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To Donald, my love of thirty-three years, and to my children and grandchildren, life with you has always been the greatest adventure. From Austin’s baseball games and EJ’s soccer matches, to seeing Kelsey and Tyler in a dozen CYT musicals… through hiking the Arizona mountains and exploring the Northwest’s Columbia Gorge, and now to the thrill of finding new adventures with our precious little ones, this life is a gift. I love you always and forever, and I thank God for you all.

—Karen

To the reader, wherever you are and whatever your age, may you keep your eyes open to the adventures that await you. Thank you for reading these stories. Thank you for your enthusiastic letters, responses, and support. If no one has told you today, you are special. To my family, thank you for all the ways you have blessed my life and for all the adventures we’ve had together. Can’t wait to see what awaits us in the chapters ahead. And to my Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ. All I have and all I do is because of You and for You. Thank you for giving me stories to share. I pray I tell them well. Happy reading, friends.

—Tyler






Dear Reader,

As you grow up, you will come to see that character is everything! The way you respect and love your parents and family and your determination to be honest and kind and good will shape the course of your life. So will your ability to help other people, and your decision to be loyal and helpful and to take good care of God’s creation and appreciate the things He gives you.

All of that comes down to character.

In Galatians 5, the Bible talks about these characteristics of a person as the fruit of the Spirit—proof that a person is seeking after God’s heart. The fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control.

In this book you will see how the Baxter children take the journey from grumbly to grateful, and how they remember the very traits that make them one of our favorite families. Through disappointments and the impending doom of a massive blizzard, through frustrations and the funniest moments of all, Brooke, Kari, Ashley, Erin and Luke must remember what it means to be a Baxter.

As you read, we hope you remember what it means to be you, too! Look for ways to shine in the places where God has you. Because you get just one chance at today, one chance to live your life the best you can. Say something kind, help someone out, smile at that person who needs it most. Seeing someone smile will make you smile, too. Whether at home or at school or church, make every minute count!

Just like the Baxter children do!

Love, Karen

and Tyler







BROOKE BAXTER—an eighth grader at Bloomington Middle School in Indiana. She is studious and smart and happy about her family’s move. Like before, she has her own room.

KARI BAXTER—a sixth grader at Bloomington Elementary School. She is pretty, kind, and ready to make new friends—even if that means starting a new sport. Out in their huge backyard, Kari and Ashley find the perfect meeting spot for the family.

ASHLEY BAXTER—a fifth grader at Bloomington Elementary. When life gets crazy, Ashley is right in the middle of the mess. Always. She is a dreamer and an artist, open to trying new things. She sees art in everything, and is easily the funniest Baxter child.

ERIN BAXTER—a third grader at Bloomington Elementary. She is quiet and soft-spoken, and she loves spending time with their mom. She has her own room in the new house.

LUKE BAXTER—a second grader at Bloomington Elementary. He’s good at sports, but sometimes he’s a little too risky. Most of all he’s happy and hyper. He loves God and his family—especially his sister Ashley.
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ASHLEY

The Baxter family children needed a meeting.

That’s what Ashley Baxter figured. She sat with her four siblings at the dining room table that Saturday morning, hands cupped around a mug of orange juice. She leaned close to the drink and blew over the top of it. The orange juice rippled just below the rim and splashed over the sides.

Luke stared at her. He was the youngest. “Why do you blow on it?” Luke kneeled on the chair and leaned nearly all the way across the table, using his elbows as supports. “It’s not hot.”

“It is to me, Luke.” Ashley remembered to smile. “It’s my own personal almost-coffee. Because I’m in a thinking mood.” She patted Luke’s head. “You’ll understand when you’re my age.”

Ashley was in fifth grade. Luke was in second. He wouldn’t know anything about hard mornings or remembering to smile. But today was especially hard for Ashley for one reason. The same reason they needed a meeting. Two words:

Character and awards.

“Ashley.” Brooke smiled at her from the kitchen, where she was helping Mom make French toast. “If you think life is hard now, just wait. Middle school is right around the corner.”

“No, thank you.” Ashley swapped a look with Kari. “We’re never growing up, right, Kari?” Kari was in sixth grade, and she and Ashley shared a room. Next year Kari would be in middle school, too.

“That’s the deal.” Kari nodded. “Never grow up.”

Dad walked into the kitchen. “Something smells great!” He hugged Mom and grinned at Brooke. “Another perfect winter Saturday for the Baxter family.”

Ashley blew at a wisp of her brown hair. “I’m not sure about that, Dad.” She looked at Erin, their younger sister, and then at Brooke and Kari and Luke. “The Baxter kids need a meeting. At the rock. As soon as we finish breakfast.”

“As soon as you finish dishes.” Mom’s eyes smiled at her.

“Right.” Ashley gave her mother a thumbs-up. “As soon as we finish dishes.”

When the French toast was ready, the whole family sat around the table and Dad prayed. “Thank You, God, for Brooke, Kari, Ashley, Erin, and Luke. They are the kindest, most brave and considerate children I know.”

Ashley opened one eyeball and stared at her father. Perhaps he could be their spokesperson to the Bloomington Elementary School character award team.

Her dad was still praying. “Thank You, God, because these kids of ours work together and play together and they do something most siblings don’t often do. They have fun together. Thank You for that, and for this food, in Jesus’s name, amen.”

Ashley jumped to her feet and started to clap. “Bravo, Dad! Bravo.” She looked at her siblings, encouraging them to join her until all five of them were standing and giving their father a rowdy round of applause.

“Why are we clapping?” Brooke looked from Ashley to her parents and back again.

“Because, Brooke.” Ashley finally sat back down. Her hands were sore. “At least one person sees who we really are. Did you hear his prayer? If that’s true, we each should’ve won a character award at school by now.”

Mom raised her eyebrows at Ashley. “We’ve talked about this.”

Kari nodded. “It’s true. We have talked about it.”

“But…” Ashley’s next words came very fast. “Maybe we should talk about it again. Maybe Dad should talk about it. To the principal. Because zero character awards for the Baxter children is a tragedy, I tell you. An absolute tragedy.”

Her father started to laugh, but he covered his mouth. Because this was no laughing matter, clearly. He reached out and put his hand over hers. “As long as you’re winning at home, that’s what matters.” He looked around. “Speaking of being at home… the Farmer’s Almanac says there’s a massive blizzard headed our way.”

Ashley set her fork down. Again, she stood up. “A massive blizzard?” She ran to the window and looked out. The entire sky was bright blue. She looked back at her dad. “Today?”

“No.” Dad shook his head. This time he didn’t try to cover his laugh. “They’re predicting it will hit in early February… a few weeks from now.”

“Whew.” Ashley returned to the table and sat down once more. She looked around. “I can honestly tell you, my fellow family members, that I am not ready for a blizzard.”

“Biggest blizzard in a hundred years.” Dad took a bite of his French toast. He raised his fork in the air. “That’s what the Farmer’s Almanac says.”

Ashley studied the little bites of French toast swimming in the lake of syrup on her plate. A Farmer’s Almond Hat. “Does the hat help the farmers know when it’s going to snow?”

“The hat?” Brooke wrinkled her nose. “What hat?”

“The almond hat.” Ashley looked at her mother, then back to Dad. “Isn’t that what you said? The farmer’s almond hat?”

“Almanac.” Her father laughed again.

Ashley did a slight bow. Because apparently she was providing a great deal of humor this morning.

Dad cleared his throat. “The Farmer’s Almanac has been printed every year for more than two centuries. Since the late seventeen hundreds. Every year the editors make predictions about weather.” He smiled at Mom.

“Yes.” Their mother turned to Ashley. “The editors use a secret formula based on solar patterns and historical weather conditions. It’s somewhat scientific.”

Ashley’s entire head was swimming with this new information. “And they think we’re having a gigantic blizzard? This year?”

“They do.” Dad took another bite of French toast. “Of course, only God knows whether a storm like that will actually happen.”

“God doesn’t need an almanac for that!” Luke took his plate to the kitchen. “I’ll start the dishes.”

Everyone was finished eating, so the children sprang into action. Once the dishes were done, they slid into their boots, zipped up their coats and slapped on beanies. Because mid-January in Bloomington, Indiana, was cold as an icebox outside.

When they were ready, all five Baxter kids hurried out the back door. Ashley was the last one.

“Come on, Bo!” Ashley called for their dog. He ran up, his ears flopping and tail wagging. “It’s meeting time.” She patted his head and ushered him along. Then she shut the door behind her.

There was no snow on the ground today, so Brooke led the way through the forever-long grassy field to the big rock at the far side of their backyard. They pushed past a line of trees and there it was—the stream that ran behind the house. And the rock, of course.

Their own private rock.

Ashley and the others scrambled up onto the top of it. There was room for each of them to sit down. Painted on the top were all of their handprints from when they moved in last summer. Beneath the painted hands were their names.

“Look at this.” Luke tried to match his hand to his handprint. “It doesn’t line up.” He lifted his face to Brooke. “I think the paint is shrinking.”

“No.” Brooke’s smile was a little sad. “Your hand is getting bigger, Luke.” She tried to match hers and Ashley could see the same thing. “See? My hand is bigger now, too.”

Ashley felt her heart drop. She found her handprint and tried to line up her hand over it. Brooke was right. Her hand didn’t fit there now, either. It was happening.

They were growing up. Despite their promise.

A chilly quiet came over the five of them. Ashley lifted her hand from the painted one on the rock. It was time to think about something else.

From a nearby tree, an owl let out a long hooo-hoo. The wind whistled through the bare branches above them. Bo panted and a flock of birds flew by overhead.

“Do you hear that?” Ashley smiled at her siblings. “It’s a beautiful winter symphony.” She raised her ear toward the sky. “And it’s saying not to worry about growing up. Not today.”

The others nodded. “I like that.” Brooke settled into her spot. “Let’s have our meeting. It’s freezing out here.”

“You have a point.” Ashley’s teeth were starting to chatter. “Okay. The meeting is about the failed character awards.”

Luke shrugged. “It wasn’t a fail for everyone. Lots of kids have won certificates.”

“Well, it’s been a fail for us.” Ashley scooted next to Kari. “Get closer. Everyone. So we don’t fall to hyperthermia.”

“Hypothermia. Hyperthermia is when you’re too hot.” Brooke slid closer to Erin and Luke. “Ashley’s right. Shoulder to shoulder, people.”

When they were huddled together, Ashley took a deep breath. “The thing is, we need a plan if we’re going to win a character award.”

“Like a strategy?” Kari blinked. She was shivering a little.

“Exactly.” Ashley put her arm around Kari’s shoulders. “A strategy. Which is why I’m thinking I should coach us. You know, like lessons where we meet each week and practice some new skills. Like training for the basketball team. Or the Army.”

“Training?” Erin shook her head. “I think Mom is right. We just have to keep doing our best.”

“At least you have character awards.” Brooke leaned in closer to the others. “In middle school you just do your work and stay quiet.”

Ashley shuddered. That sounded terrible. “We only have this one chance.” She swapped looks with Kari and Erin and Luke. And suddenly she felt a stirring inside her. Beneath her ribs. Or maybe that was the French toast.

Either way, before she could stop herself, she jumped up and threw her hands in the air. “Training! Yes, that’s exactly what we’re going to do.” Ashley dropped back down to the rock and squeezed in tight with the others. “We will train. We will strategize. We will learn how to be the kinds of students Principal Bond wants.” She snapped her fingers a few times. “What was it Principal Bond wanted? Do you remember?”

“Honesty.” Kari nodded. “I remember that.”

“And respect.” Luke pointed at Ashley. “Always be respectful.”

“Okay.” Ashley felt her heart beat faster. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”

“What about cooperation?” Erin looked from Luke to Ashley. “He talks about that a lot.”

“Good job, Erin!” Ashley high-fived her youngest sister. “Definitely cooperation.”

“So how will we train for that?” Luke seemed ready to start the program.

Ashley’s mind raced. “Well… how about this: I will develop a strategy, lessons. Ways we can practice.” She tapped her chin. “It’ll be a Baxter playbook.”

“I don’t know, Ashley.” Kari shook her head. “This feels like the wrong way to do it.”

“Have I ever led you wrong?” Ashley held her hands open. “I’m as reliable as the farmer’s almond hat.”

“Almanac.” Brooke giggled.

“Right. That.” Ashley helped her siblings to their feet. “Trust me. If we do this right, each of us could win a character award before spring break. That gives us two months.” Ashley held out her hands. “Come on. Make a circle.”

They all held hands.

“I’m freezing.” Erin shivered hard. “Fine, Ashley. You can be our coach.”

“We’ll meet in Luke’s room and start this afternoon.” A sharp breeze cut through Ashley’s winter coat. “But first… hot chocolate!”

They put their hands in the middle then and Brooke counted them out. “One-two-three…”

And all together—like they’d done every time they came to the rock lately—the Baxter children shouted out loud, “Baxters!”

Ashley led the way as they scrambled off the rock. The chilly air poked pins at their cheeks, but once they were back inside Mom had five mugs of steaming hot chocolate lined up in a row.

“What’s a winter rock meeting without hot chocolate?” Mom grinned at them. “How did it go?”

Ashley raised her eyebrows. “We shall see, Mother. We shall see.”

Long after they had finished their drinks, Ashley sat by the fireplace drawing. She placed herself in front of her four siblings, whistle around her neck. Very soon, training would begin. Brooke might as well join them. She wouldn’t win any awards, but at least she’d impress her teachers. That had to count for something.

Yes, Ashley would come up with a list of drills and exercises to help them win a character award. Each of them, if she had anything to do with it.

Because the Baxters had what it took to be winners.

Ashley was sure.
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KARI

Kari’s mind was on one thing—the character award assembly happening when PE was over. But first she had to finish the last few minutes of sixth-grade basketball.

The PE assignment was simple, at least for most kids in her class. Catch a pass, dribble four times, and make a basket. A close-up basket. A layup.

Do that and Kari would pass the basketball unit. But so far, every time Kari shot the ball, it hadn’t even hit the rim. This was her last chance.

Kari had fallen asleep last night praying she would pass.

“Okay, Kari, it’s your turn.” Their PE teacher, Mr. Stone, nodded. “You can do it.”

“Yes, sir.” Kari stared at the basketball hoop. The voices of her classmates and the sound of a dozen bouncing basketballs all grew dim until the only thing Kari could hear was the beat of her heart.

Ba-boom. Ba-boom. Ba-boom.

Kari’s forehead felt sweaty. She looked at Mandy. “Okay,” she yelled out. “Ready!”

“You got this.” Mandy dribbled the ball twice. “Here you go!”

With that, Mandy passed the ball across the court to Kari. It seemed to sail through the air in slow motion, and this time with confident hands, Kari caught it. She actually did. Yes, she thought. A good start. Then she dribbled four times without hitting her feet or losing the ball. Also good, she told herself.

Finally, she raised the ball up over her head, just the way Mr. Stone had taught them. It felt heavy, like a bowling ball. But this time Kari shot it up toward the basket and…

Swish!

The basketball dropped through the net and bounced on the hardwood floor. Kari stood frozen for a moment, but then she released the longest breath. She had passed! The ball had gone in!

“You did it, Kari!” Mr. Stone clapped and so did the other students in Kari’s class.

“Look at you go, girl!” Liza’s voice echoed through the gym.

“I knew you could do it!” Mandy ran to Kari and hugged her. Then she took Kari’s hand and held it up. Like Kari had won gold in the Olympics.

Ten minutes later, their teacher, Ms. Nan, entered the gym and took a seat in the bleachers. Kari and the rest of her class joined her. And soon every boy and girl was gathered in their assigned seats in the gym.

It was time for the character award assembly.

Kari took a deep breath. She didn’t want to get her hopes up. Ashley’s class happened to sit right next to Kari’s. So Kari shifted her way over until she sat right next to Ashley. Kari leaned close and whispered, “Maybe today’s the day.”

“We haven’t started our official training.” Ashley clenched her teeth. “But yes, maybe today. I am not holding my breath here. Plus my report on deserts was not a win.”

“What happened?” Kari frowned. The other kids were still taking their places, so for now they could talk.

Ashley shrugged. “Apparently it’s the Mo-hav-ee desert. I said Mo-jave.” Ashley covered her face with one hand and shook her head. “A silent j. Who knew?”

Kari couldn’t help but laugh. If there was an award for most entertaining, Ashley would’ve won it, hands down.

Principal Bond walked up to the podium. “Hello, boys and girls! We have exciting news about the book fair, but first, this week’s character awards!”

Ashley linked arms with Kari and squeezed tight.

“Everyone settle down, please.” The principal waited. A few rounds of shhhs made their way across the gym until finally it was quiet. “Thank you.” He looked around the packed room.

Kari and Ashley stayed stone still, waiting.

“The faculty and I have been very impressed with the environment of the school since introducing the character awards back in December.” Principal Bond smiled a friendly smile. “We have seen our community become more caring, more respectful, and more helpful. As your principal, I am very proud of your efforts.” He looked at a sheet of paper in his hand. “And with that… on to our winners.”

Suddenly Ashley released Kari’s arm. And before Kari could stop her, Ashley stood straight up and raised her hand. The entire school turned and stared at her.

“The first award goes to—” The principal looked up and stopped midsentence. He aimed his eyeballs straight at Ashley. “Miss Baxter? Is there a problem?”

Ashley spoke loud enough for the principal and everyone else to hear. “Hello, sir. No, no problem. Just wondering.” She smiled. “How does this whole character award thing work?”

Principal Bond blinked.

“You know…” Ashley continued. “Who keeps score? Who’s watching? Are there spies in the hallways? Or cameras?” Ashley hesitated. “We need to know these things.”

Kari slumped down in her seat. On the other side, Mandy’s mouth hung open. Liza’s, too. Silence filled the gym. “Ashley.” Kari used her loudest whisper. She tugged on her sister’s sweater. “Sit down!”

But Ashley stayed standing, eyes locked on the principal. “Take your time, sir.” She smiled again, patient.

The principal seemed a little shocked. He raised his eyebrows up into his forehead. “Miss Baxter. There are no spies. No cameras. The teachers nominate students based on their character. That’s how it works.” He paused. “Please sit down.”

Ashley glanced at Mr. Garrett, her teacher. The man was standing at the opposite side of her row. He did not look happy. He motioned to Ashley. “Sit down now!”

Kari shook her head. Her sister had really done it this time. She tried pulling Ashley down again. “Ashley, come on.”

Ashley looked down at Kari, then back at Mr. Bond. It must have hit her what she had done. “My apologies.” Ashley did a formal bow. “As you were, Principal Bond.” Then, finally, she sat down.

“Thank you, Ashley. Now…” The principal held the paper back up. “This week’s character awards…”

Principal Bond read off name after name and handed out award after award. Through it all, Kari could still feel their classmates looking at Ashley.

And, once again, not a single award went to any of the Baxter children.



That afternoon while Kari and her siblings did homework at the kitchen table, Kari still felt disappointed about the awards. “Ashley’s right.” She looked at the others. “We need training.”

Ashley tapped her chin a few times. “And so we shall get it.” She stared at Kari. “It has to be spies. How else do they know who’s good and who’s not?”

“Probably just… intuition.” Kari thought about her teacher. “Adults know a lot of things just by being adults.”

“Into-what? That’s a really big word.” Luke was writing out his math problems. “What’s it mean?”

“It’s a spelling word this week.” Kari pulled her homework out of her backpack.

Ashley looked at Kari. “How do you spell it?”

“Ask me on Friday.” Kari laughed. She had just gotten the list, so she wasn’t exactly an expert.

Mom came to the table with a tray of apple slices and string cheese. “I know it’s disappointing, but just be patient with the awards. Keep being you. If it’s meant to happen, it’ll happen.”

“Ashley asked the principal how awards were decided.” Luke smiled. “Nice one, Ash.”

A frown came over Mom’s face. She turned to Ashley. “You what?”

“I stood up, raised my hand and asked.” Ashley smiled. “Very polite, of course.” She took a quick breath. “Didn’t get a real answer.”

Mom gave Ashley a look but before she could say anything Ashley shook her head. “That wasn’t the lowlight of my day, though. The saddest lowlight was Mr. Garrett’s announcement.”

Erin was writing in her composition book. She stopped and turned to Ashley. “What announcement?”

“In the saddest news of all time, Mr. Garrett told us he is not coming back to school for a month. Starting tomorrow. On a Tuesday, of all things.”

“He’s quitting?” Luke wrinkled his nose. “In the middle of the year?”

“No.” Ashley sighed. “He is going home to be with his wife. Apparently, she’s having a baby this week. Which means a substitute teacher for me.” She raised her hands and dropped them, very dramatic. “An entire four whole weeks.”

“A baby? How wonderful.” Mom leaned back in her chair.

Kari wondered if their mother had forgotten about Ashley and the principal.

“Not wonderful.” Ashley frowned. “Not for us. Mr. Garrett is the best teacher in the world.” She nibbled at an apple slice. “Let’s hope the substitute is a good one.”

“Yes.” Mom sighed. “I substituted once. For a short season.” She smiled, as if happy memories were coming back. “Such a lovely time.”

“Like… when you were shorter?” Ashley looked confused.

Mom laughed. “No, Ashley… for a small amount of time… a short time. Just a few months after college. But I had fun. And I can promise you the substitute, whoever he or she is, will be just as nervous as you are.”

“We’ll see about that.” Ashley took another few bites of her apples.

Kari took two slices for her plate. “I’m sure the substitute will be fine.” She patted Ashley’s hand. “Mr. Garrett would only pick a good one.”

“You have a point.” Ashley looked hopeful.

“Well.” Mom grinned at Kari. “I have some good news. I spoke with your dance teacher today, Kari. She has assigned you a solo for the upcoming recital!”

“Really?” Kari felt her heart beat faster. She sat up a little straighter. A solo and a basketball shot in the same afternoon? Character awards or not, this was turning out to be a good day.

“Yay, Kari!” Ashley stood and danced in a few circles. “If you need tips, let me know. I don’t want to brag. But I’m a pretty good dancer.” She stopped and did three spins, punching her arms in the air with each one.

“Nice!” Kari high-fived Ashley. “Definitely. Something like that.”

Just then they heard the front door open and then slam again in a hurry.

“Brooke? Is that you?” Mom hurried toward the front door.

“That didn’t sound good.” Kari gave Ashley a worried look.

Ashley kept her eyes on the hallway toward the front door. “Let’s go see.” She slid out of her chair and tiptoed for the door.

Kari followed her sister down the hallway. There they saw Brooke and Mom sitting on the first step of the staircase. Mom had her arm around Brooke.

“It’s just so unfair.” Brooke sniffled. “I didn’t do anything.”

“Sometimes people exclude us for no reason. One day they love you, the next they won’t look at you.” Mom pulled Brooke in closer. “It doesn’t make it easy.”

“What happened?” Kari took a few steps toward Mom and Brooke. Ashley followed a few feet behind.

Mom looked at Brooke. “Can I tell them?”

Brooke was too emotional to speak. She nodded her head.

The story spilled out. One of Brooke’s friends, Ella, stopped including Brooke at lunchtime. For no reason.

Kari couldn’t believe it. She sat next to Brooke and put her head on her big sister’s shoulder. “You can always sit with me, Brooke,” Kari whispered.

Brooke let out a long exhale. “Thanks, Kari.”

Ashley crossed her arms. “Who is this Ella girl, anyway? Maybe I can go to your school and teach her a thing or two about manners.” Ashley rolled up her sleeves. “I’ve been taking notes. For the character awards.”

“We’re not going to teach anyone a lesson.” Mom was quick to chime in. “Ella is obviously going through something of her own. It’s very sad to feel excluded. But our confidence and joy can’t come from what others think of us.”

“Where does it come from then?” Kari looked at Mom.

By now, Luke and Erin had joined them. They took seats on the floor.

Mom’s voice was kind. “It comes from knowing that you’re loved. By God and by those who know you most. You are unique and you have something to offer this world. And no one can change that.” Mom took her time, looking at each of the children.

“Not even Ella.” Ashley plugged her nose.

Mom smiled. “Right. Not even her.”

Just then the door opened and Dad walked in. “This is an interesting place for a family meeting.” He looked at each of the kids, then at Mom. “Everything okay?”

“We’ll tell you all about it over dinner.” Mom stood and helped Kari, Ashley, and Brooke to their feet. Erin and Luke stood, too, and the whole family walked back to the kitchen.

Only then did Dad share his news. “Dr. Cohen called.” He looked at Erin. “He said it was a good thing we brought you in last week. I’m afraid you have to have glasses, honey.”

Erin’s eyes filled with tears. “No, thank you.”

“I’m sorry, Erin. You really need them.” Dad pulled her into a hug.

“But…” Erin’s voice cracked. “Everyone is gonna call me four eyes.” Erin turned and melted into Mother’s arms.

“No one is going to call you that.” Mom wiped at the tears rolling down Erin’s cheeks.

Kari blinked. So many tears today. Definitely unusual for a Baxter family afternoon.

Luke patted Erin’s back. “It’s okay, Erin. Glasses make you look smart.”

“But…” Erin sniffled. “I already am smart.”

Luke had no response. From her spot on the stair, Kari watched Luke look for help.

“Listen to me, Erin.” Ashley walked over and joined the growing group hug, trying to support Luke’s thought. “What Luke means is it’s nice to look smart. When you are smart. Which… you are.”

The family formed a group hug. Kari joined in with the others. “You will look so cute in glasses, Erin. I promise.” She squeezed Erin tight.

“True.” Erin let out a long sigh. “All right, then. I’m hungry.”

Mom laughed. “What about you, Luke? Any news today?”

“Yes!” He jumped a few times, like he had only just now remembered. “My class is going on a field trip! To see the Harlem Globetrotters!”

Ashley gasped. “No way! That is the most fun thing.” She hesitated. “What is it?”

Dad held out a pretend basketball. “Picture this.” He rolled the invisible ball down his back, caught it, and swung it around his waist. “The Globetrotters can do just about anything with a basketball.” Their father winced. “Let’s hope the Farmer’s Almanac is wrong. Or else the blizzard could be a problem for your field trip.”

“Let’s hope those farmers are wrong.” Luke scowled. “I don’t wanna miss my field trip.”

“Yes, I meant to ask.” Ashley put her hands on her hips. “What if we get buried in snow?”

Kari patted her sister’s arm. “I don’t think that will happen.”

“At least then I wouldn’t have to see Ella.” Brooke shrugged. She looked happier than before.

“And my class wouldn’t have to see me with glasses.” Erin linked arms with Brooke.

While Mom and Dad finished dinner, Kari found her journal. She had a lot on her mind as she began to write.


Hello. It’s me. Dad says a huge storm is coming. Except I have a big dance solo, and Luke has a field trip, and we are trying to win character awards. So, this might not be the best time for a storm. Also, Ashley and Brooke and Erin are kind of sad today. I wish I could give them a character award. They don’t deserve to be sad. I hope they know how much God loves them. It’s almost dinnertime. More later! Kari.
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