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here are you going?” Karen asked her four
friends, as she caught sight of them down
the sidewalk.

“To Gramps’,” answered Chris shortly.
“Why do you hang out with that old fool? Ev-

erybody says he has a few loose screws. They say he
sees things that aren’t really there, and the whole
crazy deal.” Karen made appropriate motions as
she talked. She quickened her step to keep up with
the others.

“You don’t know him like we do. He’s cool!”
Ziggy exclaimed indignantly.

“Yeah, he’s our friend. So don’t call him names,
okay?” Chris said, slowing down to emphasize his
point.

“Okay, okay! Sorry! I didn’t mean to offend. I
don’t know him myself. I’m just telling you what
people say,” Karen said defensively.

Karen had recently returned to Sheldon. Two
years prior, her parents had moved to Clarksdale, a

city nearby, because of her father’s work. However,
with Sheldon growing and changing, her father was
transferred back to Sheldon to manage the new
branch the company had opened.

Leaving Sheldon had been difficult for Karen.
She had to leave her friends, and all that she had
known in Sheldon, and make a new start. Now she
was back, and so much had changed. Sheldon
wasn’t the same. Even her friends’ interests had
changed. However, Karen was not deterred; she al-
ways loved an adventure, and was ready for what-
ever experience would challenge her next .

The five continued the quick pace to their des-
tination. “You don’t believe everything people say,
do you?” Susan asked Karen.

“Not really … well, it depends. But tell me,
why do you go there, anyway?” Karen asked.

“He has all this neat stuff from at least a hun-
dred years ago. He’s like a living time machine,”
Kento said.
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“Yeah,” Ziggy added enthusiastically, “and he
makes this great fruit shake with mango ice cream
and … ”

“And what’s more, ” Susan interrupted, “he tells
the coolest stories. He’s been telling us about his
life.”

“How far did he get?” Karen asked curiously.
Ziggy explained most of Gramps’ life in a long,

high-speed, run-on sentence that would have given
his English teacher a heart attack.

“Huh?” Karen said. “I didn’t catch half of that.”
“Oh.” Ziggy paused, and then repeated what

he had said a little more slowly. “Gramps told us
how he was also an airplane mechanic for the air
force in WW1. He also shot some tribe chief’s cuckoo
in the protected forest on an island in the Pacific
‘cause he was hungry, and then he had to flee in a
canoe to a nearby island to escape death. Shooting
one of the chief’s cuckoos was not good, you know.”

Susan continued round two of the condensed
version of Gramps’ life. “He then started working at
a steel mill in another country, which was kind of a
dead-end job. One of his friends died in an accident
at the mill, which got him thinking about every-
thing, and then he cried out to God and got this big
revelation thing, and he decided to be a missionary
and … ”

“And?” Karen expected more.
“That’s as far as he got,” Susan said, catching

her breath.
“So if I want to hear the rest of the story I have to

come with you, right?” Karen asked.
“Guess so,” Susan said.
“Why not? It sure beats doing

nothing all day,” Karen decided, now
committed to this new adventure.
“Mind if I join you?”

 “Sure, why not? You can meet
him yourself and see what you think

of him, instead of listening to what everybody else
says,” Chris added.

“Do you really think the old man sees things?”
Karen asked casually, trying not to sound too inter-
ested, nor to offend her friends in their admiration
of Gramps.

“What do you think?” Chris replied with a ques-
tion, wondering if she believed the town gossip.

“Nah,” Karen answered, “he probably just thinks
he does. Either that, or he’s just lonely and he needs
something to think about. How about you guys—
do you think he sees stuff?”

“He’s been telling some of the stuff he’s seen—
the visions, as he calls them. And well … it’s pretty
cool. To tell the truth, I’ve been having a few differ-
ent dreams lately, too,” Chris said.

“You guys too?” Karen stopped walking, with
arms akimbo*****, pressing her point home. “Have you
flipped?”

“You might say that,” Kento concluded, with a
shrug of his shoulders. “But it’s sort of like what
Gramps says … just flip on the switch and receive
messages from the big ‘I Am.’”

“How do you do that?”
“It’s easy. Anyone can tap into the source, if

you know what I mean,” Chris explained.
“Not exactly,” Karen said, realizing they were

talking about something her brain registered nil on.
“It’s quite awesome, actually. We’ll tell you

more about it some time,” Susan offered.
“Yeah, you do that.”

���

For the past year the four
friends had frequented Gramps’
house. Susan lived a few houses
down from Gramps’ place. Her grand-
father and Gramps had been friends

*akimbo:*akimbo:*akimbo:*akimbo:*akimbo: with hands on hips
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for many years, until her own grand-
father had died earlier in the year.
Susan’s grandfather had taken her
to meet Gramps often, or Colin, as
her grandfather referred to
Gramps—Colin Hedgcome.

Other than Susan’s grandfather,
no one else in Sheldon was inter-
ested in Gramps. To them he was a
crazy old man who lived on his own.
Seems he had come out of nowhere
with his wife, Maureen, and when she died, people
saw less and less of Gramps.

Susan had always been fascinated by Gramps
though. She listened to his stories with an acute
interest, not willing to miss a single detail. It was
her enthusiasm that had brought her friends—
Chris, Ziggy and Kento—to meet him. At first the
three weren’t too sure on visiting the “local crazy
man,” as Kento had put it. But it wasn’t long before
Gramps had found a way into their hearts. His warm
smile, interesting lifestyle, and compelling enthusi-
asm, made every story he told more intriguing than
the last. It was as if the listener had experienced it
for himself or herself.

Gramps’ life had been given one other special
touch—his love for Jesus. He never failed to talk
about the miracles he’d known—the big ones and
the small ones. His enthusiasm for Jesus had an
effect on his little group of followers, The Squad, as
he called the four kids visiting him.

Gramps had taught them all about prayer, giv-
ing examples of its power, using incidents in his
own life where prayer had seen him through. Some-
times he’d tell them about the dreams he’d have
about Heaven, or about Maureen. He taught them
verses from the Bible, and encouraged them to pray.
Positive motivation was Gramps’ theme; he would
rally the four to give more of their time to helping

others and learning more about
Jesus. And the enthusiasm had
caught. They visited Gramps every
day, learning more with each visit.

Time with Gramps was the
highlight of the kids’ day; they never
knew what to expect. And Gramps
loved to keep them in suspense.

���

The white front gate that
started Gramps’ property was just

up ahead. They pushed it open and walked up the
pathway and through the garden, which was com-
prised of different trees and flowers that Gramps
had collected on his travels. There was a clove tree
from Zanzibar, beech trees from Bulgaria, and vari-
ous types of orchids from El Salvador.

There was an arched red bridge over the small
pond that stood in the center of a Japanese garden.
Pink water lily blossoms floated on the surface, and
orange and white koi***** swam serenely in the water.

Ziggy happened to have part of an old stale donut
in his pocket. He crumbled it into the water and the
five watched as the fish clustered together, eagerly
gobbling it up.

They climbed the steps to a modest two-story
house. The house was nothing exceptional, except
for the bright blue paint job and the giant sequoia*****
that stood in the back yard, towering high above
the roof. Preparing to knock on the door, Chris raised
a large ring, which ran through the nose of a sculpted
bronze tiger.

“That’s spooky,” Karen said, staring at the
fierce-looking tiger.

“Gramps picked it up on one of his trips to

*koi:*koi:*koi:*koi:*koi: fish from the carp family
*sequoia: *sequoia: *sequoia: *sequoia: *sequoia: large Californian evergreen tree, also
known as a Redwood
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Tibet,” Chris explained.
“Oh,” Karen said.
Chris banged the knocker twice.
Frisky, Gramps’ Labrador retriever,

barked a friendly greeting from the
window. He was Gramps’ only live-in
companion.

Gramps moved the curtain aside
to see who was at the door. He smiled
to see his young friends. Slowly, with
great effort, he opened the door and
greeted them warmly. Gramps had
lost most of his hair, but made up for
it with his long, luxuriant, white beard. Though he
was a little bit feeble, his cheery countenance com-
pensated for any lacks in the physical.

“It’s The Squad,” Gramps said, then noticed
Karen, who had never been there before. “Hmmm
… with a new member?”

“Karen’s an old friend,” Susan said. “She just
came back to Sheldon a week ago.”

“Well, I’m glad you brought her with you. An-
other member to The Squad … the Five Squad!”
Gramps smiled at the thought. “That has a nice ring
to it.”

“Not bad,” Chris agreed, as he walked into the
house.

“We just came over to see how you’re doing,”
Kento said.

“How kind,” Gramps said, stepping aside so
the other kids could enter.

“We’re real interested in hearing the rest of
your story, Gramps. You’ve got the best stories to
tell,” Ziggy said.

“You’re a kind squad,” Gramps chuckled. “I’ll
continue the story soon enough. Make yourselves
comfortable. I’m just in the kitchen. I figured you’d
be back today, so I whipped up one of my favorite
drinks … avocado shake!”

“See, I told you he’s cool,” Ziggy
whispered, as he nudged Karen.
Karen nodded.

As they walked to the living
room, Karen glanced inside the
rooms they passed. Interesting
house, she thought. Her eye caught
a display of various musical instru-
ments in one room—a sitar, a uku-
lele and different African-looking
drums. I wonder where he got all of
those strange musical instruments?
Her interest to know more about

this peculiar old man was heightened.
Frisky was busy trying to get all the pats and

strokes that he could from each one of the children.
The five scuttled about, finding their seating of

choice. Gramps talked as he poured the ice-cold,
creamy liquid into their tall glasses and added a
straw. “I learned how to make this on one of my
trips to Indonesia. Blend avocado, shredded coco-
nut, sugar, cream, shaved ice, and there you have it.
One of the best drinks known to man—no chemi-
cals at all—just pure nectar from God!”

As they were drinking, Gramps continued tell-
ing his life story using photographs of his mission-
ary adventures. Everyone walked up to the framed
pictures, which hung around the room, to get a bet-
ter look.

 “And here I am with Maureen,” Gramps said
with a twinkle in his eye, pointing to a picture of
him many years younger and his wife.

“She was pretty,” Karen remarked.
“Maureen was a real angel! And I’m sure she’s

even more beautiful now in Heaven.”
Gramps continued with his story: “Here we

were doing a school program in India. They had to
carry their water very far every day, so the Lord
helped us construct a mechanism that brought the
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water straight into the village center.”
“What’s with the snake?” Chris asked, pointing

to the next picture on the wall.
“That’s an African rock python that decided to

join the Bible class I was giving in Cameroon,”
Gramps explained.

“Cameroon?” Ziggy asked, pronouncing the
name like he had never heard it in his life.

“It’s in West Africa,” Gramps said.
“Oh, that’s the country that’s west of east Af-

rica,” Ziggy said with mock confidence, trying to
save face after his former show of ignorance. Every-
one smiled at the attempt.

“Right. This next picture is when we were feed-
ing the homeless in Mexico. We got some of our
friends to take over the ministry when we left.”

He continued with several other pictures until
he came to a beautiful painting which was hanging
over the mantelpiece. With vibrant colors the artist
had depicted Jesus descending from the heavens to
Earth.

“And here is the One Who made all my life’s
adventures possible: Jesus,” Gramps said, gazing at
the picture.

“Wow, the picture seems so real,” Susan said.
“It’s funny you mentioned that. The other day

the picture did seem to come to life—and He told
me that I was going Home soon.”

“Home? I thought that this was
your home,” Karen asked, with a puzzled
look on her face.

“Our Home forever—Heaven.
Jesus told me that I would meet
Maureen there soon.”

“Gramps, don’t go yet,” Susan said
softly.

“Afraid I’ve got to. Like the old
song goes,” Gramps started singing a
blues number. “You may be young, you

may be old. You may be rich, child; you may be poor.
But when the good Lord gets ready, you got to move.
You got to move, move, move, you got to move.”

After repeating the chorus a few times every-
one sang along, accompanying him by clapping
spoons and tapping their hands on the coffee table
for rhythm. At the end of the song they all had a
good laugh.

When things got quiet again Gramps asked,
“Okay, enough about me. What have you guys been
doing?”

“Kento’s building a go-cart for the big commu-
nity ‘Back to the 50s’ race,” Susan said. Kento nod-
ded his head in agreement.

“Is it up and running yet?” Gramps asked.
“I’m learning a lot from building it. But I’m

having a hard time getting the steering to work.”
“I have just the thing that might be able to

help you with that—pulleys.”
“How’s that going to help?” Ziggy asked.
“First let’s see if I still have those pulleys. Come

on, follow me to the attic.” Gramps led them all
upstairs, pausing every few steps to catch his breath.
The squeaky stairs were dull and unvarnished and
smelled strongly of cedar. At the top of the stairs
they stopped by a large, white door. Frisky followed
close behind.

“Where is the attic? Chris asked. “I don’t see
any door leading up through the ceil-
ing.”

“Things are not always as they
appear. You don’t think a crazy old guy
like me would have one of those bor-
ing attics at the top of his house, do
you? No siree, something a bit more
eccentric in my case. It’s behind this
door.”

Gramps turned the shiny, brass
key to open the door. When the door
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swung open he reached over and pulled on a rope.
A wooden bridge descended, connecting the house
to the giant sequoia in the back yard.

“This way,” Gramps said as they all ventured
out onto the walkway. “Be careful; it may wobble a
bit with this many people on it.”

Gramps pointed up to the rope that ran through
a wheel, which had let the walkway down. “That’s a
pulley,” he explained. “It’s a rotating wheel with a
grooved rim. A belt or chain rests in the groove
which enables the pulley to change the direction.”

“Oh, I see,” Ziggy said.
After a short walk they arrived at the trunk of

the sequoia and opened another door that was cut
into the bark. If anyone passing by did not look closely,
they wouldn’t be able to tell it was a door at all. The
inside of the tree was completely hollowed out,
and the children looked inside in awe.

Gramps switched on a light. It revealed a small
room, about eight feet in diameter, full of boxes set
on dusty shelves. There was also a ladder, which led
to a second floor.

“Here’s my attic,” Gramps said proudly.
“Cool place, Gramps,” Chris said in admiration.
“Can we look around?” Karen asked, poking

her head inside the door.
“That’s what attics are for,” Gramps reassured

her with a smile.
“How did you make this room inside the tree?”

Kento asked curiously.
“It came with the house. No one really knows,

although there are all kinds of stories about how it
got here. One story told is that a pioneer dug it out
a long time ago to escape an Indian attack. Some

others say that it was struck by lightning which
burned a hole into the trunk, but the tree kept grow-
ing. Others say it was a fungus that caused it. And
then … ” Gramps paused for effect, “there’s even
an ancient legend that it was a dragon’s den.”

“Wow!” the five exclaimed.
Gramps looked at Frisky and asked him: “Now,

where did I put those pulleys? Let’s see …”
Frisky tilted his head and then barked two

times. Gramps continued looking through some
dusty, wooden boxes that were full to the brim with
all kinds of metal and electronic parts, trying to find
the pulleys.

Meanwhile the others lost no time exploring
all the old artifacts that filled the room. Chris
strummed on an old Nigerian zither***** that sung a
most unusual resonating chord. Susan picked up a
newspaper from the late 1800s that was a faded
yellow-brown. She read out loud: “Get a truss*****.
Marcus Abercrombie says, ‘I have a truss that helps
cure ruptures. No steel band around the body. Holds
any rupture.’”

Susan looked up, puzzled. “What’s a truss?”
Gramps looked puzzled too. “I can’t say I know,”

he said. “It’s probably something like a pair of un-
derwear, only sturdier.”

Everyone giggled.
Ziggy mounted an old rocking horse. The rusty

springs creaked under his weight. Karen had found
an old manual typewriter with the brand name “Mer-
cury” written in gold letters. She pushed a few keys,
which got stuck in a central clump. She untangled
them and said, “Ancient! Imagine trying to type a
letter with this.”

*zither:*zither:*zither:*zither:*zither: An musical instrument composed of a flat sound box with about 30 to 40 strings stretched
over it and played horizontally.
*truss:*truss:*truss:*truss:*truss: A truss is worn to help hold in and support a hernia, which is the protrusion of an organ
through the wall of a cavity.
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“I banged out many a missionary
newsletter with that stubborn
beauty,” Gramps said, reminiscing.

Kento was going through a box
of Maxfield Parrish***** reproductions,
and several assorted canvases that
were either unfinished or had been
deemed unworthy of hanging up.

“Oh, here are the pulleys I was
talking about. I’ll make a drawing to
show you how to use them for your
go-cart steering wheel,” Gramps said, as he handed
the two pulleys to Kento, and then took a pen and
pad from his shirt pocket and sketched a diagram of
how to use the pulleys.

“Check out this ancient gramophone*****,” Susan
called. “Gramps, does it still work?”

“There’s only one way to find out. Let’s try this
record.” Gramps took a dusty 78-rpm***** black record
and set it on the turntable. He cranked up the handle
on the side, which powered it. Then he carefully set
the needle on the spinning disc. A scratchy song
came warbling out of the large, ornate brass horn:
“When I was just a little girl, I asked my mother:
‘What will I be? Will I be famous? Will I be rich?’
Here’s what she said to me: ‘Que será, será! What-
ever will be will be; the future is not ours to see.
Que será, será. What will be, will be.’”

The song continued for a while longer, until
the record came to a crackling end and Gramps
lifted the needle up and said thoughtfully, “This song
is talking about not worrying about the future. A
good idea, if you ask me. But, you know, there is one
way to see the future.”

“How’s that, Gramps?” Chris was curious.

“God can show us the future.
You remember that verse I taught
you last time from Jeremiah?”

“Call unto Me … that one?”
Kento asked.

“Exactly,” Gramps said. “Will
you finish the verse, Susan?”

“Call unto Me, and I will an-
swer thee, and show thee great and
mighty things, which thou knowest
not,” Susan recited.

“What’s ‘thou knowest not’ mean?” Ziggy asked.
“Like Jesus showed me that I am going Home

soon,” Gramps answered.
There was an uncomfortable silence for a mo-

ment. No one wanted to think about Gramps leav-
ing them just yet. Kento thought he would do every-
one a favor by saying something to change the sub-
ject.

“Gramps, you could have a garage sale of this
ju … I mean … stuff.” Kento barely caught him-
self.

“Could do. Don’t know why I’ve kept all this
stuff; maybe because selling it would be like selling
my memories. Besides, I don’t think I would get
much for any of it—do you?” Gramps asked.

“Look at this painting. You could probably get a
good price for this,” Kento said, pointing to a large
painting of a muscular, dark-skinned angel handing
a young man some coins. The angel towered over
the man who was kneeling in front of him. The man
had his hands outstretched to receive the coins. The
angel was lit up by little dashes of bright white
light outlining his figure.

“Ah, that is a special painting. I was planning

*M*M*M*M*Maxfaxfaxfaxfaxfield Pield Pield Pield Pield Parararararrrrrr ish ish ish ish ish [1870-1966]::::: American painter, best known for his posters, illustrations and murals.
*gramophone:*gramophone:*gramophone:*gramophone:*gramophone: an old record player
*rpm:*rpm:*rpm:*rpm:*rpm: Abbreviation of revolution per minute; in this case how fast the record turns.
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on cleaning it up a bit and reframing it, but I’ll prob-
ably never get around to it.”

Everyone gathered around the painting to get
a closer look. “Looks kind of supernatural,” Chris
said. “What does it mean?”

“I found it at a garage sale. I thought it was
quite unique. It seemed to have something more to
it than just being a nice picture. I asked the Lord
about the meaning and He showed me that the
coins are like our faith in God, which has been passed
on to us. Thinking about it now, I should give this
picture to you guys.” Gramps handed the painting
to Chris. “You can hang it in your hang-out. What’s it
called, ‘The Shack,’ or something? It’s up to you.”

“Uh huh, it’s ‘The Shack,’” Kento answered.
“We couldn’t take it from you. It’s so special to

you,” Susan said.
“Really, it’s for you now! It’s been sitting up

here for so many years, at least it will add a nice
decoration to The Shack. Also, I can’t take it with
me. I won’t need it, since where I’m going I’ll prob-
ably be able to see this angel for myself,” Gramps
said with a laugh.

“Thanks, Gramps. We’ll hang it up in our hang-
out,” Chris said.

“That reminds me—there’s something else I
wanted to give you. Something very special, indeed!”
Gramps unlocked a trunk in the corner of the room,
and pulled out a small wooden box, a little less
than a foot long, six inches wide, and about three
inches high. He paused before open-
ing it; he enjoyed keeping them in
suspense, their faces lit up and ani-
mated as they tried to guess what
the box might contain.

“Is it a musical instrument?”
Chris asked.

“Something to eat?” Ziggy
asked hopefully.

“Hmmm … a new invention?” Kento asked.
“I know … a case for an antique book?” Susan

asked.
Karen looked intensely curious. “Is it a … oh, I

don’t know. Show us, please!” she pleaded.
“Ha! Enough speculation. Some good guesses,

though,” Gramps said with a laugh. “Let’s have a
look, shall we?”

Frisky gave a bark of agreement.
Gramps opened the lid to reveal twenty gold

coins of various sizes set snuggly in red velvet.
 “They’re so shiny!” Ziggy exclaimed.
“Wow, I’ve never seen coins like these before!”

Chris said in amazement.
“What’s that writing on them?” Susan asked,

picking one up for a closer look.
“It’s Latin—the language the ancient Romans

spoke. These coins are very old, and very valuable,”
Gramps explained.

“Where did you get them, Gramps?” Kento
asked.

“My father gave them to me. He got them from
his father, who had gotten them from his father, and
on the line went. They’ve been passed down from
generation to generation. If I recall correctly, it’s
been ten generations so far. There are twenty coins
altogether. I don’t have any kids to pass them on to,
and so I want to give them to you, to care for and
pass on in time.”

A draft of wind opened the creaking door, star-
tling the little group. “Oh, my, it’s
already dark!” Gramps exclaimed.
”You’ll need to head on back home
soon. Chris, since you’re the eldest,
I’m making you the steward of the
coins. I hope you will value these
coins I’m entrusting to you,”
Gramps told them.

“Before you go, let’s pray to-
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gether.” Gramps gathered the children into a circle.
“Dear Lord, thank You for these wonderful children,
all of them. Thank You for the love they’ve brought
into my life, and for the enjoyable times we’ve had
together. Go with them now, and keep them safe.
Help them, too, to treasure these coins that I’ve
passed on to them, and to be good stewards over
them. In Your Name I pray. Amen.”

“And be with Gramps, too,” Zippy added. “We
always have such good times with him, thank You
for that. Amen.”

The five echoed his “Amen,” and soon set off
for their homes.

���

The following day they returned to Gramps’
house and banged the knocker, but there was no
answer. They could hear Frisky’s frantic barking com-
ing from somewhere. Despite their repeated knocks,
there was still no answer.

They had just turned to leave when a neighbor
approached them.

“You’ve come to see Mr. Hedgcome?” the neigh-
bor asked.

“Yes. But he doesn’t seem to be home. Do you
know when he’ll be back?” Kento asked.

“I’m afraid he passed away in his sleep last
night—just after midnight, according to the doctor.”

 The children were shocked, and immediately
looked downcast at the news.

“No!” Chris exclaimed.
The neighbor continued, “Sorry, my boy. And

I’m sorry to have broken it to you suddenly. I guess
you were his friends.”

“We sure were,” Chris said.
Frisky was barking louder now than ever. “I just

came here to take care of the old man’s dog, and
bring him to the city kennel,” the neighbor explained.

“Oh, please don’t do that! We’ll take care of
him,” Susan pleaded.

“I don’t know … ”
 “Please, sir!”
“I guess it would be all right.”
The neighbor put Frisky on a leash, which he

handed to Chris.
The children thanked him and, holding Frisky

securely, made their way despondently***** back down
the street the way they had come.

���

Later on that day, everyone got together at The
Shack to discuss what to do.

“I always liked going to see Gramps,” Susan
said. “He was like my grandfather after mine died.
When we were with him it seemed time went by
so quickly.”

“He was so nice, and taught us so many things,”
Kento added.

“I only just met him, but he wasn’t weird at
all,” Karen said. “Maybe he was different, but not
crazy like everyone said. I wish I could’ve known
him better.”

“I’m sure he’s happy now. Probably feeling a
lot better than before,” Chris said, trying to comfort
them—and himself.

Ziggy had been listening silently to everyone’s
views on Gramps, and finally gave his opinion: “Gramps
was the greatest, the most interesting and fun per-
son I’ve ever known. I’m going to miss him.”

“Yeah,” the other four agreed.
The Shack went quiet for some time, as they

all thought about the recent death of Gramps and
how it had altered their lives. Chris finally broke the
silence.

“What are we going to do about the coins?”
Chris asked.

“Gramps said they were valuable, right?” Karen
offered.

*despondently:*despondently:*despondently:*despondently:*despondently: very sadly
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“What are you trying to say … that we should
sell them?” Kento asked.

“I didn’t say that. But it would be nice to know
how valuable the coins are,” Karen retorted. “We
own the coins now. At least we could take them
down to a coin dealer and see what they’re worth.”

“I guess it wouldn’t hurt to find out, so we can
see what we have,” Chris said.

“Fair enough,” Kento said, and Ziggy agreed.
Susan just shrugged.

“Which shop are we going to?” Ziggy asked.
“Don’t know,” Chris said, “I’ve never been to a

coin store before. They didn’t interest me until now.”
“We could always look it up in the phone book,”

Karen offered. “They’ll have an address in there.”
Kento put a thick phone book on the table and

the others gathered around.
Susan flipped through the pages to the correct

section. “Coins Ahoy,” she read.
“No,” Chris said. “A corny name to give a shop.”
Susan continued: “‘Only Coins,’ ‘Coin World’ and

‘Collector’s Haven.’ That’s all they have down here.”
“Coin World sounds the best to me,” Karen said,

and the rest agreed.
“I’ll just jot down the address on this paper,”

Susan said. “I think there’s a bus that takes us right
to Crispen Avenue, where the shop is.”

“Let’s go!” Ziggy said enthusiastically.
With the coins in hand, the children boarded a

bus that took them to a rundown area of town.
After asking directions they found the freshly painted
shop they were looking for. The shop seemed oddly
out of place with its white walls and gaudy, framed
windows, in what was otherwise a drab and dirty
district.

“Doesn’t look like the best part of town,” Kento
said cautiously.

“But the shop looks okay,” Chris suggested. “We
just want them to tell us how much the coins are

worth.”
“We’ve come all this way. It’ll be too late to go

to one of the other coin shops before it’s dark,”
Karen sighed. “And who says the others are going to
be any better?”

“Let’s just do it,” Chris concluded.
“Wait! I think we’re forgetting something,”

Susan called, stopping them from entering the shop.
She hadn’t been sure about doing this from the
start. Something didn’t seem right. And worse, she
kept thinking that they’d forgotten something. Then
she remembered what Gramps had repeated on
numerous accounts. “Pray always,” he had reiter-
ated. But now they were forgetting to do just that.

“What?” the others chorused, when Susan had
not pursued her train of thought.

Susan suddenly became embarrassed. She
blushed, wondering what they’d think of her. It was
one thing when it was coming from Gramps to re-
mind them to pray, but from her? She screwed her
face up at the thought. And besides, we’re just get-
ting them priced. That’s all. She shrugged and her
gaze dropped to the sidewalk. “Nothing,” she re-
plied shyly. “I ... oh, nothing!”

A buzzer announced the kids’ entrance as they
opened the door to Coin World. The manager came
out from behind a curtain with a suspiciously insin-
cere smile plastered on his face. He wore too much
hair grease, and a thick mustache hid his upper lip.
The vest he wore was strained at the buttons by his
bulging paunch*****. His eyes were small, dark and
beady, and offset by his nose that was oddly crooked
from having been broken several times. People
around these parts knew him as Skeets Manches-
ter, but no one really knew if it was his real name or
not. That was just one of his many secrets. Whoever
he was, Frisky showed his dislike immediately by a

*paunch:*paunch:*paunch:*paunch:*paunch: large stomach
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series of menacing growls.
“Frisky, stop growling,” Ziggy commanded, as

he held him back on his leash. After a tap on his
snout, Frisky reluctantly quieted down.

“And what may I do for you, boys and girls?”
Skeets asked, with a defined accent.

“We have some coins that someone gave us,
and we were wondering if you could look at them?”
Karen said.

“That’s our business. So let’s see them.”
Chris pulled out the wooden box from his back-

pack and placed it on the glass counter, carefully
opening the lid. The owner picked them up one by
one, held them up and then examined each of them
carefully under his magnifying glass for a long time.
He referred to some books on his shelf. After nearly
a half hour he put his magnifying glass down on the
counter, and looked closely at the five friends.

“Where did you say you got these?” he asked.
“From an old man, who was a good friend of

ours.”
“Was?”
“He passed away.”
“Sorry. So he left the coins to you?”
“Yes.”
“Where did he say that he got them?”
“He said that his father gave them to him.”
“Excuse me, but why are you asking all these

questions?” Susan asked.
“In my business, you can never be too careful.”
“Well, how much are they worth?” Chris asked.
The man paused momentarily, placed his fore-

arms on the glass counter and leaned forward. He
shook his head and smirked. “I must say these are
very good fakes … very good fakes, indeed. What
did this old man do for a living?”

“He was a missionary,” Chris explained.
“He traveled all over the world,” Ziggy added.
“Ah, that explains it then. The natives of these

foreign lands are always trying to pawn off bogus
coins on travelers. These coins are barely worth the
metal they’re made of. If you know what I mean.”

“No, we don’t, sir,” Chris replied stiffly. “Gramps
told us that these coins are very valuable, and that
they’ve been passed on for several generations in
his family. They should at least be worth money for
how old they are.”

“You’re a smart kid, but gullible*****. Yes, if they
had even been passed on for whatever number of
generations … ”

“Ten,” Susan interrupted.
“Ten, whatever,” Skeets said, showing a flick of

irritation. “My point is, old men often make up sto-
ries. They start going crazy and telling you things
that never happened. And I’m telling you, these coins
are no less than ten years old, and certainly not
from ancient Rome.”

“Gramps wasn’t crazy,” Ziggy said defensively.
“Just because he died, doesn’t mean he couldn’t
think properly.”

“Look, if you want I’ll do you a favor. I’ll buy
these coins from you … as a favor, only. This old
man seemed a pretty important person to you.”
Skeets’ words were smooth and defined, and a grin
played on the corners of his harsh mouth. “I’ll give
you twenty bucks for them. I could use them for my
display window. It might attract some customers.”

“Only twenty? But Gramps told us they were
very valuable.”

“Obviously he didn’t know his coins very well.
On the other hand, I am an expert in the field, and
I’m telling you, you won’t get money from anyone
for those coins. They’d make a fantastic decoration,
though.”

“We weren’t planning on selling them, mis-
ter,” Susan said resolutely. “Even if they’re not worth

*gullible:*gullible:*gullible:*gullible:*gullible: easily tricked
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anything to you, they’re worth some-
thing to us.”

The others nodded in agree-
ment. “Susan’s right,” Kento piped
up. “At least they’ll remind us of
Gramps, even if you say they’re not
worth much money.”

A scowl creased Skeets’ fore-
head, but he replaced it quickly with
a hollow smile. “I was only trying to
help. But seeing as you’ve affirmed
your decision to keep them,” he said sternly, “that
concludes our business. Have a good day, children.”

He opened the door and ushered them out. His
final words held a warning to them, as he spoke
them slowly and clearly:  “And next time, don’t
waste my time.” As the kids walked down the street,
Skeets shut the shop door, turned the “open” sign
over, placed the key in the door and locked it. The
shop was closed.

“Children,” he muttered, as he went to the
back of the shop. “They have a way of getting on my
nerves, even when I’m in a good mood.”

“CLIVE!” he bellowed, as he pulled the sepa-
rating curtain aside. A tall, muscular man stood up
immediately from his seat, where he had been drift-
ing in and out of sleep. Clive grunted his acknowl-
edgment. “Get Harrison to follow the kids that just
left the shop. They’re headed south on Crispen Av-
enue. I want to know where they’re going.”

“Why do … ”
“JUST GET TO IT!” Skeets shouted. “I don’t see

the need for you to question orders.”
“Yes, boss,” Clive murmured as he exited the

room.
“Imbeciles*****! All of them!” Skeets muttered,

enraged till his face was flushed red and his eyes
flashed like piercing knives, should anyone catch his
glare.

���

The bus ride back was a silent
one, dispelled only by a few disap-
pointed whispers. Chris had not re-
leased his hand on the backpack
that the box of coins was in. His
mouth frowned, his knuckles went
white as he tightened his grip of
the backpack. “Worthless, huh?” he
muttered in disappointment. “I
doubt it.”

As Susan stared out the window, she followed
the passing trees with her eyes, but she sat like a
statue, unmoving. Her mind churned in thought. I
wonder why I thought we shouldn’t go into the
shop. The man was not nice at all, but nothing hap-
pened. I was just getting all worried and thinking
we might lose the coins. But they’re not even worth
money, so the guy said.  I didn’t like him at all. I …

“Susan!” Karen called, shaking her.
“What?”
“I’ve called your name like three times. Come

on, it’s our stop.”
“Oh, thanks.” Susan said, as she rose from her

seat and followed the others out of the bus, then
paused for a moment as the bus drove off. “I miss
Gramps,” she whispered.

“Susan,” Karen called again. “What’s wrong
with you? Aren’t you coming to The Shack with us?”

“No, I think I’ll just go home now. See you guys
tomorrow.”

“Sure thing,” Karen said, as she ran after the
boys.

The four bounded down the sidewalk towards
Chris’ house, where their hang-out stood at the back
of the property. Their mood had changed, and they

*imbecile: *imbecile: *imbecile: *imbecile: *imbecile: offensive term used as an insult on
someone’s level of intellect
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chattered on about different things.
No one had seen the gaunt***** man exit the bus

with them; nor had they seen him enter at the same
time that they did.

Susan had been walking in the opposite direc-
tion, when she heard a whisper in her head. Turn
around.

“Huh?” she questioned aloud.
Just turn around, the thought persisted.
She stopped walking and turned in time to see

the last of the four figures as they turned the corner.
“What now?” she muttered angrily to herself. Sud-
denly a thin, gangly***** silhouette emerged from be-
hind a tree, not far from her friends, checking the
silent street to see if anyone had followed him. He
paused as he looked in her direction. Susan ducked
into a nearby gateway, holding her breath. Realiz-
ing it was her own gate, she ran to the door and
ushered herself in.

“Susan?” her mother called.
“Yes, it’s me, Mom,” she said, as she dashed up

the stairs to her room, wondering if she’d be able to
get a glimpse of the man from her bedroom window.

Looking down at the well-lit street from her
second floor bedroom it was not hard to see the
man. It looked like he was following her friends, but
then he seemed to stroll carelessly across the road,
away from them. She waited at her window, ex-
pecting to see him again, but he never showed him-
self again.

“It’s dinnertime,” her mother called, breaking
Susan’s gaze from the window.

“Coming,” she replied.
What’s up with me? Susan thought, as she

made her way downstairs. I have this feeling like
something bad is going to happen, but I don’t know

what. And then I start thinking that everything we
do is going to cause something bad to happen.
That’s so stupid. She shrugged and pushed the
thought from her mind.

But as she lay in her bed that night thinking
about everything that happened that day—hear-
ing about Gramps’ death, the idea to price the coins,
the caution she had felt, the unkind shop owner,
the voice that had caused her to turn to see the
man. “That man,” she whispered. “I must just be
getting bored, he didn’t even follow them. At least
I didn’t see it. He turned off to a different road.”

No, she thought. It’s just been a long day, and
I’m tired. But she soon found the words Gramps
had told her once, “Just because it doesn’t make
sense, doesn’t mean that the voice you hear whis-
pering in your heart is wrong. Sometimes God
speaks to us, telling us to be careful or to not do
something, and we are wise to listen to that voice.
Otherwise, we may have unexpected troubles to
deal with.”

Oh dear, I hope nothing bad is going to hap-
pen because we didn’t pray before we went off to
that shop. It would be terrible if anything happened
because I didn’t speak up.

“Please, Jesus,” she prayed. “Help me not to
be afraid to say something to my friends, even if it
seems corny or odd. I’m sorry for not listening to
the voice that told me we should pray before going
into the shop. Help me not to make that mistake
again. Amen.”

As she closed her eyes to sleep, she could
hear Gramps’ voice in her mind quoting his favor-
ite Bible verse: “All things work together for good.”
He had repeated it many times over the years that
she had known him. And with that thought she fell
into a blissful sleep.

To be continued...
*gaunt:*gaunt:*gaunt:*gaunt:*gaunt: extremely thin and bony
*gangly:*gangly:*gangly:*gangly:*gangly: awkwardly thin and tall
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Recommended age: 9 years and up. (May be read by younger children at parents’ discretion.)

Illustrations by Kristen

hat evening at the clubhouse when Ziggy,
Kento and Karen had left, Chris sat down in
front of the table that stood against the

boarded wall of The Shack. Removing the wooden
box from his backpack, he placed it on the table,
opened the lid and studied the coins in their red
velvet lining. After a few moments of studying them
he put the box in a chest that stood in the far corner
of the small hut. All their clubhouse valuables were
put in there—not that there were many—they
were more like memories. And even though these
coins had been deemed worthless, they were a trea-
sure, because Gramps had given them to their group,
and Chris was now responsible for them. Now that
Gramps had died, their worth had just doubled. They
were a remembrance of Gramps.

Chris shut the clubhouse door and locked it.
The wind bustled, sending the autumn leaves hur-
tling through the air. The wind and leaves were
dancing, it seemed. Chris walked the rest of the
path quickly, running from the chill in the night
breeze. He had not seen the shadow that stood
nearby, nor the curl of smoke that rose from the
cigarette held in the man’s fingers.

When Chris had entered the house, the man

removed a cell phone from his coat pocket and di-
aled quickly. He put the phone to his ear and took
another draw at his cigarette. “What next?” he asked
lazily.

“Did you find the place?” the voice inquired on
the other end.

“A pathetic hut. Do you want me to do any-
thing?”

“Listen carefully, I’m not going to repeat my-
self. There was a small wooden box in the boy’s
backpack, with twenty coins inside of it. Get it for
me. And don’t mess up, or I’ll have you for it.”

“Consider it done,” the man said, as he
squashed his cigarette butt with the heel of his
boot.

���

 “They’re gone!” Chris shouted, after scouring
the small chest for the wooden coin box.

 “Are you sure you put them in there?” Ziggy
asked.

“Of course I’m sure.” Chris was frantic.
“Where could they have gone?” Susan ques-

tioned.
“I don’t know. I put them in here after you guys

left, and I locked the … Oh, no!”

Five Squad—Chris, Susan, Ziggy, Kento, and their newest addition, Karen—had spent the day
with Gramps, an old man who had been a missionary in his younger years. Gramps had given Five
Squad a box with twenty ancient coins. The five returned the next day to visit Gramps, but found an
empty house. A neighbor told them that Gramps had died in the night. Sadly they returned to their
clubhouse, The Shack.

When giving the coins to the kids, Gramps described them as “very old and very valuable”;
however, when they went to get them valuated, the brusque owner of Coin World told them they
were worthless. The five set off back to their homes; they hadn’t noticed the figure following them.
But Susan felt something wasn’t right.
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“What?” the other four chorused.
“Look at this. I didn’t realize it before.” Chris

held up the padlock.
“What?” they all asked again.
“It’s been opened.”
“Yes, of course,” Kento said with a note of con-

fusion in his voice. “You opened it.”
“No I didn’t.” Chris checked his pockets. “I don’t

even have the keys with me. They’re in my bed-
room. But I know I locked this last night.”

Kento picked up the padlock, fidgeting with it.
“It’s broken. Look here, someone’s forced it, the key-
hole is all scratched, and it doesn’t close.”

“Isn’t that the new lock we just bought?” Su-
san asked.

“Yes, and it was working just fine last night!”
Chris said exasperated. “And now the coins are miss-
ing. What are we going to do?”

The clubhouse went quiet, as the five stared at
each other. Their gaze lingered on the chest for some
time. Finally Susan ended the silence.

“I was hoping something like this wouldn’t
happen after yesterday,” she whispered.

“What do you mean?” Karen inquired.
“I should’ve told you then, instead of thinking

you’d laugh or … ”
“Tell us what, Susan?” Chris interrupted.
“Oh,” she sighed and covered her face with her

hands, and then looked up at the expectant group.
“Before we went to that shop, Coin World, I had this
feeling that something wasn’t right.
Actually, I started having it before
we even left the clubhouse. Some-
thing didn’t seem right. Then just as
we were standing outside the shop,
I remembered what we’d forgotten.”

“That’s when you told us to wait
or something,” Kento filled in.

“Yes. I remembered we hadn’t

prayed, something Gramps had told us to do before
we began anything, remember?”

The others looked downcast. “I didn’t even think
of it,” Chris muttered sullenly.

“Me neither,” Kento said.
“But that’s not all,” Susan went on. “Remem-

ber, Karen, you had to call me several times before
I answered when we were on the bus?”

Karen nodded, as did the others.
“Well, again, something didn’t feel right. I didn’t

like that man at the shop, and I was suddenly miss-
ing Gramps. But when you guys went back to The
Shack, and I started on my way home, something
whispered for me to turn around. Finally I did, and I
saw this man behind you. I thought he was follow-
ing you, so I ran to my bedroom to get a better look,
but then he suddenly turned down the other road.
So I figured I was just imagining things.”

“But,” Chris said, tapping the table as he was
thinking, then he blurted out, “That road has a path-
way that leads right back to the road we were walk-
ing down, just ten paces further. ”

“Did the man see you, Susan?” Ziggy asked
excitedly.

“I thought he did, which is why I quickly ran to
my house.”

“You can’t see that path from your bedroom,”
Kento offered. “Plus, that tree next to your window
would have blocked you from seeing further down
the corner.”

“Yeah,” Susan answered. “I
stayed there for a bit, but Mom
called me to dinner.”

“I wonder who he was, and if
maybe he took the coins,” Chris
scratched his head, as he verbalized
his thoughts. “Whatever are we go-
ing to do?”

“Wait,” Susan blurted out.
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“There was something else. Just be-
fore I fell asleep, I was praying and I
remembered something Gramps al-
ways said, that verse he used to re-
peat over and over, ‘All things work
together for good.’ I went to sleep
right after that, but I felt so much
better. I was worried before that, that
something was going to happen.”

“I don’t know what good can come out of this,”
Karen muttered.

“I don’t either, but there must be something.
We just need to find it.”

“We should pray, like Gramps told us to do
when we don’t know what to do next,” Chris said.

They held hands while Chris prayed. When they
had finished, no one spoke; they just sat, thinking
about the whole scenario that had taken place. But
something was different. They were doing the right
thing by praying, and it felt good.

“Every time I think about the coins, I’m always
reminded of that man’s face at the shop. He really
wasn’t a nice guy,” Ziggy said in concerned thought.

“I wonder … ” Chris’ voice trailed, and the
others sat silently in anticipation. “No one else knew
about the coins,” he continued. “Did you guys tell
anyone?”

“No,” they all answered.
“So then why would anyone break into a kids’

clubhouse, huh?”
“Isn’t it strange how that Mr. Manchester said

the coins were not valuable, but Gramps had told
us the exact opposite?” Karen raised the question.
“If only we had some way to know.”

“They have books about old coins in the li-
brary,” Kento declared. “We could always go see if
they have them in there.”

“Yeah, let’s do that!” Ziggy jumped up with
excitement.

“Wait,” Chris said, placing his
hand on Ziggy’s arm. “We’d better
remember to not make the same
mistake we made yesterday. We
should pray first.”

They bowed their heads as
Ziggy said a prayer for their ven-
ture to the library.

“I feel so much better doing it
this way!” Susan exclaimed with a smile.

“Me too,” Ziggy said.
“I wasn’t too sure about going to the library,

because I didn’t think it would do anything for us,”
Susan said. “But after we prayed I felt like we should
go, at least so we can know, and stuff. After all,
that’s why we went to that shop in the first place.”

They all agreed and set off for the nearby library.
���

“I found it!” Susan declared ecstatically. “It’s a
book about ancient coins.”

“Are our coins in there?” Karen asked, as the
others gathered around.

A woman at an adjacent table hushed them
with a near interminable***** “shhhh,” and the five
apologized, and continued in whispers.

“You’ll never believe it.” Susan opened the book
to a page that had a color photograph of an ancient
coin. “Doesn’t this coin look familiar? Just like one
that we had—a Roman coin. It says that this one
coin alone is worth 100,000 dollars!”

“100,000 dollars?” they chorused.
“That’s if they’re real. If the shop owner was

right, about them being fakes, then they’re not worth
anything.”

“But then why would they disappear?” Ziggy
asked.

“I don’t know. I’m just presenting the other

*interminable:*interminable:*interminable:*interminable:*interminable: unending
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side.” Susan closed the book and took
it to the library desk to check it out.
The others followed her out of the li-
brary, quickly making their way back
to Chris’ back yard, where The Shack
stood.

���

“Let’s just say that Mr. Manches-
ter stole them, or had someone steal
them from us, how would we get them
back?” Karen asked, as the five held
their investigative discussion.

“We could call the police, and tell them our
coins got stolen and who we think did it,” Ziggy
offered.

“The police?” Kento asked, as he fiddled with
the painting Gramps had given them along with
the coins.

“It was just a thought.”
“Well, maybe if we had something more to go

on,” Susan suggested. “But I don’t think the police
would believe our story. We don’t even have proof
that we own the coins.”

They weren’t getting anywhere just sitting
around, and a sunken feeling had settled over them.

“People, look at this,” Kento cried excitedly, as
he waved an envelope over his head.

“What’s that?”
“It’s an envelope I found in the back of the

angel painting.  I was just adjusting the string to
hang it, and I saw a corner of this envelope sticking
out,” Kento said, as he pulled some photos out of it
and a receipt. “It says it’s an official appraisal***** of
the coins, and there are photographs too.”

“Guess this proves they weren’t fakes, like Mr.
Manchester said they were,” Chris said gloomily.

“But where are they? Maybe we should go back
to Coin World and check the place out.” Susan threw
out the idea.

“It won’t be that easy,” Kento
said. “You can’t just go in there and
say we think he stole our coins. It
doesn’t work like that.”

“I know. But I have this feeling
that Mr. Manchester has something
to do with this.”

“We could always just go that
way,” Chris proposed.

“Sitting around here isn’t going
to make the coins reappear.” Ziggy
shrugged.

And they set off once again in the direction of
Coin World.

���

“And what brings the lot of you back here?”
Skeets asked. “Did you decide that the twenty bucks
was tempting for those worthless coins?”

“Actually sir,” Karen narrowed her eyes as she
addressed him, “those ‘worthless’ coins, as you call
them, went missing. Someone’s taken them.”

“Ha!” roared Skeets. “That’s so sad. You’re say-
ing that someone stole your metal collection? Oh,
that’s a good one!” And he erupted into another fit
of laughter.

“We don’t find it so funny, mister,” Chris said
sternly. “Those coins were not worthless like you
said they were. And we have proof of that.”

“Proof, huh? Well, let’s see it.”
“I don’t think so.” Susan was direct as she

stepped up to the counter. “We just came here to
find out if you’ve seen them, seeing as you’re the
only other person outside of our group who knows
about the coins.”

“Are you accusing me of having something to
do with your missing coins, kid?” Skeets eyed her

*appraisal: *appraisal: *appraisal: *appraisal: *appraisal: document proving the value of an
item
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fiercely.  “That’s not a nice thing to do. But,” he sighed
and relaxed his scowl. “I understand how terrible
this must be for you. Unfortunately, I am not able to
be much of a help to you, seeing as I have not seen
your coins since you left my shop yesterday.”

“Is that really the truth?” Kento challenged,
emerging from the back of the group, and pointed
his finger at Skeets. “You told us the coins were
worth nothing, when actually they’re very valuable.
How do we know you’re not lying now?”

“Kento,” Chris whispered, pulling on his arm.
“Don’t get angry, it’s not going to help anything.”

Kento retreated, but his face flushed red. His
eyes were squint, and his lips flattened by his anger.

“Disrespectful children annoy me,” Skeets said
angrily. “You asked me your question, now off with
you. I don’t have time for your offensive accusa-
tions. Now get out of my shop. And don’t come back
to my shop, ever! Do you understand?”

They hurried from the shop and down the street,
not looking back.

���

When they got back to The Shack to talk about
what to do next everyone was downcast, even Frisky.

“Guys, I’m sorry for getting all upset like that in
the shop,” Kento apologized. “I don’t like that guy at
all. And if you ask me, he probably is the one who
took the coins.”

“That’s okay, Kento,” Ziggy said.
And the other four agreed.

“He’s an easy man to dislike,”
Susan chimed in. “He’s not honest. And
when you anger him, he only seems to
get worse.”

She shuddered. “He gives me the
creeps.”

“So what are we going to do now?”
Chris asked.

The only answer was silence. No

one had a clue of what to do.
Kento still held the envelope that had the coin

appraisal in it. He pulled out the papers to look at
them again. “Hey, I never saw this before! There’s a
note from Gramps in here,” Kento said, pulling a
slip of paper from the envelope. It was written in
Gramps’ neat cursive handwriting.

“What’s it say? Read it, will you?” Susan asked
eagerly.

“Okay.” Kento started to read slowly, making
each word count.

To the Five Squad,
Even if it looks like you have lost everything,

there is always a way to get it back. It is never too
late to do the right thing. The answer is just a phone
call away.—Jer.33:3.

Love,
Your Gramps
“That’s pretty cryptic. But it’s almost like he

knew we were going to lose the coins,” Ziggy sug-
gested.

“What’s that part about the telephone?” Karen
asked.

“Remember Gramps told us about knowing
the future by asking God about it? That’s what this
is saying,” Chris answered.

Kento remembered the verse clearly. “Oh, that’s
right. He said that God’s telephone number is

Jer.33:3—’Call unto Me, and I will an-
swer you, and show you … great and
mighty things, that thou knowest not.’”

“We sure didn’t pray at the be-
ginning,” Susan said. “We just acted
on impulse.”

“I guess we can ask now. Maybe
He still has something to say. Let’s try
it,” Chris suggested.

The response was unanimous,
and after a short prayer everyone got

29



quiet, waiting for the Lord to show them what to do
next. Even Frisky was respectfully curled up in a
corner quietly.

After a few moments of silence, Chris began. “I
got this feeling that we should go back to the shop,
and look in the back, that we’ll find something that
will help us get the coins back, but that we need to
be careful, because we’ll be on dangerous territory.
Especially after our last meeting with Skeets.”

“I was reminded of this Bible story I read one
time. I just don’t see how it goes with things now,”
Susan said hesitantly.

“Tell us!” the others said eagerly.
“Okay,” Susan replied. “Like I said, I’m not sure

what it means, but I just remembered it so clearly.”
“What was it?” Chris asked.
“It’s when Jesus said that some of his enemies

were like white tombs, looking real beautiful on the
outside, but inside were full of dead men’s bones,
and yucky stuff like that.” (See Mat.23:27.)

“Whoa … that is pretty different. I wonder
what it could mean?” Chris pondered aloud.

“If it’s of any help, the outside of the Coin World
shop is painted white,” Karen suggested.

“And the owner wasn’t honest. He gave me
the creeps,” Ziggy added.

“Guys, if we found out that he’s doing some-
thing illegal, we might be able to get the police in
there to arrest him. Then we could get our coins
back,” Kento said.

“It’s not that simple,” Chris said.
“Maybe not,” Kento offered. “But

I didn’t like that Mr. Manchester. And
we’ve got to think of something to do.”

“I wonder what Gramps
would’ve done in a situation like
this?” Ziggy said.

“Wait,” Susan said. “Just be-
cause things have gone wrong

doesn’t mean there’s no way to make them right.
Let’s just each pray and think for a little.”

Everyone was quiet again, trying to think how
to find the missing coins.

 “I have this real strong feeling that we need
to go back to the shop,” Chris said again. I know it
sounds risky, but if we set up precautions, like just
two of us go, and the others keep watch from a
distance.”

 “I was thinking the same thing, and … ”
Susan paused. “You know I was telling you about
that voice that told me to turn around last night,
well I heard it again, it said to pray and go.”

“Let’s pray then,” Kento said enthusiastically.
After the prayer they agreed that Chris and

Susan should go first, being the oldest of the group.
The other three would stay not far behind.

���

It was late afternoon when they reached the
shop. Chris and Susan led the way, with the other
three following at a distance.

“Let’s go around the back,” Chris whispered.
The alley behind the shop was narrow. They

managed to find a doorway to hide in. There the
two waited for some time until the dusk shadows
settled.

“Maybe nothing is going to happen today. We
could try again tomorrow,” Susan whispered, obvi-
ously disappointed.

“Let’s just give it a little more time.”
Just then a black Cadillac pulled up nearby.

“Wonder who that is,” Chris
said.

A man wearing sunglasses and
a long, black overcoat emerged from
the car. He handed a large package
to another man who had come from
the back entrance of Coin World.

Chris and Susan looked at each
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other.
“This could be interesting,” Chris

said.
“I’ll write down the license num-

ber,” Susan whispered. She pulled out
a pen and wrote the number down on
the palm of her hand. “Let’s wait until
he’s gone inside, then we can look in
the trash can by the shop and see if
there’s anything interesting left in
there,” Chris suggested.

“Do you think that’s smart?”
“Don’t worry, we’ll be careful,” Chris reassured

her.
“If you think so,” Susan agreed reluctantly.
Gingerly they approached the garbage cans

and each lifted one of the lids. There were papers
scattered in the inside.

“A ton of papers is all I’m finding. Most of them
are ripped and I can’t read them,” Susan said.

“Check this, something about horse gambling.
And something about Columbia,” Chris said as he
picked up and read some of the receipts.

“This one is for a money deposit in a bank in
the Cayman Islands. Wonder what this all means,”
Susan said.

“Probably something illegal,” Chris concluded.
Just then there was a noise at the back door

and it swung open; a man emerged. Susan gasped.
It was the same gaunt figure she had seen follow-
ing the four the night before. Realizing that they
had been discovered, Chris and Susan turned to es-
cape, but instead they rammed into a huge bruiser,
who stood on the other side of the trash cans. He
grabbed each of them in his monstrous arms, and
shook them until they stopped fighting for release.

“What are you kids doing snooping around
here?” he asked angrily.

“We were just trying to find cool stuff in your

garbage,” Chris said lamely, trying to
find something that would get them
out of the mess.

“Really? And did you find any-
thing you were looking for?” the hu-
man bulldog asked.

Chris shook his head.
“It’s him,” Susan whispered.
“Him who?” Chris asked.
Susan nodded her head in the

direction of the thin man who stood nearby. His
bony fingers awkwardly held a cigarette close to
his mouth. His hand shook slightly. Susan caught
his eye, and an eerie smile spread across his
face. Susan shivered. The man turned his back and
exhaled a breathe of smoke.

“Take them to the boss,” he told the other
man who still held the kids in his unforgiving grasp.
He then turned and walked down the alley, away
from the shop.

The reluctant pair were dragged into the back
room and plunked onto two chairs that were back
to back, while the huge man stood menacingly
nearby to make sure they didn’t get up. “Boss,” he
called, “I got something for you.”

“It’d better be something good, Clive. I don’t
have time for your ‘discoveries’ these days,” Skeets
Manchester said, as he entered the room with a
scowl wrinkling his forehead, and his dark eyes
squinted.

“Just caught these kids snooping around out
back. Said they were looking for cool stuff,” Clive
chuckled.

“Cool stuff, eh?” responded Skeets. “But aren’t
you the kids with those coins? I clearly recall telling
you not to come back to my shop, did I not?”

“You took them!” Susan screamed. “We want
them back!”

Skeets answered calmly, “So sorry, kid—things
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don’t work like that in this world. I must thank you,
though, for making me fabulously wealthy!”

“You sold them?” Chris asked, hoping he hadn’t
heard correctly.

“We’re going to sell them tomorrow night,”
the bruiser said.

“Zip it, Clive! Don’t tell them nothing. It ain’t
their business!” He then turned to Susan and Chris.
“So you think you’re going to find something in the
trash, huh? Let’s see about that. Search them,” he
told Clive, while he pulled a cigar from his vest
pocket.

Clive searched their pockets, pulling out little
scraps of paper. When he’d finished frisking them,
he plopped them back on their chairs and scruti-
nized the papers he’d collected from them. “Looks
like receipts, banking bits and pieces, and a few
other pieces of kid junk. Oh, and she’s got a license
number scribbled on her hand.”

“Don’t tell me, Clive, that you dumped those
papers out back!” Skeets hollered. His face flushed
with fury. “Don’t you ever learn, you dimwit?”

 Skeets’ rage switched off instantly as he turned
to the two kids, and a sly grin played on his mouth.
“But that wasn’t very smart of you either, was it?
Sticking your nose in other people’s business, eh?”

He came close and lifted Susan’s chin to get a
closer look. “Now then, didn’t your parents ever teach
you anything? Silly kids, thinking you found some-
thing on me! Who’s ever going to know now?”

He turned to Clive. “Take our little friends down-
stairs to the tunnel.”

Clive grabbed Chris and Susan roughly by the
arms, opened a door in the room and as they walked
down the stairs he would occasionally shove them
to get them moving faster. At the bottom of the
stairs he pressed a button on a wall, which slid
open to reveal a dark tunnel with doors leading to
many rooms on both sides. The lights flickered on,

and Clive pushed the kids further down the tunnel.
Finally he opened another door and threw them
inside. There was a foul smell in the air, and Susan
and Chris started coughing immediately.

“We’re going to keep you here for awhile till
we figure out what to do with you.”

“How long will that take?” Susan asked.
“No telling. We never did figure out what to do

with our last guests,” the bruiser said, with a guf-
faw. To him it was just another cruel game.

The door slammed shut, and Chris and Susan
were plunged into absolute blackness. In the dark-
ness Chris and Susan prayed that they would live
through this ordeal. Even though they were tired,
thirsty, and very uncomfortable to say the least, they
tried to stay cheerful by singing and quoting any-
thing that they could remember.

���

“They’ve been caught!” Kento said frantically.
Ziggy, Karen and him had watched Susan and Chris
being dragged off by a huge man.

“What can we do?” Karen said desperately.
“We’ve got to think of something fast.”

“But what?” asked Ziggy.
“I don’t know … maybe it’s time to get on the

phone again?” Karen suggested.
“Right, let’s do it,” Kento said.
They prayed, got quiet and waited for direc-

tion. Ziggy spoke up first, “You know the verse, ‘He
shall give His angels charge over thee’? Well, that
and a picture of a policeman came to mind when
we were praying. I think it’s time to call the police
to help us find Chris and Susan.”

“I agree,” Karen confirmed his statement.
“Maybe this trouble is going to help us to catch

these crooks and get our coins back, somehow,”
Kento said.

Frisky barked eagerly in agreement.
“That would be nice. Let’s hurry. I saw a police
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station a couple streets down,” Ziggy
said, as they hurried down the street.

“You know, I’m starting to like
this stopping-to-hear-from-God thing.
It’s pretty cool!” Karen said excitedly,
as she ran with the others.

���

 Kento, Ziggy, and Karen boldly
stepped up to the police desk, with
Frisky following close behind.

“No dogs allowed,” the police officer said, lift-
ing only an eyebrow in acknowledgement of the
kids.

“Oh, but where do we put him?” Kento asked.
“You can just tie him outside, we just can’t

have dogs at the station. So what do you kids want?”
the officer asked.

Ziggy took a deep breath and started his ex-
planation, complete with hand movements. “Two
of our friends are in super big trouble because they
were captured by a mean man at Coin World, who
stole our ancient coins from us. They need rescuing
right away. We’ve got to get there quick before some-
thing bad happens to them and … ”

The officer looked up from the paper he was
reading, “Friends? Which friends? Just the facts, kids,
just the facts. You know—names, ages, addresses,
boring stuff like that.”

Ziggy was too worked up and emotional to
answer many questions, so Karen gave the police
officer all the details he needed.

He picked up the phone, and dialed a number,
“See if you can get a search warrant on this place,
what’s it called?”

“Coin World. That’s spelled C-O-I-N … ” Ziggy
spoke up.

“Thanks,” the officer replied politely, and then
continued on with his phone conversation. “The
name seems to ring a bell, check up on it, will you.”

���

Ziggy, Karen, and Kento arrived
at Coin World with three police offic-
ers, to see if they could find Susan
and Chris.

A hastily-written sign on the
front door read, “Closed—on vaca-
tion.”

“We saw them last around the
back of the shop, before the guy

dragged them in.” Kento directed the officers to the
back entrance.

Frisky was already running to the back, barking
all the way. He jumped on the door, scratching fran-
tically. The others reached the door a few moments
later. The door was closed as well. The trash cans
were overturned, and garbage spilt from them.

“Doesn’t look like there’s much going on here,”
a Lieutenant Gibbs said.

“Check this out,” his partner called, picking up
a wallet.

“That’s Chris’ wallet!” Kento exclaimed.
“Check.” He took the wallet from the officer’s hand
and fumbled through it, retrieving an identity card.
“Chris Fulton. Just like we said.”

The lieutenant looked concerned. “Did you get
the warrant, Hooper?” He asked the other officer.

“Yeah.”
“See if anyone’s inside. But first lets get the

kids back to the car, where Warren can keep an eye
on them. We don’t want any unnecessary trouble.”

Though Karen, Ziggy and Kento protested, they
acquiesced, realizing that their cooperation was
needed, if the police were to help them.

Officer Hooper knocked on the door several
times, calling loudly: “This is the police. Open the door!
We know you are in there!” There was no answer.

“Open up or we will have to break the door
down,” Hooper called out.
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Ziggy overheard his words, and asked Warren,
who was in the car with them, “Will they really
break down the door?”

“Perhaps. Maybe if they don’t open it and
they’re actually in there,” he responded.

A shuffle of feet and some voices were heard,
and then the bolt was lifted and the door opened.

“What can I do for you?” Skeets asked
nonchalantly.

“We are looking for these two missing per-
sons—a boy named Chris Fulton and a girl named
Susan Grimbaldi. They are about twelve years old.
Have you seen them?” The lieutenant asked, as he
held up a photo for the owner to look at closely.

“We received a report that they were seen
being hauled off through this back entrance. Do you
know anything about that?”

“Can’t say that I do.”
“Hmmm, is that the case! Funny, because I have

three witnesses who followed the two missing chil-
dren here,” the lieutenant said, pointing to the three
kids sitting in the police car.

“Those kids again!” Skeets exclaimed.
“So you have seen them before,” the lieuten-

ant said.
Skeets was immediately on the defensive,

“They came with some worthless coins the other
day. And then again today, they returned, with some
accusation or another, when their coins went miss-
ing. Terribly rude children, if you ask
me. I sent them away, and asked them
not to return. Is that a crime?”

“Where are our friends?” Karen
yelled from the car. The officer held his
hand up, and Karen calmed down.

“Do you mind if we look around?”
Lieutenant Gibbs asked.

“Of course not. I have nothing to
hide.”

“Warren, keep the kids and the dog in the car
while we go in to search the place,” the lieutenant
called out.

Karen, Ziggy and Kento waited for close to an
hour until the police finally returned.

“It looks clean,” the main officer said. “We
searched everywhere.”

“There must be some mistake,” Karen said.
Frisky was now barking loudly. Kento held the

dog back the best he could but finally Frisky bowled
him over and began to dash madly towards the
open back door of the shop.

 Frisky ran as fast as he could into the store.
“Maybe he’s looking for Susan and Chris!” Kento

exclaimed.
“Let’s go. Follow that dog!” the lieutenant yelled.
When everyone caught up with Frisky, he had

settled himself in front of a section of the wall where
there was a bookcase, and was barking furiously.
Skeets Manchester tried to kick him away, but the
dog kept coming back to the same section of wall.

“What is behind this bookshelf?” the officer
asked.

“A wall. Cement, and then some more cement,”
Skeets Manchester said with a smirk.

“Examine this area carefully, Hooper.”
“Hey, look at this, lieutenant. Looks like there’s

something behind this bookshelf.” After searching
for several minutes they found a small crack along

the side of the bookcase that they
forced open with a crowbar.

“Look, a tunnel!” Gibbs said.
“Well, I’ll be!” Skeets offered

lamely. “And all this time here I never
even knew it existed!”

The two policemen were so pre-
occupied with their discovery of the
tunnel that they failed to notice that
Skeets was slowly making his way to
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the stairs to escape. Clive stood be-
tween Skeets and the police.

The lieutenant called on his ra-
dio for backup.

Frisky was now barking loudly at
Skeets Manchester and grabbed ahold
of his pant leg. The dog wouldn’t let
go, no matter how hard Skeets tried
to shake him off.

“Skeets is trying to get away,” Kento suddenly
called out, having run in after Frisky. The other two
had followed as well.

At that moment Clive pulled out a gun and
fired at the police. The bullets zinged past them.

“Get down!” the lieutenant called out to Ziggy.
The other two also got the message and quickly
hugged the floorboards behind an overturned table.

Skeets had managed to shake the dog off of
him and was running up the stairs, with Clive close
behind. The police tried to follow, but Clive turned
every few seconds and shot at them.

The lieutenant pulled out his gun and returned
fire. A bullet caught Clive in the lower leg and the
big man fell hard. Within seconds the lieutenant
had confiscated Clive’s gun and handcuffed him.

Officer Hooper ran to catch up with Skeets. He
made a flying leap and they both fell down in a
heap on the floor. After a struggle Hooper got the
advantage over Skeets and snapped handcuffs on
him too.

“You kids will pay for this,” Skeets shouted.
“I wouldn’t get into that. You have a lot of ex-

plaining to do, Mr. Manchester,” Lieutenant Gibbs
warned him.

Once backup arrived, the two men were taken
to the police station. While several of the other po-
lice busied themselves by further checking Coin
World, Ziggy, Karen, and Kento took off down the
tunnel to try to find Chris and Susan.

As they followed the tunnel they
called every few feet and listened.
Soon they heard a banging on one door
and some muffled yells.

They unlatched and finally
opened the door. Chris and Susan
came out into the hallway and blinked
as their eyes adjusted to the light.

“Are we happy to see you!” Chris
said, as they all exchanged hugs.

“So are we!” the three exclaimed.
“It’s a good thing you came when you did. No

telling what they would have done to us,” Susan
said.

“We’ll need to take you down to the police
station to get your statements and the full story of
what happened from each of you. Then we’ll take
you home,” Gibbs said, as he joined the others.

After Five Squad had gone through the differ-
ent questions the police asked of them, Gibbs and
Hooper drove them home. As they left they told the
five kids, “Tomorrow morning we will come by to
see how you’re all doing, and also in case we need
any other information that may have slipped our
minds today. Could everyone meet at Chris’ house
at 10:30?”

“Sure,” they agreed.
Chris spoke up: “Lieutenant, could we ask you a

favor?”
“What’s that?”
“Were the coins found?”
“We haven’t found anything yet. But we’re look-

ing.”
���

At exactly 10:29 a.m. Lieutenant Gibbs and
Officer Hooper appeared at the front door of Chris’
house. The five were sitting around the living room,
and quickly got up to greet the officers.

After a lengthy interrogation, the police were
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satisfied with the information they had gathered
from the kids, and were going to do a further inves-
tigation into Skeets Manchester’s affairs. The two
got up to leave.

“Thank you for your help in breaking this case,
we’ve been after Skeets for some time. We may
need you to testify at the court hearing. We’ll see,”
the lieutenant said.

“Sir, did you find the coins?” Susan asked.
“The coins? I almost forgot,” the lieutenant

said with a smile. He nodded to the officer with
him, who went out to the back trunk of his car and
pulled the familiar box out of a large bag. He came
inside and handed it to the lieutenant.

“We found them. Apparently you have yourself
quite a treasure here. I’d be careful where you put
them next.”

“Thanks, sir!” Chris said, as he gladly received
the box.

“Now, be careful with them. They may not be
so easy to get back next time,” the lieutenant said.

“Believe me, we will,” Chris said. The others
voiced their wholehearted agreement.

Frisky also barked his agreement. Everyone
laughed.

“I’m amazed at how it all seemed to work out
for you kids,” Lieutenant Gibbs stated. “You’re very
lucky children.”

“Actually, sir,” Susan replied. “It’s only because
we prayed when we didn’t know what to do that
helped us. It’s what Gramps, the man who gave us
the coins, taught us to do.”

“Well, then I have to say that you children have
a fine treasure in your prayer, and in your coins!” the
lieutenant exclaimed. Officer Hooper nodded his
head in agreement.

The members of Five Squad looked at each
other and smiled. It couldn’t have turned out better.

When I was with you often the Lord gave me very vivid dreams, illustrations that would help me
to understand a situation. Or sometimes the dreams were used to explain a problem that we needed
an answer for. In the dreams I often played a different role. In some of the dreams I was a refugee,
fleeing and running away, in other ones I was a child, and still in others I was somebody important.
The Lord spoke to me in different ways through these dreams, using them as parallels to help me
understand a situation. And after the dreams the Lord always gave me an explanation for them,
which I would then pass on to you.

The children receiving these valuable coins from the old man represent how you have had
invaluable jewels passed on to you through the Word that your parents have taught you. But at times
it’s easy to not think of them as valuable, and so you do not care for them as much. But if they were
to be taken away from you, as in your Bible or Word books being taken from you, like the coins were
stolen from the children in this story, suddenly the value and worth of them would become apparent.

In this story there is the monetary worth, and the remembrance of their Gramps. But for you the
treasure is much more valuable. There is no money equal to the precious treasures that have been
passed on to you within the Word. Nothing at all. And one day you’ll be glad you treasured them and
did not allow the Enemy to steal them from you, because of your ignorance.

Treasure the Word, and you’ll find it bringing new meaning to your life. (End of message.)
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In their last adventure, Five Squad were involved in the hunt for Skeets Manchester, who had organized the theft
of a valuable case with twenty Roman coins, given to them by Gramps before he died. They successfully identified Skeets
as the coordinator of this crime and were able to find the coins, thanks to the help of the city police.

ook at this photo in the paper of Skeets
Manchester being led away in handcuffs to
prison!” Chris exclaimed.

“Scary! Quite the scowl,” Kento remarked, peer-
ing over Chris’ shoulder to get a better look.

“You know, guys, sometimes I feel sorry for
him,” Susan said, as she came over to look at the
picture with the rest of them.

Ziggy waltzed over and commented
nonchalantly: “I don’t feel a bit sorry for him. I think
he got what he deserved.”

“Who knows?” Susan replied. “Anyone can
change. Remember that story Gramps told us about
the criminal who found Jesus and changed his life.”

Ziggy shrugged his shoulders. “I guess so, but
it seems hard to imagine Skeets Manchester ever
changing.”

“Check this out! It even mentions Frisky in the
newspaper article. Look, ‘Dog assists in the arrest
of a wanted criminal!’” Chris said, stroking the hero
of the day and scratching behind his ears. Frisky
barked in appreciation.

“Read us the whole article out loud, Chris,”

Kento said.
Chris read the newspaper article aloud to the

others. They savored hearing the recap of every de-
tail of their last adventure.

“I don’t know about you, but I’m sure glad that
Skeets is behind bars,” Kento said with a sigh of
relief, as the tale came to a close.

“I’m glad you put the coins in the safe in your
parents’ house, Chris—just in case one of his crooks
tries to steal them again,” Ziggy said.

 “And may I be an old man before Skeets ever
gets out again,” Kento added.

“How much time in jail was he sentenced to?”
Susan asked.

“The article didn’t say. The sentencing trial will
be next week,” Chris said, pasting the article in Five
Squad’s scrapbook.

“Guys, why don’t we play a game tonight or
something. Anyone interested?” Ziggy asked.

“What game were you thinking of playing?”
Kento replied.

“Pictionary?” Ziggy suggested.
“Not for me, thanks. I’m not in the mood for art
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at this moment. I only just finished my last school
art project, and I’m not so good at drawing to begin
with,” Kento said.

“Maybe there’s something else we could play,”
Chris suggested. “Hmmm, what about a card game
or something?”

“I don’t think we have any cards here,” Susan
said. “We had them at my house last, and I don’t
think we ever brought them back.”

“Doesn’t seem like there’s much else to play
at this point,” Ziggy said, with a sigh and a slight
shrug of his shoulders.

“I guess not,” Kento said in agreement.
The clubhouse went silent for a few moments.

Finally Ziggy ended the silence. “Has anyone seen
Karen around?”

“I was about to ask you the same thing. I
haven’t seen her since Gramps’ funeral,” Kento re-
marked.

“Oh dear, I meant to tell you guys,” Susan said.
“See, she usually sits next to me in school, but I
haven’t seen her since school began this week—
three days so far. So I asked one of my teachers if
she knew anything about where Karen was, and
she said that her mother wasn’t well, and so Karen
was staying at home for a few days. Or something
like that.”

“That’s sad,” Ziggy said.
“Did you go to Karen’s house to see her,

though?” Chris asked.
“Yes, but when I went by there earlier this

afternoon she wasn’t there either,” Susan said. “Her
mother said that she had gone out in
the morning and hadn’t returned yet.
I think her mother was a bit worried.”

“I wonder why she didn’t say any-
thing to us about her mother being
sick,” Kento questioned thoughtfully.

“Maybe she wanted to think
things through a bit. But I say we fig-
ure out where she is and how she’s

doing,” Susan said determinedly.
“Hmmm, where to look?” Ziggy asked, scratch-

ing his head.
“Let’s split up and check different places where

she might be,” Kento suggested. “You know, her
favorite hangouts. She’s got to be somewhere.”

Everyone agreed with the idea, and Chris put
their plan into organized action. “Kento, how about
you check at her house again. Then check all the
regular places around that area where she likes to
go—the roller rink, any stores around there—
places like that.

“Ziggy, why don’t you check with the manager
of Ice Cream Palace to see if she’s been there lately.”

“Sure. I was getting hungry for some ice
cream,” Ziggy said with a playful grin.

“On second thought, maybe we should pair up,
just to be safe. Kento and Ziggy, you could make a
team. Oh, and why don’t you take Frisky with you?”

“Sounds good. Two gets it done better,” Kento
said to Ziggy, as they gave each other a friendly
handshake that involved a couple of hand flips and
thumb wiggles.

“And three is better yet,” Ziggy replied, as he
stroked Frisky, who was now barking excitedly. He
could tell he was about to get some action.

Chris turned to Susan. “You want to be my
partner?” he asked.

“Sure. Where were you thinking of looking?”
she asked.

“I thought of the park and the roller rink.”
“Sounds good to me,” Susan agreed.

“Let’s meet back here at six,”
Chris said.

After saying a short prayer for
their safekeeping and that they would
find Karen soon, the two teams headed
their separate directions. However,
finding Karen turned out to be not
nearly as easy as they had thought.

After more than an hour of look-
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ing, Chris and Susan wondered if they
would ever find Karen. They sat down
on a deserted park bench, trying to
figure out where to look next.

“We’re getting nowhere,” Chris
said, “and we’ve run out of places to
look. Got any ideas?”

Susan hesitated a moment, and
then said, “Not really. And you might
think I’m being weird or something by saying this,
but…” She paused and then went silent.

“But what? Come on, Sue, what are you think-
ing? Tell me, we’re friends.”

“Well, it seems like we’re making it hard on
ourselves by trying to do it all on our own instead of
asking the Lord to help us.”

“You’re right,” Chris agreed. “Let’s ask the Chief
Detective. Like Gramps said, ‘The eyes of the Lord
are in every place.’”

No sooner had Chris closed his eyes than a
picture came to his mind.

“I see a picture of a hill and the phrase comes
to me. … ‘She is visiting me.’”

“What does the hill look like?”
“I see some bushes and some flowers and…”

Chris’ voice trailed off.
“And what?”
“Gravestones!”
“Spooky. What’s it mean?”
“Of course!” Chris clapped his hands in sudden

realization.
“Of course what!?”
“Karen must be visiting Gramps’ gravesite at

the Hail Mary Hill Cemetery.”
“What have we got to lose? Let’s go have a

look.”
Chris and Susan found Karen on the top of the

hill crying. She saw them coming and tried to wipe
her eyes and straighten her hair a little.

“Uh, hi, guys,” she said, smiling weakly.
“Karen, we’ve been looking everywhere for you!

We’ve missed you. What are you do-
ing here?” Chris asked.

“Nothing. I’m just visiting
Gramps.”

“But why are you crying?”
Susan asked.

“Oh, it’s just that my eyes hurt,”
Karen said, pretending.

“We heard that your mother
was sick,” Chris said. “So sorry about that.”

Karen buried her face in her hands and couldn’t
hold the tears back any longer.

“Are you okay, Karen? Why don’t you tell us
what’s up?” Chris said, placing his hand gently on
Karen’s knee.

After a moment’s silence Karen sighed. “It’s
probably going to sound real stupid to you.”

“Why?” the other two chorused.
“Last week I came home and I found out that

my mom is sick … real sick.”
“I’m so sorry,” Susan said quietly, as she put

her arms around her friend.”
After a moment’s pause, Karen continued. “She

has cancer. The doctors say that she only has a year
to live—two at the most,” Karen said in between
sobs.

“Oh dear. But you know, people have recovered
from cancer before. Who knows? Miracles still hap-
pen today,” Chris said hopefully.

“Do you think so?”
“I know so. There are all those stories in the

Bible of people getting healed from all kinds of dis-
eases.”

“I suppose. But that happened a long time ago.”
“Gramps told us about a lot of people he saw

getting healed,” Susan said.
At the mention of Gramps, Karen began crying

again.
“Is there anything else you want to talk

about?” Susan asked, terribly concerned about her
friend.
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Between sobs, Karen managed to
answer. “I wish Gramps hadn’t died so
that he could still help us. Maybe he
would know how to get through this. I
miss him.”

“I felt the same way about
Gramps,” Susan said. “But then I had to
ask myself what I was sad about, be-
cause he’s so much happier in Heaven,
I’m sure.”

“I miss him too,” Chris said, with a slightly
perplexed look on his face. He faced Karen. “If you
don’t mind me asking, why do you miss Gramps so
much if you only met him once?”

Karen answered, “I know. It doesn’t really make
sense, but Gramps was so amazing. I never met
anyone like him before. He was so kind to us—
giving us those coins and all. And he taught us some
really cool stuff. And I liked the stories you guys
have told me about him.”

“Gramps sure was an incredible guy,” Chris
said.

Karen continued. “I just wish that he was here
so that he could tell me what to do about my mom.”

“Karen, have you ever thought that maybe
Gramps is looking out for us and helping us right
now?” Susan suggested.

“You mean like a ghost?” Karen asked.
“Like a ghost, I suppose—a friendly ghost, of

course,” Chris said.
The thought of Gramps being a friendly ghost

made the three laugh a bit, which came as a wel-
come relief for Karen. Then there was a moment of
silence.

Karen brushed a straying tear from her cheek.
“It doesn’t seem fair that she has to be so sick. Why
her? Why my mom?”

“I know how you feel,” Chris said comfortingly.
“You see, my real dad died when I was younger in a
very bad accident. I was seven when it happened. I
was so angry that he died, but my mom told me all

about how happy he was in his new
life in Heaven. Of course, I thought it
was a bummer, because I didn’t have a
dad any more, but she said that God
would take care of us. And just a while
after that, Jack showed up, and he’s
been like my dad ever since.”

“I didn’t know about your dad,
Chris. I’m so sorry,” Karen said in re-
sponse. “But I don’t really want another

mother.”
“Your mother is very special,” Susan said. “And

you don’t know for certain that she’s going to die
from this cancer. You have to think otherwise. Maybe
God will do a miracle and heal her.”

“We should definitely pray for your mother ev-
ery day,” Chris said.

“How is your dad taking it?” Susan asked.
“He’s being so brave. Both my parents are tak-

ing it so well. They say we’re just going to have to
take it as it comes.”

“I know what you mean,” Susan said sympa-
thetically.

There was another short silence as everyone
had run out of words.

“Hey,” Chris said suddenly, “the sun’s just about
gone. We shouldn’t hang around here much longer.
Why don’t we all go to the Shack for a bit, play
some games and stuff?”

“I’d like to, but I’ve got to study for my history
test. I missed a couple days of school and I have to
catch up.”

“I’ve got an idea then,” Chris said. “We can
help you study, then afterwards we could ask our
parents if we could watch a video.”

“You’d do that for me?”
“Sure, you’re our friend,” Susan said with a

smile.
“Thanks.”
“Don’t mention it,” Chris said. “Friends are

meant to be there for you at all times—especially
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when things get tough.”
Susan and Chris smiled and said in unison,

“That’s us!”
“Who’s that running toward us?” Chris said, as

he squinted to make out the figures heading in
their direction.

“It’s Frisky leading Ziggy and Kento!” Susan
exclaimed, as their friends came into sight.

Frisky was so glad to see them that he jumped
all over Karen, barking his friendly hellos.

“Whew, we finally found you guys. Are we
glad to see you!” Kento said in between pants.
Ziggy took another thirty seconds to catch up
with him.

Amidst several huffs, Ziggy asked, “Are you okay,
Karen? Is everything under control?”

“We’re fine,” Chris said. “How did you find us?”
Kento and Ziggy related how they had looked

in several places and hadn’t come to any conclu-
sion of where to search next, when they asked the
Lord, and He directed them to the cemetery.

The five set off for the Shack to study for the
upcoming history test. Later on into the evening
they watched a video as they ate some delicious
homemade pizza Chris’ mom had made, complete
with all the toppings. To go with it, they drank some
cold and creamy avocado shake (like Gramps had
taught them to make) that Susan whipped up with
a little help from Ziggy.

The five friends were happy to be together
again.

***
Six months later...
“Susan! Chris! You’ll never believe

it!” Karen was running down the street,
waving her arms at the two who were
slowly wending their way down the side-
walk. Upon hearing Karen’s ecstatic call,
they stopped and turned to find out what
the elation was all about.

“What’s up?” Susan asked. “You look

real happy.”
“Oh, I am! I am!” Karen responded, nearly jump-

ing up and down in happiness. “Remember I told
you that my mom was going for a checkup today to
see how the treatment she’s undergoing is work-
ing? The doctors had said that it was a pretty im-
portant checkup, because it would determine
whether the medication was working or not.”

“And?” Chris asked, hoping Karen would get to
the point quickly.

“She’s better!” Karen exclaimed.
“Really? Oh wow, that’s great news!” Susan

said.
“The cancer’s not totally gone. It’s in remission*.

She’s getting better though, and the doctors think
she’s going to get over it. Rather than the cancer
spreading, it’s gotten smaller, and has even disap-
peared altogether in some parts.”

“That’s a miracle!” Chris exclaimed.
“You bet it is,” Karen added with a smile. “Last

night I was worried about the outcome of my mom’s
checkup, afraid the cancer might have gotten worse!
Then I got even sadder when I started thinking of
what would happen if my mom were to go to be
with Jesus. But then I was reminded by what you
told me, Chris, about the Lord replacing what has
been taken away, and that she would definitely be
healthy and happy up in Heaven if she died, and I
started feeling better.

“I then prayed and asked for a peaceful sleep
and that whatever would happen with
my mom, that I would trust Him to take
care of me. I never slept so well! And
now look, Mom’s getting better!”

The three of them hugged and let
off a round of happy exclamations. They
soon continued on their way to relate
the happy news to their other friends.

*remission: the slowing of a disease*remission:
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CHRIS FULTON - 12 years old
Chris is the eldest member of the Five Squad. He maintains the Squad’s clubhouse, known
as “The Shack,” in his large backyard in a quiet, well-to-do suburb of the growing town of
Sheldon. He is an attentive student at school, and enjoys music and related subjects.
Among the Squad he is generally one to take initiative when things start going wrong.
He has a level head, knows how to pull the team together when they start to run wild with
differing opinions or ideas, and is regarded as the natural leader of the group.

SUSAN GRIMBALDI - 12 years old
Susan was the one who first brought the Squad together by inviting them along on
visits to see Gramps, a nearby neighbor and old friend of her grandfather’s. She has a
sympathetic nature, and loves reading and poetry. Susan has a keen sense for detect-
ing trouble, though she is often shy or uncertain about voicing such feelings until she
can pin down a specific reason for them.

KENTO YAMAZAKI - 10 years old
Kento is an adventurous boy with a talent for building and inventing things. He loves
being outside, and doesn’t like sitting still for too long, unless it is to study something
for his inventions. He is best friends with Ziggy, who joined the Squad together with
him. Kento also has a temper that easily flares up when something bothers him.

ZIGGY LOMACK - 8 years old
As the youngest member of the Squad, Ziggy has an inquisitive nature. The world is
full of surprises for Ziggy, and he loves to learn about anything and everything. He
loves nature, animals, the outdoors, and all sorts of other Boy Scout things—that is,
so long as they don’t take him too far away from a place where he can get something
to eat, which is his next favorite pastime.

KAREN DALE - 11 years old
Karen is the newest member of the Squad, having joined them just before Gramps’
passing. She comes from a well-to-do family who recently moved back to Sheldon
from Clarksdale. She is smart and a good student, with a good business sense and
some knowledge of computers and a host of other modern high-tech devices. She is
still learning, though, that the ways of the Spirit can often be much more reliable than
any of man’s worldly wisdom or technology.

������������	
���

FRISKY - Labrador retriever
Frisky became an honorable sidekick to the Squad after Gramps, his former master, passed away. Wel-
comed into Ziggy’s home, this yellow-coated Labrador retriever has proven himself a valuable member of
the Five Squad team.

SUSAN GRIMBALDI - 12 years old

KENTO YAMAZAKI - 10 years old

CHRIS FULTON - 12 years old

ZIGGY LOMACK - 8 years old

KAREN DALE - 11 years old

FRISKY - Labrador retriever
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