
 

Free to Grow Tall and Strong 

 

Two blond-haired children sprinted across the fields of buttercups on a balmy spring 

afternoon in 1945. They ran on and on, not to any place in particular, but just soaking in the sun 

and enjoying the outdoors. 

Suddenly, the girl stopped, dropped gracefully to her knees in her flowered dress, and 

examined something under the yellow carpet. “George, come over here,” she called, beckoning 

energetically. George approached and knelt beside his little sister. 

“Do you know what this is?” she questioned eagerly. George peered down at the ground, 

which had formed a little hill under which a tiny plant was struggling to grow. 

After a closer examination of the visible portion of the plant, he cried, “Why, Anne, it’s a 

dear little baby elm tree!” 

“Poor little thing. Look, it’s trapped in the dirt.” Anne looked downcast. “Will it ever 

be free?” she emphasized. “Free to grow tall and strong?” 

“I—don’t—know,” George replied thoughtfully. 

Anne sighed. “I wish everyone and everything could be free.” She stood up and waved 

her arms across the rolling golden countryside. “Free, just like we are. Free like the buttercups. 

Free like the sun. Free like the clouds.” She paused, looking up at the blue sky. A swallow 

twittered joyfully above their heads. 

“Free like the birds,” George added. 

Just then a shrill call rang out across the meadows. “George! Anne! Dinnertime!” 

Straining their eyes, George and Anne could make out a slender woman standing in the doorway 

of the house that perched proudly on the knoll beyond the valley. 

“It’s Mother calling us to dinner!” cried George. “Come on, Anne, I’ll race you home!” 

“Well, hello, children,” a man’s voice greeted George and Anne as they clattered in the 

back door of the simple country farmhouse. 

“Father!” they cried, rushing over to embrace him. Richard Nelson didn’t seem to mind 

that the children were sweaty and dirty as he hugged them tightly. 

“Yes, it’s good to have you home, Richard,” added Mary Nelson, George and Anne’s 

mother. “Even though you’re back to work, we still see you more than we did when you were 

fighting in the army.” 

“Yes. Praise God, the war is over, at least for us here in England. How did you enjoy 

being out the fields?” Richard asked his children, who had gone to the kitchen sink to wash their 

hands and faces and smooth their hair. 

“Oh, Father, it was wonderful. It’s been years since I’ve felt so free,” Anne replied, 

returning to the table. 

“Yes,” George chimed in, neatly hanging up the towel before coming to sit down. “We 

don’t have to stay near the house or listen for German planes anymore. Anne and I were scared 



to even go outside during the war.” He slipped silently into his seat at the polished wooden table. 

“Only Woolton pie again, Mother?” he asked disappointedly, surveying the food Mary Nelson 

was setting down in front of them. They had eaten Woolton pie nearly every evening at dinner 

for the past few years. 

But his mother shook her head, and her eyes twinkled. She brought over one last platter 

and set it on the table near George and Anne. “Treacle tart!” they cheered. 

Richard and Mary chuckled. “Be patient, children,” Mary continued softly. “We can’t 

expect an immediate abundance of food, since the war only ended two days ago. We should be 

thankful that we at least have Woolton pie.” 

“Yes, God is good,” Richard added. “Let’s thank Him for this food, shall we?” 

After the prayer, the Nelson family hoed in hungrily while catching up on the events of 

the day. Richard was rehearsing his day at work. “The workers at the factory actually look 

forward to coming to work! It’s a night-and-day difference from before the war. They sing as 

they work, and no one complains about the heat or the long hours. During the war, some of the 

men fought in the army, like me, and they treasure the safe working environment. Most of the 

other workers were cooped up at home for months on end with nothing to do but worry. Needless 

to say, everyone is grateful to be able to freely earn money for themselves and their families.” 

Mary also had a story to tell. “When I went to the market this morning, it was full of 

women laughing, chatting, and crying together. All of us were catching up with old friends and 

long-lost relatives. It was like a dream to be free to get food for our families. What a wonderful 

thing wonderful freedom is!” 

“I felt so free out in the fields today,” Anne told her family once again, as if she couldn’t 

say it enough times. “I wish everyone and everything in the whole world could be free, just like 

we are.” 

“Free like the buttercups, free like the sun, free like the clouds, free like the birds,” 

George broke in, grinning at his sister as they recalled their conversation outside. 

“But the problem is,” continued Anne in a disturbed tone as she dug into her slice of 

treacle tart, “many people aren’t free. Either the war isn’t over in their country, or they’ve never 

had any freedom. Why can’t they be free too? We saw a baby elm tree today, and it was trapped 

under the soil. It wasn’t free either.” 

After a long pause, Richard began, “Children, freedom is a precious gift that should 

never, ever be taken for granted. Any person who can choose freely where to work, what to eat, 

where to live, what church to attend, and whether they can homeschool their children is blessed 

beyond measure and should be thankful beyond measure. Unfortunately, we often don’t 

appreciate our freedom until we lose it for a while. To answer your question about why people 

can’t be free, often it is because wicked people have taken control of a country and refuse to give 

it up. Sometimes it is because the majority of the citizens in a country choose it by knowingly 

electing an evil ruler. Anne, people who are not or have never been free—” he paused, “if they 

have chosen to put their trust in the Lord as their Saviour, they can be truly free in Him and in 

knowing that, as the Bible says in Romans 8:28, ‘all things work together—’” but he was 

interrupted. 



“‘For good to them that love God, to them who are the called according to His purpose,’” 

recited George and Anne in perfect unison. 

“Excellent, children!” Mary beamed, and Richard echoed, “Well done!” 

When the excitement died down, Anne asked, “But what about people who have not 

trusted in Christ?” 

“I think we should start praying for people in countries without freedom,” Mary 

suggested. 

George and Anne nodded vigorously. 

“And Anne,” Mary put in softly, “your elm tree will be free. It will push through the soil 

and grow tall and strong.” 

Anne’s face brightened. “Oh, really? Hooray!” 

Mary smiled at Anne’s enthusiasm. “And there’s a lesson in that elm tree.” 

“What is it?” George asked eagerly. 

“Well, without freedom, we are trapped and in bondage like the elm tree is right now. But 

if we are released, we are strong like never before and free to grow tall and strong.” 

Richard nodded in agreement. “The country without freedom cannot grow or develop. It 

will likely shrivel and die, just like the elm tree would if it was unable to push through the dirt.” 

“Oh, will it not?” cried Anne in dismay. “My poor little elm tree! I just wish it could be 

free to grow tall and strong!” 

“Check on it tomorrow morning,” Mary advised, “And see what will happen overnight.” 

Very early the next morning, Anne crept downstairs. Richard was sitting at the kitchen 

table, reading his Bible and eating his breakfast before going to work. “Good morning, Anne,” 

he whispered. “Going to check on the elm tree?” 

Anne nodded. She slipped silently out the back door and into the cool morning air. The 

dewy grass formed a wet carpet under her bare feet as she trotted along. The world was just 

waking up. The buttercups’ golden heads were closed and covered in tiny dew drops. A few 

early birds were stirring, singing cheerful good mornings to anyone who was listening. When 

Anne finally spotted the elm tree, she let out a whoop of joy. It had bravely struggled through the 

imprisoning soil, and it was unfolding tender green leaves toward the rising sun! Anne sprang to 

her feet and jumped up and down. “Hooray! You’re free! Free to grow tall and strong!” 

 


