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Synopsis: A Little Humility Brings Great
Love, is a romantic western love story about a well established
pastor who seeks companionship and love from a good woman, who he
hopes will love him back and he can make his wife. What arrived on
the coach, sent by his aunt, is far different from that. She is
stuck-up, an orphan, looks after her ten-year old brother, and
wants to take the pastor for every dollar she can. Through
perseverance and love, and the bible, the pastor is able to turn
all of their lives around.

 


 


A Little Humility Brings Great Love


 


Pastor Steve Grace walked out of the humble
white church with a heavy heart. Sitting down on the porch steps,
he threw his chin into his hands. Located on the outskirts of
Pinefalls, Oregon, the church stood as a beacon of hope and
joy.

Traveling from South Dakota, Pastor Grace had
made a difficult journey to perform the Lord’s work. Knowing how
rough the West was, he realized that establishing a church was
going to be a difficult task involving much patience, endurance and
persistence.

Yet, over a seven year span, he had begun a
humble church that soon became a beacon of hope not just for
Pinefalls, but for anyone--anywhere. As a reward for his hard work,
the Lord had blessed him with true friends that had become his
family.

Being a humble man, he had everything a man
could want…except for a wife and children. Pastor Grace wanted a
wife and children more than any dream he could imagine. Yet, he was
alone.

“Getting older,” he sighed to himself.
Lifting his eyes he looked into a lush, healthy valley. “Even the
grass fades away.”

“Talking to yourself?” a voice asked.

Pastor Grace turned his head. He saw Ted
Greenfield leaning against the church with a smile on his face. “I
saw my first gray this morning, Ted. I’m thirty-four years old and
I still don’t have a wife and my hopes of having children are
surely diminishing.”

Ted shook his head. He knew Pastor Grace
wasn’t one of the most handsome men he had ever seen. In truth,
Pastor Grace was tall and awkward. A man with thin red hair and a
face that spoke of love as well as loneliness, he looked lost at
times instead of being a confident pastor. Ted knew a wife and
house full of rambunctious children would bring a smile back to
Pastor Grace’s face.

“I’m sixty-five, Pastor. Shoot, my two boys
gave me more gray hair than I needed. My Wilma surely hasn’t
stopped,” Ted laughed.

Pastor Grace smiled. He always enjoyed Ted’s
sense of humor. “Speaking of Wilma, she wouldn’t let you out of the
store unless you had a chore.”

Tugging on his brown suit that his wife
always forced him to wear, Ted nodded his head. “Yeah, got a letter
for you,” he replied. “I tell you what, if I didn’t have Wilma, I
wouldn’t be in this suit. I’ll never know why you go around in that
gray suit all the time.”

Pastor Grace brushed at his gray suit and
stood up. “A pastor must be presentable at all times, Ted. Also, if
a woman has interest in me I would like her to see me in my best
suit.”

Ted shook his head. “Wilma found me digging
for gold, dirty and hungry. Love don’t care what you’re wearing,
Pastor.”

“I suppose that’s true.” Pastor Grace made
his way down the church steps to Ted. “You have a letter for
me?”

Ted reached into his back pocket and pulled
put a letter. “Yeah, your Aunt wrote you.”

“She must be responding to a letter I wrote
to her. She lives in Chicago,” Pastor Grace took the letter from
Ted. “It was foolish of me to write her.”

“Oh,” Ted inquired curiously. Crossing his
arms he grinned. “How come, I thought your fancy aunt and you were
close?”

Pastor Grace took his eyes back to the lush
valley. “We’re very close. After my parents died she raised me
until I was ready to be on my own. I returned to South Dakota, but
the Lord led me here instead.”

“No complaints on my end. You’ve made
Pinefalls become a better town for everyone. I don’t really see you
do a lot of foolish things.”

“After I married Tom and Lisa Melton last
month, my heart became heavy. After much prayer, I wrote my Aunt
and confessed…that I was…well, lonely,” Tom admitted.

“I see,” Ted said. Uncrossing his arms he
leaned up. “Now you’re mighty scared of what your aunt has written
you, huh?”

Pastor Grace turned to Ted. Stretching out
his hand he nodded his head. “Ted, will you read the letter for
me?”

“Oh no,” Ted protested. “If Wilma found out I
read your mail she’ll pick every single detail out me. You know my
wife, Pastor. She has a heart of gold but a mouth of gossip.”

Still holding the letter out to Ted, Pastor
Grace looked down at his hand. “A chance I’m willing to take,” he
finally said.

“All right,” Ted warned. “Don’t go blaming me
if what’s in this letter gets out around town. I can fight a bear,
Pastor, but I’ll be darned if I can stand up to one of Wilma’s mean
looks. That woman melts me like warm butter on a hot fire.”

“What man can?” Pastor Grace replied
honestly. “Please, Ted.”

Reluctantly Ted took the letter from Pastor
Grace. Opening the letter he asked: “Do you want me to read it out
loud or to myself, Pastor? I don’t have my specs so it might take a
while.”

“Out loud, please. Take your time.” Pastor
Grace turned and focused on the lush valley before him. Even though
he couldn’t hear it, he could feel the strong mountain river beyond
the valley that he often visited to fish in.

Someday he hoped to take his own son to that
river and teach him to fish.

“Let’s see…Dear Steven, I was much troubled
by your letter…” Ted paused. “Pastor, are you sure about this?”

“I am, Ted. Please, continue.”

Feeling uncomfortable but curious at the same
time, Ted continued. “I prayed desperately on your behalf, Steven.
Your words were filled such loneliness that I found myself in
tears. It isn’t in your character to admit such loneliness.
However, with that said, I write with wonderful news. A certain
young woman who is seven years your junior, is currently staying
with me along with her brother who is ten years old.

“She is a lovely young woman, Steven—yet she
is filled with, how shall I say, with a certain attitude that has
become very unhealthy for her. I have persuaded this young woman to
travel west to meet you. I’m not implying love will blossom between
you two. However, if anything, perhaps you can help this young
woman find the Lord. She will be arriving with her brother on—“

“Arriving,” Pastor Grace exclaimed,
interrupting Ted. Spinning around he stared at Ted with wide
eyes.

“Let’s see,” Ted said. He scanned the letter,
“A week from today, Pastor.”

Pastor Grace threw his thumb nail into his
mouth and began to chew nervously. “Ted, I wrote my Aunt and
confessed loneliness. I didn’t expect her to…send someone to
me.”

“Not just someone, a young woman,” Ted
pointed out. “This someone has a little brother tagging along.”

 


 


 


Taking his thumbnail from his mouth Pastor
Grace ran a nervous hand through his thin red hair. “What has that
woman done to me?”

Ted held back a chuckle. Wilma was going to
get a kick out of the Pastor’s situation for certain. “Now, calm
down, Pastor. It’s not the end of the world. Maybe something good
could come from this. You always say the Lord works in mysterious
ways. This could be an answer to your prayer?”

“I…well yes, I always say the Lord works in
mysterious ways, Ted…but…a young woman, coming out here, to see
me?” Pastor Grace rushed back into the church.

“With her little brother,” Ted called out. He
slapped his knee and began laughing. “Oh, Pastor, you’re too
much.”

Looking up into the sky, Ted saw that autumn
was in full bloom. The air was cool and crisp. Before him stood a
lush valley decorated in all the Lord’s majestic colors. If
anything, he thought, as he turned and wondered back to his store,
maybe the weather could help the Pastor find love. Inside the
church, Pastor Grace dropped to his knees at the altar and began to
pray desperately.

 


 


Mary tugged on the arm of her little brother
with impatience. “Andrew, get away from that,” she snapped.

Andrew rolled his eyes. As usual, though, he
said nothing. Since his parents had died he had become silent. He
took another look at the dead snake and then walked away back to
the camp area. It was neat traveling on a wagon train, but very
dusty.

He felt funny dressed in his good shirt and
pants when other kids were dressed in dusty shirts and pants and
ran barefoot. Mary insisted they remain properly attired, though.
She herself wore a costly blue dress and kept her long black hair
stylish; she even made Andrew put hair gel in his own black hair
each morning.

All this was accomplishing, Andrew thought,
was making all the people they were traveling with look at them
like they were snobs. “Chin down, kid?” A rough voice asked
Andrew.

Andrew stopped at a wagon train. He saw a
large man with a thick black beard peeling potatoes. Next to him a
little woman was chopping up carrots. Beside the small woman a baby
slept in a wooden crib. A fire burned under a large, metal, kettle.
“Supper will be ready, soon. You and your sister are welcome to eat
with us,” the woman told Andrew in a caring, motherly, voice.

Andrew liked the man and the woman. They made
him feel safe. He was glad they were from the town where Pastor
Grace lived. He wanted to tell them how much he liked them, but
refused to speak. Instead he nodded his head and kicked at a rock.
“Now, now,” the large man said. He stood up and walked to Andrew.
“We’re almost home. You’re going to love Pinefalls. We can’t have
you arriving with a sad face.”

Reaching into his pocket the man pulled out a
piece of sweet candy. “Don’t tell your sister, huh.”

Andrew smiled. Taking the candy he looked
over his shoulder. He saw his sister down at the large stream the
wagon train had stopped to make camp beside. She looked sad.
Feeling a deep pain in his heart, he looked away from his sister
and ran away. “Poor kid,” the woman said.

“Yeah,” the man agreed looking at Mary. “I’ll
be back in a minute.”

“Don’t be hard on her,” the woman begged.
“She’s young, yet. Like her brother, she’s suffered an awful
loss.”

Nodding his head, the man walked down to the
stream. “Getting supper time,” he causally said.

Stiffening, Mary crossed her arms. She was a
beautiful young woman—one of the prettiest the man had seen—but
stiff as a board, the man thought. Not only was she stiff, she was
self-centered, self-absorbed and downright rude. “I’ll make my
brother and myself dinner at our proper time.”

“Miss, no offense, you burn more flour than
you cook,” the man pointed out. Looking down at the stream he saw a
large fish swim by. Across the stream gentle woods swayed back and
forth in a soft autumn wind. The trees in the wood glowed with
magnificent autumn colors. “Come and have some stew, okay?”

“Sir,” Mary spun around, “insulting my
culinary skills and then extending invitation is not only crude, it
is unheard of. Where did you learn your manners?”

Scratching the back of his head as an
uncomfortable feeling overcame him, the man shrugged his shoulders.
“Served in the Army a long time, if that’s what you mean. I run a
small cattle ranch now. Not much manners are needed to herd
cattle.”

Mary rolled her eyes. “In Chicago, people
understand manners, Mr. Arnold.”

Before Mr. Arnold could reply something
caught his eye. “Don’t move,” he ordered Mary.

“What? How dare you tell me what to do,” Mary
snapped.

Slowly reaching for the gun on his hip, Mr.
Arnold shook his head. “Don’t move, you hear me?”

Feeling panic and fear settle into her heart
as she witnessed Mr. Arnold pulling her gun, Mary began to yell.
“Someone help me. He’s going to shoot me.”

Whipping his gun out with a skilled and
steady hand, Mr. Arnold fired. Shaking his head he stormed past
Mary to the stream. Reaching down he snatched up a dead, poisonous
snake that was only inches from Mary’s ankle. “Another second and I
would have been sucking poison from you,” he growled at Mary.
Throwing the dead snake down he walked away back to his wife and
newborn daughter to finish peeling potatoes.

Shaking and frightened, Mary slowly turned
and looked down. Seeing the dead snake lying dead in the bank she
shivered. She was almost bitten by a poisonous snake. The man she
thought of as nothing more than a bear with enough sense to barely
form a sentence, had saved her life.

Andrew came running up to Mary.
“I’m…alright…Mr. Arnold had to kill a snake.”

Andrew looked down at the snake. He reached
out and grabbed Mary’s hands. Pulling her away from the dead snake
he wrapped his arms around her. The thought of losing his sister
broke his heart. He began to cry. Mary lowered her head. Putting
her arms around her brother she felt her own tears began to fall,
too.

However, she knew she had to be tough for the
both of them. Her parents had left her and Andrew very little,
leaving them to defend for themselves in a cruel, cold world. All
that was left behind by her parents was a family Bible and a little
money. Now, here she was, in the middle of nowhere, forced to go to
some town in Oregon to visit some lovesick pastor.

She would visit this pastor, she thought, and
take him for all he had. When the time was right she was going to
take
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