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Eighteen years old today, Theodore (LT) Richards Alden Saunders, having grown to a lean, muscular young man with thick brown hair and a full six feet tall, had no suspicions about the horse and rider coming toward him at a slow gait.  In fact, he would have walked away from the man to the other side of his grandfather’s house if the horseman hadn’t called.

“Hold up!” the man yelled which made LT stop and change direction back toward the horse.

“I’m looking for Jennifer and John,” the man announced.

The man, taller than LT in a grey military coat, dismounted and took steps toward LT.

“John and Jennifer are my grandparents and are around somewhere,” LT responded.

A knowing half-smile came across the man’s face and he said,

“I’m Douglas Saunders.” 

Remembering the picture of a younger Douglas Saunders on a shelf in his parents’ sitting room, LT could see the resemblance to this older man with a thin, weathered face and greying hair. 

“You’re my father,” LT stated factually.

“Well,” Douglas started with an involuntary laugh, “I didn’t think it would be this easy to introduce myself.  I shouldn’t be surprised, though, knowing Rachelle.”

LT looked at Douglas blankly.  

“I mean, I can see your mother being honest with you about me,” Douglas explained.  “So you’re Theodore?”

“They call me ‘LT’,” LT answered.

“LT?” Douglas repeated with question.


“Little Theodore,” LT clarified and turned from Douglas. “Should we find my grandparents?” 


LT walked toward the barn and saw Jennifer hanging clothes.

“Grams!” LT yelled.  “Someone is here!”

Jennifer immediately turned to look at LT and saw Douglas.  She let Douglas walk to her.  

Douglas explained, “I’m on my way to Collier’s and decided to stop.  It’s been a long time.”

“Eighteen years, I’d say,” Jennifer offered looking at LT.  “It’s easy to keep count.”

“I recognized him, Grams, from the picture,” LT added.

“Alright, good,” Jennifer acknowledged.  “Would you go tell Gramps?”

LT headed toward the barn and Jennifer looked at Douglas.

“You seem to be alright,” Jennifer observed with discomfort, not knowing what to say.  “I see you were in the military.”

Douglas was irritated at her uneasiness and wondered if he should have passed by the house instead of stopping.  Usually, he was able to charm people into liking him.

“I served a few years,” Douglas explained, “and was discharged a few weeks ago.  I came here directly; didn’t stop to change into civilian clothes.”

“I’m glad you weren’t hurt,” Jennifer offered.

“Thank you for that,” Douglas responded with a slight bow.

John and LT walked up and John greeted Douglas with a handshake.

“Will you come in for a while and we can catch up?” John invited.

Jennifer returned to her laundry and LT headed to where he was going when Douglas rode up.

“No thanks; I’m going to Collier’s,” Douglas replied and added, “I see I’m not wanted here, which is what I expected.”

Douglas rode to Collier Chapman’s, his old friend.

“Is that Douglas Saunders?” Collier exclaimed hurrying toward Douglas with outstretched hand.

“None other,” Douglas replied flatly.  “You’re getting old, Collier, and fat.”

“Aren’t we all,” Collier quipped patting his round belly. 

“You got yourself a real store now,” Douglas commented remembering that Collier used to sell goods out of his sitting room.

“Yes, Sir!” Collier agreed.  “The population doubled since you were here so I had to keep up.”

Douglas asked if his trunk had arrived and Collier said it was being picked up by Collier’s current driver and Douglas’ brother, Jed.

“My brother took this job?” Douglas repeated incredulously.

“He did, but it’s not the same as when you and I made trips to the city,” Collier stated.

“I don’t doubt that!” Douglas smirked remembering raucous, drunken parties with loose women.

Collier continued, “Did you keep in touch with Jed?  Do you know he has four children with a fifth on the way?  He has to work outside the farm to provide for that herd.”

“So are Jed and Rachelle expecting me?” Douglas guessed.

“Oh, yes,” Collier affirmed.  

“That’s probably best,“ Douglas concluded. “I got the cold shoulder from Jennifer and LT.”

“You stopped there?” Collier asked.

“I don’t know what I was thinking,” Douglas grumbled.  “I spent so much time in their house as a boy, it was like coming home.  Those days are gone, I guess.  Do you have a room I could rent?”

“Of course, but it’s free to you,” Collier smiled.  “I’ll even throw in supper.” 

Douglas walked his horse to the barn and, while Douglas was tending to the horse, Jed drove a wagon loaded with sacks, barrels, and packages to the loading dock at the back of the store.  Not seeing Douglas, Jed pulled a boy and a girl down from the wagon, ages seven and four, and they walked into the store through the back entrance.  Shortly after, Jed walked to the barn.

“Douglas!” Jed exclaimed when he saw his brother.

Jed reached out his hand and when Douglas took it, Jed pulled Douglas toward him and patted his shoulder.

“I’m glad you’re home safe,” Jed continued.

Douglas wasn’t expecting this warm welcome and could not think of a response.

“Your trunk is in the wagon,” Jed stated.  “I can take it home.”

“I’ll get it,” Douglas said, “I’m staying with Collier.”

“No need for that; Mother wants to see you,” Jed replied earnestly.

“Hey!” Douglas interrupted.  “Stop the damn pretending.”

Douglas pulled the trunk out of the wagon and, ignoring Jed, disappeared into the store.  Jed unloaded the rest of the merchandise with the help of the two children then they went home.  Collier showed Douglas his room and, after Douglas washed the dust off his body and changed into civilian clothes, he sat down at the supper table with Collier. 

“You got brandy for sale?” Douglas asked.

Collier brought him a new bottle of brandy and Douglas lost no time emptying the first glass, then the second.

“You ever thought about making your own liquor?” Douglas mused.  “You could make it as good as this.  I had to make my own liquor plenty of times over the years.”

Ignoring Douglas’ question, Collier stated, “I lost track of you after your house in the city burnt down.”

Douglas emptied the glass and, wiping his mouth with his sleeve, reached for the bottle.

“All you need to know is that Theodore stabbed me in the back,” Douglas muttered.  

“Why come back here?” Collier questioned.

“They owe me,” Douglas whispered staring at the bottle of liquor as though it were a crystal ball.  “I’m here to collect.”

Meanwhile, Jed and the two children arrived home.  Rachelle, who was due to deliver their fifth child, had supper waiting.  Jed and Rachelle, in their late thirties, had been married 17 years.  Agnes, now 78 years old, actively helped with the children and household chores.

Jed and Rachelle had established a routine for their household.  Each of the four children had chores assigned and they walked daily to John and Jennifer’s for school lessons; LT was staying with John and Jennifer, to help them with the farm.  Jed also managed John’s fields with the help of additional farmhands.  After supper every night, Jed taught from the Bible.  After tonight’s Bible study, Jed and Rachelle had some time alone in their bed.

“I saw Douglas,” Jed announced.

“How is he?” Rachelle asked with concern.

“Physically, he seems alright; he looks older than he is,” Jed began, “but he’s not happy.  God may be preparing a trial for us.”

“Why do you think there will be trouble?” Rachelle asked.

“I brought Douglas’ trunk from the city and saw him at Collier’s,” Jed began.  “I was truly happy to see that he was well and I greeted him.  I also naturally thought he would come home with me.”

“Of course,” Rachelle stated.  “Agnes wants to see him.”

“Yes, but he was angry that I suggested he come here,” Jed continued.  “He accused me of pretense.”

“I can understand him saying that,” Rachelle mused.  “A lot of people pretend.”

“Yes, they do,” Jed responded firmly.  “We have experienced that over the years, haven’t we?”

“We have indeed,” Rachelle agreed, looking at Jed, gently stroking the greying hair on his temple.  “But your love makes up for their pretense.”

“It’s God’s love,” Jed corrected giving her some soft kisses.  “I have an idea; in a few months, I want to meet at our special place, the ‘Pool of Siloam[1]’, alright?  My treat?”

“I’ll be there,” Rachelle whispered with a smile.

They both drifted to sleep only to be awakened a few hours later when Rachelle sat up feeling the pains of childbirth.  Jed rose to put wood in the kitchen stove for hot water and coffee.  Agnes woke and joined Rachelle to help however she could.  The nearest hospital was too far and too expensive and the three of them had experienced many births in their lifetime not only of baby humans but baby animals.  They prayed for God to help them bring this new life into the world.  

“Your water broke,” announced Jed factually as he removed the soaked towel and replaced it with a fresh one.

“Won’t be long now,” Agnes predicted.  “It’ll come fast seeing as you had four come through already.”

As the sun broke through the night sky, Rachelle’s deep wailing woke the household as she pushed the baby through her womb into Jed’s waiting arms.  


“Is it out?” Rachelle cried breathlessly.  “Is it alright?”

“It’s alright; got us another boy,” Jed laughed holding up the tiny human for Rachelle to see.


Agnes washed and wrapped the baby and Jed intended to wash Rachelle but to his surprise, he could see another baby’s head trying to come out of the womb.

“We’re having twins,” Jed whispered next to Rachelle’s ear.

Rachelle, exhausted and trembling, heard Jed but did not respond as she struggled to push the second baby out of her body.  She looked to Heaven for strength and thought she saw someone bringing the baby to her. 

“The baby is moving,” Rachelle announced with relief.

Jed watched the baby slip slowly into his waiting hands; then he took it to Agnes and hurried back to his wife.  The blanket and the bed were soaked with blood.

“Janette, take the bedclothes off of your bed and cover it with these clean blankets,” Jed instructed.  “Tell Kimberly to come in.”

Janette rushed to do as she was told and Kimberly entered the room.

“Run to Melissa’s and tell her we need her,” Jed again instructed.  “Then go tell LT and your grandparents to come quickly.”

Jed carried Rachelle into Janette’s room and washed her.  The bleeding wouldn’t stop and Rachelle appeared to be unconscious.

“Dear Lord,” Jed prayed realizing he might lose his precious wife.  “Rachelle has lost a lot of blood and I fear she may be dying.  I’m asking, as you told us to ask[2], if she could stay on earth a little longer.  I want her to be with me as long as possible and her children need her.  These new babies need her.  I also realize that she is your precious creation who you love more than I can imagine so, not my will, Lord, but thy will be done.”

Melissa Franklin arrived, the community’s doctor.  Unlike her father, who had the gift of healing but no formal training, Melissa studied for a medical degree and took over her father’s practice when he retired.  When she examined Rachelle, she agreed with Jed that more blood than usual had been lost.

“I want to apply heat to the wound to try to stop the bleeding,” Melissa informed Jed.  “The hotter the better.  I can give her ether so she won’t feel as much pain.  I need a clean cloth soaked in boiling water.”

Jed complied.  Melissa applied some drops of ether on a cloth and held it under Rachelle’s nose.  Giving the drug time to take effect, she gently pushed the hot cloth into Rachelle’s bleeding vagina.  Though Rachelle shifted position, she didn’t seem to notice what Melissa was doing.  She was however aware of a warm, brilliant presence hovering above her and she knew the presence was from Heaven.

“Are you here to take me to the Lord?” Rachelle asked the presence.

“That hasn’t yet been decided,” was the answer.  “You can choose to stay and raise your family or, if you come with me, your physical death will prompt a movement to build a hospital here.”

“What does God want?” Rachelle asked without thinking.

“Dear One,” said the presence, “because you have asked for God’s preference, all will be granted.  You can raise your family and a hospital will be built.”

The presence left and Rachelle slept.  Melissa gathered the children and told them what was happening.  Jed then called them into Janette’s room and they knelt around the bed to weep and commune with God.  Jennifer, John, Kimberly, and LT arrived minutes later to join them.  After a while, the family followed their daily routine and waited for some sign from God that he heard their pleas.  
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Six weeks passed since the twins were born and, at John and Jennifer’s, morning chores were finished and John, with LT’s help, was loading the wagon with milk and eggs to sell at Collier’s.

“It’s been a while since we saw Grandpa Theodore,” LT stated.  “Now that Mother is better, I was wondering if we could visit him.”

“I’m meeting with a couple at the church to plan their wedding ceremony,” John responded.  “Could you make your way over there on your own?”

The idea that his grandfather was trusting him to travel on his own delighted LT.

“Sure!” LT exclaimed.  “I’ll saddle my horse.”

“Take some water and jerky,” John advised.  “You should probably spend the night.”

In no time, LT was on the road to Theodore’s house, his great-grandfather, Jennifer’s father.  For many years, Theodore visited LT regularly but, as Theodore got older, his visits became less frequent and now they were non-existent.  It took several hours to reach the white farmhouse and knock on the front door.  Theodore’s wife, Lucille, answered and led LT to the back porch where Theodore was having lunch.  LT notified him of the two new great-grandchildren.

“Douglas is here,” LT announced.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Theodore responded.

“You never talked about him,” LT remarked.

“Right, but now that you’re older and he is here, it might be a good time,” Theodore suggested.  “Let’s take a ride.”

The two men headed toward the woods in a wagon since Theodore could not walk far anymore.

“What do you know about your mother and father?” Theodore asked.

“I know they lived in the city where my father organized parties and Mother was a hostess for my father, and they eventually got married and I was born,” LT answered but continued with a sigh.  “Then they got divorced and my father left.”

“That’s almost right,” Theodore began.  “You actually were conceived and then they got married.”

“My parents weren’t married?” LT challenged with shock.  “Why would my mother do that?  She was raised by a pastor!”

“Your mother went to church but she wasn’t following Jesus,” Theodore began.  “She was convinced that she and Douglas would be happily married.”

“Why did my father leave?” LT continued.

“Now, here is the part that might be troubling for you,” Theodore began, “Douglas did not want to marry your mother which would have made you illegitimate.  I paid Douglas handsomely to marry her and then to immediately divorce her.  I paid him enough to own his own estate.”

“Why didn’t that work?” LT asked.

“For two reasons,” Theodore began, “I assumed he would blackmail and taunt Rachelle and me the rest of our lives.  So I put him out of business.”

“Weren’t you overreacting?” LT pressed.  “You didn’t give him a chance, did you?”

“A chance to do what?” Theodore retorted with impatience.

“To buy an estate and settle down,” LT responded.

“You have to believe me,” Theodore begged.  “He’s not that kind of person.  I’ve known him for many years.”

“How did you know him?”  LT challenged angrily.

“Hey!” Theodore exclaimed laughing as he nudged LT.  “Did you say you’re going into law?”  

LT broke into a smile and took a deep breath.

“Sorry,” LT responded.  “Like you said, this is troubling, to say the least.”

They stopped at a lake and sat on a nearby log.  LT looked at Theodore waiting for an answer.

“I was one of his clients, My Boy,” LT confessed quietly, “and I hate saying those words.”

Theodore explained how he met Lucille and how he took Lucille to a few of Douglas’ parties even though he was married.  In other words, he was an adulterer.

“Is that when Grandma Martha divorced you?” LT asked.

Theodore nodded.  “Did you ever see my mansion in the city?”

LT shook his head that he hadn’t.

“It’s a beautiful place and it’s your grandmother’s world.  She still hosts parties and social meetings.  It’s become a club of sorts for those in high society.”

“No one cares that she’s divorced?” LT wondered.

“Oh, no,” Theodore grinned. “It’s a badge of honor for all she’s been through.  I hear she loves telling people about it.”

Both men were silent as they watch fish jump in the lake.

“What would you have done differently?” LT mused.

“That is a wise question,” Theodore commended.  “I’ve thought about this many times.  I would have accepted Jesus as my Savior as early as possible[3].  I probably would not have married Grandma Martha but, if I did, I would have taken my unhappiness with her to God and let him help me.”

“Praise God!” LT declared, who had accepted Jesus as his Savior early in his life.

The two men found a lot to discuss as the hours passed and wished they had brought provisions to make a campsite as they rode back to the house.

“Do you have plans for your future?” Theodore inquired.

“I’m happy on the farm,” LT responded flatly.  “I’m like Jed, I suppose; marriage someday and children.”

“I pray that God grant you a happy marriage and family,” Theodore said as they pulled the wagon into the barn.  “Learn from your elders’ mistakes, alright?”

In the morning, LT headed back to Collier’s Place.  On the secluded road, two men approached him, one on a horse and one in a wagon, and asked if he had food.  LT gladly offered what he had and, as he held out a satchel, the man on the horse grabbed his arm and the other repeatedly whipped LT’s horse making LT fall to the ground.  LT got up quickly and faced the men who were laughing at him.

“Fine specimen,” one of them said.  “He will fetch a good price.”

“What do you want?” LT cried.  “I don’t have money.”

“We just wanna take you on a little trip,” said the man on the horse.  “Don’t want to hurt you.”

“A trip to where?” LT blurted.  “Why?”

“To faraway places that you’ll never get to see if you stay here,” said the man.  “You might thank us one day.”

LT ran toward his horse but the man on the horse lassoed him.  Both men got him tied up and gagged, then hid him in the wagon.  The wagon rolled on but LT’s horse made its way back to John and Jennifer’s where John saw it approaching.  John took the reins, walked to the back door of the house and called for Jennifer who came to the door.  She surmised quickly that LT was missing.

“I’ll ride over to Jed’s and we’ll go look for LT,” John instructed.  “Pack me some jerky, enough for a few days, and have Janette come out.”

Jennifer hurried into the house and Janette came out.

“LT is missing,” John began, “I’m going to get your father.  Take care of LT’s horse.”

John galloped to Jed and Rachelle’s and went into the house.  Rachelle was nursing and Agnes was sewing.

“LT is missing!” John exclaimed.  “Where’s Jed?”

“South field,” Rachelle answered realizing the urgency and resisted asking questions though fear gripped her heart.

John rode to the south field and, seeing Jed, called to him.

“LT is missing!” John yelled.

Jed ran
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