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No, there was no scandal to be told in that sleepy town. Not even a whisper. There was only the 

fact, that in the only bank the town had, there was a new face behind the counter. Nobody knew where 

that kind, helpful girl came from. It was summertime, there were quite a few tourists passing by, the 

manager was on holiday, and it had happened before that he got help from elsewhere. 

Especially the older people were pleased with the patience she had and the helping hand, filling 

in certain documents. 

Next to her was a small plate that mentioned her name: Karen Fopma. Short and snappy. 

She enjoyed her work. In another city she had done the same, but between then and now Karen 

had been “off the rails.” It had been a nasty experience and it was all her own fault, but God had 

brought her back, far away from “the forces of darkness” as she called them. 

She would never forget the moment, that she sat cold, hungry and lonely in a small room of an 

old fourth class hotel, in the twilight, her head reeling, and there came suddenly a kind old lady with 

sandwiches and fruit. She did not know what to say. 

She had been in bad company. The kind of “Come on, Karen, what does it matter. Let us make 

whoopee.” Her father and mother were divorced. Her elder sister married and went to Germany. Her 

brother was in the army. She didn’t know what to do. She trusted the others, she knew some of them yet 

from school, but the leader of the group had all kinds of wild ideas about what he called “amusement.” 

He was a prize fool, drinking, driving like mad, giving her some drugs, stealing in shops, fighting with 

other daredevils, sometimes dandling her on his knee, never serious, till he ended up in a police cell, 

and she quickly left. She had worked some time in a bar. She had done some child care. She had 

scrubbed floors in an office building. Till she felt out of control, close to the seamy side of life, 

meaningless, aimless. She did not want to go home, where everything was empty. She wanted to go 

back to the past, a normal Christian life, but she realized she could not do that. She was running out of 

money, she prayed, she cried, till that old lady came into her life. 

They had a long talk, about the road back, somehow, somewhere. 

Karen remembered the name of an elder of the church, who had often visited her parents in the 

past. Frank Pollard was his name. They found his address in the telephone book. Mr. Pollard was quite 

willing to have a talk with her. The old lady, Iris Kidby, went with her. She was optimistic about the 

whole matter. “God will show us the way,” she said. Karen was amazed to see how happy and 

charming she was. She told Karen, that her life’s work was, mostly, helping young people in need, in 

the nicest possible way. “I always look for the right mix of light and shade, ever since my husband 

died,” she said. 

Mr. Pollard and his wife were not familiar with problems like Karen had come through, but they 

were good listeners. Mr. Pollard made a couple of phone calls and found a solution. Karen could stay 

with his eldest daughter in a small town and she would help her find a suitable job. She was married 

and had three children; she gave them Christian home schooling and Karen could give her a helping 

hand. 

So it went. Karen’s appearance in the house of family Foote caused scarcely a tremor. Ruth 

Foote knew the manager of the local bank, because she had worked there herself, before she married. 

Karen was welcome. 

Every Sunday they went to church together. Karen thanked and praised God for His mercy. ❖ 
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