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The summer of 1929 was a hot, dry, Pennsylvania summer. The whole country was in the 

midst of a depression and many farmers were struggling to pay for their farms. God used one 

family’s struggle to show a young boy the truth. 

Sam breathed the warm summer air as he walked through the forest and down the path 

that leads to his family’s farm. The owl called out from a branch on his right. The crickets and 

frogs sang their melody. He looked up at the full moon amazed at how bright it made the night. A 

slight fog was rolling in. 

Sam ran his fingers through his dirty blonde hair as he thought about the car he had 

passed on the side of the road. The car belonged to Mr. Pennytight, the owner of the bank in 

town. The hood was still hot when he had touched it, but he didn’t see anyone in the car. 

“I wonder why Mr. Pennytight would be out this late.” Sam thought, as he continued 

down the path. 

Sam was coming up to the little bridge that goes over Bar Creek, when he heard voices. 

He quietly tiptoed from tree to tree peeking around to see who it was. 

“Aren’t you finished yet?” a female voice said. 

“No. Now keep a look out. There isn’t going to be anyone out this late so you don’t have 

to worry.” A male voice retorted. 

“I don’t like this, Max. Can’t we just take it home with us?” the female voice pleaded. 

“No! We don’t want anyone to be suspicious, do we?” the agitated male voice responded. 

“Come on, Liz! I’m finished now. Let’s get going.” 

The couple appeared from under the bridge and made their way toward Sam. He ducked 

into the brush, too scared to confront them, and too tired to run. 

After they passed, he sat there for a while wondering why they had been under the bridge. 

Of course his thirteen-year-old curiosity got the better of him and he went to take a look. 

The light reflecting from the moon on the water allowed him to see the sloping banks of 

the creek quite well. Sam climbed down the bank and searched for anything that might be out of 

place. He saw footprints leading under the bridge. The creek was very shallow because of the 

drought. He waded into the creek to look under the bridge. The cool water rushed past his feet as 

he looked around. 

Sam saw loose soil turned up and stamped down where the bank and bridge met. He 

climbed the bank and knelt near the upturned soil. As he brushed some of the soil away an old 

seed bag was revealed. He dug with his hands until the bag was free. 

“Wow!” Sam exclaimed, “They were hiding money and lots of it!” 

Sam decided it was safer to put it back just as he found it and forget he had ever seen it. 

He hid the money, but could he really forget about all that money? Once again he began his long 

walk home. 

“Samuel Marsh, where have you been?!” Sam’s mom asked as he walked into the kitchen 

early Saturday morning. 

“I had to work late at the mill, Mom. But I made extra money for us!” Sam answered. 



His mom smiled at him because he was such a good boy to be caring about his family 

like that. “Well, you’d better get a little sleep before your father gets you up for chores.” 

Sam’s mom didn’t notice the mud on his clothes because they were usually dirty from the 

mill. He climbed the squeaking stairs to the loft where he and his three sisters slept. Soon after he 

said his prayers he was fast asleep and dreaming of the money in the forest. 

“Sam! Get up! I’ve already let you sleep longer than I should.” His father called up the 

stairs. 

Sam got dressed and rushed downstairs. He sat down to eat a little oatmeal, and his father 

read the Bible. Then they prayed together before starting a long day’s work. 

They began their morning in the barn. They milked the cows, checked all the plow 

equipment, and harnessed the plow horse. They were ready for a day of plowing. 

The day went on rather uneventfully. Chores were done by all members of the family. 

Sam’s mother and the girls gathered eggs, washed clothes, and weeded the garden. Sam and his 

father got the soil ready for planting. At lunch, as the family all sat together, they talked about 

other farms that weren’t doing very well. After reading and praying, Sam and his father made 

their way to town in their mule-drawn cart. 

At the general store Sam overheard the owner talking to another customer. 

“I know, Mark, I never thought that our town bank would ever be robbed, but sure 

enough! It happened last night. The two that robbed it stole Mr. Pennytight’s car and were found 

dead in the ravine this morning. The fog was so thick that they didn’t see the turn in the road. 

They drove down into the ravine hitting a tree at the bottom.” 

“Really? Who were they?” Mark inquired. 

“They were a couple from Rose County just east of here. They lost all their money and 

their farm because of these hard times.” Their names were Maxwell and Elizabeth Browsfeld,” 

said the owner, and then left to help a customer. 

Sam’s eyes grew large as he thought back to last night. Their names were Max and Liz so 

the money that he dug up must have been stolen from the bank. Since he had passed Mr. 

Pennytight’s car just a short distance from where the accident happened, it must be them! Now 

he was the only one who knew where all that money was. 

“Sam? Are you ok?” Sam’s father asked. “You look a little pale. Is everything all right?” 

Sam nodded ‘yes’ and they left for home. 

On the ride home Sam thought about the money and wondered what he should do. His 

father’s farm is on the verge of being taken by the bank and all that money would surely pay off 

the farm. Sam could bring home a little of the hidden money every time he came home from the 

mill. No one would ever know he had the stolen money, but God would know. Sam couldn’t 

decide what to do. He continued to think about it for the rest of the night. Even when he was 

supposed to be having his own devotions his mind was clouded with thoughts of the money. 

Sunday morning his family got ready and drove to church. Even sitting in the pew before 

the service started, he was thinking about the money. Their minister preached a beautiful sermon 

on Lord’s Day 42; “What the eighth commandment is.” He preached that any way one tries to 

obtain what is their neighbor’s is stealing. He made it clear that one should be content with their 

wages (Luke 3:14) and that everyone should promote their neighbor above themselves in every 

instance. Sam tried hard to push thoughts of the money to the back of his mind so he could listen 

to the sermon, but it didn’t work. They kept coming back to him. 

At home that night Sam prayed to God, giving thanks for His guiding light. Then early in 

the morning, while the moon was still lighting the sky, Sam quietly left the house. He followed 



the path to the bridge over Bar Creek. While the owl watched and the frogs sang, he dug up the 

money and carried it back to his house. By the time he got home his family was already up and 

sitting around the table. Sam plopped the bag of money on the table, to the surprise of his family, 

and began to tell the whole story. He finished by telling them that he intends to bring it back to 

Mr. Pennytight. 

His parents said, “Yes, that is the right thing to do.” His father said they would ride into 

town as soon as morning chores were finished. 

At the bank, Sam and his father were greeted by the skinny, spectacle-wearing Mr. 

Pennytight. Sam told him how he found the money and that it was all still there. 

“What a fine young man you are.” Mr. Pennytight said. “I would like to give you 

something to reward you for your honesty. Now, let’s see, what would you like?” 

Sam had an idea and he whispered it into Mr. Pennytight’s ear. 

Tears came to Mr. Pennytight’s eyes as he looked at Sam and then at Sam’s father. “You 

have a fine young man here Mr. Marsh. Yes, a fine young man. I would be glad to do that for 

you, Sam.” 

On the way home Sam told his Father, “I asked Mr. Pennytight for some extra years on 

the farm loan. During those years I will use the money I earn at the mill to help you pay off the 

farm loan. 

Sam’s father smiled at Sam, knowing God was pleased. 
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