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 As Doreen awoke, she looked at the rain hitting her bedroom window and sighed. It 

seemed as though nothing was going well for her lately. Her grandfather was sick, she couldn’t 

go to summer camp, and her best friend was gone on vacation for two whole weeks. Now the 

rain would cancel today’s picnic plans, too. Slowly she got out of bed. 

 “Good morning,” said her mother cheerfully as Doreen came into the kitchen. 

 “What’s good about it?” Doreen thought as she sat down. 

 Mother began to hum as she set the table, when suddenly the phone rang. 

 “This is an odd time to call,” her mother said as she hurried to answer it.  

 “Hello?...Yes…Oh no! No, we’re all up. We’ll be right over. Bye.” 

 “Grandpa is worse. We have to go to him right away. Quick grab your coat, put on your 

shoes, and I’ll call Dad.” 

 Soon the whole family was on their way to Grandpa’s house. Doreen was so worried 

about him.  She thought to herself, “It definitely is not a good morning.” 

 As they came into the room where their grandfather was resting, Doreen heard the words 

of their pastor who had arrived earlier. He was reading to Grandpa from the Bible, and telling 

him that nothing, not even death, can separate us from the love of God. 

 Doreen gulped and felt her eyes starting to fill with tears. Nothing? Not even death? 

Doreen saw her grandpa, who was so sick, nod in agreement with what the pastor had said. 

 Mother put her arm around Doreen, and Doreen thought about those words. Everything 

seemed to be going wrong, yet she knew that God loved her, and her grandpa. How could she 

complain about anything again, knowing that not even those things can separate us from God’s 

love?  

 Maybe it was a good morning after all. 
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