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Near Topeka, Kansas      
May 15, 1949

Dark, gray clouds hid the afternoon sun from view 
over the Kansas prairie.  All was quiet along the 
country road, as if each and every life form had 
sensed the coming storm and had taken shelter 
from its impending fury.  A strong wind rolled across 
the land that seemed to stretch for miles in all 
directions.   

Down this seemingly deserted road appeared one 
car, driven by a man in his mid-thirties named 
Mitchell Ryder.  With one hand still on the wheel, he 
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reached into the pocket of his vest and pulled from it 
a gold pocket watch, one that his father had given 
him nearly 20 years ago.  In frustration he noted the 
time and promptly applied more pressure to the 
pedal; his hurry was driven by a need to reach 
Topeka within 30 minutes. 

This was impossible since he was still more than an 
hour away from the city.  Waiting for him in Topeka 
were five businessmen he had been trying to set up 
a meeting with for months.  All the diligent work and 
late hours at the office were crumbling before him; 
they were all for nothing.  And he had his wife to 
thank for that! 

When the unexpected letter asking him to come to 
Topeka right away had arrived, he had thought his 
wife Carrie would be happy about it.  But all he had 
gotten while he’d hurriedly packed his suitcase was 
an earful on how he was such an awful husband 
and father.  “It’s not my fault that the only day they 
can see me is on Jimmy’s birthday,” he had said in 
the middle of her tirade.  “None of it is ever your 
fault,” she had yelled back at him.  “Your own son 
hardly even knows you.  And to make it worse, his 
competition for your affection is your work!  He 
doesn’t deserve that, Mitch.”  He thought back on 
how he had slammed his suitcase shut and said, 
“It’ll be different after this, trust me, Carrie.  This is a 
great opportunity.”  Carrie had closed her eyes in a 
long blink and lowered her voice, “All he wants is for 
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you to be at his party,” she said as a tear rolled 
down her cheek.  “Please, can’t you at least give 
him that?”  Mitch remembered her sorrowful eyes as 
he said his final words, “I need to do this, Carrie.”  
Carrie had closed her eyes and shook her head in 
grief as he walked out of the house. 

Mitch looked at the threatening skies rolling in 
above him.  “Is this Your way of punishing me?” he 
yelled to the sky.  “I was a lousy father, so now 
You’re ruining my career?” 

The road ahead of him curved to the left, but in his 
frustration, Mitch didn’t slow down as he took the 
turn.  He lost control of the wheel, and the whole car 
rolled a few times, landing in a ditch on the side of 
the road.  Everything around him started to spin and 
a sharp pain shot through his head. He lifted his 
hand to his forehead and when he pulled it away, he 
found it covered in blood.  Mitch fought for 
consciousness, but it was a losing battle; darkness 
surrounded him as his head slumped toward the 
steering wheel. 

  

When Mitch came to, he heard voices around him.  
“Ok, Adam, hold the door open for me.” 
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“I got it, Pa.” 

Mitch felt strong arms grasp his upper body and pull 
him out of the wreckage that had once been his car.  
He was laid gently on the ground.  He lifted his hand 
and rubbed his head, trying to make out his 
surroundings, but everything was blurry. 

“Don’t worry, Mister!” Mitch could barely make out 
the image of a young, black-haired boy kneeling 
next to him.  “My pa’ll fix you right up.” 
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“First we’d better get him back to the house, Adam,” 
his father said surveying the darkening clouds. “The 
sky is gonna open up real soon, and I don’t wanna 
be out here when it does.” 

With Adam on one side and his pa on the other, 
they got Mitch to his feet.  He wobbled as he tried to 
get his bearings. 

“Easy,” Adam’s father said, “we’ll get you to the 
wagon.” 

Once he was settled in the wagon bed, Adam and 
his pa got on the bench.  Picking up the reins his 
father turned his head, “My name is Michael Taylor.” 

Mitch gave his head a slight nod, “Mitchell Ryder,” 
he replied. 

Mitch lay on a faded couch in the home of Michael 
Taylor while his wife, Laura, cleaned out the gash 
on his forehead.  Four faces, belonging to the Taylor 
children, surrounded him by the couch, watching 
intently as this exciting and unusual scene took 
place in their home.   
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“This is a pretty nasty cut you have here,” the 
attractive, black-haired woman said as her gentle, 
expert hands cleaned the injury. 

Mitch nodded, “Any chance you could drop me off at 
the train station?  I’m expected in Topeka right now.” 

“No chance you getting there now,” Michael said 
from the side of the couch, “didn’t you see the sky? 
Storm’s brewin’.  You’re gonna have to stay here 
until it’s over and you’re well enough to travel.” 

Frustrated, Mitch thanked him for his generosity. 

A little finger poked him in the shoulder. “I’m 
Tommy,” the little boy with brown, curly hair said 
from his knees on the floor.  “How come your car did 
that to you?” 

“I drove too fast around the corner, and it flipped 
over.” 
  
“My mama always tells me to slow down, too.  She 
says ‘it may take longer but at least you’ll be in one 
piece.’ ” Tommy smiled at the unhappy man who 
stared at him with an annoyed expression on his 
face. 

“Tommy,” Mrs. Taylor said as she wrapped a 
bandage around Mitch’s head, “you leave Mr. Ryder 
alone now.” 
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“Yes, Mama.” 

“All right, I’m all finished, Mr. Ryder,” she said as 
she moved her hand to the bulge on her abdomen 
and stood up. 

“Thanks,” he replied. 

She smiled as she turned to her children, “Let’s let 
Mr. Ryder rest now.” 

When the room had emptied of people, Mitch had a 
chance to survey his surroundings.  The small room 
appeared to be sparse with faded carpet, a few 
worn chairs opposite to him on the other side of the 
room, a fireplace to his right, and nicked tables on 
either side of the couch.  To the right and left of the 
chairs were doors, leading to what he assumed to 
be bedrooms.  

But looking closer he saw something different.  One 
table had a plant on it; the other had a family 
photograph on top and games like chess and 
checkers stacked underneath.  Hand-drawn 
pictures, done no doubt by the Taylor children, were 
strategically placed on the walls about the room.  
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Some were of their family, others of trees, flowers, 
and animals; each one was happy.  In the midst of 
what he’d normally consider drab furnishings, Mitch 
sensed something in the house that was completely 
foreign to him.  

Dishes rattled in the room to his left where Mrs. 
Taylor was beginning to prepare supper for her 
family.  As happy laughter reached his ears from the 
children in another room, he felt like a fish out of 
water.  Outside the angry clouds finally broke open. 
Rain began pelting the roof of the house, but inside 
it was as if Mitch was the only one to notice it.  
Rubbing his bandaged head, he closed his eyes 
and drifted off to sleep. 

The front door opened and Michael stepped inside, 
closing the door on the pouring rain behind him.  
“It’s getting really bad out there.” 

As if to prove his statement true, a flash of lightning 
lit the darkening room followed immediately by a 
crash of thunder.  Michael hung his wet hat and coat 
on one of the pegs by the door. 

“So,” he said walking to a chair on the other side of 
the room, “are you feeling any better?” 
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Mitch set down the catalogue he’d been leafing 
through, “I suppose.  I’d like to thank you for all that 
you’ve done.” 

Michael smiled, “No problem at all.  We can thank 
God that Adam and I came by when we did.” 

Mitch gave a little snort, “What we can thank God 
for is the probable ruin of my career.” 

“Because you didn’t make it to Topeka?” Michael 
asked. 

He nodded, “I had an important meeting there.” 

“I’m sorry you missed it.” 

“Me, too.”  Mitch motioned towards the room where 
the children were, “You sure have a big family.” 

Michael smiled, “Adam just turned 13, Maggie is 11, 
Tommy’s 5, Janie’s 4, and there’s another on the 
way.  How ‘bout you, you got any kids?” 

“A son, Jimmy.  He turned 9 today.” 

“It’s too bad you had to be gone on his birthday.” 

“Yeah, my wife thought so too,” Mitch replied with a 
touch of anger in his voice. 
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Michael paused in thoughtful silence then leaned 
forward in his chair.  “Mitch, I don’t know hardly 
anything about you, and it may be none of my 
business to say this, but I can sense you have some 
problems at home.  I’m not gonna pretend like I 
know your situation, but I would like to say that 
regardless of whatever you might not have, or what 
you might lose because you’re not in Topeka right 
now, the Lord gave you the blessing of a wife and 
son; I think you’d do well to consider just what your 
life would be like if you lost them instead.” 

Just then Laura entered the room.  “Supper’s ready, 
Michael.  Will you call the children?”   

She smiled at Mitch and said, “I hope you’ll be able 
to join us, Mitch.” 

Mitch gave her a nod and slowly rose from the 
couch. 

Most of the dizziness had gone away by now, so 
Mitch had no problem seeing everyone seated 
around the table in the tiny kitchen.  He sat between 
Tommy and Adam.  Michael was next to Adam at 
the head of the table with Maggie and Janie on the 
other side; Laura was seated at the foot. 
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Everyone joined hands and Michael blessed the 
food.  “Our Father in Heaven,” he said in a reverent 
voice, “we thank You for Your continued blessing 
upon this family; we have so much more than we 
deserve.  May our thankfulness for what You’ve 
given us never diminish, only multiply.  We also give 
thanks that You spared Mr. Ryder this afternoon and 
allowed him to be our guest.  We ask for Your 
continued protection during this storm, and please 
bless this food to our bodies.  In Your Son’s Name 
we pray, Amen.” 

Mitch let go of Adam and Tommy’s hands and 
looked around the room.  “We thank you for your 
continued blessing?  We have so much more than 
we deserve?”  The humble words of Michael 
confused him.  This family didn’t have near what 
they needed; they barely fit in their own home, and 
there was another child on the way. 

“Mr. Mitch,” Tommy whispered beside him. 

Mitch looked at the little boy.  “My mama’s talking to 
you,” he said pointing his finger at his mother. 

Mitch looked up and met the smiling face of Laura 
Taylor. “Could you hand me your bowl and I’ll get 
you some stew?” she said. 

“Thank you,” he replied as he handed the bowl to 
her.  He thought of his own rather lavish posses-
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sions and compared them with that of this family. 
“They shouldn’t be this happy,” he thought again to 
himself.  But the smiling, contented faces of 
everyone around him said differently. 

Mrs. Taylor handed him his bowl, steaming with hot 
beef stew, and he smiled in appreciation. 

“Mr. Ryder,” Adam said, “do you like baseball?” 

“I haven’t played in a really long time, but yes, I do.” 

The boy’s face lit up in excitement, “Maybe you can 
play with us tomorrow if it stops raining.” 

“Oh, if it stops raining I’ll probably be leaving 
tomorrow.” 

“Besides,” his mother added, “Mr. Ryder was just in 
an accident.  He shouldn’t be playing sports until his 
head is better.” 

“Sure he can, Mama,” Tommy said, “I fell off the 
fence and played baseball the same day.” 

“That’s not the same thing,” Maggie said. 

“Why not?” 

“Cause Mr. Ryder was unconscious and needed 
help getting out of his car.  You fell off the fence 
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then got right up and ran inside to Mama,” his sister 
replied. 

“But I had a cut just like Mr. Mitch does.” Tommy 
argued. 

“On your knee,” said Adam. 

“Why don’t we just wait and see what happens 
tomorrow?” their dad quietly interjected with a grin. 

The children nodded and went back to their food. 

“Do you have any daughters, Mr. Ryder?” Maggie 
asked. 

“No, I don’t.  I have a son named Jimmy.” 

“Does he like baseball?” Tommy asked. 

Honestly, Mitch didn’t know, but he replied with, 
“Yes, he does.” 

He couldn’t believe it, Carrie was right!  He didn’t 
even know his own son.  As Mitch watched Michael 
Taylor lovingly interact with his children, he felt the 
first touch of regret he had experienced in a long 
time. 
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About an hour later the dishes were all cleaned, 
dried, and put away.  The rain still fell heavily 
outside, but inside, despite the age of the house, 
not a drop leaked through the roof.  Mitch was once 
again sitting on the couch in the family room while 
Adam was helping his father start a fire, and Maggie 
and Janie were playing with their dolls in the middle 
of the room.  Mrs. Taylor sat in a chair folding a 
basketful of laundry that sat at her feet, and Tommy 
was rummaging through the pile of games in a 
corner of the room. 

A minute later Tommy triumphantly lifted the game 
he’d been searching for and walked over to the 
couch.  “Mr. Mitch, would you play a game of 
checkers with me?” 

For some reason he could not explain, Mitch 
agreed. 

“I’m real good at this game,” Tommy said excitedly 
as he pulled out the board and began setting up the 
black and red chips.  “My papa taught me how to 
play.  He’s real good too.  You have to sit on the 
floor, Mr. Mitch; then there’s more room.” 

Mitch stood up, then reseated himself on the floor. 
  
“Ready?”  Tommy asked.  “You can go first.” 
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Mitch moved one of his red chips, and the game 
was under way. 

The wind howled outside and lightning, followed by 
thunder, lit the room as the rain beat against the 
windows. 
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“You have to king me now, Mr. Mitch,” Tommy said 
proudly as he moved his black chip into the open 
space on Mitch’s side of the board. 

Mitch feigned reluctance as he placed another chip 
upon the one Tommy indicated.  “You weren’t 
kidding, Tommy, you are real good at this game.  
This is the third time I’ve had to king you.” 

Tommy smiled happily.  “Don’t worry; you’ll get a 
king soon, too.” 

Janie walked over and sat down next to Tommy.   

“She likes to watch me play,” the little boy said 
matter-of-factly. 

Mitch looked at the little girl and smiled.  “Would you 
like to help me play, Janie?” 

She nodded and scooted herself over to Mitch’s 
side of the board.  “We’ll win you now, Tommy,” she 
said grinning. 

Pretty soon Maggie and Adam joined them on the 
floor.  Adam was on Tommy’s team, and Maggie 
joined Mitch and Janie. 

“Move here,” Maggie said motioning to an open 
square, “then this one can’t jump you.” 
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“We’ll get you no matter where you go,” Adam 
teased. 

Mitch laughed, “Not if we get you first.” 

Janie slid the chip to the square Maggie had pointed 
out, and Adam and Tommy considered their next 
move. 

Janie tapped Mitch’s shoulder, “Wanna see my 
loose tooth?” 

“Sure.” 

Janie pulled down her lower lip and wiggled one of 
the little front teeth. 

“Wow,” Mitch said, “that’s gonna come out real 
soon.” 

“Adam told me they’re all gonna fall out.”  Janie’s 
eyes were big and her voice was serious, “But that’s 
okay cause my papa told me that new ones grow 
back.” 

“He’s right,” Mitch said with a smile. 

“OK,” Tommy said confidently, “your turn.” 
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Ten minutes later Adam and Tommy were the 
winners. 

“See, I told you,” Adam said, “no matter where you 
go, we’re gonna get you.” 

Mitch threw his hands in the air, “You got me.” 

“Children,” Michael said, “pick up the game now; it’s 
time to get ready for bed.” 

The children put away the checker board and went 
into their bedroom.  Michael sat down and picked up 
his big Bible.  He glanced up at Mitch as he turned 
the thin pages.  “Every night after the kids are ready 
for bed we have a family devotion time,” he 
explained. 

“You have a wonderful family,” Mitch said, “I wish I 
had done differently by mine.” 

“You still can; God’s giving you another chance.  
Sometimes He uses experiences that seem terrible 
to us at the time to bring about something good.  
We don’t always understand it or see it like that 
when it’s happening, but God’s Will is always 
perfect and good.” 
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Mitch considered Michael’s words, “Do you think 
sometimes He uses car accidents and career set 
backs?” 

Michael smiled, “I think He does.” 

The children re-entered the room with their mother 
and sat down.  Janie walked over to Mitch, hugging 
her teddy bear.  “Can I sit on your lap, Mr. Mitch?” 
she asked. 

Mitch nodded and pulled her warm, little body onto 
his lap while Michael started reading.  As he looked 
around at the family, Mitch couldn’t help thinking of 
his own family and all the time he’d wasted.  He 
thought back on Jimmy’s childhood, and for the 
second time that night he felt pain and regret 
because of how much he’d missed.  He also hadn’t 
been fair to Carrie.  Their relationship had become 
so distant, and it was all his fault. 

Mitch thought back to what Michael had just said.  
Could it be that God had allowed the car accident, 
not necessarily to punish him like he had originally 
thought, but to show him what a blessing his family 
really was, and how he had wronged Carrie and 
Jimmy, and God with his ungrateful heart?  He 
thought back on the last years and realized that his 
motives for a big career weren’t for the good of his 
wife and son, but rather for himself.  He’d been 
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completely selfish and he prayed he would find 
forgiveness at home. 

As Michael’s calm voice filled the quiet room with 
God’s Word, Mitch felt a peace that he had not 
experienced in a long time. 

The next morning the occupants of the Taylor house 
were met by a clear, blue sky and a bright, warm 
sun. 

Mitch walked into the kitchen where Laura was 
preparing breakfast.   

“How’s your head today, Mitch?” she asked. 

“A lot better,” Mitch answered with a smile as he 
walked over to the kitchen window.  “It’s a beautiful 
morning, much better than yesterday....in more 
ways than I can even believe,” he added 
thoughtfully. 

“It sure is,” Michael said walking into the room.  He 
placed his hand on Mitch’s shoulder, “Will you be 
heading home today?” 

�    22



Mitch nodded, “I sure do appreciate all you’ve done.  
I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t 
come by.” 

“It was our pleasure,” Michael replied. 

Adam, Maggie, Tommy, and Janie walked into the 
kitchen as their mother finished placing the food on 
the table.  Everyone took their seats and Michael 
blessed the food.  Mitch couldn’t even remember 
that last time he had had breakfast with his family. 

“Are you gonna go home today, Mr. Mitch?” Tommy 
asked as he pushed his fork through the scrambled 
eggs on his plate. 

“Yes, I am, Tommy,” Mitch said with a grin. 

“Then we’re not gonna be able to play baseball, 
huh?” 

Mitch ruffled his curly hair.  “No, Tommy, I’m afraid 
not.” 
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“Are you sure you can’t stay?” Tommy asked as 
Mitch stood by the door with his suitcase, “Even to 
play just one game of baseball?” 

“I’m sure, Tommy,” he said kneeling beside the boy.   
“It’s time for me to go home.” 

Tommy and Janie gave him a hug.  “Bye, Mr. Mitch.” 

“Bye,” he said as he stood up. “Bye, Adam, 
Maggie.” 

Adam smiled, “Come back for another game of 
checkers some time.” 

“Yeah, we still have to beat them,” Maggie said.  
“We’ll show them!” 

Mitch laughed and nodded his head, “I will.”  
Turning to Michael and Laura he said, “Thank you 
both.  I don’t know what I would’ve done without 
you.” 

Michael smiled and stuck out his hand, “You go 
home and make things right.” 

Mitch grasped his hand, “I will, Michael. I will.” 
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The children waved goodbye as Mitch climbed into 
the bright yellow taxi that had come to pick him up.  
Mitch waved through the window as the car drove 
off.  As he passed the site of his accident he 
paused, bowed his head, and had a little talk with 
God. 

As the car sped down the road, Mitch turned his 
thoughts to Carrie and Jimmy.  He smiled as he 
pictured the look of surprise on their faces when 
they’d see him walk through the door.  

“Thanks again, Lord,” he silently prayed, a wave of 
emotion sweeping over him.  
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A month later a letter addressed to the Taylor family 
came in the mail, and Michael read it to his family: 

Dear Michael, Laura, Adam, Maggie, Tommy, and 
Janie,        

      I wanted to thank you all for showing me what a 
family is supposed to be like.  Previous to that 
stormy day when I had the accident, I had not been 
the father and husband I should’ve been.  I was 
selfishly caught up in the pursuit of my career.  But 
now, by your example, I have come to realize the 
error of my ways, and have seen how I misused and 
selfishly neglected the wonderful blessings God had 
given me.  Michael, I now understand what you 
were talking about; what we consider suffering can 
turn into the greatest blessing, and today I rejoice 
that God willed that accident.  Without it, I’d still be 
living my life selfishly.  I don’t have the big career 
anymore; what I do have is something so much 
better than anything I could have imagined for 
myself: the love of God and family.  This letter 
cannot fully express my gratitude to God for placing 
me in the midst of your family.  Someday I hope to 
come visit you all again with my wife, Carrie, and 
Jimmy.  And this time, Tommy, we’ll play baseball.  
It’s my prayer that I may be the same witness you 
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all were to me for someone else.  Before the storm 
that day I had been lost, even though I didn’t know 
it.  Thank you for helping me find my way. 

                                                                       
Your friend,  
         
Mitch
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