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For Ruth, who planted the first tree — 

and for everyone who has ever eaten from an orchard 

they didn't plant. 
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A Note Before You Begin 

The first book in this series, The Seed Box, was about 

starting. The second, The Roots Beneath, was about the 

harder, unglamorous work of tending and protecting what 

you'd started. This one is about what comes after both — 

the part almost nobody prepares you for, because it doesn't 

feel like a problem the way debt or overspending does. It's 

the part where something has actually grown, and you have 

to decide, over and over, what to do with it. 

What to do with money that's finally growing, so it doesn't 

quietly lose its value. Whether to keep working for it, or 

build something that works without you. Where to keep it, 

and which jar to reach for first when life gets hard. What to 

do when the order of good years and bad years doesn't go 

the way you planned. And — hardest of all, maybe — when 

to stop building and start giving it away, on purpose, while 

you're still around to watch it matter. 

This is also the last book in the series, and it ends the way 

the whole thing started: at an orchard, with a family, telling 

each other the truth about money one story at a time. Read 

one a night if you can. By the end, you may find one of your 

own children has a story to tell back. 
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Ruth's Orchard 

 

The drive out to the orchard took twenty minutes from 

Grandpa Eli's house, and Theo, who was eight now and had 

opinions about everything, spent most of it with his face 

against the window. 

"You said it was just a story," he said. "You said Grandma 

Ruth planted one seed and it became a whole orchard. I 

thought that was just a — a story kind of thing." 

"It was a story kind of thing," Grandpa Eli said, turning 

onto the gravel road that led to the preserve's gate. "It also 

happened to be true. Both of those are allowed at the same 

time." 

It was October, and it had become, without anyone quite 

deciding it, as fixed a tradition as the summer visits — Mia, 

Theo, and Jonah came out for the harvest weekend, and 

Grandpa Eli, who had volunteered at the county nature 

preserve every fall for as long as any of them could 

remember, brought extra hands. This year, for the first 

time, the extra hands were theirs. 
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The orchard, when it came into view past the tree line, was 

bigger than any of them had pictured — rows and rows of 

trees, some old and thick-trunked, others younger, all of 

them heavy with fruit, running down a gentle slope toward 

a red barn with a weather vane on top. 

"All of this," Mia said slowly, "from one seed?" 

"From one seed, and about a hundred and forty years, and a 

great many people who kept tending it after Ruth was 

gone," Grandpa Eli said. "That's rather the point of this 

whole visit, if I'm honest. The first book I ever told you was 

about planting. Everything after that was about tending 

what you'd planted, so it wouldn't die on you. But nobody 

ever told you what happens after that — what you're 

actually supposed to do once something has grown. That's 

what this weekend is for." 

Jonah, sixteen now, and taller than Grandpa Eli by a head, 

didn't bother pretending he wasn't interested anymore. He 

hadn't pretended in almost two years. "So we're not getting 

a box this time." 

"No box," Grandpa Eli agreed. "You each finished the last 

one with a toolbox instead of a seed box, if you'll recall — 

which tells me it's time you started finding these lessons 

out in the world instead of waiting for me to hand them to 

you in cotton wool. We'll work here every day this weekend. 

Picking, sorting, whatever the co-op needs. And most 

evenings, something we run into during the day will remind 

me of a story worth telling. That's how it'll go this time. 

Less box. More orchard." 
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They spent that first afternoon helping an older volunteer 

named Mr. Petrosyan plant three new saplings along a 

fence line where old, spent trees had finally been cleared 

out the previous spring. It was harder work than any of 

them expected — real digging, real dirt under real 

fingernails — and it was Theo, of all people, whose shovel 

struck something that wasn't a rock. 

It took the four of them ten careful minutes to work it loose 

from the soil: a small tin box, rusted nearly solid, with a 

shape that had clearly once been a hinge. 

Mr. Petrosyan whistled low. "Well, now. Haven't seen one 

of those turn up in years." 

"What is it?" Theo asked, already trying to pry it open with 

his thumbs. 

Grandpa Eli crouched down slowly, the way he did most 

things now, and turned the tin over in his hands, brushing 

away a century of dirt with his sleeve. 

"I believe," he said, "this is going to be tonight's story." 

"We will not hide them from their descendants; we will tell 
the next generation the praiseworthy deeds of the Lord." — 

Psalm 78:4 

 

💬 Talk About It Tonight 

What does it mean that this whole orchard grew from a 

single seed someone else planted, generations before you 
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were born? Is there something in your own life like that — 

something good you get to enjoy because someone before 

you planted it? 

 

🌱 Try This Together 

As a family, name one thing in your own town — a park, a 

library, a tree, a building — that someone planted or built 

long before you arrived. Talk about who you think it might 

have been, and why they might have done it. 
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One — The Rusted Tin 

 

That evening, on the porch of the little farmhouse the 

preserve let volunteers use during harvest season, Grandpa 

Eli finally worked the tin open with a butter knife and a 

great deal of patience. Inside: a small handful of old coins, 

dulled with age, and a scrap of paper too brittle to unfold 

more than halfway. 

"This tin," he said, "belonged to a young man named 

Wendell, who worked this very orchard something like sixty 

years ago, back when Ruth's grandchildren were running it. 

And it's a story with two people in it, so you'll need to meet 

the second one too — a young woman named Marlowe, who 

worked right alongside him." 

Wendell and Marlowe started the same season, for the 

same wage, doing the same work. But they had very 

different ideas about what to do with the money they 

earned beyond what they needed to live on. 

Wendell didn't trust banks, and he certainly didn't trust the 

notion of putting his hard-earned coins into something as 

uncertain as a stock or a share of anything. So every 
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payday, he took what he'd saved, sealed it in this very tin, 

and buried it near the fence line, telling himself he'd dig it 

up someday — when he had enough to buy a nice piece of 

land outright, all at once, with cash in hand. No waiting, no 

debt, no risk. 

Marlowe took a different approach. Each season, she used a 

small portion of her savings to buy a few young trees, 

planting them on a corner of borrowed land the orchard let 

its workers use. It felt like a smaller, slower plan than 

Wendell's. Some years, a late frost took half of what she'd 

planted. It didn't look like much progress at all. 

Wendell buried his tin for thirty years. He never touched it 

— not once, not even during a hard winter — because he 

was saving it whole for that "someday" piece of land. When 

he finally dug it up, ready at last to make his purchase, he 

sat on the ground and did the math twice, certain he'd 

made a mistake. 

The coins in the tin were exactly what he'd buried. Not a 

single one was missing. 

But the world around that tin hadn't stood still while it sat 

in the dirt. Everything cost more now than it had thirty 

years earlier — land most of all. What had once been 

enough for a fine piece of property now wasn't enough for 

much more than a used truck. The money hadn't shrunk. 

What it could buy had. 

Marlowe's corner of trees, meanwhile, had become a small 

grove of her own — not bought all at once with a tin of 

coins, but grown, season by season, into something that fed 
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her family and brought in a little income every single 

autumn, an amount that grew right along with everything 

else getting more expensive, instead of falling behind it. 

"So Wendell's money just — went bad?" Theo asked, 

looking at the dull coins with new suspicion. 

"Not bad," Grandpa Eli said. "Just still. Money that sits and 

does nothing loses a little of its power every year, quietly, 

the way a tin left in the ground loses none of its coins but all 

of its shine. That's not a reason to spend every dollar the 

moment you get it — mind you, it's wise to keep a little set 

aside in your own tin, for emergencies, exactly the way you 

should. What went wrong for Wendell is that he meant to 

eventually do something with the rest of it, and someday 

never came. Thirty years is a long time for money to just sit 

still while the world keeps moving." 

"You have planted much but harvested little... You earn 
wages, only to put them in a purse with holes in it." — 

Haggai 1:6 

 

💬 Talk About It Tonight 

Why did Wendell's coins buy less after thirty years, even 

though not a single one was missing? What's the difference 

between keeping some money safely set aside and letting all 

of it just sit still forever? 
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🌱 Try This Together 

Look up what something ordinary — a movie ticket, a loaf of 

bread — cost twenty or thirty years ago, and compare it to 

what it costs today. Talk about why the price changed. 
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Two — The Tally Board 

 

The second evening, Grandpa Eli brought a flat wooden 

board in from the barn, covered edge to edge in old chalk 

marks and tally lines, a stub of pencil still tied to it with a 

bit of twine. 

"This hung in the co-op store for generations," he said. 

"Every orchard family in the valley had a line on this board, 

because in the lean months, the store let people buy seed 

and tools on credit and settle up after harvest. This one's 

about two workers who both ended a hard season owing the 

store more than they liked — twins, as it happens, named 

Wren and Cal." 

Wren and Cal each owed three separate debts at the store: a 

little on tools, more on seed, and a fair amount on a new 

roof for the toolshed after a bad storm, each debt charging 

its own rate of interest. Both were determined to be debt-

free by spring. But they went about it in completely 

different ways. 

Cal sat down with the tally board and did the arithmetic 

properly. The roof debt carried the highest rate by far, so he 
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threw every spare coin at that one first, paying only the 

minimum on the other two, exactly as the numbers said he 

should. It was, mathematically, the fastest possible way to 

stop the most money from leaking out in interest. 

Wren looked at the same three debts and felt something 

different — not a math problem, but a mountain she wasn't 

sure she could climb. So she paid off the smallest debt first, 

the tool debt, in just a few weeks. It didn't save her the most 

money. But crossing that first line off the tally board felt 

like proof she actually could do this, and she carried that 

feeling into tackling the seed debt next, and finally the roof. 

By the time the first spring blossoms came, both Wren and 

Cal had wiped their names clean off the board. Cal had 

technically saved a few more coins in interest along the 

way. But their mother, who'd watched them both all winter, 

said something neither of them forgot. 

"I wasn't sure Wren would make it past January," she 

admitted. "Three debts felt like the whole sky sitting on her. 

But she needed to see herself win something small before 

she believed she could win the big one. Cal never doubted 

himself for a moment — he just needed the fastest road 

there. You both got free. You just needed two different 

roads to do it." 

"So which way is the right way?" Mia asked. 

"Both are considered proper ways to do it, and folks who 

study this sort of thing argue about which is better every 

year," Grandpa Eli said. "The honest answer is that the 

fastest method on paper isn't always the fastest method in 
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real life, because a plan you abandon in February isn't fast 

at all. The best method is the one that gets you all the way 

to a clean tally board — not the one that merely looks best 

sitting still on a piece of chalk." 

"The plans of the diligent lead to profit." — Proverbs 21:5 

 

💬 Talk About It Tonight 

Why did Wren and Cal need different methods, even though 

they were tackling the exact same problem? Which 

approach do you think would suit you better — the fastest 

road, or the one with small wins along the way? 

 

🌱 Try This Together 

If your family has more than one goal to save toward or 

debt to pay down, list them out — smallest to largest, and 

also by interest rate if you know it. Talk about which order 

feels more motivating to actually finish. 
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Three — The Leaking Basket 

 

The third evening came with sore shoulders all around, 

after a full day of hauling harvest baskets from the trees to 

the sorting shed. Grandpa Eli set one of those very baskets 

on the porch table — old, woven tight, with one small crack 

along the bottom seam. 

"This one's about two young pickers," he said, "who both 

got the same good news on the same day, a long time back 

— a promotion to crew leader, and a nice raise to go with it. 

Their names were Birch and Marigold." 

Birch was thrilled. That very week, he treated himself to 

sturdier boots than he needed, and a better hat, and started 

stopping in town for a treat on the way home most evenings 

— nothing extravagant, just small pleasant things that felt 

like they matched his new position. Within a few months, 

without ever making one big purchase he'd call foolish, 

Birch found himself exactly as short on savings at the end 

of each week as he'd been before the raise. He couldn't 

quite say where it had gone. It just always seemed to be 

gone. 
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Marigold got the same raise and made one small decision 

on the very first day: she'd go on living almost exactly as 

she had before, and let the new money go straight into the 

savings she kept with the orchard's co-op. It didn't feel like 

much of a decision at the time — she barely noticed making 

it. 

Years later, when both of them were offered the chance to 

lease a small parcel of land of their own — a real turning 

point, the kind of opportunity that only comes along once — 

Marigold had the savings to take it without a second 

thought. Birch, despite years of steady raises since that first 

one, didn't have enough set aside to make the leap, and 

watched the opportunity go to someone else. 

"He wasn't reckless," Grandpa Eli said, when Mia asked 

whether Birch had done something wrong. "That's rather 

the trap of it — nobody looking at Birch's life would call him 

a big spender. He just quietly let every bit of good news 

turn into a little more spending, so his basket kept getting 

bigger baskets to fill, and kept leaking out the bottom just 

the same. Marigold's basket had a raise in it too. She just 

patched the crack first, before she let anything new go in." 

"Whoever can be trusted with very little can also be 
trusted with much." — Luke 16:10 

 

💬 Talk About It Tonight 
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Why didn't Birch feel any richer, even after years of raises? 

What's one thing that might sneak into a "leaking basket" 

without anyone noticing? 

 

🌱 Try This Together 

The next time someone in your family gets extra money — a 

gift, a bonus, a raise — decide together, before anyone 

spends a cent of it, what portion will go straight into savings 

first. 
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Four — The Cider Press 

 

The fourth evening, they walked out to the old cider press 

in the back of the barn, its great wooden screw dark with a 

century of apple juice and use. Grandpa Eli ran a hand 

along it before he sat down to tell this one. 

"This press belongs to the whole co-op," he said. "Nobody 

owns it alone. And it's the perfect thing to explain the story 

of a woman named Delphine, who worked this orchard her 

entire life and changed her relationship to it three separate 

times." 

As a girl, Delphine picked apples for a daily wage, same as 

any picker — good, honest work, but work that only paid 

her on the days she actually showed up and did it. If she 

was sick, or her mother needed her at home, there was 

simply no pay that day. Her income depended entirely on 

her own two hands showing up. 

In her thirties, after years of careful saving, Delphine did 

something few pickers ever did — she leased a small press 

of her own, hired a few pickers under her, and started 

turning apples into cider to sell at market, which was worth 
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a good deal more than the apples alone. She earned more 

than she ever had picking. But she also worked harder than 

ever, worrying over her hired pickers, her equipment, her 

buyers, every single season. She'd traded a wage for a 

business, and a business, it turned out, still asked for all of 

her. 

It was in her fifties that Delphine did the thing that changed 

everything. She'd saved enough by then to buy a small 

share in this very cooperative press — not to run it herself, 

but simply to own a piece of it, alongside a dozen other 

orchard families. Every season, whether Delphine picked a 

single apple or not, her share of the cider profits arrived 

anyway, because she owned a piece of the equipment that 

turned everyone's apples into something worth more. 

"That doesn't seem fair," Theo said. "She didn't even do the 

work that year." 

"She did the work," Grandpa Eli said. "Just thirty years 

earlier, when she saved up enough to buy that share in the 

first place. That's rather the whole secret hiding in this 

press. A picker gets paid for the apples she picks, and not 

one apple more. An owner gets paid more, but the business 

still needs her every single day to keep running. An investor 

gets paid for owning a piece of something that keeps 

producing, whether she's standing in the orchard that 

morning or not." 

By the time Delphine was Grandpa Eli's age, her cider 

income had done something her picking wages never could 

have: it had bought back her time. She spent her last 

working years teaching the youngest pickers, tending a 
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small grove purely because she loved it, and taking whole 

autumns off to see her grandchildren — because for the first 

time in her life, her income didn't need her permission to 

keep arriving. 

"I don't need more cider money," she was fond of saying. "I 

needed more time. It just took me thirty years of picking 

and pressing to afford it." 

"Lazy hands make for poverty, but diligent hands bring 
wealth." — Proverbs 10:4 

 

💬 Talk About It Tonight 

What changed for Delphine each time she moved from 

picker, to press owner, to co-op investor? Why do you think 

she said she needed time more than money? 

 

🌱 Try This Together 

Ask everyone in the family: if your income didn't need your 

presence one day a week, what would you do with that day? 
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Five — The Traveling Jug 

 

The fifth evening, Grandpa Eli brought out an old clay jug 

with a cracked handle and a faded shipping tag still knotted 

to its neck. 

"This jug used to travel," he said. "Cider from this orchard 

once got shipped two counties over, to a town where it 

fetched a better price than it ever could here. And it 

happens to be a fitting object for tonight's story, about an 

orchard hand named Idris, who spent his whole working 

life right here in this valley — and then, the week he retired, 

packed a single trunk and moved three counties south." 

Idris had worked hard for forty years in a valley that, like 

most places people want to live, had grown expensive — 

good land, good schools, good church, but everything 

costing more with each passing decade. He'd saved 

diligently the whole time, same as anyone in these stories 

worth remembering. But when he finally sat down to plan 

his retirement, he did the arithmetic and didn't love what 

he saw: his savings, spread over what could be thirty more 

years right here in this valley, would stretch thin. 
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Then he remembered his cousin, who'd retired years earlier 

to a small river town three counties south, where land was a 

third of the price, and everything else followed suit. Idris 

visited for a month to see for himself, ran the numbers 

again, and found something remarkable: the very same 

savings that stretched thin in his home valley would last 

comfortably, with room to spare, in that quieter town by the 

river. 

It wasn't a decision he made lightly, or all at once. He 

missed his church, his grandchildren's Sunday dinners, the 

particular sound of this valley in autumn. So instead of 

moving away entirely, Idris found a middle path — he spent 

the coldest months of the year in the river town, where his 

savings worked hardest, and returned to the valley every 

spring for planting season and every autumn for harvest, 

splitting his life between the two rather than giving up 

either one. 

"He didn't just run away because it was cheaper," Jonah 

said, sounding like he was working something out as he 

said it. 

"No," Grandpa Eli agreed. "And that's worth saying plainly, 

because it's the part people skip. A smaller number isn't 

automatically the better answer. Idris had to weigh what 

he'd be giving up — family, church, the town that knew him 

— against what he'd gain. He didn't pretend that trade was 

free. He just decided, honestly, that it was worth making, 

and found a way to make it a little less of a trade than it first 

appeared." 
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"Here we do not have an enduring city, but we are looking 
for the city that is to come." — Hebrews 13:14 

 

💬 Talk About It Tonight 

What did Idris gain by spending part of the year somewhere 

his savings stretched further? What did he have to weigh 

giving up? 

 

🌱 Try This Together 

As a family, imagine a place you might enjoy spending part 

of a year — nearby or far away. Talk about what you'd gain 

there, and what you'd miss from home. 
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Six — The Four Granaries 

 

The sixth evening, they walked past four small storage 

granaries behind the co-op barn on the way in — squat 

wooden bins in a row, each a different size, each with a 

different symbol painted above its door. Grandpa Eli 

stopped in front of them before they'd even reached the 

porch. 

"Might as well tell tonight's story right here," he said. 

"These four granaries have stood in this exact spot for as 

long as the co-op's existed, and every keeper who's run this 

orchard has had to learn the hard way what each one is 

actually for." 

The first granary, smallest of the four, held only what the 

co-op needed for that week — flour, seed, whatever was 

about to be used. The second, a bit larger, held the winter 

reserve, meant only for real emergencies — a bad storm, a 

failed crop, a keeper's sudden illness. The third held next 

year's seed grain, meant for planting, not touching before 

then. And the fourth, largest and sealed tightest of all, held 

a reserve so long-term that most keepers who filled it would 
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never see it opened — meant for a future thirty or forty 

years off, tended for whoever came after. 

One hard winter, a storm tore the roof clean off the 

toolshed, and a young keeper named Otis, panicked and in 

charge for the first time, ran straight for the fourth granary 

— the fullest, most impressive one — certain that was where 

real money must be kept for real emergencies. 

An older keeper caught him before he'd even gotten the 

door unlatched. 

"Not that one," she said. "That one isn't for this. Storms are 

exactly what the second granary is for — that's its whole 

purpose, sitting there waiting for a day precisely like today. 

The fourth granary isn't bigger because it's more important 

right now. It's bigger because it's got forty years left to grow 

before anyone's meant to touch it at all." 

Otis found what he needed in the second granary, exactly 

where it was supposed to be, and the roof was mended 

within the week. It was, everyone agreed afterward, an easy 

mistake to almost make — the fourth granary really was the 

fullest, the most impressive, the one that looked like the 

answer to any hard question. It just wasn't the answer to 

that one. 

"So having the most in one place doesn't mean it's the right 

place to take from," Mia said slowly. 

"Exactly so," said Grandpa Eli. "Money kept for different 

lengths of time serves different purposes, and reaching into 

the wrong one — even by accident, even out of genuine 

panic — can cost you something a lot bigger than a bad 
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winter. Know what each granary of your own life is actually 

for, before the storm comes looking for an answer." 

"Be sure you know the condition of your flocks, give 
careful attention to your herds; for riches do not endure 

forever." — Proverbs 27:23–24 

 

💬 Talk About It Tonight 

Why was it a mistake for Otis to reach for the fourth 

granary first, even though it had the most in it? What might 

your own family's four granaries be — for this week, for 

emergencies, for next year, and for far down the road? 

 

🌱 Try This Together 

Draw or label four jars, envelopes, or boxes at home for 

these same four purposes — even small ones count — and 

talk together about what belongs in each. 
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Seven — The Weather Vane 

 

The seventh evening, a wind picked up outside, rattling the 

old weather vane on the barn roof — a rooster, dulled green 

with age, that had turned with every wind in the valley for 

generations. 

"There's a story that goes with that vane," Grandpa Eli said, 

watching it turn through the window, "about two orchard 

owners named Amos and Reuben, who retired on the very 

same day, generations back, each handing their orchard to 

a caretaker with the exact same instruction: sell just enough 

of the harvest each year to live comfortably, and let the rest 

keep growing." 

Over the next twenty years, Amos's orchard and Reuben's 

orchard experienced, as it happened, the exact same 

weather — the same number of good growing seasons, the 

same number of hard storm years, averaged out over two 

decades almost to the bushel. By any fair measure, the two 

men had retired into identical luck. 

But the order the weather arrived in was not identical at all. 
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Amos's first two years of retirement brought a brutal 

stretch — a late frost one year, a summer drought the next 

— right when his orchard was smallest and least able to 

absorb the loss. To keep selling enough to live on through 

those lean years, his caretaker had to sell off part of the 

orchard itself, not just its harvest. By the time good years 

finally returned, Amos had less land left to grow back with, 

and it never fully recovered. 

Reuben's first years, by contrast, brought some of the finest 

growing seasons the valley had seen in a decade. His 

orchard grew large and strong before his own bad stretch 

arrived, years later — and by then, it was big enough to 

absorb two hard years without needing to sell off so much 

as a single row. 

Same total weather, over the same twenty years. 

Completely different outcomes, based entirely on which 

order it arrived in — a thing neither man could have 

predicted or controlled on the day he retired. 

"That doesn't seem fair to Amos," Theo said, frowning. "He 

didn't do anything wrong." 

"He didn't," Grandpa Eli agreed. "And that's precisely why 

this story is worth knowing before it happens to you, rather 

than after. You can't control which order your storms arrive 

in — nobody can, not the wisest keeper who ever lived. 

What you can control is how much cushion your orchard 

has before the first storm hits, so that a hard start doesn't 

force you to sell off the very thing you're trying to protect." 
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"The race is not to the swift or the battle to the strong... but 
time and chance happen to them all." — Ecclesiastes 9:11 

 

💬 Talk About It Tonight 

Amos and Reuben had the exact same average luck over 

twenty years. Why did they end up so differently? Is there a 

plan in your own life that depends on things happening in a 

certain order? 

 

🌱 Try This Together 

Talk about a family goal that depends on things going 

smoothly — a trip, a big purchase, a move. Brainstorm one 

way to build in some cushion, in case things don't happen in 

the order you'd hoped. 
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Eight — The Storm Lantern 

 

The eighth evening brought real rain, drumming hard on 

the farmhouse roof, and Grandpa Eli lit an old lantern from 

the barn instead of reaching for the light switch, just for the 

feel of it. 

"This lantern hung in that barn through more storms than I 

can count," he said, "including the worst one this orchard 

ever saw, the year a whole row of young trees had just gone 

into the ground and a hurricane's outer edge came right up 

the valley behind it." 

The keeper at the time faced an anxious crew that night, 

half of them ready to dig the new saplings back up and 

move them somewhere — anywhere — that felt safer, rather 

than risk losing them to the wind. It had happened before, 

more than once: a bad storm would spook a keeper into 

pulling up young trees and starting over elsewhere, only to 

lose the very best growing days that always seemed to 

follow right behind the worst of a storm, when the soil was 

freshest and the competition from weeds and pests was 

knocked back hardest. 
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This keeper made a different choice. He staked every young 

tree as firmly as he could, hung this very lantern on the 

fence post nearest the row, and simply stayed with them 

through the worst of it, checking the stakes every few hours 

until dawn. 

The storm did knock two trees flat. But the rest held, roots 

and all, and the weeks that followed turned out to be some 

of the best growing weeks that section of the orchard ever 

had — exactly the recovery burst that always seemed to 

follow a hard storm, and exactly what would have been 

missed entirely by anyone who'd dug up and moved their 

trees to calmer ground. 

"Every single time in this orchard's history that someone 

panicked and pulled their young trees out after a bad 

storm," Grandpa Eli said, "they missed the best growing 

days that came right after. Every time. It happened so often 

that the old keepers had a saying for it — you don't find out 

which trees were planted well until after the wind tries to 

take them, and you don't get the best of the harvest by 

being somewhere else when the recovery comes." 

"So the lesson is just — stay?" Jonah asked, sounding 

unconvinced. "Even when it's scary?" 

"The lesson is stay planted, if you did your planning 

honestly in the first place," Grandpa Eli said. "That's 

different from staying foolishly in something you never 

should have planted at all. But once the roots are good and 

the storm is simply a storm — the kind every orchard 

eventually faces — the trees that survive it are almost never 

the ones that got dug up and moved. They're the ones that 
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were still standing, staked and waiting, when the sun came 

back out." 

"That person is like a tree planted by streams of water... 
whatever they do prospers." — Psalm 1:3 

 

💬 Talk About It Tonight 

Why did the trees that got dug up and moved during storms 

end up worse off than the ones that stayed? Has there been 

a time you wanted to quit something scary, but staying 

turned out to be the better choice? 

 

🌱 Try This Together 

Talk about the difference between leaving something 

because it was truly a mistake, and leaving something just 

because it got scary for a while. How can you tell the 

difference? 
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Nine — The Empty Basket 

 

On the ninth evening, the last full evening of the harvest 

weekend, Grandpa Eli didn't bring anything in from the 

barn at all. He simply set an ordinary picking basket on the 

table — empty, its bottom scuffed from years of use — and 

let it sit there a while before he spoke. 

"You've been wondering, I imagine, exactly what happened 

to Ruth in her later years," he said. "Whether she just kept 

planting trees until she died, richer and richer, with no end 

to it. I've saved that story for tonight on purpose." 

By the time Ruth was an old woman, her small orchard had 

grown into the largest, best-tended stretch of trees in the 

whole valley — far more fruit than her own family could 

ever eat, more than she could reasonably sell before it 

spoiled, more, by any measure, than she could possibly 

need. 

A neighboring keeper named Halvard, who'd started 

around the same time Ruth had, faced the very same 

abundance and made a very different choice. Halvard kept 

building — bigger barns, bigger granaries, determined to 
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have the fullest storehouse in the county by the time he was 

done. Every year he told his family, "just one more season, 

and then we'll slow down and enjoy it." The season after 

always looked the same. He died with barns fuller than he'd 

ever managed to empty, having skipped more reunions and 

celebrations than anyone could count to keep building 

them. 

Ruth did something else entirely. Once she had, by her own 

honest reckoning, enough — enough for her family, enough 

set safely aside for whatever might come — she stopped 

building bigger barns and started filling baskets instead. 

Every single harvest for the rest of her life, she filled basket 

after basket and gave them away: to neighbors short on 

food that year, to the families of the workers who picked 

alongside her, to any child who showed up at the fence line 

during harvest week, exactly the way this orchard still 

hands out apples to visiting children today. 

"Didn't she worry about running out?" Mia asked. "What if 

she'd needed it later?" 

"She kept a wise reserve, same as anyone should — the 

second granary, if you remember last night's story, was 

never for giving away," Grandpa Eli said. "But she made 

peace, somewhere along the way, with a hard truth Halvard 

never did: a full barn nobody ever opens isn't wealth. It's 

just a barn. Ruth decided she'd rather watch her abundance 

matter to actual people while she was alive to see their 

faces, than leave behind a storehouse for someone else to 

finally open after she was gone." 
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He looked around at the three of them, and at the empty 

basket between them. 

"That's why this orchard still gives fruit away every single 

October, generations after Ruth planted her first seed. Not 

because nobody ever figured out how to sell it for more. 

Because somewhere along the way, an old woman decided 

that an empty basket, given away on purpose, was worth 

more to her than a full one she never opened." 

"Whoever sows generously will also reap generously... 
God loves a cheerful giver." — 2 Corinthians 9:6–7 

 

💬 Talk About It Tonight 

Why do you think Ruth chose to give baskets away every 

single harvest instead of building bigger barns like Halvard? 

What's the difference between saving wisely and hoarding? 

 

🌱 Try This Together 

Give away something from your own "harvest" this week — 

food, time, money, or skill — to someone who would enjoy 

it now, not someday. 

  



38 

What the Orchard Remembers 

 

On the last night, the whole family came out for the harvest 

festival — Mia and Theo and Jonah's parents included, 

along with half the valley, by the look of the barn lot full of 

cars. There was cider from the very press Grandpa Eli had 

told them about, and pie, and a bonfire once the sun went 

down, and children from town running between the rows 

the way children had for a hundred and forty years. 

Grandpa Eli found the three of them sitting on the fence 

near the bonfire, a little apart from the noise, and lowered 

himself onto the rail beside them with a small groan he 

didn't bother hiding anymore. 

"Nine stories," he said. "Same as always. Only this time I 

find I haven't got a tenth one ready, and I'm not sure I need 

one." He looked at Jonah in particular. "I believe I told you, 

at the end of the last book, that I had a feeling you three 

might be the ones telling me a story or two by now. I wasn't 

just being kind. I meant it." 

Jonah looked at the fire for a long moment. Mia and Theo, 

for once, didn't fill the silence. 
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"It's not really a story," Jonah finally said. "It's just — I've 

had that toolbox on my shelf for two years. And I actually 

used it. I split my summer job money the way Tobias did in 

the coin story — some to keep, some I don't touch. I told 

Coach Ramirez I'd help him fix the equipment shed instead 

of just complaining it was falling apart, the way that 

apprentice did with the well pump. And this fall, when 

Mia's bike got stolen, I didn't just feel bad about it. I gave 

her forty dollars toward a new one. Didn't even think about 

it until after I'd already done it." He shrugged, a little 

embarrassed. "That's it. That's the whole story. It's not 

exactly a parable." 

Grandpa Eli was quiet long enough that Theo started to 

worry he'd fallen asleep sitting up, the way he sometimes 

did now. 

"Jonah," he said finally, "that's the only kind of story any of 

this was ever actually for. Every seed, every root, every 

basket in nine years of these — they were never the point. 

You just gave me the point, sitting right here on a fence rail, 

without even noticing you'd done it." 

He looked out at the orchard, dark now except for the 

bonfire and the lit windows of the barn, a hundred and 

forty years of somebody else's patient work spread out in 

every direction. 

"A seed becomes a root," he said. "A root becomes a 

harvest. And a harvest, given away on purpose, becomes 

exactly this — grandchildren I didn't have to explain 

anything to, sitting on a fence, already living it." 
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"I have no greater joy than to hear that my children are 
walking in the truth." — 3 John 1:4 

 

💬 Talk About It Tonight 

Look back over all three books, twenty-nine stories in all. 

Which one changed something about how your own family 

actually handles money — not just what you think about it, 

but what you do? 

 

🌱 Try This Together 

As a family, take turns saying one thing each person has 

genuinely done differently because of these stories — 

however small. Then decide together: what's the next thing 

worth planting? 

 
Together with Book One, The Seed Box, and Book Two, The 

Roots Beneath, this final companion completes the full set 

of principles explored in Money While You Sleep: A Guide 

to Financial Freedom by Eugene Han — the real math, the 

real accounts, and the real road map, for the grown-ups 

doing the planting, the tending, and now, the giving away. 
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A Companion Guide for the Grown-
Ups 

You already know these principles. This section connects each 
story to the real mechanics underneath it — actual numbers, 
actual accounts, and the points where reasonable financial 
voices genuinely disagree. 

Ruth's Orchard 

The principle. A meaningful share of what any of us build was 

built by someone before us — inherited systems, family habits, 

community infrastructure — and recognizing that shapes both 

gratitude and responsibility to build for whoever comes next. 

What this looks like with real numbers. This is the logic 

behind generational wealth research: studies on 

multigenerational wealth transfer consistently find that financial 

behaviors and knowledge passed down matter as much as the 

dollar amounts inherited. Families that transfer habits alongside, 

or instead of, money tend to sustain wealth longer than families 

that transfer money alone. 

Where this gets contested. None substantial — framing 

chapter. 

The conversation worth having. What specifically did you 

inherit — financially, or in habits and knowledge — from 

someone before you, and what are you actively building for 

whoever comes after you? 

 

One — The Rusted Tin 

The principle. Cash that sits still doesn't stay the same value. It 

loses purchasing power every year to inflation, which means 

"safe" and "static" are not the same thing. 
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What this looks like with real numbers. At a historically 

typical average inflation rate of roughly 3% a year, money loses 

about half its purchasing power over 24 years — a dollar buried 

today buys about what fifty cents buys today, by the time it's dug 

up a generation later. This is precisely why cash held long-term 

underperforms even conservative investments that merely keep 

pace with inflation. 

Where this gets contested. This doesn't mean cash savings 

are pointless. An emergency fund's job is safety and liquidity, not 

growth, and it's doing its job even while technically losing ground 

to inflation. The mistake is treating money meant for long-term 

growth the same way you'd treat money meant for a six-month 

emergency cushion. 

The conversation worth having. How much of your 

family's savings is sitting in cash beyond what you'd need for a 

three-to-six-month emergency — and is that intentional, or just 

where it's ended up? 

 

Two — The Tally Board 

The principle. The mathematically optimal way to pay off 

multiple debts, highest interest rate first, and the psychologically 

sustainable way, smallest balance first, aren't always the same 

method. The one you'll actually finish beats the one that looks 

best on paper. 

What this looks like with real numbers. Research by 

marketing professors Kettle, Trudel, Blanchard, and Häubl found 

that people who concentrate payments on closing individual 

accounts, smallest balance first, are more likely to actually 

eliminate their debt than those who spread payments 

proportionally by interest rate — even though the highest-rate-

first method saves more in total interest in most cases. 
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Where this gets contested. The avalanche method's 

mathematical edge grows with how spread out your interest rates 

are — one high-rate card alongside several low-rate loans can 

mean thousands of dollars saved by attacking the high-rate debt 

first. When rates are similar across debts, the snowball's 

psychological edge matters more, since there's little math 

advantage to give up. 

The conversation worth having. If your family has more 

than one debt right now, have you calculated which method 

would actually save more in interest — and does that change 

which one you'd choose? 

 

Three — The Leaking Basket 

The principle. As income rises, spending tends to rise with it 

by default. Unless a specific decision is made to keep some of 

every raise, the gap between earning and spending never actually 

widens. 

What this looks like with real numbers. The math is stark: 

two people earning the same $100,000 salary, one saving 10% 

and one saving 30%, will differ by roughly $800,000 after 

twenty years of typical market returns. The entire gap is 

attributable to spending decisions, not to any difference in 

income or investment skill. 

Where this gets contested. A version of lifestyle inflation is 

genuinely healthy — increased spending on health, safety, or 

family stability as income rises isn't a leak, it's appropriate. The 

trap is specifically spending that rises to match income with no 

corresponding increase in the gap, not any spending increase at 

all. 
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The conversation worth having. The next time a raise or 

bonus comes in, has your family ever decided in advance what 

percentage goes to savings before deciding what the rest is for? 

 

Four — The Cider Press 

The principle. The tax code treats earned income, business 

income, and investment income differently, and understanding 

those differences is part of legitimately keeping more of what you 

earn, not a loophole. 

What this looks like with real numbers. In the U.S., long-

term capital gains on investments held over a year are taxed at 

lower rates than ordinary wage income, and business owners can 

deduct many expenses employees cannot. This is why Warren 

Buffett has noted his effective tax rate is often lower than his 

secretary's, purely due to how their income is classified, not the 

amount. 

Where this gets contested. "Become an owner or investor" is 

easy advice and hard execution — most people can't simply 

convert wages into business or investment income without 

capital, risk tolerance, and years of runway most households 

don't have. The lesson scales down to something more universal: 

even employees can move toward the investor side by 

consistently directing a portion of wages into ownership, index 

funds and retirement accounts, rather than staying purely in 

wages. 

The conversation worth having. What percentage of your 

household's income currently comes from wages versus from 

things you own — investments, property, a business? Most 

families are surprised how close to 100% the wage number is. 
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Five — The Traveling Jug 

The principle. The same amount of savings stretches 

dramatically further in some locations than others. Geography is 

a lever on financial freedom that costs nothing to consider and 

can be worth years of working life. 

What this looks like with real numbers. Cost-of-living 

differences between regions can run two to three times for an 

equivalent lifestyle. A retirement nest egg that supports a 

comfortable but tight retirement in a high-cost metro area can 

support genuine abundance in a lower-cost region, without the 

number itself changing at all — only where it's spent. 

Where this gets contested. This is real and well documented, 

but the story is honest that it isn't free. Moving away from family, 

community, and church has real, non-financial costs that don't 

show up in a cost-of-living calculator. The trade is legitimate to 

consider; it isn't automatically the right answer just because the 

math favors it. 

The conversation worth having. If your family has never 

calculated how your specific savings would perform in a lower-

cost area versus your current one, would that number change 

how you think about where you'll eventually retire? 

 

Six — The Four Granaries 

The principle. Money set aside for different time horizons — 

this week, emergencies, next year, decades from now — should 

be treated differently. Reaching into the wrong "bucket" during a 

crisis can undo years of long-term growth for a short-term 

problem. 

What this looks like with real numbers. A common real-

world version of Otis's mistake: someone facing an unexpected 
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expense pulls from a retirement account or long-term brokerage 

account, often triggering taxes and penalties, instead of a 

designated emergency fund, simply because the retirement 

account happens to have the largest balance. 

Where this gets contested. Not every family can fully fund all 

four "granaries" at once, and that's fine — the order of priority 

(immediate needs, then emergency fund, then medium-term, 

then long-term) matters more than having large amounts in 

every category simultaneously. 

The conversation worth having. If an unexpected $2,000 

expense came up this month, which account would it actually 

come from — and is that the account it should come from? 

 

Seven — The Weather Vane 

The principle. Two people can have identical average 

investment returns over a retirement and end up in very 

different financial positions, purely because of the order good 

and bad years arrive in — a risk unique to the years right around 

when someone starts drawing down savings. 

What this looks like with real numbers. This is a well-

documented phenomenon in retirement planning called 

sequence of returns risk. A retiree who experiences market losses 

in the first few years of retirement, while also withdrawing 

money to live on, can permanently damage a portfolio's ability to 

recover, even if the years that follow are strong, because losses 

combined with withdrawals shrink the base later gains have to 

work with. 

Where this gets contested. This is one of the more 

mathematically settled principles in retirement planning, though 

there's real debate about the best defense against it — a cash 

cushion of one to two years of expenses, adjustable withdrawal 
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rates, and partial annuitization all have advocates. There's no 

single agreed-upon solution, only agreement that the risk is real. 

The conversation worth having. If you're within a decade 

of retirement, do you know what your actual plan is for a bad 

market in your first few retirement years — not a general sense of 

confidence, but an actual plan? 

 

Eight — The Storm Lantern 

The principle. Missing even a handful of the market's best 

days, which cluster unpredictably and often right after the worst 

days, can cut decades of investment growth roughly in half — 

making panic-selling during downturns one of the most costly 

mistakes an investor can make. 

What this looks like with real numbers. Multiple 

independent studies from Vanguard, JPMorgan, and Hartford 

Funds find consistent results: missing the ten best market days 

over a twenty-to-thirty-year period roughly halves total returns, 

and missing the thirty best days can reduce returns by 80% or 

more. A large share of those best days occur within days or weeks 

of the worst days, meaning an investor who sells during a crash 

typically misses the recovery entirely. 

Where this gets contested. A more sophisticated critique of 

"always stay fully invested" has emerged recently — some 

analysts note the best and worst days cluster together specifically 

during high-volatility periods, meaning an investor who reduces 

risk broadly during those windows, not trying to time individual 

days but recognizing elevated-risk periods, may reasonably avoid 

some of the worst days too. This remains genuinely disputed 

among professional investors, not settled. 

The conversation worth having. Has your family ever sold 

investments during a market downturn out of fear? What 
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happened afterward, and would you make the same decision 

again? 

 

Nine — The Empty Basket 

The principle. Wealth that's never spent or given away during 

a lifetime isn't really wealth in any functional sense. It's stored 

potential that quietly expired unused, and there's real value in 

giving and spending deliberately while you're alive to see it 

matter. 

What this looks like with real numbers. This is the core 

argument of Bill Perkins's Die With Zero, which popularized the 

idea of "memory dividends" — experiences and gifts given while 

healthy and present pay emotional returns for years afterward, in 

a way money left in an estate for heirs to receive after your death 

cannot replicate for you. 

Where this gets contested. This is worth holding with real 

nuance, and Ruth's story here is intentionally more moderate 

than Perkins's original argument. Perkins argues fairly 

aggressively for spending down assets on a specific timeline; the 

version reflected in this story keeps a wise reserve while directing 

genuine surplus toward giving now, rather than treating "die 

with zero" as a literal spending target. Reasonable people, 

including within the same family, land in different places on how 

far to take this. 

The conversation worth having. Is there a gift, an 

experience, or a use of money your family has been postponing 

until "someday" that could happen now instead? 

 

What the Orchard Remembers 
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The principle. Twenty-nine stories across three books were 

never really the destination. The actual measure of whether any 

of it worked is whether it shows up in small, unprompted 

decisions afterward, the way it did for Jonah on the fence rail. 

What this looks like with real numbers. This closes the 

loop on the literacy-versus-behavior gap raised throughout this 

guide. Jonah's three small actions — splitting his earnings, 

volunteering skill and labor, giving without being asked — are 

individually unremarkable and collectively the entire point. 

Where this gets contested. None. 

The conversation worth having. Now that you've read all 

three books, what's the one story that's actually changed a 

decision in your own financial life — not just one you found 

interesting, but one you've acted on? 
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Also Available 

More From the Seed Box Series 

Money While You Sleep: The Seed Box 

Book One in the Seed Box Series 

Every summer, Mia, Theo, and Jonah gather on Grandpa Eli's 

porch as he opens an old cedar box and tells them nine stories — 

a boy who chases a coin down a hillside, a farmer who plants 

seven fields instead of one, a broken house on Maple Street that 

quietly changes everything. Nine parables on money, patience, 

and faith, written to be read aloud together, one story a night. 

Money While You Sleep: The Roots Beneath 

Book Two in the Seed Box Series 

A year later, the cedar box turns out to have a second, hidden 

layer — nine harder stories about getting out of debt you're 

already in, resisting a promise that sounds too good, and giving 

generously before you feel ready. The direct sequel to The Seed 

Box. 

The Original Guide for Grown-Ups 

Money While You Sleep: A Guide to Financial 
Freedom 

The complete framework behind all three storybooks, written for 

adults: the real math on compound interest, a clear plan for 

getting out of debt, building diversified income, investing in real 

estate, and preparing for retirement — grounded in the same 

biblical wisdom that shapes Grandpa Eli's stories. 

Now also available in Spanish as Dinero Mientras 

Duermes: Una guía hacia la libertad financiera. 

All titles available on Amazon.com in paperback and Kindle editions. 


