Little Fox for Brenna
It was hard for Lisa to get in the car and go home. She thought this year’s vacation was the best ever. At least Momma had let her wear her new green shorts and shirt. Green was her favorite color.

It was her first time to camp in the mountains. Lisa colored pictures in her new coloring book. She colored a pine tree, a bear, a creek with fish, and a purple flower. The camping trip in the mountains had been fun. When her little brother Eddie had put worms in her sleeping bag, Lisa had only screamed a little. She couldn’t wait to tell Brenna about her vacation.
Daddy pulled into the driveway and unlocked the car doors. Lisa unbuckled her seat belt, grabbed her coloring book, and jumped out. Eddie was right behind her with his sippy cup and the orange dinosaur he took everywhere.
Lisa started to run next door, but Momma said, “Wait just a minute. The car is a mess. Daddy and I need your help. You can play with Brenna later.”
Lisa was eager to go see Brenna, but she knew that she had better help Momma. Momma always got angry when Lisa didn’t help with the work. Lisa went back to the car and carried away her own bag, a little red toy fox, and her new coloring book. Momma and Daddy carried in suitcases and coolers. Eddie was only two years old, so he just brought his sippy cup and his dinosaur.

Lisa went back to the car with Momma. What a mess. There were cookie crumbs in the floor. The cup holders were all full of cups. Some crayons had fallen in the crack between the seats in the back. The trash bag in the front seat was overflowing. Momma was still dragging things out of the back, and she loaded Lisa’s arms with the picnic blanket and two jackets. Lisa took them all to the laundry hamper.

When Lisa got back to the yard, she hoped Momma would let her go play, but Momma called, “Lisa!” as she stood up with a big paper sack. An open bag of chips stuck out of the bag. Momma handed it to Lisa. Then she began stuffing napkins, empty soda bottles and a half-eaten sandwich into another bag. Momma turned around as Lisa started to the house. “Tell Daddy we need the vacuum,” she said, “and why don’t you bring out a couple of rags from the rag box.” Lisa did not smile as she put the grocery sack on the kitchen table. She was never going to have time to play with Brenna.
Daddy and Momma and Lisa worked a long time. They swept up all the crumbs. They took the empty cups out of the cupholders, dumped out the ice and water and yucky stuff, and threw them away. They wiped the seats and doors. They cleaned fingerprints off the windows.

Finally the car was clean. “Doesn’t the car look nice now?” said Momma. “Thank you, Lisa, for helping.” Lisa smiled. The car did look pretty, but she really wanted to play with Brenna. “Now can I show Brenna my new coloring book?” Lisa asked.

“Of course,” said Momma. “Aren’t you going to give her the surprise you got for her?”

“Mmm,” said Lisa. She had hoped Momma would forget about that. She looked down at the ground. “I’ll be back in a while.” She ran into the house and grabbed her coloring book. She hurried over to Brenna’s house.
When Brenna came to the door, Lisa shouted, “Look what I got! See what I got on our trip! These are great pictures. Can you come out and play?”

Brenna looked through the screen. “I can’t come out right now,” Brenna said. “I have to dust.” 

Lisa felt angry. First Momma had kept her busy cleaning the car, and now Brenna was cleaning house. She might never get to show Brenna her pictures.

Lisa ran back home and went to her room. She had just picked up a crayon when Momma shouted up the stairs, “Better unpack right now and bring down your dirty clothes. I’m starting to wash.” Lisa opened her bag. It was stuffed pretty full. She threw some dirty underwear and socks in the floor. There was her treasure chest! Well, some people might see an old shoe box, but Lisa kept her treasures inside. She lifted the lid. 

Inside the box was a pink smooth rock  that looked like an egg. She had found it in the river by the campground. There was the flower necklace she made one day with wildflowers along the hiking trail. There was the rock that glittered like diamonds. There were pictures of Lisa and Eddie by the tent and Lisa and Eddie by the river and Lisa and Eddie by the Park Ranger. There was tiny canoe that Momma let her buy at the store by the campground. It was just like the canoe they all rode for their float trip. She put the lid back.
As soon as Lisa finished unpacking, she sat down to finish a new picture. As she was coloring, Momma came into the room. “What happened to Brenna?” she asked. 

“I don’t know,” said Lisa. “She was dusting.”

“Did you show her your surprise?” Momma asked.

“She couldn’t come outside,” Lisa said.

“I know,” said Momma. “She was dusting, you said. Did you show her your surprise for her?”

“I thought I could do that later,” said Lisa. She turned the page in her coloring book and stared at the new picture. She hoped Momma would go away.
“Why didn’t you take Brenna’s surprise to her as soon as we got home?” Momma asked. “You said that you wanted to buy it for her, because she isn’t going to get a vacation this year. That is what you said when you asked for it.”

“I know,” said Lisa. She picked a green color. That was her favorite. She started coloring a tree.

“Lisa, put your crayon down. Look at me. Why didn’t you give Brenna her surprise?” Momma sounded like she meant business.

Lisa put her crayon back on the table. She sighed. She turned a new page in the coloring book.

“Lisa?” Momma sounded angry.

“Brenna probably doesn’t even want that fox,” said Lisa. “It would probably just make her feel bad.”

“Feel bad?” said Momma. “Why would she feel bad if you brought her a present?”

“Mmm. She probably doesn’t want to remember that she won’t get a vacation like we got.” Lisa picked up her green crayon and started to color another tree.

“Put the crayon down, Lisa,” said Momma. “I want to know why you haven’t given Brenna the surprise we bought for her. That little fox is really cute. I think Brenna would like to have it. Why didn’t you take it to her when we got home?”

Lisa put down the crayon, but she continued to look at her coloring book. She didn’t want to talk with Momma about the fox. “I don’t know why it is such a big deal,” said Lisa. “I’ll take it to her. I’ll take it to her.” Lisa slammed the coloring book on the table and stood up.
“What is the matter, Lisa?” Momma asked. “When we bought the fox, you said Brenna would love it. You said that she would always know it came from you because the fox had red fur that matched your red hair. Now you act as if you have no intention of giving it to her. What is going on?

Lisa felt very frustrated. Momma was being so hateful Lisa thought to herself that Momma ought to know exactly why Brenna didn’t need that fox. It didn’t match Brenna’s hair. Brenna had blonde hair. The fox wouldn’t even look good with her hair. 
“Lisa.” Momma almost whispered her name. Lisa knew what that meant. Momma was angry, and she would not go away. Lisa chewed on her lip.

“I want to know,” said Momma. “Did you ever really have any plan to give this gift to Brenna?”

Momma sat down on Lisa’s bed. Lisa sat down again and started putting her crayons in the box. Momma said nothing. Lisa said nothing.

Finally Momma stood up. She walked over to Lisa’s dresser. The little toy fox was sitting next to Lisa’s jewelry box. Momma picked up the fox and turned around. Lisa felt scared. “What are you going to do?” Lisa asked. “I’m going to give this toy to Brenna,” Momma said. 
“Why? I can give it to her if you want,” Lisa said as she stood up.

“Lisa, I want to know why you haven’t already given it to her,” Momma said.

“Because! It matches my hair! Look!” Lisa reached out and took the toy from her Momma and held it up beside her head. “See. It is perfect. Brenna didn’t even know I thought about her while I was gone. She doesn’t need this fox. I love it. I have already named her Foxy. I’ll get Brenna another present.”

Momma took the fox out of Lisa’s hand. She led Lisa over to the bed and they both sat down. She put her arms around Lisa. Lisa felt scared and confused. Then she started to cry. “I was looking for a present for Brenna when I saw this fox. It was so pretty. I loved the way the fur matched my hair. But after I had it around for a few days, I didn’t want to give it away. I meant to give it to her when I got it. I just changed my mind. I want this fox. We can get Brenna something else.”

Momma held Lisa very close. “What could we buy that would tell Brenna you thought about her while you were on your trip?” she asked. “What could we buy that would show Brenna something she might see if she had taken the same trip? When you asked to buy it, you said it looked just like the fox we saw when we went hiking at sunrise. What could we buy that would be like sharing some of your trip with your friend Brenna?”
Lisa was still crying. Momma was right, of course. Buying something for Brenna at the mall would not be like buying something for Brenna at the gift shop in the mountains beside the campground. But Lisa loved Foxy. She had cuddled Foxy all the way home. 

“I don’t know,” Lisa said. 

“And one more thing,” said Momma. “Where do we get more money to buy a new gift? I gave you money for a gift, and you spent it. Now you want to keep what you bought. That is not what the money was for. Do you have money saved to pay back the price of this fox?”

“I have to pay it back?” asked Lisa. “Do I have to give you money for the fox? I don’t have any money.”

Well, I don’t have any money either,” said Momma. “I guess the right thing to say is that I don’t have any money to use for a gift for Brenna. If this fox isn’t for Brenna, then we should return it and get our money back, but we can’t do that. The gift shop is in the mountains, a long way from here. We can’t get the money back, I don’t have more money for a gift, and you don’t have money to pay for it. What do we do?”

Lisa hadn’t thought about that. When they went shopping, Momma always opened her purse and took out money or a card. She did that every time. Lisa had never heard Momma say that she didn’t have money. 

“I don’t know,” said Lisa. She sniffed. Her nose was running.

Momma gave Lisa a tissue. After she had blown her nose, Momma daubed at her eyes with another tissue.

“I think I know what happened,” Momma said.
“What?” said Lisa.

“I think you really forgot all about Brenna after you bought this toy. You looked at it, and you thought it was pretty, and you carried it around, and it sort of seemed to be yours. Now you don’t remember how good it felt to have something for Brenna, do you?”

Lisa nodded. “I really like this fox.”

“Don’t you like Brenna?”

Well, sure,” said Lisa.

“Do you remember the real reason you wanted Brenna to have the fox? Do you remember what you said when you came to ask me for the money? You said, ‘Brenna told me her dad lost his job, and they don’t get a vacation this year. If I give her this little fox, then maybe it will be just a little bit like going on a vacation. And since the fox’s fur matches my hair, it will almost be like we had a vacation together.’ That is what you said to me then. Have you changed your mind? Don’t you care how Brenna feels any more?”

“How do I know how Brenna feels? How do I know if she would like to have a fox? I don’t know what Brenna thinks.” Lisa was very frustrated. 
“Well,” said Momma. “Try this. Imagine that Brenna went on vacation and you couldn’t go. Imagine that Brenna had our vacation while we stayed home, knowing we would never get to go. Imagine that! How would you feel?”

Lisa sniffed. She looked at the wall, and then she looked at the floor. She shrugged her shoulders and shook her head.

Momma patted Lisa on the shoulder. “Do you remember a verse you learned in Sunday School that helps you know what other people think? It was the memory verse a few weeks ago. ‘Treat others in the same way that you would want them to treat you.’ Jesus said we can know how to treat other people by thinking how we want to be treated.
Now, try again. How would you feel?” Momma took Lisa’s face in her hands and tipped it up toward herself. “How would you feel if you didn’t get a vacation and Brenna had our vacation? What if Brenna went camping in the mountains, and you stayed home with reruns on TV?”

Lisa sniffed, and she started to cry. “I don’t know! I can’t read Brenna’s mind,” she said.

“Don’t tell me how Brenna feels. Tell me how you would feel.” Momma looked Lisa in the eye.

Lisa hung her head. “I guess I would feel bad. I guess I would wish I had a vacation, too.” she said.

“I think you are right,” Momma said. “And how do you think you would feel if Brenna came back and gave you a little toy dog with blonde fur, a little poodle like the one our neighbor campers had, a little dog whose fur matched Brenna’s hair? Do you think that would make you mad?”

Lisa swallowed and bit her lip. “Lisa!” said Momma.

Lisa spoke very softly. “No.” 

“I didn’t hear you,” said Momma.

“No! No! It wouldn’t make me mad. It would be really sweet. But if she wanted to keep that dog, I wouldn’t care. After all, it was her vacation.” Lisa stood up and stomped over to the window. “I’ll give her the fox! If you want me to give her the fox, I will give her the fox!”

Momma held up the fox. “You will not give her this fox. You will not mention this fox again. You will not do anything with this fox. This fox is mine now.” Momma turned around and walked out of the room.

Lisa began to cry. She cried and cried, because she didn’t know what to do. Then she went over to her bed and pulled the pillow off. She threw it in the floor. She pulled off the bedspread and threw it in the corner. She pulled off her blanket and sheet. She wadded them up and kicked them into the corner, too. Then she took out a pair of shoes and threw it against the wall. And another. She threw the books off her bookshelf. She threw her pajamas in the floor. She threw her brush and comb. She cried and cried. 
Then she sat down in the floor. She laid her head in her hands and cried until she couldn’t cry any more. She sat still for a while. What should she do? What could she do?
Suddenly the doorbell rang. Lisa rushed downstairs and answered the door. There stood Brenna. “Hi, Lisa,” she said. “I’m finished dusting, and Mom said I could play now. I brought you something.” 
“Hi, Brenna,” Lisa said. She opened the door and stepped out on the porch. Brenna held out her hand. In her hand was a green cap. On the front the words, “Riverside Peach Festival” were embroidered in orange. “I hated that you missed the Peach Festival this year. I guess you had fun on your vacation, but I had to ride the Ferris wheel all by myself. Mom said I could get this hat for you so you would know I missed you.”

Lisa started to cry. She turned around and ran back into the house. The storm door shut behind her. Brenna stood alone on the front porch holding the cap and looking through the storm door.

Momma came out of the kitchen when she heard the door slam. “Lisa, what is going on?” Lisa grabbed Momma by the hand and pulled her back into the kitchen where Brenna could not see her.
“Momma, I’m sorry. I was wrong. Please let me give the fox to Brenna.” Lisa could hardly speak because she was crying.

“What happened, Lisa? Why did you slam the door?”

“It’s Brenna. I had to come back inside and get her the fox.”

“Why? What changed your mind?” Lisa told her Momma about the green cap. Momma went to her room and brought back the little fox. “Now do you understand why I wanted you to think about Brenna?” 

“Oh, yes, Momma. I’m so sorry. I meant to give it to her when I bought it, but I liked it a lot.”

Momma handed Lisa the toy fox. “You can certainly give Brenna her gift. I’m glad you want to do that, but don’t forget that you have work to do when you come back inside. Your room is a mess. We need to talk about how that happened.”

 “Thank you, Momma,” Lisa said. Then she went back and opened the front door. Brenna was still standing there, holding the cap. She looked up at Lisa with tears in her eyes. Lisa held out the little fox. “I had to go get this fox. I bought it for you at the campground gift shop. It looks just like the fox we saw when we went hiking.”

Brenna smiled. “When you ran away, I thought you didn’t like your hat.”

“I love it,” said Lisa “Green is my favorite color.” 

“I know,” said Brenna. “That is why I picked that color.”

Lisa put on her new green cap and turned around in a circle. “Does it look wonderful?” she asked.

“It is beautiful,” said Brenna. “Just like I imagined.”

Brenna hugged the little fox close. “I love its soft fur,” she said. “It is the same color as your hair!”
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