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The story is told of a young couple, recently married, and 

struggling within the confines of a strict budget. With finances in 

mind, as Valentine’s Day approached, they agreed they would 

celebrate the occasion with nothing more than a special home 

cooked meal and time alone at home. They decided on a 

menu...nothing fancy...and so, on Valentine’s Day, the wife prepared 

the meal as they had planned. She didn’t even write a sweet note, 

make a homemade card, or purchase a little trifle for a gift. She 

rested solely upon her husband’s word that this was what was 

expected. She didn’t want to “cheat” on their agreement even 

though her love was full and strong and she wanted very much to 

do something more, regardless of their agreement.  

Her husband worked long hours every day, so, she wasn’t 

surprised when she had to keep dinner warm and patiently wait for 

him to come home. As was her custom, she met him at the door 

when she heard his key turning in the latch. What did she find? She 

found her husband standing there, right arm out stretched and a 

small bouquet of flowers in his right hand. What did he find? He 

found her face of surprise turn to a face of bewilderment, then 

shock, and then to a face of anger. She looked furious! Her cheeks 

turned red and her lips went from smile to a thin, firm line. It was 

then his turn to be shocked! What on earth was the matter? She 

fairly spit the words at him…”Exactly what is THAT?” she hissed, as 

she pointed at his right hand. He mumbled a faint and weak “Happy 

Valentine’s Day” and looking rather sheepishly, shrugged his 



shoulders. With a huff she turned around and left his presence, 

going to the bedroom and slamming the door. She hissed again. 

“Dinner is on the table...IF… you have the stomach to eat it alone… 

you...you LIAR!”  

This certainly wasn’t the reaction he had anticipated. He had 

expected her to ‘gush’ just a little over his thoughtfulness. But, 

THIS, this was crazy! He couldn’t imagine why she was this upset or 

why she would call him a liar. He had his ways about him too. It was 

his custom to “just let things lie” for a little bit when she was upset. 

So, he did help himself to dinner. Before long, though, his food felt 

more like a lump in his throat. So, he pushed the plate aside. He 

didn’t want to eat his special Valentine meal alone.  He quietly went 

to the door of the bedroom and before he gently tapped he could 

hear her crying. He said, “Sweetie– won’t you please tell me why 

you are so upset? Can’t we, please, talk?” “Please, open the Door.” 

She opened the door as she dried her eyes. She said “I can’t believe 

you did that! You had an agreement with me. You lied to me. I 

demand to know where you got the money to buy me a bouquet of 

flowers”! The funny thing is, she hadn’t really looked very carefully. 

So, now, she went to where she had flung it on the kitchen counter 

as she had passed by and now picked it up. It was such an itty, bitty 

bouquet. It was a single red, ‘American Beauty’ rose. Its petals had 

only opened a little bit, and alongside it there was the tiniest sprig 

of delicate ‘Baby’s Breath’, there was a small red heart, made of 

Styrofoam which was stuck on a wire, then, last, a small, plain bird 

of unknown breed, really, just there for decoration. It was also 

suspended on a wire. That was it, except it was all tied together 

with a wisp of ribbon, which was rather nondescript. Not much of a 

bouquet, just big enough to be held in her hand, not long stemmed, 



but still qualifying and rather cute. The fragrance of the rose filled 

her nostrils with sweet perfume. Again, she said, “I demand to 

know.” He pursed his lips in refusal and then his cheeks turned red. 

How dare she try to pry this information from him? Didn’t she count 

on him being thrifty and careful and to be creative? Once again, she 

walked back to the bedroom and slammed the door. Then, she 

opened it again quickly and practically flew to be face to face with 

him. She hissed ”Let’s put it this way, either you tell me how and 

why you broke our agreement OR it will be a long time before I 

open my mouth to ever speak to you again. Understood?” and with 

another huff she returned to the bedroom. 

Within minutes these two went over and over the events of the 

last hour, in their minds.  On her part, she recalled that all through 

the day she had had a song in her heart, and love there too, 

overflowing with gratefulness to God for her precious husband. So, 

what then was this really all about? She decided her pride was hurt. 

After all, she hadn’t cheated and broken their agreement…even 

though she had thought about it.  Why should he be able to give 

her a gift and her not be able to do the same? She decided her 

level of trust had changed toward him in a mere instant. This was 

awful! She couldn’t remember the last time she acted so ugly. And, 

yet, she meant what she said! She couldn’t allow these questions to 

go unanswered. Otherwise, she could never regain her trust in him. 

The sweet bouquet couldn’t have cost very much but still, finances 

really were that tight!  

On his part, he sat, rested his face in his hands, rubbed his 

temples for a moment; to ease the headache he now had and ran 

his fingers through his hair in frustration. Argh!! She could be so 

frustrating! All the time he kept thinking, “I CAN’T tell her. I just 



CAN’T! It would be too humiliating. She might even feel like I’m 

...Argh... A fool! Or, That I don’t love and respect her...Argh!” 

Finally, each of their spirits had quieted. Finally, both took 

their heart-felt problem before the Lord. Finally, they each asked for 

forgiveness of the Lord for stepping into anger and pride. Finally, 

they each recalled the scripture found in I Corinthians 13:3-8, that 

they both had memorized. It was the scripture that had been read 

on their wedding day, right before they had spoken their vows. 

Their hearts were in review. “Love suffereth long, and is kind; love 

envieth not; love vaunteth not itself, is not puffed up, Doth not 

behave unseemly, seeketh not her own, is not easily provoked, 

thinketh no evil; Rejoiceth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth; 

beareth all things, believeth all things, hopeth all things, endureth 

all things. Love never faileth…” Upon their individual reviews, each 

claimed the portion of scripture that they had needed to apply to 

the situation…and each decided to go immediately to the other and 

apologize. They came together with looks of love and tenderness 

on their faces. He began. “Oh, my love, forgive me for being so full 

of pride that I was willing to risk our relationship. I am so sorry I 

broke our agreement. Let me humble myself and tell you all about 

it.  

“Today; while at work, I kept thinking about how all the world, 

as we know it, would be celebrating Valentine’s Day. And, today 

they would be showing special favor to those they love the most. 

The more I thought about it, the more my heart ached to be able to 

do something fine for you. To buy you flowers, candy, and fine 

jewels. That not being possible, I thought and thought about what I 

might do. Suddenly the thought occurred that if I waited long 

enough, I could go by the florist shop, after it closed, and see if, by 



any chance, there was something salvageable that they had thrown 

away, but, that I could use to show you how much I love you. I was 

overjoyed to see that there was just one red rose that wasn’t 

crushed or spent. I felt leery of rummaging around in a dumpster, 

fearing I might get caught and somehow be in trouble. But, I looked 

a little deeper and there was the heart on a bent wire, a tiny bird, 

that caused me to remember what an affinity you have for birds, 

and, just a wisp of ribbon wrapped around the stem of that ‘Baby’s 

Breath.’ I knew I would be later than usual in getting home, but I sat 

there in my truck, used my pocket knife to trim the stems and 

straightened it all out to make it appear decent. I hoped you would 

never know the bouquet had come from someone else’s trash. You 

see, I love you. I respect you. I just couldn’t imagine coming home 

to you empty handed on such a day as this. Now I know that it was 

my pride getting in the way of things. I know that you and I must be 

transparent with each other so that we can fully trust each other. 

Will you accept my apology and forgive me for putting you in this 

position? I know now that what you value most is integrity and 

truth. There is real honor in that.” 

She had remained quiet while he spoke. She could hardly 

believe the great lengths he had gone to, to do something so sweet 

for her. She felt “small” in that she had mistrusted him so quickly. 

She said, “My love, please forgive me for being so hot headed and 

so ready to mistrust you. I’ve never had a better gift in my life than 

the gift of YOU. I do trust you. This gift, this itty, bitty bouquet, is 

something I will always cherish. If a flower can be dried and saved, 

this one surely will be, right along with the safe keeping of the 

heart and little bird. I apologize for not showing you how humble 

and grateful I feel. I love you with all my heart.” 



Together they felt the relief of their restored relationship. 

Together they rejoiced over the itty, bitty bouquet and took great 

care to put it in a small vase in the center of their tiny table.  

Together they gave their silent but heartfelt thanks to God for His 

word and from whom they had been given the solution they 

needed. And, too, they praised Him for the greatest example of love 

there could ever be through the giving of His Son, the Lord Jesus 

Christ.   

The End 


