wally has not changed his 
clothing from today’s activities and is 
getting a little ripe.

“Hey, Wally,” I say as we high five; “Did 
you get a shower before church?”

“Nope.”
“Why not?”
“Ratty stole my towel. Ratty stole my 

underwear. Ratty stole all my stuff, Rich.”
“Who is Ratty?” I ask slowly, feeling my 

temper catching flame under my red hair.
Wally does not do subtle. Wally stands, 

turns and points out a 200-pound gorilla. 
Ratty smirks at Wally and makes a 

mean fist. I will kill Ratty. I will have to go 
to jail, but it will be worth it. I will have to 
miss Heaven as my home and burn eter-
nally but it might be worth it. I am launch-
ing myself over the pews when four sets 
of hands haul me back and force me 
down into my seat.

“Don’t do it!”
“We’ll figure something out, Rich.”
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laser vision, his head would’ve exploded 
by now. I have no idea what I’m singing 
and I am not watching the choir director 
at all, so I start the chorus, all by myself, 
when the verse is being repeated. That 
solo is a surprise to all of us but my red 
face is a dead giveaway. I get a personal 
glance from the director. Ew.

Finally, the evangelist starts to speak 
to us. He gets our attention pretty quick 
when he pulls out a fabulous sword from 
a leather scabbard. He’s probably going 
to talk about the Bible and how the Word 
is sharper than any two-edged sword. I’m 
pretty good at predicting these things. 
But, he starts talking about Peter in the 
Garden of Gethsemane. This is the story 
about Peter cutting off the ear of the sol-
dier who has come to arrest Jesus.

Oh. The sermon is about self-righteous 
anger getting in the way of the real work 
of God. Really? But I have every reason 
in the world to protect Wally from being 
abused. I would be wrong just to let that 
kind of thing pass. I also have every rea-
son in the world to be angry. Ratty is a rat. 
We are justified in exterminating rats. We 
protect children from rats. I have never 
been a rat. Well, hardly ever, and certainly 
not the kind of despicable rat that Ratty is 
at youth camp. I’ve only been a rat to my 
brothers and cousins, on occasion. And 
even that was probably justified.

The speaker talks about Jesus healing 
the centurion’s ear after Peter chopped 
it off. The man was going to arrest Jesus, 
but Jesus still healed him. He didn’t de-
serve it. I feel something begin to crack 
inside of me. I haven’t really ever done 
anything to deserve God’s healing or 
blessing or forgiveness, either. I know 

“You are going to get thrown out of 
camp, genius.”

“Slow down, buddy!”
I have good friends but now I want to 

fight with them, too. They make me take 
deep breaths. They don’t trust me when 
I say I’m calm. They are so right. I am a 
killing machine. I will murder anyone who 
picks on Wally, and I will dance on their 
carcass. My friends may be holding me now, 
but they have to let me go sometime. And 
that Ratty, he has to sleep sometime. I will 
be waiting. Let’s see how he likes picking 
on someone with unlimited creativity and 
focus to make his life miserable. Focus. I’m 
supposed to focus on God. I am focusing on 
Jesus whipping the money changers out of 
the Temple. I will throw that Ratty out of 
this tabernacle and off of this campground.

Church starts. We sing some pretty 
good songs, some of my favorites. I can’t 
keep rhythm. I can’t remember the words. 
I just want to turn around and glare at 
Ratty. 

Wally, now that I’m on the job, seems 
to relax and enjoy the service. He’s a great 
worshiper. Even on the slow specials (not 
my favorites) Wally listens and nods and 
worships, raising his hands. I’m having 
some difficulty worshiping. I do a lot of 
praying. It goes like this: “Lord, help me 
smite the smirk off that Philistine. Let me 
drop him like Goliath.”

Good stuff in there—lots of Bible refer-
ences.

Even the promise of pizza with the 
beautiful Jess does not distract me from 
my radioactive melt-down. I go up to 
sing with choir and I am acutely aware 
of Ratty standing in front of me on the 
risers, about three boys away. If I had 

Rich Rage
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that in spite of my debonair 
outward appearance, I have a 
heart as full of black mold as 
any neglected air condition-
ing unit. 

I may not pick on Wally, 
but I’ve dealt out a fair share 
of grief and misery to my 
brothers, picking on them 
over the years. Picking on the 
handicapped may not be my 
sin, but I have some rough 
ones. I don’t always tell the 
whole truth to my parents. I 
sometimes “forget” to tithe 
my birthday gift money. I’ve 
been known to go months 
without really praying. I 
sometimes read or watch 
stuff that’s bad. My focus has 
changed to some serious self 
examination, and it’s pretty 
ugly stuff.

This speaker seems to be ze-
roing in on me tonight. I feel 
guilty and heavy with shame. 
When the altar call is given, I 
go up to repent. I’m not giving 
Wally up to the predators, but 
I need to have control of my-
self. When I’m done repenting 
and I finally feel some free-
dom in my heart to worship, 
I open my eyes and see Wally 
next to me, faithfully praying 
for me, and my friends spread 
out on my other side. But 
there’s a surprise. Just beyond 
Wally, there’s a group around 
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My parents go on over and meet Jess 
while I talk to the director.

“Rich, I’m so proud of the way you’ve 
taken Wally under your wing. He’s from 
my church and he’s a great kid. I was wor-
ried about him coming to camp, but he 
found you right away.”

“Glad to have him around,” I say.
“I was wondering if you and your friends 

would consider being counselors for junior 
camp next summer? I really need young 
men I can trust in the boys’ dorm.”

“Yeah? I’ll talk to them, but I think it 
might be a lot of fun. Of course, we’d 
need to get some better shower curtains 
in those bathrooms and one of the drains 
keeps stopping up. Also, I need to fix that 
one toilet that keeps running and tighten 
up the dripping handicapped shower.”

“I think I picked the right person, Rich. 
You are exactly what we need.”

Jess is still waiting on the front row.
I get to her and say, “You are the most 

wonderful girl in the world.”
Oh, no, I shouldn’t have said that. Too 

much—way too much. She looks a little 
surprised but smiles and says thank you 
and we walk over to the dining hall to 
share a pizza and talk about Wally and 
Ratty and junior camp next year and 
tomorrow’s ballgame and early church 
history and WD-40 and duct tape and a 
million other things. 

I love church camp. I want to come here 
every year for the rest of my life. I think I will.

The End

Ratty, who is seeking the Holy Ghost. Tears 
run down his face. I have to stop myself 
from thinking, “Good luck, Buddy.” I have 
to concentrate to pray for him with sincer-
ity and earnestness.

But not Wally, he gets right in there and 
helps pray ol’ Ratty through repentance. 
No one is happier than Wally when Ratty’s 
clenched, hard face changes right in front 
of us, relaxing and smiling until we know 
that he’s received the Holy Ghost because 
he’s speaking in unknown tongues. And 
no one is prouder to be Wally’s friend 
than I am. 

Finally, the altar service is almost over. 
Ratty grabs Wally and hugs him and lifts 
him off his feet, swinging him around. He 
says he’s sorry over and over, and even I 
believe it. He shakes everyone’s hands 
and says, “Sorry, I’m going to do better. 
This Holy Ghost, this is something! “

It’s impossible not to smile back. It’s a 
miracle.

I’m as tired as if I’ve just run three 
miles. I turn around and spot Jess, calmly 
waiting for me on the girl’s side, up by the 
altar. I can tell from her swollen eyes that 
she’d been praying, too. As I move toward 
her, my mom and dad intercept and give 
me a big hug.

“Proud of you, son,” my dad says. He 
doesn’t miss much, my dad.

“Thanks. Want to meet Jess?”
We start to move toward her, when 

the youth director motions for me on the 
platform.
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1 Once upon a time there was a 
prince named Lemuel who would 

become a king. Prince Lemuel’s 
mother gave him some marvelous, 
prophetic advice, and many, many 
years later, after generations had 
passed it on, King Solomon wrote  
it down.

As commentary, let me add that 
Solomon didn’t actually follow this 
advice, but he did write it down 
and he had very nice penmanship. 
So, to lend the correct flavor to 
this course, I would like to put the 
advice back in the first person voice 
of King Lemuel’s mother, and we’ll 
let her do the counseling.

2Lemuel, sonny boy, sit down 
and have a little chat with your 

mother. Pay attention to the woman 
who carried you for nine months 
and couldn’t eat a knoodle or knish 
the whole time. Your father, may 
he rest in peace, should be having 
this talk with you, but . . . I will do 
my best.

3Lemmy, you are going to be a 
king, so don’t let some flirty girly-

girl that you marry run the throne. 
And don’t mess up your own royal 
nest with nasty habits. 

This story emphasizes the theme in lesson 13: “Who Gets to Make the Rules?”

Writer’s Note: Please join me in taking another look at chapter 31 of 
Proverbs. It might be interesting to follow along in your King James Version 
as you read from this brand new rendition. This revision or commentary in 
no means replaces the King James Version, but hopefully will illuminate, 
personalize, and help apply God’s Word to our modern world.
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Because, Lemmy, a good woman is 
like a conservative stock portfolio—
the benefits keep accumulating, and 
the longer you keep her around, the 
more valuable she will grow.

11If you can trust your wife, 
sonny boy, she will be able to 

help you long after I’m gone. 

12I will be able to die in peace, 
knowing that she will not clean 

you out financially before my body 
gets cold.

13Let me tell you, a good wife is 
not a recreational vehicle. She 

can’t be too prissy to work with her 
hands, or else you are gonna pay a 
fortune in retail.

14You need a woman with a 
brain, who reads and gets her 

food for thought from something 
deeper than the Spiegel catalog.

15Check her reaction in an 
emergency situation. Look 

for a calm, prepared woman with 
a Band-Aid in her purse, not one 
with screaming hysterics. Oy!

16Find a good woman with a 
head for money. If she invests 

a little each week out of the palace 
budget, then you will always have a 
nice safety net.

4Remember, no one loves a 
drunk. 

5If you start with a little tippling 
here and there, then your advisors 

will wait to bring those important 
decisions to you after the third cup. 
The Mogen David will make you feel 
mellow and complacent about some 
poor soul losing his well, when you 
should be fighting mad.

6Now, if a bear rips off your leg 
and you’re going to die anyway, a 

medicinal painkiller is appropriate.

7And someday at my funeral, 
when you’re racked with anguish 

and overcome with grief, you can 
have a tranquilizer so that you are 
not so noisy and everyone can hear 
and enjoy my beautiful eulogy.

8Lemmy, are you listening? When 
you are king, your job will be to 

take care of people, especially the 
ones who cannot defend themselves.

9A king must decide who is in the 
right and who is in the wrong, 

and you cannot base your decisions 
on how well they are dressed. A pig 
in a Brooks Brothers suit is still a 
pig, dirtying up a nice, quality suit.

10Let’s talk about the birds and 
the bees. It will be difficult, but 

I am sure that you can find a nice 
girl who is good enough for you. 
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17A good woman is strong 
inside, not believing every 

Gentile con artist that comes 
along. She’ll train your children to 
be strong leaders, too.

18Lemmy, a wife needs to be com-
fortable and confident in her 

own worth so that she’s not afraid to 
disagree with you, her husband, who 
also happens to be the king (because 
sometimes you will be wrong).

19Find a woman who knows how 
to run a comfortable home and 

sew a little, or at least spot a bargain.

20Get a girl who cleans out her 
closet each season and gives 

stuff away to those that need it.

21These are important skills of 
independence and kindness 

that your children and your kingdom 
are going to learn from her. These are 
skills that hold up very well through 
good times, troublesome times, and 
all the seasons of life.

22Now clothes. Don’t get me 
started. Give your wife enough 

money for some nice clothes. I’m 
not talking about designer houses 
in Egypt, but your wife ought to be 
able to hit the sales with bargaining 
power and not be mistaken for the 
cleaning lady.

by Ann FrakeProverbs 31: New Yorker’s Paraphrase

23If she looks good, you look 
good, and every one of those 

elders in the gates will sit up and 
notice.

24What? You’re worried about 
her having a career? O, sonny, 

all wives and mothers are work-
ing women. We juggle ten careers 
every day as we switch from cook to 
housekeeper to accountant, coun-
selor, tutor, and hairpin technician. 
What’s one more? Just make sure 
she gets the best benefit package 
at home from the nicest, most com-
plimentary husband in the world—
and don’t forget those holidays, 
perks, and bonus checks.

25Lemuel, what I’m trying to 
tell you is, if you pick a good 

girl for a wife, she’ll act like a lady 
and the reward is that everyone will 
treat her like a lady.

26A good woman is careful about 
what she says, and is careful 

who she says it to, always erring on 
the side of kindness.

27A woman worthy to be my dar-
ling boy’s wife will keep track 

of your children’s activities. (Did I 
mention that I’d like some grand-
children?) She’ll help them with 
their homework. (I still have your 
flash cards, Lem.)
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30Lemuel, if you don’t get the 
big picture, well, I’m afraid you 

will collect girlfriends and wives like 
so many Barbie dolls. One faithful, 
God-fearing wife will do you more 
good than . . . oh . . . let’s exaggerate 
and pick some ridiculous numbers, 
. . . seven hundred wives and three 
hundred  girlfriends.

31Finally, remember this well: 
a good wife is not afraid of 

getting older and losing those 
skinny little hips of youth. That’s 
because she has the power of time 
and compound interest on her side 
as her good works snowball into 
greater and greater blessing in your 
life. She leaves no bitter aftertaste 
as the fruit of her hands matures, 
ripens, and grows sweeter and 
sweeter. Mazel Tov!

28And then, someday, when 
you have lots of little princes 

and princesses going through school, 
they will thank their mother for all 
her help as they graduate from high 
school, college, and medical school. 
. . . Medical school, Lem! You could 
be proud of a wife who helps your 
children get into medical school. 
I always wanted a doctor in the 
family. 

29Son, there are a lot of cutesy-
pootsies out there, with those 

little glue-on nails (a sure sign of low 
IQ), but the girl for you will shine 
from the inside out.

by Ann FrakeProverbs 31: New Yorker’s Paraphrase
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