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Dear Grandchildren: 

 This letter is going to be a bit different.  I will tell you five stories, all imaginary.  Now 

then, if you will imagine these stories to be true, we will get along quite well. 

 Story #1.  Once there was a schoolyard bully who liked to trip boys and girls whenever 

possible.  Just to see them fall down would give him so much pleasure that he would double up 

with laughter.  One time he concocted a sure-fire plan to achieve his purpose.  He secretly 

stretched a fine wire between two trees about ankle high from the ground.  Then he would go to 

the far side and kneel down as if he were in trouble.  And then he would call to a boy on the far 

side, “Hurry over here, come and help me.” Of course the boy would run to his rescue, but 

Whoosh, he would fall headlong upon the ground.  That he did, and skinned his knees and hurt 

his hands, but the bully, let’s call him Sam, just laughed his head off.  I tell you, Sam was a bad 

character! 

 Story #2.  Then there was a girl, let’s call her Ann, who was always spending money.  She 

usually had a supply of candy in her desk to munch on.  And one time she came to school with 

an expensive scarf on her neck.  At once the girls knew she could not afford it on her allowance.  

They talked about it, and finally one of them asked how she could do such things, or if her 

allowance had been increased.  She laughed and said, “Well, that’s quite easy if only you know 

how.  Would you like some extra money, too?” Of course the girls were interested and asked her 

to tell them the secret.  Then Ann said, “When my Dad empties his pockets, he lays the money 

on the dresser top.  Then I sneak in and help myself to a few dimes or a quarter.  Or, when my 

Mom sends me to the store for her and gives me money for it, I come back, lay the money on the 

kitchen counter and say, “here’s the change,” and keep part of it back in my pocket.  Sometimes 

I keep back some of my collection money for catechism my Dad gives me, or keep the dime my 

Mom gave me for Sunday School.  There’s nothing to it.  Then with a sly smirk she says, “Try it 

sometime, and if they notice something you say, ‘Maybe I made a mistake.’”  Quite a character, 

you will admit. 

 Story #3.  There was once a boy, let’s call him Tom, who was, as they say, a born liar.  He 

would tell the most fantastic tales, and when challenged as to their veracity, would say, “I swear 

it on a stack of Bibles.”  One time he told that his uncle had won a million dollars in a lottery, 

and that he was going to take Tom’s family on a round-the-world trip next summer.  It wasn’t 

true at all; when it was found to be a lie Tom just shrugged it off, and said that he had better tone 

down his tall tales somewhat.  Another time he came to school with a new bike and he told the 

kids that his Grandpa gave it to him for the good grades he had on his report card; again it was a 

big lie, for he borrowed the bike from a cousin in order to fool his classmates.  It got so bad that 

people would not believe him even if he told the truth because of his reputation as being a liar.  

What a bad character he had! 

 Story #4.  Once there was a girl, let’s call her Amy, who loved to whisper stories about a 

mutual friend.  They were usually malicious stories.  To her it was no fun to tell true stories.  No, 

they had to be rumors of wrong doing on the part of that friend.  One time she whispered that the 

Preacher’s son, only twelve years old, was trying out drugs.  She said she had seen him behind 

their barn smoking a hand-rolled cigarette; and that it did not smell like tobacco, so it must be 

marijuana.  Oh, she peddled the most awful stories of wicked doings by her friends.  None of 



which were true, of course, but she seemed to enjoy the reaction of her hearers.  What a bad 

character she was! 

 Story #5.  There was this boy, Ned, who was a habitual law-breaker.  He was old enough to 

drive a car, and he would boast of running a red light when no other car was about to cross in 

front of him.  Or, of the time he put a slug in a parking meter to save a quarter; or, of making an 

illegal left turn whenever possible; or, of the time when he saw a policeman having a cup of 

coffee in a corner restaurant, and Ned placed a chunk of broken concrete in front of the left rear 

wheel.  The officer got a radio call to hurry to an accident scene and responded at once.  He 

jumped out of the place, leaped into his patrol car, and gave it the gun.  But the blocked wheel 

caused the cruiser to leap the curb, smashing the wall and front window of the restaurant.  That 

suited Ned to a “T”.  That boy was a habitual law breaker.  What an evil character he was. 

 Of course, we agreed on that, all these stories were imaginary, the people’s names are also 

imaginary.  They all had evil characters.  But no wonder.  Look back to their names and notice 

the initial of each in the order given.  Sam, Ann, Tom, Amy, Ned.  Spell them out and you get 

Satan.  That’s right.  Satan is behind all such behavior.  Satan is the Liar from the beginning 

(remember Eve and the lie she believed).  Satan is always trying to trip people so that they will 

fall into sin.  Satan is an expert rumor monger.  Satan is, and always will be, the Law Breaker.  

Satan is the Deceiver! 

 I wonder how strong our Christianity is.  Would we dare to call any one of those Sam’s, 

Ann’s, Tom’s, Amy’s, or Ned’s Satan?   We may upon the best of Scriptural grounds.  

Remember the Apostle Peter, one of the three best friends of Jesus.  Remember that when Jesus 

was predicting that in Jerusalem he would suffer many things of the rulers, and even to the extent 

that he would be killed?  Then Peter said to Jesus, “no, no, you must not do that.  You must not 

go to Jerusalem then.” And Jesus recognized who was behind the temptation and said, “Get thee 

behind me, Satan.” 

 I would suggest to my grandchildren whenever any of the five above-mentioned “friends” 

try to tempt you in any realm, tell them to scoot!  Get behind me, you back-biters, you law-

breakers, you tempters.  When you are sure they are tempting you, you may, in your mind, call 

them Satan, even if you do not say it aloud.  And you can tell them to get behind you; the easy 

way is to turn your back to them and walk away.  Satan’s there are lurking around corners 

waiting to trip you.  Now for a final warning:  Be sure that you never are such tempters yourself.  

I sure would hate to have Jesus call me, or any of my grandchildren, Satan! 

        

         Love, Gramps 
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