
Lydia’s Leg 
For Linus 

 “Where are you going, Lydia?” five-year-old Gracie asked her 
older sister. Lydia was putting on her winter coat and boots.  
 “Outside to play,” replied nine-year-old Lydia. “Mom said I 
could play outside in the snow until dinnertime.” 
 “Oooh, that sounds like fun! I want to play with you!” cried 
Gracie. “I’ll ask Mommy if I may.” She ran to the kitchen were Mom 
was baking pies. 
 Lydia smiled and waited patiently by the front door. She heard 
her little sister ask excitedly, “Mommy, may I please go outside and 
play in the snow with Lydia?” 
 “Yes, Gracie, you may,” her mother answered. “Don’t get near 
the road. And come back inside in time for dinner.” 
 “Yes, ma’am,” said Gracie eagerly. She ran back to Lydia, her 
face bright with smiles. “Mom said I can go!” With a happy laugh, 
she slipped on her boots and heavy coat. 
 “I’m so glad it snowed earlier this afternoon,” said Lydia. “I 
love playing in the snow.” 
 “So do I,” panted Gracie as she ran to the door. “Okay, I’m 
ready! Thank you for waiting for me!” 
 The two girls dashed down the front porch steps and into the 
yard. The whole yard was white. Snow was piled up, a lot of it in 
some places and only a little in other places. But the whole yard 
was covered with it. 
 Gracie fell on her face in the snow, squealing with laughter. 
“I’m all white!” she shouted. 
 Lydia’s mittened hands began rolling snow into big balls. “I’m 
going to make a gigantic snowman!” she said. “I’ll call him Mr. 



Snowball. We can put a hat on his head, and ask Mom for a carrot 
for his nose. And we’ll use long sticks for his arms.” 
 “Yes, and little pebbles to make buttons!” Gracie added 
enthusiastically, as she stood up and brushed the snow off her face. 
“I’ll help you!” 
 For an hour or more, the girls worked on their snowman. Soon 
he was done. Standing proudly in the middle of the snowy yard, he 
looked majestic with his pebble-buttons, stick-arms, and carrot-
nose! 
 Gracie titled her head and stared at their creation. “I don’t like 
the name Mr. Snowball. He looks like he’s king of the yard. Plus, 
he’s wearing a hat just like a king wears a crown. Let’s call him King 
Snowball instead,” she suggested. 
 “Okay. King Snowball it is.” Lydia still liked Mr. Snowball 
better because she had made it up herself, but she had learned not 
to argue with her sister. It was better to avoid strife. 
 “He needs something,” said Gracie with a frown. “Oh, I know! 
A rake! Every king has a rake.” 
 Lydia squinted doubtfully. They did? 
 “Yes, that long rod in their hand,” Gracie insisted. 
 “Oh! A scepter!” Lydia laughed. 
 “A scepter? Well, then, King Snowman needs a scepter.” 
Gracie nodded positively. “A rake will do for a scepter, won’t it? We 
have one in the shed at the bottom of the hill.” 
 “Yes, you’re right. If he is a king, he needs a scepter,” said 
Lydia agreeably. “Let’s run down the hill and get it. Race you!”  
 Laughing, the two sisters ran toward the long, snowy slope on 
the east end of the yard. Then they scrambled down the slippery hill 
toward the little snow-covered shed that rested at the bottom. 
 Suddenly Lydia’s foot slipped! She felt herself slipping down 
the snowy hill. “O—oooh! He——eeelp!” she screamed. She 



tumbled fast, unable to regain her footing. She knew she might 
soon crash into the shed if she could not stop herself from falling! 
 All of sudden, she felt her left side crash into something sharp 
and hard at the bottom of the hill. She saw stars, and she knew she 
had hit the shed’s corner. A terrible pain shot threw her left leg. She 
struggled to sit up. 
 Gracie was terrified. The second she saw Lydia start falling, she 
burst into tears. Now, greatly alarmed, she ran back up the hill to 
the house. She tore into the house sobbing, “Mommy, come quick! 
Lydia fell down the hill and crashed into the corner of the shed!” 
 Without a word, Mom dropped the pie dough she was 
kneading and flew out of the house as though on wings. At the top 
of the hill, she did not stop, but ran down swiftly to where Lydia 
was sitting up with a dazed expression on her face. 
 “Lydia, are you okay?” gasped Mom. 
 Lydia reached out and wiped the snow from her face. Tears 
began running down her cheeks. “My leg hurts! I guess I banged it 
against the shed,” she sobbed. 
 “Let me see,” said Mom calmly. She helped Lydia pull off her 
boot. Then she gently touched Lydia’s lower leg, which was 
bleeding badly. 
 “Oh!” cried Lydia, her tears running faster. “That hurts. I can’t 
move my leg at all!” 
 Mom asked, “Can you try to move it—just a little bit?” 
 “No, ma’am. I am sure can’t,” wept Lydia. 
 “Are you sure you can’t, or does it just hurt too badly?” While 
she spoke, Mom’s fingers gently moved Lydia’s leg a little bit. Lydia 
let out a cry of pain and burst into fresh tears. 
 “We won’t do that again,” Mom assured her. “And now I think 
we need to take you to the emergency room. I’m afraid your leg is 
broken.” 



 Gracie was hiding behind her mother, afraid to look at her 
sister’s wound. 
 “Come, girls, let’s go to the car.” Mom bent over and picked 
up Lydia carefully. “Please run in the house and get my car keys, 
Gracie.” 
 As fast as she could move, Gracie darted back up the hill 
toward the house. A few moments later, she was back with Mom’s 
purse and keys. Mom already had Lydia settled gently on the back 
seat of the car and was helping her put her belt on. Lydia was still 
crying. Mom took the keys, and while Gracie got into her own seat, 
she quickly locked up the house. Soon she was back, and they were 
on their way. 
 Mom drove quickly. She knew she had to speed, and she only 
hoped a policeman wouldn’t stop her just then! Maybe he would 
understand if she explained it was an emergency. But, still, that 
would take precious time. She had to get Lydia to the hospital as 
soon as possible! 
 Gracie sat in the back seat beside her sister, not saying a word. 
Her lips were pinched with fright, and her face was white with fear. 
Meanwhile, poor Lydia held her leg and moaned in pain at every 
jolt and jostle the car made. Ten minutes later, they arrived at the 
hospital. 
 Mom and Gracie worked together to get Lydia out of the car. 
Then, Mom carried her into the door at the emergency room 
entrance. The emergency room was packed with people. 
 The woman at the reception desk handed them a sheet of 
paper on a clipboard. “Please fill out the details of your visit here 
today,” she said pleasantly. “Do you need me to get a first place for 
your little girl?” 
 “Yes, please, if the doctor could see her soon, that would be 
great!” Mom replied. She had wrapped a cloth she’d found in the 



car around Lydia’s leg, but she could see nonetheless that Lydia was 
losing a lot of blood. 
 Five minutes later, a nurse called, “Lydia!” Mom and the girls 
stood up and followed her down the hallway. They entered a small 
room. 
 A tall, gray-haired man in a white coat greeted them with a 
jolly smile. “Hello! I’m Dr. Shed.” 
 In spite of her fear, Gracie giggled. 
 Mom smiled. “Gracie, he didn’t make that up!” she said. To 
the doctor she explained, “Lydia injured herself by falling down our 
snowy hill and crashing into our shed.”  
 “Ah, I see,” laughed the doctor. “Well, seeing as my name is 
Dr. Shed, I’m very good at fixing patients such as you!” he teased 
Lydia.  
 Lydia was too miserable to smile. Her frightened brown eyes 
took in her surroundings as she whimpered in pain. 
 A rather lengthy examination followed. Gracie sat silently 
beside Mother as Dr. Shed and several nurses took X-rays of Lydia’s 
leg. “Well, young lady, you have a broken leg,” Dr. Shed reported at 
last. “We’ll have to do an operation first. Then, we’ll put it in a cast 
and give it about six weeks to heal. You’ll have to lie flat for a while 
until you can walk again.” To Mom he said, “Ma’am, I’ll have to 
have you and your younger daughter step out, and we’ll wheel 
Lydia to our operating room.” 
 Mom stood up and took Gracie’s hand. “Lydia, we’re praying 
for you,” she comforted softly. 
 Lydia was terrified to see her mother and sister leave. “Please 
stay with me, Mom!” she sobbed. 
 Dr. Shed patted Lydia’s hand. “It’ll be okay, now. Your mom 
will come back soon. Before long, you’ll feel better!” 



 The doctors and nurses lay Lydia on a stretcher. Then, they 
wheeled her out of the room. Tears streamed down Lydia’s pale 
cheeks as the stretcher moved down the hallway. She was scared 
and hurting. What would happen to her? She wished she had not 
fallen down that hill! 
 One of the nurses stepped up beside Lydia’s stretcher. She had 
a kind, sympathetic look on her face. “Let me tell you something, 
honey,” she said gently. “Jesus said, ‘I will never leave thee, nor 
forsake thee.’ Don’t be afraid. He’s with you!” 
 A small smile lit Lydia’s face. This nurse must be a Christian! 
Yes, the nurse was right. Jesus was with Lydia right now. Some of 
Lydia’s fears began to vanish. She prayed to herself, “Jesus, thank 
You for staying with me!” It was so good to know that even though 
Mom and Gracie were gone, Jesus was still with her! She didn’t 
need to be afraid. 
 In the operating room, Dr. Shed transferred Lydia over to the 
surgeons and said goodbye. Lydia began to feel afraid again, and 
her leg ached terribly. But she remembered that Jesus was still with 
her.  
 The nurses gave her a strong-smelling substance to breathe. It 
made Lydia feel dizzy; and before she knew it, she was fast asleep. 
 Several hours later, Lydia woke up. She was in a soft hospital 
bed in a room all by herself. And her leg was up in a white cast, 
suspended from a funny-looking contraption that hung from the 
ceiling! She started to feel scared again. Where were Mom and 
Gracie? 
 Just then, the door opened. In stepped Dad! He was dressed in 
the nice clothes he wore to work each day. He walked over to 
Lydia’s bed and kissed her. “Do you feel better?” he asked tenderly. 
 How glad Lydia was to see Dad! She kissed him back and 
hugged him. “Daddy, please stay with me,” she begged. 



 “Of course, I’ll stay with you.” Dad sat down by Lydia’s bed. 
“Mom and Gracie will be here soon, too. They went home after I 
came, to get some things Mom will need to spend the night here. 
She’s going to stay with you tonight. Then in the morning, the 
doctors said you can go home.” 
 “Oh, good!” Lydia sighed. “But how did you get here, 
Daddy?” 
 “Mom called me on the phone during your operation. I was in 
the middle of a meeting at work,” said Dad. “But as soon as I heard 
of your injury, I told my boss I had to go. I grabbed my suitcase and 
jumped in the car to come straight here! I’m very sorry to hear you 
broke your leg, but you can be glad it’s nothing worse. I broke my 
leg when I was a child. It sure is tiring to be laid up in bed for six 
weeks, but after that, you’ll be as good as new!” 
 “Tell me about when you broke your leg, Daddy, please,” 
begged Lydia. 
 For the next hour, Dad entertained Lydia with stories from his 
boyhood. Lydia smiled and even laughed at times. Then the door 
opened again, and Mom and Gracie entered. They were carrying 
several tote bags from home, and a couple pizzas! 
 Gracie ran right over to her sister’s bed and hugged her. “I’m 
so glad you’ll be okay!” she cried. “I love you!” 
 Lydia hugged her sister back. “I love you too, Gracie! Do you 
think King Snowball will melt before I come home tomorrow?” 
 Gracie smiled. “No, because it’s snowing more already. I will 
feel sad if I play in the snow without you tonight.” 
 “Well, remember,” Lydia cautioned, “to walk, not run, down 
the hill! That’s what I’m going to do from now on! I guess it isn’t 
safe to run down hills.” 
 The next day, Lydia was able to come home. And for the next 
six weeks, she had to lie on the couch and read books or do her 



lessons quietly. Many of those times, Gracie was outside having fun 
in the snow. It pained Lydia to see her sister playing and to know 
she couldn’t join her! But she was so thankful to God for keeping 
her safe that that didn’t bother her too much.  
 And, six weeks later, when Lydia was once more able to run 
and play, she sang a happy song as she ran outside to play. “Jesus 
stayed with me all the time, and now He’s made me better! Thank 
You, Jesus!”


