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Faith, Favor, and Restoration

In the name of Jesus Christ, I declare that God is the One who gives life to the dead and calls those things that are not as though they were (Romans 4:17). Therefore I believe that what God has promised will come into existence and be established according to His will.

When the Lord moves, systems and obstacles are shaken (Isaiah 19:1–2). Every barrier, resistance, and opposition loses its strength before Him.

The Lord goes before me and makes crooked places straight. He breaks gates of bronze and cuts through bars of iron (Isaiah 45:2–3). Every barrier that stands in the way of God’s purpose is removed.

I declare that no weapon formed against me will prosper (Isaiah 54:17). The work that God has begun will be protected and established by His power.

The Spirit of the Lord gives wisdom, understanding, counsel, and strength (Isaiah 11:2; Proverbs 8:14). God guides my decisions and directs my steps with divine wisdom.

The Lord lifts up the light of His countenance upon me (Psalm 4:6). His favor shines upon my life and upon the work He has given me to do.

God restores what was broken and rebuilds what was once devastated (Isaiah 61:4). What seemed lost will be renewed and strengthened according to His promise.

The appointed time of favor has come (Psalm 102:13). God arises to show mercy and bring progress where there was waiting.

The hearts of leaders and decision-makers are in the hand of the Lord, and He directs them according to His will (Proverbs 21:1).

With God all things are possible (Mark 10:27). His light rises and shines upon the work He has established (Isaiah 60:1).

Therefore I walk forward in faith, wisdom, and confidence, trusting that the Lord will complete the work He has begun and that His purposes will stand.

In Jesus’ name, Amen.
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Chapter One: Maggie of Guthrie
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Maggie Turner leaned against the cracked porch post of her boarding house, the paint peeling just like her patience. Guthrie, Oklahoma, had grown louder, busier, and dustier since the Land Run a decade earlier, but her little corner of the city seemed stuck in 1875.

The boarding house had been her parents’ pride, once filled with laughter and the smell of fried chicken on Sundays. Now, at thirty, Maggie was the one scrubbing floors and patching shingles after inheriting it too soon—her mama gone from fever, her papa from a railroad accident before she was twenty.

Her two older sisters had long since married and moved further west, raising broods of children. Maggie was left behind with creaky stairs, mismatched furniture, and one stubborn mule that refused to stay tied. She told herself she didn’t mind. After all, someone had to keep the Turner name alive in Guthrie. But sometimes, when she passed by the wedding chapel with yet another couple kissing beneath its steeple, her heart stung like a bee bite.

By frontier standards, Maggie should have been married with at least three children hanging on her skirts. Her face was considered “prettier than a spring bloom,” with deep blue eyes and thick chestnut hair that tumbled down her back. Men noticed her beauty—at least from the neck up.

But from the neck down, Maggie was the size of a woman who had never learned the art of dainty eating. She was tall, broad-hipped, with arms strong from hauling water and a bosom that made buttonholes groan. The men joked behind her back, though sometimes not quietly enough:

“Can’t feed the animals and Maggie too.”
“That boarding house is big enough for her alone!”
“She’d eat me out of house and homestead.”
Maggie smiled politely when she heard it, but inside she cried. She prayed at night that God would see her heart, not her size. She whispered Psalm 139:14 like a lifeline: “I will praise thee; for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.”

Still, Maggie was no fool. She knew she had more to offer than her waistline suggested. She could cook a pot of beans to stretch for ten hungry boarders, patch up a torn shirt faster than a tailor, and stand firm against rowdy cowboys with nothing more than a broom handle. Her boarding house might have been run-down, but it was hers.

And though men had overlooked her, Maggie knew one thing for certain: God had not.

She straightened the porch post with a huff, brushed flour from her apron, and muttered, “If the good Lord wants me married, He’ll have to drop a man on my front steps.”

Little did Maggie know, He just might do exactly that.
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Chapter Two: A Chicken, a Chief, and a Boarding House
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The Guthrie town square bustled that hot afternoon—wagons clattering, horses neighing, peddlers shouting. Maggie Turner had come for flour and lamp oil, though she secretly hoped to catch sight of a certain rancher who sometimes tipped his hat at her near the post office.

Instead, she caught sight of a chicken.

Or rather, a chicken with a woman chasing it.

The bird flapped through the dusty square like it had been fired out of a cannon. Behind it thundered a tall, very round Native woman with jet-black hair streaming down her back, skirts flying, and a look of pure determination.

“Stop that chicken!” she hollered, her voice clear as a church bell.

The townsfolk paused in delight. One boy shouted, “Go on, lady, catch it!” Another tipped his hat: “Fastest hen in Oklahoma!”

Maggie clutched her flour sack, wide-eyed. She’d seen some sights in Guthrie—drunken cowboys sleeping on sidewalks, wagon wheels falling clean off—but never a woman in moccasins leaping after poultry with such fury.

Finally, the chicken darted straight between Maggie’s skirts.

She shrieked. “Lord have mercy!”

The Native woman dove forward, landing face-first in the dust, her arms wrapping triumphantly around the squawking bird.

The crowd roared with laughter. Maggie bent to help her up, trying not to laugh too hard herself. “Miss, are you all right?”

The woman stood, brushing dust off her beaded sash. She held the chicken high, feathers flying. “This one belongs to my pot tonight. He almost got away.”

Maggie bit her lip to keep from grinning. “Well, if supper runs off, I suppose you just chase it through town like the rest of us.”

The woman’s dark eyes softened, and she laughed, a deep, rich sound. “I am Ahyv. My people moved deeper into Oklahoma, but I stayed here. I trade food at the post. I make our dishes. The men bring furs; I bring them stew.” She shook the chicken proudly. “This bird will bring me three good coins.”

Maggie tilted her head. She liked this Ahyv already—bold, unapologetic, and, she couldn’t help but notice, shaped almost exactly like herself.

“I’m Maggie Turner,” she said warmly. “I’ve got a boarding house just up yonder. You look like you could use a kitchen bigger than that chicken crate you’ve been chasing around.”

Ahyv’s eyes twinkled. “And you look like you could use some extra coins to keep your house.”

Maggie laughed. “Well, aren’t you quick. My boarders would faint with joy if they got more than beans three times a week. You cook your stews at my place, pay me a fair share, and you can keep the rest. What do you say?”

Ahyv considered, her round face thoughtful, then nodded. “Half for you, half for me. And if you want, I will even chase down the chickens.”

Maggie burst out laughing. “Sister, you’ve got yourself a deal.”

The two women shook hands right there in the town square, dust and feathers swirling around them like confetti. From that day forward, Ahyv’s stews and Maggie’s boarding house became a team—the chicken-chasing, stew-making, laughter-sharing kind of team.

And though Ahyv was beautiful enough to have been married to a chief, it was her wit, warmth, and the size of her heart—not just her round figure—that made her unforgettable to Maggie.
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Chapter Three: Squawks, Stews, and Secrets
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The first night Ahyv set foot inside the Turner Boarding House, a murmur ran through the parlor like wildfire.

“Who’s the squawk?” one of the older boarders muttered, not quietly enough.
“She don’t belong here,” another whispered. “We’re paying good money, not charity.”
Maggie set her hands on her wide hips and glared until the room fell silent. “Gentlemen,” she said, voice sharp as a broom handle, “last I checked, Jesus didn’t say, ‘Love your neighbor only if he looks like you.’”

One man huffed. “She’ll run off the respectable folk, Miss Turner.”
Maggie’s eyes flashed. “Then I suppose the respectable folk can find another bed. Because here, in this house, there is neither Jew nor Gentile, slave nor free, male nor female—for we are all one in Christ Jesus. That’s Scripture, in case you’ve forgotten.”
Ahyv stood quietly, clutching her satchel, her round face calm but her eyes glistening. Maggie gave her a reassuring nod.

That night, Maggie decided to put her plan into action. “We’ll let them stew in their ignorance,” she whispered to Ahyv in the kitchen, “while you stew something better.”

Ahyv grinned and tied her apron. “Savory justice. I can make venison stew so rich even their teeth will thank me.”

The next evening, the boarding house filled with the aroma of simmering broth, wild herbs, and roasted meat. Boarders flocked to the dining table like bees to honey.

“Mercy, Miss Turner,” one cowboy said, wiping his chin after his first bite. “This here is the best stew I’ve ever tasted.”

Another licked his spoon clean. “You’ve been holding back on us, Maggie! Where’d you learn to cook like this?”

Maggie hid a smirk. “Oh, here and there.”

Plates scraped clean, bowls passed around again, laughter bubbling as seconds and even thirds disappeared. Ahyv peeked out from the kitchen, her shoulders shaking as she stifled her giggles.

Later that night, Maggie and Ahyv collapsed in the pantry, laughing so hard they nearly knocked over the flour bin.

“You should’ve seen their faces!” Maggie gasped. “Begging me for the recipe like I’d invented it myself.”

Ahyv clutched her stomach, tears streaming. “If you let them keep thinking that, you’ll be sainted by next Sunday.”

“Oh no,” Maggie said, still laughing, “I plan to tell them the truth once they’ve eaten their fill of you for a few days. Let ‘em get addicted first. By the time I tell them who’s really behind the spoon, they’ll be too full to complain.”

Two nights later, after another round of Ahyv’s savory dishes, Maggie stood at the head of the table.

“Gentlemen. Ladies.” She folded her hands. “I must confess: I haven’t been the one filling your bellies this week.”

The boarders stared, forks frozen in midair.

“It’s Ahyv here.” Maggie gestured to the kitchen doorway, where Ahyv stepped out, cheeks glowing, chicken feather still stuck in her braid.

A stunned silence. Then the same cowboy who had grumbled first piped up: “Well, if that’s the case—Miss Turner, I say you best keep her, or we’ll all starve!”

The room erupted in laughter and cheers for more stew.

Maggie and Ahyv traded a sly look, muffling their own laughter behind their hands.

Behind their backs, Maggie whispered, “Told you—addicted.”
Ahyv grinned, whispering back, “Now they’ll chase me like I chased that chicken.”
The two women doubled over with laughter, a bond sealed tighter than any boarding house contract.
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Chapter Four: Clara’s Sweet Bargain
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The bell over the Turner Boarding House door jingled late one afternoon. Maggie was balancing a stack of clean linens while Ahyv kneaded dough in the kitchen.

In stepped Clara Mae Johnson—tall, round, and carrying herself with the dignity of a queen, even with flour dusting her dress. Her dark skin glowed in the lamplight, her curls tucked neatly under a bonnet.

“Afternoon,” she said, hands firmly on her hips. “Which one of y’all is Miss Maggie Turner?”

Maggie peeked around her linens. “That would be me. You need a room?”

Clara nodded. “Yes, ma’am. A room, and a fair shake. I’ve been baking at the bakery on Main Street. Best pies this town ever saw. But the place got sold, and the new owners brought their own kin for bakers. Which means I’m out of work and out of the little room they let me sleep in. Now I need both—work and a roof.”

Ahyv stepped in, wiping her hands on her apron. “She’s bold. I like her already.”

Clara smirked. “I’ve got no time for polite begging. Here’s my offer: I’ll bake out of your kitchen. Bread, pies, cakes—you name it. We’ll keep this house smelling so sweet even the sheriff will stop by to eat. You take half my sales, same as you do for Ahyv. And one more thing...”

She lowered her voice, leaning in. “You sell my family’s produce down at the trading post. Folks cheat them because of the color of their skin. But you?” She jabbed a finger at Maggie. “You’re white. They’ll pay you double just for batting your pretty eyes. You keep a cut, of course. That way, everybody wins.”

Maggie blinked. “So let me get this straight. I get fresh vegetables, sweet pies, and extra coins—all for the price of one room and board?”

“Exactly.” Clara folded her arms, her smile wide. “Best bargain you’ll ever make, Miss Turner.”

Ahyv clapped her hands. “Yes! Then we will be three. Three women with more sense than all the men in Guthrie combined.”

Maggie chuckled, setting her linens down. “Lord help me. Between Ahyv’s chickens and your pies, I may never know peace in this house again.”

Clara grinned. “You don’t need peace. You need flavor.”

That night, the three women huddled in the kitchen, whispering about their plan.

“You know,” Clara said, “those tenants think we’re just your kitchen help. What if we have a little fun with them?”

Ahyv leaned in, eyes gleaming. “Oh yes. We’ll cook, you’ll bake, Maggie will serve it all like she slaved over the pots herself. Then when they’re begging for seconds, she’ll wink at us behind their backs.”

Maggie laughed so hard she snorted. “If I keep this up, those boarders will think I’m some kind of miracle worker. Stew one day, pies the next. I’ll have them thinking the angels themselves are in my kitchen.”

Clara smirked. “And when you reveal the truth, they’ll choke on their forks.”

Ahyv whispered, “Let’s make a game of it. See how long before they figure us out.”

The three women burst into laughter so loud one of the tenants upstairs banged on the floor with his boot.

Maggie, wiping tears from her eyes, whispered, “Sisters, we are going to feed this whole town and laugh while we do it.”

And just like that, the unlikely sisterhood of Guthrie had found its third member—bound not by blood, but by bread, stew, pies, and pranks.

The three women were still in the kitchen, giggling over their prank about fooling the tenants, when Clara leaned back against the table, her arms folded. Her smile softened into something more serious.

“Ladies,” Clara said, lowering her voice, “we can laugh and play our tricks, but truth is, we need something more. Something bigger. You know as well as I do, no man in this town is lining up with a dowry for us. If we ever want to marry—and keep our pride—we need to bring something to the table besides laughter and good cooking.”

Maggie tilted her head. “A dowry? Clara, my dowry is a sagging porch and a mule that won’t move unless you bribe it with sugar cubes.”

Ahyv chuckled. “Mine is a basket of chickens who run faster than most horses.”

The three women burst out
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