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The knock on the door cut through the stagnant heat. Carol shifted her weight 
slowly; her belly definitely slowed her down these days. She was never having 
sex between October and December again. She had already decided. Being 
pregnant during the heat of summer was something she wouldn’t wish on her 
worst enemy. Ralph kept promising that he would have air conditioning 
installed, but just like everything else, it was really just talk. It was the same talk 
that left the peeling paint on the outside of the house (until Carol had painted it 
herself), had left the leaky faucet (until Carol bought the Time Life book set for 
home repairs), and left the snow on the sidewalk (until Carol got the shovel out). 
Snow. The thought of it brought her an iota of relief. 

She pushed herself up off the couch as the knocks came again. She sighed; a 
woman stifled by heat. “Coming!” She waddled to the door as she smoothed her 
dress, and checked her hair in the mirror in the front hall before opening the 
door. She smiled out of habit and years of etiquette training, but it was a smile 
made of resignation, rather than happiness.

And there he stood. A man too short to be grown, and too old to be a kid. 
His hair was neatly slicked back, his shirt firmly tucked into his slacks. 
Everything fit into its place, including his finger into his nose. He was knuckle 
deep, as if Carol had interrupted a private moment unexpectedly. He turned and 
jerked his finger out of its burrow, hiding it behind him. Carol waited, knowing 
he was wiping his hand on his slacks. Mental note: have him sit on the wooden 
chair. Definitely not the wingback. 

He smiled nervously and shifted his weight before beginning. “Hello, Miss. 
My name is Hugh. I’m here to talk to you about the word of God. Mind if I share 
some scripture with you?”

Carol looked past him. The neighborhood sat as if posing for a still life. Right 
now, Hugh and his bible were the only things that brought life to this street. She 
sighed. “Sure. Come in.” She stepped aside and motioned towards the living 
room as he passed through the foyer. He walked in with confidence, his shoes 
clacking against the floor until he crossed onto the rug. Carol followed behind 
him, hoping to steer him to the wooden chair in time.

But her belly slowed her down, and she wasn’t fast enough. He squatted in 
the wingback chair, letting his weight fall into it as Carol watched, helpless. She 
watched him as he settled into the chair. He wasn’t so unlike Ralph, really. He 
was smaller, and obviously younger, but he could easily be mistaken for Ralph’s 
younger brother. Carol smiled slightly, sadly.

Hugh was nervous as he opened his bible, flipping one thin page to the next 
to find the passage he was looking for. “Would you like some lemonade?” 

He smiled at her and paused.
“No, thank you.” Carol saw the beads of sweat forming on his brow and 

knew the heat pressed in on him with the same fervor as it did to her.
“I’ll just be a minute. I have ice.” He perked up a bit, and Carol went into the 

kitchen. She pressed up against the refrigerator as she opened it, letting the cold 
air flow out onto her face. It was welcome, and she wanted it all.  She could 
have it all, she remembered. She stared into the freezer at the back wall, at least 
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where the wall would be, if it weren’t covered with frost. She made a mental 
note that she needed to defrost it, then pulled the ice bucket out for the 
lemonade.

Carol was practiced at the art of entertaining; it was something she prided 
herself on. Not that Ralph ever brought home guests. She took the chance to put 
the glasses on the little silver tray with her mother’s doily on it.  She lowered it 
so Hugh could take a glass, and he picked it up delicately, as if it might be 
squashed to bits if he grasped it too hard. Carol smiled. At least Hugh had 
manners. The kind of manners she would teach to her son one day.

She set the tray down on the side table and eased herself onto the couch, 
feeling the springs bend under her. “So,” she picked up her glass, “Tell me about 
God’s word.”

“Words are powerful. God’s word especially.” Hugh’s eyes were bright as he 
spoke. Carol nodded. “Did you know He brought the entire world into being 
with the power of His words?” Carol raised an eyebrow slightly, half paying 
attention. “That’s how we know we were made in His image, you see. We’re the 
only beings with the power of words. Just like God.” Hugh smiled, excited at the 
thought.

“You mean we’re like God?” Carol didn’t really care about the answer. She 
just wanted to feel like she was having a conversation. Even if it was about God. 

“Only like His image,” Hugh said. He held his hands up with caution, 
making sure he didn’t take credit for too much. He flipped to another page in his 
bible. Carol stared at the lemonade in her hands. It was forming beads of sweat 
on the flowers etched on the sides of it, the ice cubes tinkling against the inside 
lightly. Hugh waited for her to look up at him again so he could continue, but 
she just stared at her glass. He reached over and rested his hand on her wrist. 
“Words matter.”

Carol looked up at him. “Yes. ‘Let your conversation be always full of grace, 
seasoned with salt, so that you may know how to answer everyone.’”

Hugh smiled with relief. “Colossians four six. You do know the word of God.” 
Hugh took a satisfied gulp of his drink as Carol traced her finger through the 
beads on her glass.

“I know enough of them.”
Hugh’s smile fell. Her voice didn’t have the fondness that cradled the word 

‘God’ the way a believer would say it. He swallowed hard and looked for a way 
back. She rested the glass on her belly. “When is the happy day?” he asked 
hopefully. Carol rubbed her belly slowly. She looked tired as she smiled.

“Four weeks to go.”
“Well there’s something to look forward to.”
Carol sighed. “Sure.”
“I bet your husband is over the moon.”
Carol stopped rubbing her belly and stared at nothing. Hugh looked away, 

confused. A baby was supposed to be a happy part of a family, and this woman 
didn’t look happy at all. The house was in perfect order, with everything in its 
place. It was full of nice things, and seemed like a completely normal suburban 
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house. Almost like one out of a magazine. It could be anybody’s house. Or 
everybody’s.

Hugh looked at the walls. A beautiful painting here. Another there. Then, he 
saw a smaller patch on the opposite wall. It was a small rectangle that was just a 
tad brighter than the rest of the wall. A picture had once been there.  He noticed 
other rectangles. There were no more pictures. Nothing to distinguish this house, 
this woman, or this family. He looked back over at Carol, sitting still as a statue. 

“It must be hard for you,” he said with tenderness that far exceeded his age. 
Carol’s eyes wandered up to his, a question inside them. “It’s been very hot this 
summer.” Carol smiled, then sighed. He turned the delicate pages of his bible 
lightly, gently. “I might have one to make you feel better.” He squeezed her hand 
and smiled as he held it and began reading. "Be strong and courageous, do not 
be afraid or tremble at them, for God is the one who goes with you He will not 
fail you or forsake you." He closed his bible and continued. “Be strong and let 
your heart take courage. Do not fear, for I am with you.” Hugh put his other 
hand on hers and looked into her face. Her eyes were glassy pools, staring at the 
window. Her hands relaxed and her glass tipped sideways, lemonade spilling 
over the top onto the upholstery. She pulled the glass back as she gasped, then 
looked at Hugh. 

“Oh no, Ralph will be so-“ 
Hugh looked away for a moment, then back at her. “I’m with you.”
Carol put her hand on her belly. “He’ll never know, right?”
“It’s just a couch.”
Carol grasped her belly with both hands. “He’ll never know.”
Hugh grimaced slightly as the realization struck him. Her grief was the 

heartbreak of betrayal. “Don’t be afraid. I’m with you.”
Carol wiped a tear away and quickly composed herself. “Perhaps we can 

have bible study some other time. I’ve had my fill of God’s word for today.”
Hugh sighed and smiled gently. “Not every word is His. We do get to keep 

some of them ourselves.”
He stood and reached his hand out to help her up. She smiled. He was a 

sweet boy. If only they all could be so thoughtful. She walked him to the door, 
and as he stood in the threshold, he turned to her, short and small, but lending 
her strength she thought was gone. He shook her hand, but held on as he rested 
his other hand on top of hers. “Don’t be afraid. I’m with you.”

He smiled one last time, then turned as she closed the door behind him. She 
rested her forehead on the door, exhausted. Maybe it was time to get rid of the 
wingback chair.


