
LIVING WATERS


Vivian saw the future clearly and she was about to change it.   No matter the cost. 

As a young widow, she had pampered her son Larry, trying to help him recover from the death of 
his father, Russ.   It was a blessing that Russ had provided well for them, allowing her to stay 
home while they adjusted to their new lives. 

Larry lacked for nothing.   Private middle school, high tech toys, and friends who also ate, slept 
and breathed video games.   Vivian really didn’t mind the video games at first, until his grades 
began slipping.   Slowly, his attitude became rebellious, refusing to come down to dinner, then 
ignoring the light chores she assigned him.   Now that summer was here, she had trouble getting 
him out of his room.   Taking away the video console would get his attention, but she had a much 
better plan in mind.   She would renew her acquaintance with her only relative, Uncle Bill, whom 
she had not seen in years. By her choice. 


Like a war strategist, she mapped out a daring plan.   This was a war on two fronts, and the 
stakes were high. 

Armed with a camera, Vivian went on a recon mission to Uncle Bill’s house, one hour away.    
Good to see that the house hasn’t been condemned yet.   There was Uncle Bill in his hammock, 
surrounded by many of his friends, all of them named Bud.   In the driveway stood Uncle’s Bill’s 
only means of transportation, a faded pink AMC Hornet.   Bill’s deceased wife was given the car 
by Mary Kay cosmetics. 


Nothing had changed in the backyard, the stone wall was tumbling down, and the garden plot 
was covered with vines.   Snowshoes would be required to get through the knee high grass. The 
one bright spot in the yard was the eight foot tall privacy fences the neighbours had installed. 

Sitting in the car, I made my phone call to Uncle Bill.   We agreed that Larry would be staying with 
him for two weeks.   I would have groceries delivered for them both, and also pay the utility bills 
for two months.   He agreed that before we arrived, he would remove the spark plugs from the car 
and leave them with a friend.   He was to never leave Larry unattended, and above all, no alcohol 
would be on the premises.   If he held to this agreement, I would also pay his property taxes.   A 
formal agreement would be signed on arrival. 

Larry had never met Uncle Bill.   I told him it was high time we took a little trip to meet him.   Larry 
knew he couldn’t stay home alone, so he drug himself to the car.   Earlier this morning I stowed 
Larry’s suitcase in the trunk along with a duffel bag of books, a soccer ball, and some snacks. 


Larry nodded off and didn’t hear the car come to a stop.   I took his bags in, had the contract 
signed, looked around to make sure the house was suitable, and then laid a letter on his bed. 

Larry was just waking up, so I opened the car door and pulled him toward the house.   Honey, 
come meet Uncle Bill. Larry was in such shock at his surroundings, that he barely heard me say 
that he would be staying for a couple of weeks to help Uncle Bill.   I edged my way to the car and 
floored it out of there.   I did have a twinge of guilt about leaving Larry behind, but boot camp was 
what they both needed. 


Uncle Bill, where’s your TV?   Ain’t got one.   Computer? Nope.   What about a cell phone?   I’ve 
got an incoming calls only phone.   Your room is this way.   Are you hungry? We have plenty of 
food. 


I read Mom’s letter through tears.   How could she dump me here and take off?   What did I do to 
deserve this? There’s not even air conditioning here. The letter outlined several jobs that Bill and I 
were to complete together. Next Tuesday, a stone mason will be out to teach you both how to 
repair the stone wall. The hardware store will deliver all the tools needed tomorrow morning.   Bill 
has the same list of jobs to be done. I’ll call every night. P.S. If jobs are not done, the video 
console and games will all disappear. Get going, I know you can do it. 


The next morning I walked to the backyard, sat down and cried.   The hardware man arrived and 
unloaded two rakes, a hoe, some seeds, a reel mower, some clippers, a garden hose, a shovel, 
gloves, hats, bucket, two trowels, and a huge stack of lawn bags. Oh, and a first aid kit. 

Mr. Bennett from across the street came over with a weed eater.   Looks like you need a hand with 
the tall grass before it can be mowed.   In no time, the grass was down to about eight inches.   



Have you ever used a reel mower before?   Both heads shook no.   He showed them how to push 
it, clean it and oil it and then left them to their work. Halfway home, he yelled;   yard bags are 
picked up the day after tomorrow.   All this grass has to be raked and bagged?   It was only 10:00 
when Bill said, let’s stop and eat lunch. It was hard to go back outside after two sandwiches 
apiece.   Bill tried to roost in his hammock, but I rolled him out and herded him to the backyard 
with my rake handle. 


It wasn’t long before the yard bags were full, and at the curb.   We stared at the grass in 
amazement. It was starting to resemble my yard back home. We fell into bed after supper and 
didn’t even hear the phone when it rang. The alarm went off at six and I pulled Bill out of bed. 
Come on Bill, we need to get outside before it gets hot.   It took two more times to get him to the 
kitchen.   I’m too sore today.   Me too, but we have work to do. 


It took both of us two days to pull out the vines and rip out the roots, and another day to cut them 
up and bag them. We took a twenty minute break every hour, but at least we were making 
progress.   The only things that kept us going were thoughts of my game console and Bill’s 
property taxes being paid.   Ugh, tomorrow we have to pull weeds. We were headed to the porch 
when Mr. Bennett waved us over.   You two are coming right along.   Pretty good work for two 
rookies.   Your mom sent you something.   He opened his garage and wheeled out two brand new 
bicycles.   Wow!   She said it was a reward for motivating yourselves to work hard.   We forgot 
how tired we were and cycled through the neighbourhood.   How exhilarating!   I forgot how mad I 
was at Mom.   We peddled home and heated up a casserole for dinner.   In bed again at 8:00. 

I didn’t have to fight Bill so hard today to get him up. Weeding the garden plot took two more 
back breaking days.   I heard Mr. Bennett whistling as he walked over.   Say men, is this the same 
yard?   We both grinned from ear to ear.   Got something for you on the front porch.   Wow! 
Fishing poles, tackle boxes and a net.   What’s this?   It’s a bait bucket.   Men, how about we take 
tomorrow off and go fishing?   Before I realized it, I was hugging Mr. Bennett and Bill was shaking 
his hand.   We were both excited about tomorrow. 


Mrs. Bennett packed a big picnic basket and we set out in Mr. Bennett’s truck.   I had never been 
in a truck before. Next, we stopped at a bait shop and I got my own fishing license.   We learned 
how to bait our hooks and reel in fish. We caught ten fish in all!   Bill and I fell asleep on the way 
home.   As we said goodnight, Mr. Bennett told us to come over for dinner tomorrow night - fish 
with hushpuppies, onion rings, and of course,   lemon pie. 


We both seemed to spring out of bed the next day.   The knock at the door was the stonemason.   
He showed us how a plumb line worked, then we stacked all the fallen rocks and knocked off all 
the old mortar.   We learned how to mix and apply mortar with a trowel.   We each did a few 
practice stones, then he left us on our own. I’ll swing by later to see how you’re doing.   Uncle Bill 
stood back and said, hey, we’re actually doing this!   The stonemason inspected our work and 
gave us a passing grade.   Then he showed us how to clean the mortar off our tools and the 
bucket.   He said that if you take care of your tools, they’ll take care of you. 


I ran to catch the phone. It was Mom!   Mom, Mom, guess what we’ve been doing.   Bill and I 
both talked her ear off and thanked her for the bikes and fishing gear.   Bill gave me a handshake, 
and we heated up a pizza for dinner. Pizza never tasted so good. 


We had just finished breakfast when a woman knocked on the door.   Morning!   I’m Miss Bea 
from across the street. Mr. Bennett said you maybe you could use some help planting your 
garden.   She handed us a plate of cookies and said she’d meet us out back.   She looked at our 
seed packets and wrote on each packet the months that they should be planted. Using a hoe, we 
practiced making straight rows.   She said the rows were wavy, but they would work just fine.   I 
noticed while we were having some lemonade and cookies, that Bill seemed very happy in her 
company. In no time, we had planted and watered all the seeds.   Miss Bea said she would see us 
later at the Bennett’s for the fish fry. 


It seemed the whole neighbourhood showed up for the fish fry.   Mr. Bennett said they had a 
freezer full of fish just begging to be fried.   We ate in the backyard on picnic tables and folding 
chairs.   I met Miss Bea’s niece, Junie, 




and we hit it off right away.   She knew how to fish, play soccer and skate.   Girls aren’t so bad 
after all. 


We told Mom all about planting the garden, Miss Bea and the fish fry.   Lying in bed, I realized that 
I didn’t miss the TV or computer.   Being outdoors and reading books was way better. When I get 
home, I want to ask Mom if I can join the Scouts.   The book I just finished told all about Scouting. 

Well, said Bill, our last chores are to clean up the front yard and trim around the fencing. I noticed 
he had straightened up the porch and removed the hammock. In its place was a nice wicker chair 
from the living room. 


We were done a day ahead of schedule and everything looked great.   Miss Bea and Junie came 
over after dinner. They invited us for ice cream and a stroll around the town square.   Junie and I 
rode our bikes and Bill and Miss Bea walked behind us.   As they said goodnight, Junie asked 
when I would be going home.   I pretended I didn’t hear her and just waved bye.   Home.   It’s 
tomorrow.   How did this happen? As I lay in bed I began to cry. I love Mom , but I love Bill too, 
and I don’t want to leave. 


Who is that laying down on the horn this morning?   Bill peeked out over his bowl of cereal and 
said it’s your Mom. Mom!   I gave her a big hug, and a kiss too.   I realized I had not done that in 
many years. Bill gave her a hug too. Mom, you sure are here early. I know. You two go get cleaned 
up. We’re going to church. 


The small church was full of people I had seen or met over the last two weeks.   We found a seat 
near the front.   The Pastor announced the sermon was about the vineyard sluggard.   What was 
that?   He read Proverbs 24:30-34.   I went by the field of the lazy man, and by the vineyard of the 
man devoid of understanding; and there it was, all overgrown with thorns; its surface was covered 
with nettles; its stone wall was broken down. When I saw it, I considered it well; I looked at it and 
received instruction: A little sleep, a little slumber, a little folding of the hands to rest; so shall your 
poverty come like a prowler, and your need like an armed man. 


Uncle Bill began to bawl like a baby.   He went forward and gripped the Pastor’s arm.   Sobbing, 
he said that he was that sluggard.   He said how sorry he was and he confessed his faults and 
sins.   Everyone erupted in shouts of joy.   After everyone settled down, the Pastor finished the 
sermon by explaining that the barren, neglected field and vineyard represents man’s soul, the 
garden of his soul. The thorns and nettles are his evil habits that choke out the good seed in his 
garden. The stone wall is like a protective fortress wall guarding the sluggard’s heart and mind, 
they are God’s laws and rules.   The sluggard disregarded the safeguard so, poverty means the 
loss of the true riches of the soul; tranquility, peace, and righteousness. 

Wow!   The garden outside Bill’s house really was a picture of what his heart and mind used to be 
like. 


After church Mom told me that Bill had asked us to come live with him.   Would I like that?   Yipee!   
Mom sold our house and we lived with uncle Bill for a year, until he married Miss Bea and moved 
across the street.   Bill sold his house to us.   I went all through school with Junie, and we got 
married last year.   We live next door to Mom and she can’t get enough of her new grandson, 
Baby Bill. 


On our refrigerator is the picture Mom took of Bill’s backyard on her recon trip. Next to it is a 
picture of Bill and I standing in his cleaned up backyard.   I keep them there to remind me of those 
wonderful two weeks, and the transformation of both our hearts and lives.   We were changed 
from a desert to a garden oasis. 


One day I asked Mom what she did with all that free time during my two weeks with Bill.   She 
said she implemented the last phase of her strategic plan.   She bombarded heaven with a 
barrage of prayers for two weeks, until her field operative, Mr. Bennett, called with the good news 
of victory. 


Do you know what shape your garden and vineyard are in? Grab a Bible today and let the Living 
Waters irrigate your heart and mind. 


