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Reba Showalter sat in the white slatted rocker 
on the second-story porch of her son Scott’s 
farmhouse, reading to her granddaughters 

Brooklyn and Alyssa from a cherished copy of The Ugly 
Duckling. Life couldn’t get any better.

“Aw, look at the poor ugly duckling,” Reba said, point-
ing to the oversized gray duckling on the page. “The 
other ducklings don’t like him.”

“Ug-wee,” echoed Alyssa in her almost-two-year-old 
way.

Six-year-old Brooklyn looked at her granny with a 
puzzled expression. “Are you sad, Granny?”

“Yes. I could cry for the poor ugly duckling. He has to 
leave his home.”
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“I don’t have to leave my home.”
“No, your family loves you, and we can thank God for 

that.”

Christina burst onto the porch, the playroom door 
slamming against the clapboard of the old white house. 
Shayla peered out from the playroom, a miniature fry-
ing pan in her hand and her face aglow with a dreamy 
look that made you wonder what she was thinking about.

“Granny, look. We cleaned it all up,” Christina said, 
pointing to the small kitchenette in the playroom.

Reba leaned over and peeked into the room. “Why, so 
you did. It looks nice. Say,” she added, changing the sub-
ject, “are you two packed for our trip?”

The Showalter home.
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“We got some things packed,” answered eleven-year-
old Shayla for the group. “But Mom still needs to finish 
the wash.” 

“You’d better tell her to hurry up. We leave in just a 
few days.”

“We will,” Shayla said. Then her hazel eyes danced. “Do 
you wanna go swimming with us after lunch today?”

“I’ll have to be getting home before then. Your gran-
ny’s got a lot of food to fix before the trip.”

Christina crossed her arms and cocked her head like 
an indignant farmwife dickering over a bushel of over-
priced peaches. “You know what Shayla says? She says I 
have to pack my winter coat. Do I?” 

Reba looked at Christina. “Hey, that’s a good idea. I 
might take mine along too.”

Christina’s eyebrows drew into a tight V. “In the sum-
mer?”

“It can get mighty chilly around the lake,” Reba said. 
“And we’ll probably sit on the dock and watch the moon 
set over the lake. And what if we want to swim at night, 
or pretend to fall off the dock? That warm coat will 
probably feel really good.” 

Christina nodded, then smiled until the cleft in her 
chin showed and her face, framed by soft dark hair that 
formed a peak at her forehead, looked like a precious 
little heart. Then she bounced into the house.
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Shayla grinned, her eyes twinkling behind wisps of 
light brown hair that couldn’t seem to stay tucked in 
her braid. Her face wasn’t as round as Christina’s—more 
like their dad’s than their mom’s.

“I can hardly wait till next week,” Shayla said. “Every-
body will be there, and it’s going to be so much fun.”

Shayla gently grabbed Brooklyn’s hand and led her to 
the playroom. “Come on, Brookey; let’s go play house,” 
she said. “I’ll be the mom, and you can be the little girl, 
and we can make Granny some eggs and toast.”

“Yes,” Reba said. “Green eggs and ham. How about 
that?”

the sisters.
Caption: Brooklyn, 

Shayla, Alyssa, and 
Christina in the match-
ing dresses Phyllis made 
for them for Christmas 
2006.

Brooklyn, Shayla, Alyssa, and Christina in the matching  
dresses Phyllis made for them for Christmas 2006.
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Brooklyn giggled. “That’s just pretend, Granny. Eggs 
are really white.” 

A

Phyllis approached the house a few minutes later, lug-
ging a five-gallon bucket that caused her to lean to one 
side as she walked. “Come on down, girls,” she called. 
“You can snap these beans for me while I get the jars 
ready.”

Reba set the book aside and stood, shifting Alyssa 
from her lap to her hip. “Come on, girls,” she called into 
the playroom. The girls abandoned their imaginary 
eggs mid-scramble and ran to get Christina.

By the time they got to the kitchen, Phyllis was 
already setting empty dishpans on the island counter 
in the center of the kitchen. “I left the beans out by the 
swing,” she said.

“I like doing blueberries better,” Shayla said. “You get 
to eat them when you pick them, and you get to eat them 
when you bag them. Beans aren’t good until you cook 
them. And they have those awful yellow fuzzy bugs.”

“Yellow bugs are your protein, girls,” Reba said with 
a grin.

“Besides,” added Christina, “blueberries wouldn’t 
taste very good in vegetable soup.”


