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Part 1: “Why Can’t I Have a Dog?” 
 
Esther giggled as she watched her dog romp through the puddle. He was determined to retrieve the stone she 
had thrown into it, but had no idea where it was. He decided to roll instead until he was covered in mud from 
nose to tail. “You look like a giant chocolate-covered Easter bunny - or Easter dog!” laughed Esther. He sprang 
from his chocolate pool and proceeded to shake off his mud-scented, chocolate coating all over her. Since they 
were now both drenched in muddy slime, she bent down and hugged the big dog’s neck, combing his gooey 
fur with her fingers. “You’re the bestest friend a girl could ever have,” Esther whispered into his ear.  
 
“EEEEE-sther!” The dog immediately vanished. Esther opened her eyes and groaned. “I’m coming,” she called 
back to Mom who, once again, interrupted another pleasant adventure she was having with her dog on a 
sunny day. 
 
But Esther had no dog. Only in her dreams did this “bestest friend” exist. She was alone again.  
 
Mom and Papa had been up before sunrise. Papa was repairing worn-out tools for the spring hoeing. The dry 
dusty fields would soon need to be planted. Mom was cleaning buckets to fill at the well for the day’s laundry 
and cooking needs. Their two-room log home was quite chilly this morning since the firewood was running low 
after the harsh winter. Too much of the stored garden produce from the last harvest had frozen, and the meals 
were now so small that it was difficult to carry out each day’s work around the farm.  
 
This is how it was every morning for 10 year-old Esther. Life on the dusty, dry flatlands of Kansas wasn’t easy 
for anyone. Neighbors were few and far between and visits were rare. Each family must supply its own food. 
Without a good harvest this year, many of these families would not survive.  
 
In spite of this, Papa somehow kept up his cheerful whistling and found something positive to share each 
morning. Sitting on their wooden bench with plain watery oatmeal is a far cry from a hearty breakfast. But Papa 
joyfully sang a little song of thanks: 
 
“Who can tell what a day may bring,  
When we give to God our everything? 
We’ll give Him thanks from dawn to dusk, 
Because in Him we’ve placed our trust.”  
 
“Why can’t I have a dog?” blurted out Esther again. “I have no one to play with. I finish my school lessons by 
ten o’clock, and I have to work the rest of the day. Everyone else has a dog but me. You’re so mean!” Esther 
covered her face and cried. 
 
These outbursts by Esther had become a regular part of the morning routine. Though Mom and Papa were 
used to them by now, their hearts still ached. They longed to give her a dog. But they could barely feed three 
people. How could they feed a dog? And on top of that, getting Esther to do ANY work around the farm was a 
constant struggle. She wandered off, made excuses, and did poor quality work. She would never properly care 
for a dog.  
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“I have to visit Mr. Wyatt today,” said Papa, after Esther had stopped crying. “Why don’t you come along. I 
want to see how he’s fared after the winter and I think it would do you good.”  
 
Esther immediately perked up, and they soon began the two mile walk along the dirt road.  
 
Mr. Wyatt was in his 70s and had lived on his farm for 47 years. His wife had passed away and he always 
welcomed company. The sun had chased the chill from the air by the time they neared his house and Esther’s 
mood had much improved. Mischief, Mr. Wyatt’s border collie, spotted them coming and began barking as she 
bolted down the driveway. She danced around Esther, greeting her with all kinds of wiggles and tail-wags. 
Mischief and Esther shared a special bond. It wasn’t often they saw each other, but when they did, another 
adventure began. Perhaps they both knew how lonely the other felt since neither had anyone else to play with.  
 
Papa and Mr. Wyatt shook hands, but it was Esther Mr. Wyatt spoke to first. “I was hoping you’d visit soon,” he 
said. His blue eyes beamed. All four of them, with Mischief leading the way, headed toward the faded red barn. 
Mischief seemed to lift her head a little higher as she pranced through the door. She sat down next to a messy 
pile of straw and within seconds a stream of tiny, sleepy-eyed, black and white furballs wobbled out from 
underneath.  
 
“PUPPIES!” cried Esther.  
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Part 2: The Secret 
 
Thud! Esther instantly awoke. She was still laughing. Just a moment ago she had been playing hide and seek 
among the scratchy hay bales of Mr. Wyatt’s barn with six frisky little puppies. They had discovered her spot 
and were pouncing upon her, licking her face. She rolled to her side to sit up but rolled off the hay bale instead 
and was falling. When she hit the ground, it was not the barn floor, but her own bedroom floor. The warm 
puppy noses and grassy barn scents disappeared.  
 
Another dream. 
 
After Mr. Wyatt had introduced Esther to the two-week old puppies yesterday, he and Papa had gone back to 
the house to “discuss some important business,” Mr. Wyatt had said. Esther couldn’t have been happier. She 
spent the next four hours surrounded by Mischief and her fuzzy, frisky furballs taking in that wonderful puppy 
scent, being licked to death by tiny pink tongues. It had been the best day of her life and one that passed way 
too quickly. She gently hugged each tired puppy before she left and could barely keep tears from forming as 
she and Papa said goodbye.  
 
The sun had not yet risen, but since she was wide awake, Esther decided to go out to the other room where 
Mom and Papa were talking. “Today I will convince them I MUST have a dog!” determined Esther.  
 
But as she was about to step out, she froze. Mom was quietly sobbing. 
 
“I can’t carry on like this, Robert. I’m too weak. I have no help and the daily chores are mounting up. We 
cannot hire help and all Esther does is dream of getting a dog. I think we need to give up the farm and move in 
with my brother in Texas.”  
 
“Mary, this farm has been in my family for almost a hundred years,” said Papa. “It’s all we own. It’s brought us 
years of happiness since we’ve been married.”  
 
“I don’t want to leave, but I cannot go on without help. I think we need to go.”  
 
Esther slumped back onto her bed. She felt sick. “Leave the farm?” She had no idea that things were so bad. 
She peered through the crack in the door again. Her mom looked so tiny. Her clothes were threadbare. Her 
eyes sunken. Papa was thin, his face drawn and pale. Why had she never noticed? 
 
“EEEEE-sther!” It was now dawn and another day was at hand. Mom and Papa resumed their usual cheerful 
appearance. All seemed the same. But Esther was not the same. Mom and Papa looked different to her now.  
 
After their meager breakfast, Papa asked Esther to come to the tool shed for a few minutes.  
 
“Mr. Wyatt and I had a long talk yesterday, Esther. He knows how much you want a dog and asked me if he 
might give you a puppy.” Esther’s heart leaped! “BUT,” Papa quickly went on, “I said no.”  
 
Had Esther not just heard that the farm may have to be sold, she would have burst into a tantrum right then. 
But Papa seemed so frail now, she couldn’t speak.  
 



             Summer 2018 CT Story  -   MAIN               Page 4 of 12 

After a few moments of silence, Papa continued. “However, I may change my mind - IF you will agree to a few 
changes in your behavior.” Papa then explained to Esther the bad situation they were in. The sadness he felt 
pained Esther deeply. But then he presented a possible solution.  
 
“The only way we can keep this farm is if you take on the work that Mom cannot do. IF , and again I say IF , you 
can demonstrate to me that you can be responsible, hard-working, and lift enough of the load from your 
mother, THEN  I will allow you to have a puppy. But this will require a great deal of changing for you.”  
 
Esther almost hit the ceiling when she jumped up. “YES!!! Oh, yes! I will do anything  to get a dog!” She hugged 
her papa like never before.  
 
Papa was doubtful, but he also felt a glimmer of hope.  
 
“Esther?” said Papa seriously. 
“Yes?” 
“We must keep this a secret just between you, me, and Mr. Wyatt.” 
“Agreed!”  
 
Esther dashed off to grab the buckets to fill at the well.  
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Part 3: Time Is a Glass of Milk 
 
When Esther returned from the well with the buckets full of water, she was exhausted. “No wonder Mom is so 
tired,” panted Esther. Papa caught sight of her and took the buckets over to Mom who was wondering where 
they were.  
 
“Oh! What on earth are you  doing with the buckets?” she asked.  
“He was helping me, Mom,” piped Esther. 
“What a surprise! Thank you, honey.” Her smile was well worth the effort Esther had just exerted.  
 
Papa called Esther to the barn. “If we keep this a secret, and you prove yourself to be dependable and 
cheerful, Mom should begin to feel stronger and will recognize that your helpfulness is the reason. When that 
happens, I think she will agree to a dog.” He listed the chores Mom needed help with then said, “How you 
manage your time and attitude will be your responsibility.”  
 
As Esther listened, she realized that this was going to be a lot more difficult than she thought. But the dream of 
the puppies was still fresh in her memory, so she focused on what Papa had said.  
 
Laundry. Yuck! With only two sets of clothes each, daily washing was essential. One bucket was for washing; 
the other for rinsing. Mom was already hard at work when Esther found her with sleeves rolled up, scrubbing 
away. Cheerful was not  how she felt! But noticing Mom’s scrawny arms caused Esther to force a smile. “Hi, 
Mom. I’ll scrub those for you.” She took over while her mother looked questioningly at her. “Well, ok. Just 
remember to hang them on the line in the sun.” 
 
When Esther had finished, Papa asked her to take a wagon full of tools to Mr. Wyatt. He was to deliver them 
today, but had gotten behind on his own work. He knew Esther would be delighted to visit the pups again. “Tell 
him about our bargain!” he called as she trotted off. As she dragged the wagon behind her, she pondered 
Papa’s words about managing her time. She had no idea how to do such a thing since Mom had always 
managed her time for her. 
 
Mr. Wyatt welcomed her with a cold glass of milk and a fresh cooked egg from his chickens. What a treat for a 
hungry belly! As she ate, she informed him of the agreement she and Papa had made. Mr. Wyatt was 
delighted at the news. She couldn’t stay long, but she hurried to the barn for a few minutes of puppy play. 
Mischief joined in and soon the barn was transformed into a flurry of laughter and yips.  
 
“Mr. Wyatt,” Esther said as they closed the barn door. “I really want a puppy, but Papa wants me to figure out 
how to manage my time and do all my chores well. How do I do that?” 
 
“Teach us to number our days carefully so that we may develop wisdom in our hearts.”  
“What?” asked Esther.  
“That’s a prayer from Psalm 90,” said Mr. Wyatt. “When you’re young, time seems like the rising of the sun. It 
always greets you every morning. But you’ll learn that time is not  like the sun. It’s more like that glass of milk 
you just drank. It was full just a moment ago, but now it’s gone. Time is like that milk. One day it, too, will be 
gone. Fill your days by making right choices, so that at the end of your time, you will feel full and happy.  
 



             Summer 2018 CT Story  -   MAIN               Page 6 of 12 

“So, to answer your question, ask God to show you how to best use your time each day. Then watch your mom 
carefully. You will quickly find out what chores are the hardest for her. As you work alongside her, you will 
know how much time each chore takes and you can create a plan.” 
 
It was past noon when Esther returned home, hot and tired. A nap sounded wonderful.  
“Esther, can you fill these buckets again?” asked Mom. “I just need a short rest.” 
“So do I!” Esther almost  shouted. 
 “Dependable and cheerful,” she remembered Papa saying. 
“Ok, Mom.” She trudged off with an image of her puppy riding in the bucket. 
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Part 4: Difficult Days 
 
The next few weeks were the most difficult days Esther had ever experienced. She had scrubbed the skin off 
the palms of her hands in several places from all the laundry. Her shoulders were aching from the three trips to 
the well each day. Her eyes watered as she tried to learn how to use a needle and thread and mend clothes. 
She had blisters on her feet from walking to and from the gardens she was helping to plant.  
 
Each morning, upon Mr. Wyatt’s advice, she prayed: “Dear God, help me to use my time today to make right 
choices because I do want a puppy and I do want to stay on this farm. Amen.”  
 
For the first fews days, Esther became a bit like a spy. This part was actually fun. She sneaked off after 
breakfast like she had always done, but instead of making excuses for not doing chores, she would follow her 
mom without being seen. She watched her sweep the house; not a difficult job. She peered around the barn 
and saw her mom with the hoe preparing the ground for planting; very hard work.  Esther would help with this. 
Though mending clothes did not cause sore muscles, Mom’s eyes tired quickly and she could never quite 
finish what she started. Esther decided to learn this skill and take over when Mom grew weary.  
 
Mr. Wyatt had been right. Esther had learned in three days what chores were the most difficult for her mom 
and she stepped in to help. What she could not have known was how sore and tired she would become. And 
what made matters even worse was that Papa had told her she must be cheerful! How do you stay cheerful 
when you’re so tired, your whole body aches, and your eyes sting all day from sweat?  
 
The days seemed to grow so long that Esther wondered if the sun had forgotten to set on time. She couldn’t 
wait for bedtime. Exhausted, she would fall into a dreamless sleep which seemed more like the blink of an eye 
than a good night’s rest.  
 
Mom had to call Esther three times before she awoke this morning. Stiff and tired, she stumbled to breakfast.  
 
“Esther,” Mom said in a worried voice, “Papa and I must go to town today. We cannot miss a full day of chores 
or it will set us far behind the spring planting. We need you to stay and do your best to keep us on schedule.”  
 
Esther fumed with anger. “WHAT? Do ALL the chores by myself? I can barely move and you think I should do 
more than I’ve been doing? I...I…” And then she glanced at Papa. His  eyes were looking beyond her toward 
the tool shed. In a soft yet stern voice he spoke. “ IF...IF… ” 
 
“Yes, Robert?” Mom said, waiting for him to finish. “Oh...it was nothing...,” he replied. 
 
But Esther knew it was NOT “nothing.” It was a reminder of their agreement.  
 
Mom continued. “I’m so sorry Esther, but we must attend a meeting today. Mr. Johnson has lost his farm since 
he could no longer pay for help and the neighbors are moving him in with his sister. We must help.”  
 
Esther was stunned. Neighbors were  losing their farms. “How awful!” she said. “I’m so sorry. Please forgive 
me. I’m just very tired. Yes...I will do whatever I can to keep us on schedule. Don’t worry about anything here.” 
She caught sight of the smile on Papa’s face as she headed out the door.  
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“IF  I can be dependable and cheerful, I can have a dog,” Esther murmured to herself. “I will….I WILL! And I 
won’t  let this farm be sold. My dog will need a nice place to run, and I bet he could even be helpful here. I bet I 
could teach him to pull a wagon!”  
 
Soon Esther was lost in her imagination. Her dog was hooked to a cart loaded with vegetables and she was 
singing next to him with hoe and rake in hand.  
 
And so the day quickly passed. When Mom and Papa returned, they found their daughter curled up in bed, 
giggling in a dream. 
 
 
  



             Summer 2018 CT Story  -   MAIN               Page 9 of 12 

Part 5: A Crisis 
 
“Esther, wake up.” Papa gently shook her out of her deep sleep. It was already quite light out and Esther 
squinted as she tried to open her eyes.  
 
“Oh! Did I miss Mom’s call to me? I’m so sorry. I was…” But Papa interrupted. “No, no Esther. In fact Mom was 
so impressed with the quality of your work when she saw it, that she said to let you sleep in a couple of hours.” 
Papa hugged her tight. “We’re very proud of you, Esther. Mom is wondering about your change from ‘a 
dreamer’, as she called it, to a real farm hand. She even bragged about you yesterday to her friends. 
 
“I told her I wanted you to run an errand for me to Mr. Wyatt’s. I know you want to check up on the pups and I 
do need my tools back. So take the wagon and return by noon.”  
 
Esther was dressed and out the door in two minutes flat. She raced down the drive and half trotted the two 
miles to Mr. Wyatt’s. The wagon banged behind her so loudly that Mischief heard her a half mile away and met 
her long before she got to his drive.  
 
As she approached the barn, four puppies, almost twice the size since she had seen them last, came bounding 
out. They tore at her shoes and jumped in and out of the wagon. “Where’s the other two?” wondered Esther. 
“And where’s Mr. Wyatt?” 
 
Esther knocked on the door. “Come in,” Mr. Wyatt called weakly. He was stretched out on the couch with his 
foot resting on pillows. “Oh! What happened, Mr. Wyatt?” 
 
“Fell through a rotted step last week. Dr. John came and said it’s broken. Had to sell two of the pups to cover 
his costs.” 
 
Esther was suddenly overwhelmed. How would Mr. Wyatt care for his farm? What if he had to sell all  the 
puppies to pay for help? As she looked around, it was obvious work had already piled up. A few weeks ago 
she would never have noticed such things, but she had developed a habit of searching for things that needed 
to be done around her own farm by watching her mom and she was now quick to see Mr. Wyatt’s needs.  
 
“I’ll be right back,” she said and ran out the door. 
 
Esther collected 23 eggs from the chicken coup. She gave them fresh water and brought two buckets from the 
well to the house. Mischief and the pups kept her company while outside. One little collie kept jumping in and 
out of the wagon. He was the biggest one and always pushing his way ahead of the others. “You’re just like 
your mom!” she said, hugging his neck. Mischief was known for her “take charge” attitude, which is what made 
her such a good farm dog. “Big Boss. That’s what I’ll call you.” She named the others as well: Lily, Freya, and 
Teeny, because he was the smallest.  
 
“Thank you, Esther. You’ve been a great help,” Mr. Wyatt said. “I can manage a little with these crutches, but I 
tire very quickly.”  
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It was past noon when Esther left. She was very concerned about Mr. Wyatt. He needed help and she couldn’t 
even bear to think about all the puppies having to be sold. Her heart ached. Why did these good farmers have 
to suffer so much? What could she do? 
 
“Teach us to number our days carefully so that we may develop wisdom in our hearts.” 
 
Like a ray of sunshine forcing its warmth through the icy clouds, Esther felt these words speak to her heart. 
“Wisdom. That’s what I need. Dear God, please show me how I can help. And I do so badly want a dog. ” 
 
By the time Esther had run home, a plan was developing in her mind. “Could I possibly do all of that?” she 
wondered as she thought about it.  “You know, I am  stronger since I’ve been working more. I think I can do it. 
Yes! I’ll ask Papa when I get home!”  
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Part 6: The Plan 
 
“Papa, Papa!” Esther was out of breath and talking faster than lightning. “Mr. Wyatt is hurt... puppies gone...too 
much work…”  
 
“Whoooa! Slow down Esther,” said Papa as Esther nearly crashed into him.  
 
After a rest, Esther explained Mr. Wyatt’s situation. “Hmmm...that is a bad turn of events for a man his age.” 
 
“Papa?” 
“Yes, Esther.” 
“I talked to God on the way home and asked Him for wisdom. Then I saw myself sitting with Mr. Wyatt as the 
sun was rising and I thought of a plan. Could I spend the night at his house after my work here and help him 
with his chores, then come back in the morning to help here? I think I can do it, Papa! I’m stronger now and Mr. 
Wyatt feeds me eggs when I visit. Can I? Please, Papa?”  
 
“Oh, Esther. That’s a  huge  responsibility. I’ll have to talk to Mom.” 
“I know exactly how much time I need each morning, and…” she was determined not to cry when she said, 
“and I so want a puppy.” She looked down and wiped the sweat from her face (along with a few tears).  
 
Esther tried to focus on her farm work the rest of the day. At supper, Mom spoke. “I’ve grown quite dependent 
on your help, Esther. I don’t know what has gotten into you this spring, but I sure feel less stress. We agree Mr. 
Wyatt needs help and without it, he may lose his farm. So you may go. But if we see it becomes too much for 
you, you will have to stop.” 
 
That night Esther tossed and turned. In one dream she was happily tending to chickens, puppies, and 
housework and then in the next dream all the puppies were sold and she fell into the hay piles sobbing.  
 
She awoke in a tangle of blankets an hour early and decided to start her chores.The buckets were at the house 
and the day’s wash was soaking when her parents got up.  
 
“Esther, you’re amazing!” said Mom as she hugged her.  
 
The next few weeks were like the milk in that glass which Esther had drunk when she first met the puppies. 
Time went by way too quickly. The day began, and then in a flash - it was over. Esther prayed each morning 
for wisdom to use her time well. She fixed her thoughts on what must be accomplished by nightfall.  
 
Unfortunately, Mr. Wyatt had to sell two more puppies to pay doctor bills. Only two remained: Big Boss and 
Freya. She found a little harness that she buckled onto Big Boss and attached ropes at the sides. She walked 
him in it each night for a week then tied a small wagon to the ropes. He bounced and yelped till Esther almost 
collapsed in laughter. But he was learning! 
 
One morning, Mr. Wyatt was up before Esther. He had recovered enough to resume his farm work. “Thank you 
so much, Esther. I will speak to your papa about that ‘bargain’ very soon.”  
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Mom was noticeably stronger and happier! Papa let her in on the secret and though she wasn’t convinced they 
could feed a dog, she agreed that Esther should have one.  
 
The next week Esther and Papa went to bring home the only dog left, Big Boss. She made Papa run most of 
the way to Mr. Wyatt’s. But when they arrived, no one was home. No Mr. Wyatt. No Big Boss. Not even 
Mischief. “He said he would be here.” Papa was worried. 
 
Esther felt like she had just lost her best friend. Sad. Sick. Alone. 
They held hands and plodded back down the well-worn dirt road without a word.  
 
As they approached their drive, a familiar shape came bounding toward them. Mischief? Yes! And what was 
that behind her? Was it..?  
 
“BIG BOSS!” Esther flew ahead and fell on his neck, hugging and kissing him till he was wet with tears of joy.  
 
“I decided to deliver your dog, Esther,” said Mr. Wyatt. “I wanted to give you six chickens, too, for all your help.”  
 
“Thank you!” is all Esther could say. Her dreams had come true. Not only did she have a dog, but her family 
(and Big Boss) would also have eggs!  
 
“Because in Him we’ve put our trust,” sang Papa as the family of four walked up the driveway. 
 


