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Dear Reader,
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The breastplate of a Roman soldier’s armor protected very important parts of a soldier’s body, especially the heart! Without the breastplate, a soldier risked being mortally wounded. 
The same is true of the armor of God! This piece of armor protects the heart. Jesus once said, “If you love me, you will keep my commandments.” Living a righteous life protects us from the attacks of the enemy and lets us prove our love for Jesus!  
I pray that you grow in your love for Our Lord Jesus Christ and that He fills you with His grace and blessing. 
Happy reading,
Theresa Linden
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Ephesians 6:13-17
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“Therefore, put on the armor of God,
that you may be able to resist on the evil day and, 
having done everything, to hold your ground.
So stand fast with your loins girded in truth, 
clothed with righteousness as a breastplate, and 
your feet shod in readiness for the gospel of peace. 
In all circumstances, hold faith as a shield,
to quench all the flaming arrows of the evil one. 
And take the helmet of salvation and the
sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God.”
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Falling
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Nine-year-old George Pennington couldn’t shake the feeling that he would fall. He sat on a sturdy branch of one of his favorite climbing trees. The blue sky winked through the canopy of leaves. No wind blew, and the sky showed no chance of rain. He could do this. 

He checked the fabric strips tied under his knees. They secured his legs to tall stilts. George positioned his feet on the stubby branches that served as footrests. Taking a breath, he looked around.

His best friends Robyn Saint-Clair and Henry Hayward watched from below. He even spotted a few other kids from Knight School for Boys and Girls. 

His chest swelled at the thought of the first piece of armor he had earned at school: The Belt of Truth. What piece of armor would they get a chance to earn next? He couldn’t wait to find out.

Not ready to take his first step, George continued to look around. 

Many shopkeepers had even come out to observe the spectacle. Helena the Seamstress stood with her daughters Alice and Eleanor on the porch of her shop. Alice covered her mouth with her hand. Her wide eyes made her seem ready to laugh if George fell.

Arthur the Blacksmith leaned a shoulder against the post outside the candlemaker’s shop. He folded his arms across his chest. And he watched. He was always watching. He knew everything that happened on Middle Street.

Brother Coll even stood watching— Oh wait! No. He was chasing a . . . a bantam rooster?

“You can do it, George,” Robyn shouted. She always encouraged him. They met on the first day of Knight School, and she had been encouraging him ever since. 

“What are you waiting for?” Henry asked. He stood near the tree. Hair the color of muddy straw hung in his eyes. He peered up at George.

George clutched the top of the stilts and took a deep breath. Then he leaned his weight onto the footrests. He slid off the branch and stood up on the stilts. His skin prickled as if a hundred quills tickled his body. 

Friends and bystanders clapped and cheered.

Too nervous to smile, George glanced out. He stood four feet off the ground, towering over everyone. 

After a moment, he took his first step. 

He moved away from the safety of the tree. And he didn’t fall!

As he took the next step, he stared at his foot.  How strange to see his feet so high off the ground. He looked out and took another step. His heart thumped madly in his chest. He was doing it! 

He only needed to take a few more steps through the grass. Then he would reach the road. He could walk down Middle Street and check out the shops from up high.

“Watch out for the ruts.” Henry waved his skinny arms over his head and galloped alongside George. Ruts from wagon wheels lined both sides of the dirt road.

“Be careful, George!” Robyn shouted.

“I’ve got this,” George hollered with confidence. “It’s easy as shelling peas.”

“What peas? Slow down. Slow down!” Henry jumped frantically as George neared the road. “You’re gonna—”

George’s next step sunk deep into the ground. He hadn’t seen the gopher hole until too late. His body continued to move forward, but one stilt was stuck. 

His stomach leaped. His balance shifted, and his foot slipped off the footrest. The fabric strips came untied, and the stilts fell away. 

George’s fingers tingled. He grasped wildly for the stilts as he fell. 

His back hit the ground with a thud. The air whooshed from his lungs. 

A view of treetops and blue sky flashed in his eyes. The sun blinded him.

Henry dropped to his knees and bent over George. His straw-like hair fell forward in a circle around his face. He grinned. Then he frowned as if trying to hide his amusement, but laughter showed in his eyes. “Are you all right?”

George caught his breath. “I’m fine.” He pushed himself up and wiped the back of his tunic. “My back hurts a little.”

“Good.” Henry snatched the stilts and the fabric strips. “I mean, it’s not good that your back hurts. It’s good that it’s my turn.” He smiled broadly and scampered to the tree.

The women by the seamstress shop chattered to each other, smiling and giggling. Were they laughing at George’s mishap?

Robyn jogged to George. She wore her hair in a thick braid that bounced as she ran. “You did great.”

“Until I crashed to the ground.” 

Robyn laughed. “That’s okay. You won’t fall next time.”

George shuffled back to the tree. 

Robyn walked beside him. 

He felt defeated but ready to try again. He wouldn’t give up.

“You should take a turn on the stilts,” George said.

“I can’t today. I have to go home.” Robyn gazed in the direction of her house. 

Like almost everyone in the village, her family lived in a house made of timber, twigs, and mud. “My mother told me to gather herbs today. I’ve put it off already.” 

Robyn’s mother sold fresh and dried herbs and used herbs to make medicines. Robyn always had a dozen errands to run for her.

“Maybe another day, then,” George said.

“See you at school.” Robyn took off. She weaved past a group of kids from Knight School and disappeared behind another group of bystanders.

George stopped at the tree.

Henry had climbed to the branch already. He sat with his legs dangling down. He placed one foot on a stubby footrest and shook out a fabric strip. 

Once he finished tying the stilts to his legs, he smiled at George. “Give me a hand, will ya?”

“Slide off the branch and shift your weight to the stilts.” George held the stilts steady. “You can hold onto the tree trunk if you need to.”

“I got it.” Henry pushed off the tree and took a step.

George jumped out of the way. 

Everyone cheered.

Henry laughed, looking pleased with himself. He took another step, stretching his legs too far apart. “Outta my way!”

“Don’t take such big steps,” George warned. He backed up even more to give Henry room, but he didn’t want to see him fall.

Henry took another long step, moving away from the tree. He was doing it! He changed direction, heading toward the road. Each step was wider than the last. The stilts spread out too far. 

George ran alongside Henry. He checked the ground for gopher holes.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa—” Henry tilted forward and back, forward and back. The jester had done the same thing last week, only he meant to do it.

Everyone laughed at Henry’s awkward movements, even Henry and George. 

Henry finally lost control. He sailed forward and jumped off the stilts. The ties and stilts fell away. Henry landed on his feet, but he couldn’t keep his balance. In the next instant, he tumbled to the ground and lay sprawled out in the road. 

Still laughing, George dropped onto one knee by his side. “Are you okay?”

“I need practice,” Henry said, panting hard.

“Me too.” George reached to help him up.

The women stepped inside the shop. The blacksmith strolled away, peering to his left, right, and left again. His shop stood at the end of Middle Street and
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