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Chapter 1


	The Introduction
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	nce upon a time there was a unique and quaint little town by the name of Adelphi.   One thing that made this small town unique and quaint was that the residents who live there all know each other, and not only do they know each other, they like each other and treat one another like family whether or not they are related.    


	Now this small town of Adelphi is located on a county highway and many travelers on their way to a larger town, or just out for a Sunday drive, venture through the town and occasionally are drawn by the quaintness they sense there, stop for gasoline, or a meal at Doodles Restaurant and have a chat with the locals.  Doodles was not only in the center of town, it was the communication hub of the town.   The residents gathered here to swap stories and share the latest news, and share in each other’s daily needs, and they were always happy when travelers stopped by and always treated them like extended family.


	The residents of Adelphi were very proud of their tight-knit community, of their beloved restaurant, but they were also very proud of what stood across the street from Doodles.  Peering through the plate glass windows from any table or booth, one could see an old, yet majestic wooden cross that stood steadfastly on the grassy hillside directly across the street.  Every day as the residents shared their stories of hardship, sin, fear, doubt and even guilt, they could look out at the cross and, somehow, it tells them that no matter what they are going through, in the end it will all be ok.  No…it will be better than ok.  It will be good.   Just a glance at that cross gives the residents hope to go on day after day no matter what life tosses their way.   The cross is a symbol of the townspeople’s faith, and it strengthens them, helping them to remember and rely upon God’s precious grace.  


	Rose, who had lived in Adelphi her entire life, which was now approaching close to nine decades, made her daily trek to the restaurant.  Now, everyone looked forward to seeing Rose because she was a woman who had her ear to the ground.  She seemed to know everything going on in the community and was the first to know about any big happenings.    


	This particular morning, Rose seemed overly anxious to share what she knew because the first thing out of Rose’s mouth as she enter Doodles that morning was, “Have you heard the news?”


	Everyone said, “What news?  What’s up?” 


	“Well, began Rose with a bit of the dramatic, “I have it from a good authority that there is a big oil tycoon coming to town.  Seems they believe there is oil to be found in this little town of ours.”


	Everyone in the restaurant turned and looked at each other and started to whisper to each other about this news they had just heard.   As it began to sink in they started batting questions at Rose.


	“When’s he coming?” 


	“Tomorrow.” said Rose.


	“What his name?” 


	“Bill MacFan, I understand.” 


	Another man piped up, “Oh my!  Imagine what will happen if he finds oil in this town?   It could mean more jobs, more money in our community!  More folks visiting.  I know my hardware store could certainly benefit from that.  In fact, we all could benefit from that!


	“Yes,” Rose stood for a moment and gazed out the window, “As long as he doesn’t take what is important to all of us.”


	 




Chapter 2


	The Oil Tycoon
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	he very next day around the busy lunch hour, a bus stops right outside the restaurant and everyone in the restaurant stopped their eating and talking and looked toward the bus to see who might be getting off.   They recognized the five people who got off the bus as locals returning home or family members of locals coming to town to visit. None of that caused too much stir, but as the bus pulled away, what the lunch crowd saw next caught their full attention.


	A big black Lincoln Continental pulled up followed by a yellow work truck of sorts.  Before the onlookers could even discuss who this might be, the side door of the car opened and out stepped a very imposing figure.  The man was average in height and weight but the expensive looking black suit and tall black hat on his head let everyone know this man was not average in any way.   In his hand was a small black suitcase with “DSC Oil” in gold lettering on the side and this left no doubt in the people’s minds  that this was Rose’s oil tycoon come to town.


	The driver came around the car, took the suitcase from the man and they proceeded to walk two doors down to the only inn in town.  Everyone leaned toward the window to watch them walk to the inn and disappear inside.  Then they turned their focus on the work truck which had the same emblem on the side of door and watched as the two workers inside drove a bit farther up the street to park and also enter the inn.


	Rose turned to the lunch patrons and said “Mr. MacFan is meeting with the mayor later on today about the oil that he believes lies beneath the surface somewhere in this town.”


	Mr. MacFan walked into the mayor’s office promptly at 2:00 p.m. and found the mayor secretary expecting him.  She quickly ushered him into see the mayor.
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