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Especially for Mom and Dad, 
who taught me the worth of work; 
Greg, who encouraged me to work; 

and Janet, who made it work. 

Romans 8:28
“And we know that all things work together for 

good to them that love God, to them that are the 
called according to his purpose.”  
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A thin film of dust covered the inside of the church. 
Maggie eased forward. Ever so gently her finger 

penned her name on the dusty pew in front of her. Thump! 
Maggie swallowed, leaned back, and rubbed her head where 
her father had gently but completely gotten her attention.

“Quit playin’ and pay attention to the preacher,” he whis-
pered into her ear.

Maggie straightened her dress. Well, it wasn’t exactly hers. 
It had been three years since she’d worn anything but overalls, 
and now she was eleven and she’d done a lot of growing in that 
time. This dress was Mama’s, but Daddy had insisted she wear 
it. “After all, you’re meetin’ your new mama and new sisters for 
the first time,” he had explained with a smile.

Maggie studied the dress. It was old, but there had been 
no money to buy a new one. There had been no money for 
anything. Daddy had pulled out Mama’s dresser drawer, car-
ried it into Maggie and placed it in her arms. Then he had 
choked over a few words, telling her to see if she could find 

Chapter 
1 We Do
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anything suitable for church. She remembered how his shoul-
ders had drooped when he’d turned and quietly walked to the 
barn. That’s when Maggie had found the dress. It still smelled 
like Mama. Daddy had wanted her to wash it, but Maggie had 
hung it on the clothesline to air. She didn’t want to lose the 
aroma that flooded her heart with memories. She could still 
remember Mama wearing that dress. 

Tiny pink rosebuds spattered the creamy material and 
there was a touch of lace about the collar. Mama had laughed 
in that dress and teased Daddy about her being a grand refined 
woman whenever she wore it. She had looked beautiful in it. 
It didn’t look the same on Maggie. She had rolled up the waist 
several times and cinched it with an old leather belt. The belt 
didn’t show though, because the top of the dress bloused over 
it. She would have to be sure to keep the tail of the belt tucked 
in so it didn’t flop down and look out of place. She found a 
safety pin to modestly close the drooping collar. 

Maggie smashed her eyes shut. Although it had been three 
years, many memories still made her want to cry. She clenched 
her fists and shoved them into the dress pockets. Her hand 
landed on cold metal—Mama’s compact! Maggie had found 
it with a bunch of other treasures in Mama’s drawer. In fact, 
Maggie had dumped every single thing in Mama’s drawer into 
the bottom of her carpetbag. She wanted all she could bring of 
Mama with her when she went to this new place Daddy had 
promised her. She pulled the compact from her pocket and 
opened it. A mirror was a priceless possession and she would 
treasure it forever, even if it was broken. She would have to 
be careful with it. Maggie gazed into her own face for only a 
few moments. After all, she knew what she looked like. Her 
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eyes were sometimes blue and sometimes green, but nothing 
special. Her hair was what Mama had called dishwater blonde, 
which meant dirty blonde. Freckles splashed across her nose. 
Maggie smiled as she remembered Mama had always teased her 
that her freckles were angel spit. Daddy would scoop Maggie 
into his arms, twirl her high in the air and assure her they were 
really angel kisses!

Maggie quickly looked up at the preacher. She didn’t want 
to see her memories anymore. Before she could clamp the 
compact shut the mirror caught movement overhead. Maggie 
paused, a smile spreading across her face invited her eyes to 
dance. A squirrel scampered in the rafters, clutching something 
tightly in his mouth. Maggie squinted to study the intruder.

“Amen and amen!” Pastor Olson bellowed and pounded 
the pulpit. Maggie’s eyes flew wide as the squirrel dropped its 
cargo. In slow motion it sailed through the air and bombed 
a sleeping man on the top of his bald head. He snorted and 
blurted out, “Dinner ready yet?”

Like a summer thunderstorm, laughter rippled through the 
little wooden church. 

“Arnold! Be quiet!” Embarrassed, the man’s wife jabbed 
him in the ribs. Her hush settled the whole congregation.

Pastor Olson cleared his throat and stifled the smile that 
played at the corners of his mustache. It was clear that any 
serious thought was gone. “Let’s bow our heads and pray. Our 
Father, we thank you for your promise of victory to overcome 
whatever trials we may face in this life. We pray for your bless-
ing of badly needed rain upon this land you have given us. 
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Lord, you know we need it something awful. Please, Father, 
bless each of us as we go our separate ways,” he paused, “and 
please bless Arnold’s dinner.”

Maggie peeked up at the preacher. She liked him because 
he wasn’t mad at Arnold for spoiling his sermon. Pastor Olson 
tipped his head at Arnold who now sat with a sheepish look 
on his face. Arnold’s wife jabbed him in the ribs again. Arnold 
dropped his head. As the preacher scanned the congregation, 
he caught Maggie’s eye and winked. Quickly she closed her 
eyes.

“Amen.”
Before Pastor Olson could dismiss the people, Maggie heard 

a rustle beside her as Daddy stood. He took a long, deep breath 
and rolled his hat over and over in his big calloused hands. “Sir 
. . . uh . . . brother . . . uh . . . preacher . . .”

“Yes?” Pastor Olson said.
“We was a wonderin’ . . . uh . . . Sue and me . . . if you 

could take a minute to hitch us?” Daddy’s voice dwindled to a 
whisper.

Gasps of surprise surrounded the couple and excitement 
filled the little church building. 

Maggie’s heart stopped. How had this happened anyway? 
She had never even met this Sue until they drove into town 
this morning. Daddy had explained she was an old friend of 
the family, they had been writing, and that Maggie needed a 
mama. That was supposed to explain everything, but Maggie 
didn’t understand any of it.

The preacher paused only for a moment. His gentle smile 
comforted Maggie’s daddy. “Well . . . Sir . . . Mr. . . . ”

“Daniels. Sam Daniels,” Daddy filled in the blank.




