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Is this your will, Father? Will you make it possible for this to be ‘’til death 
do us part’? Please, please, God, if it’s not your will, take away the longing for 
it. If it is, show me the way.

“Aww pau now,” Danny wrapped his arms around Greg’s neck and gave 
him a kiss.

“I think we should have a snack,” Greg hugged Danny back. “What do 
you think?”

“We got gwapes,” Danny said happily.
“Come help Mommy,” Beth stood and offered Danny her hand, “while 

Uncle Greg puts his shirt back on.”
Greg laughed softly when he looked up to see Beth blushing and very 

deliberately not looking down at Danny who was leaning against his chest. It 
was gratifying to know that he could fluster her like she had flustered him on 
Saturday.

He smoothly rose to his feet with his arm still wrapped around Danny. 
Beth reached for Danny, trying not to stare at the incredible magnificence of 
Greg’s well-developed torso. He was so big, so perfect. She needed air and a 
big glass of cold water.

After their snack of grapes, graham crackers and milk, Danny went into 
the living room to watch a VeggieTales video while Mom and Uncle Greg 
worked for a while. When Beth came back into the kitchen from getting Danny 
set up with the video, Greg was sitting at the table with his textbook open. Beth 
sat down across from him and closed his textbook.

“You need a new job,” she said.
“That’s the third time you’ve said that in less than twenty-four hours,” 

Greg looked at her with his head tilted slightly to the right. “I’m beginning to 
think you might be serious.”

“I am,” Beth nodded emphatically
“It’s not so bad,” Greg shrugged then smiled slyly. “It has its benefits. 

I made some really good tips last night, especially from this large group of 
sweet, funny, gorgeous women.”

“Not worth the trade-off,” Beth refused to be distracted. “You need a new 
job and I know just the job for you.”

“Oh you do?”
“Yes. Your dream job.”
“Beth, that’s a dream,” Greg shook his head, “not a job.”
“It’ll be a job after we make it one,” Beth said earnestly.
“I’m not following, Tiger.”
“We write the business plan, then we get the financial backing for it and 

you have a job.” 
“There are a few problems with that, my dearest butterfly,” Greg leaned 

across the table and counted on his fingers. “One, I don’t have a clue how to 
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write a business plan. Two, how do we get financial backing for something 
that isn’t a money maker? It needs to be a non-profit. But three, we can’t make 
it a non-profit unless we have money to file the paperwork, lots of money. 
And four, even if one through three are resolved, I’m not qualified to run a 
ministry.”

“Here are a few resolutions to your problems, my muscle-bound 
sweetheart,” Beth leaned across the table and counted on her fingers. “One, 
I’ve done some research on business plans, especially ones for non-profits. 
I even have a sample plan. Two, I know some people who will be ready to 
back this plan even if it isn’t a money maker. You know them too. Three, I 
know one person who will insist upon putting up the money to file for the 
non-profit status, once he knows about it. And four, you know the bible better 
than anyone I’ve ever met. You have compassion enough for four people. You 
have an incredible ability to process many things at once and remember what 
you’ve processed. And you have a ton of resources at your disposal. How can 
you think you aren’t qualified to run a ministry?”

“I’m not asking my family for money,” Greg glared at her.
“Fine, I will,” Beth glared back.
“I’ll work on it with you,” Greg decided to compromise rather than fight, 

“if you promise that I choose when and how we draw other people in.”
“I’ll agree, if you promise to be reasonable and listen to my opinion.”
“I’m always reasonable,” Greg frowned. Beth raised an eyebrow and 

tried not to laugh. “And to prove it, I’ll agree to your condition. Where do we 
start?”

“We need a vision, mission and biblical support.”
“Ecclesiastes 4:7-12,” Greg said quickly.
“Okay,” Beth said, reaching for her bible.
“‘Again I saw something meaningless under the sun,’” Greg began to 

quote. “‘There was a man all alone; he had neither son nor brother. There was 
no end to his toil, yet his eyes were not content with his wealth. “For whom am 
I toiling,” he asked, “and why am I depriving myself of enjoyment?” This too 
is meaningless, a miserable business!’”

Beth found the passage and followed along.
“‘Two are better than one, because they have a good return for their work: 

If one falls down, his friend can help him up. But pity the man who falls and 
has no one to help him up! Also, if two lie down together, they will keep warm. 
But how can one keep warm alone? Though one may be overpowered, two can 
defend themselves. A cord of three strands is not quickly broken.’”

“Okay, I see why this is the right passage,” Beth smiled. 
“There are also all the passages in the Old Testament where God commands 

the Israelites to take care of the widows and the orphans. And I find it very 
interesting that in Ezekiel, God says to give the alien who settles with them a 



  107

family to belong to forever.”
“Where in Ezekiel?” Beth said, flipping through her bible.
“Chapter forty-seven, verses, um, about twenty-one to twenty-three, I 

think.”
“‘In whatever tribe the alien settles, there you are to give him his 

inheritance,’” Beth said, “verse twenty-three.”
“We’re all supposed to have a place, Beth,” Greg said. “We’re supposed to 

have a family, even if we don’t have one by birth.”
Beth thought about her own family, so far away in Missouri. She didn’t 

belong with them anymore. She had separated herself from them and now she 
had no one. She hadn’t done very well alone. For the first time she began to 
seriously wonder about the wisdom of her choice.

“What happened to your family, Tiger?” Greg asked softly. “Why are you 
all alone with Danny?” 

“I told you they wanted me to give Danny up,” Beth said, “and I 
disagreed.”

“What are they like? Are they Christian?”
“Too Christian sometimes. They have definite ideas of what’s right and 

wrong.”
“Did that make for a tough childhood?”
“A tough childhood?” Beth smiled softly. “No, it was great. Mom made a 

home that everyone loved to hang out in. Dad wasn’t home much during the 
week because he worked in St. Louis but almost every weekend he was home, 
and he spent real time with us.”

“Who’s us?”
“My sister Debbie and my brother Kyle,” Beth scrunched up her nose. 

“They were brats, but I love them.”
“You must miss them a lot.” Greg reached across the table and placed his 

hand over hers.
“Can we not talk about this right now?” Beth blinked back tears. “Can we 

work on the vision and mission then get back to our homework?”
“Okay, but we’re not pau,” Greg said. “We’re gonna talk about this 

again.”
“I’m sure we will,” Beth said crossly. “You’re like a bulldog with a 

bone.”
Greg grinned and Beth rolled her eyes, pulling her composition book over 

and picking up her pen. Hopefully Greg would get wrapped up in the business 
plan and forget about her problems with her family.


