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Endorsements
Lions for Ajax is a jewel of a book. The characters are vital and
vibrant, and the protagonists, Joe and Lisa, deal with real-life
problems with authentic Christian grace. This poignant work of
fiction offers lived experience and sharp theology on a weighty
subject: how to parent, shepherd, disciple, and love a child
who hates that God made him a boy. This child does not live
in a microcosm, but rather, a feet-on-the-floor, gritty Christian
family. In the end, the hurt boy becomes the healed boy by
learning to follow the crucified and risen Christ. Christian
fiction of this merit can heal us of our deepest fears. This book
deserves the highest praise and the widest possible readership.
Rosaria Butterfield Author of Secret Thoughts of an Unlikely
Convert, Openness Unhindered, and The Gospel Comes with a
House Key
This work of fiction can encourage parents who struggle
to teach children whose hearts seem to be closed to other
methods of instruction. I hope many will follow in Nancy’s
footsteps in using storytelling to bring light to hard issues in
creative ways.
Amy Baker Biblical Counselor and Ministry Resource Director
at Faith Church, Lafayette, Indiana
Lions for Ajax weaves the different perspectives of the characters
into a beautiful story that applies important teachings of the
Bible to family life. I felt as if I was invited to be a part of the
Trellert family, seeing firsthand how Joe and Lisa interact with
their children and neighbors. This book gave me a model for
discipling my family. It will also help me in my interactions with
the non-Christian world—presenting biblical truth and offering
biblical help in a loving way. Thank you, Nancy, for writing this
wonderful and encouraging book.
Kevin Hamilton Founder and Director, Deaf Biblical
Counseling; Minister of Grace Deaf Presbyterian Church

About the Stories
This is a book of stories by members of three families. Each
chapter starts with the name of the person whose story it is.

Dedication
To our sons who were born for the roller coaster,
and who loved the children of the City of York with us.
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Introduction

Introduction
I

DELIGHT IN THE children who sparkle in my city: children
aflame with both trauma and triumph. In this story, I wanted
to capture the vulnerability and celebrate the vibrancy of these
children. If I had succeeded, fireworks would surely burst from
each page.
Lions for Ajax is joyfully set in a world where gender is a gift
from a wise and loving God to be lived for His glory. I wrote it
for children I love who struggle to accept and live their gender
as a gift. Some of the characters in Lions for Ajax revel in the gift
of their gender. Other characters live sham distortions of their
gender but find the joy of repentance. Others wrestle with
the gift of their gender but take courageous steps to live the
wonder of their masculinity or femininity for the glory of God.
The accompanying study guide helps families dig more deeply
into the beauty and symmetry of God’s good design for gender.
It is one thing to weave a tale with a few fence posts amid the
backyard flowers. It is another thing to hang signs on the fence
posts saying, “This is the way—the joyful way. Walk ye in it.” That
is the aim of the study guide. May it help children who anguish
over their gender to find God-glorifying hope. May it help families
to exalt the goodness of God in creating a gendered humanity.
As for where the lions come in, you’ll have to read the book
to find out!
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The Families
Family 1
Joe Trellert father
Lisa Trellert mother
Stephen

13 years old

Ethan

11 years old

Matthew

9 years old

Ajax

6 years old

Family 2
Grandma
Missy

mother

Molly

6 years old

Kylie

5 years old

McKayla

baby

Family 3
Mr. Damon father
Nikki

9 years old

Janalia

3-year old twin

Pembrook

3-year old twin
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Lions for Ajax
Kylie

I BUMPED INTO AJAX ’cause he stopped. Right in the middle
of the sidewalk. He was so busy lookin’ at them lions that he
didn’t even yell at me. Them lions have curly hair. And long
tails. Stephen—he’s growed up enough to babysit me—and
Ethan—he’s almost as growed up as Stephen—he catched up
with us.
“Look, Molly,” Ajax called. Molly’s my big sister, only she’s
not very big.
“I ain’t ascareda no lions!” I jumped up the porch steps
and patted them lions on the head.
“No one’s afraid of those dumb lions,” Matthew said.
“I am,” Molly said.
“Stephen, catch me!” I jumped off the porch like a baby
bird. Stephen catched me in his arms like a nest. Ajax was still
looking at them lions. They looked like they wanted to pounce.
“Stay off other people’s porches,” Lisa said when she
catched up to us. She’s Ajax and Matthew and Ethan and
Stephen’s mom.
A wrinkly man came out on the porch and made mean eyes
at us. Mostly at me. I grabbed Lisa’s hand—just in case. Then I
turned ’round and sticked my tongue out at that man.
“Sassy little thing,” the man said, shaking his head. “Hair
the color of salsa.” I sticked out my tongue again. I hate when
people talk about my hair. It’s red and crazy curly. But I do like
salsa—on my tacos. And I hate when people say I’m little. I’m
five now. A whole handful. Joe—that’s Ajax and Matthew and
Ethan and Stephen’s dad—Joe says I’ve been a handful since I
was born. He’s silly like that.
“Lisa, can we go to the park again? Can we? Can we?” I
19
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asked. “I like swings, and slides, and baby ducks.”
“Can they come next time we have baseball practice?”
asked Ethan.
“Probably,” Lisa agreed, walking so fast I had to run to keep
up. “Looks like rain. We better scramble.”
At the corner, we had to wait. Ajax turned ’round to look
back at them lions. “I like those lions,” he said.
“I hate that man,” Matthew said, makin’ one of his mean
faces.
“I’d like to have lions like that,” Ajax said.
Molly was lookin’ at Ajax lookin’ at the lions.
We crossed the street. “Hey, that was my school!” I told
them, pointing at the big red building.
“I bet you were the star of your Head Start class!” Ethan
said.
“Yep, and now I go to A B C D Good School,” I said.
“You go to A. D. Goode School. It’s someone’s name,”
Ethan ’splained.
“Eighty is a dumb name,” Matthew said.
“It’s initials: A and D.” Stephen started talkin’ like a teacher.
“His name was Alexander.”
“Alexander—the boy with the no good day?” I asked. Ethan
readed me that book last night ’fore I sleeped in a sleepin’ bag
on Lisa’s floor.
“No, Alexander D. Goode died so soldiers could get off a
sinking ship,” Stephen ’splained.
“Like a knight!” Ajax said.
“Like an idiot,” Matthew said. Matthew’s like that.
Stephen kept ’splainin’ on and on. Sometimes Stephen’s
’splainin’ makes me dizzy, like I just got off the merry-go-round
at the fair. Something about a Boy Scout group for boys of
different races.
“I like races,” Ajax shouted.
“Not those kind of races,” Stephen started.
I shouted over Stephen, “Some boys pulled my hair in
school.” I grabbed Ethan’s hand, to make sure he was listening.
“They did? Did your teacher tell them to be kind?” Ethan
asked.
“No, but when I kicked them, my teacher writed my name
on the bad list on the board.”
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“Uh-oh,” Ethan said, shaking his finger but still smilin’ at
me.
“I never get my name on the board,” Molly said.
“I always get my name on the board. Maybe your teacher
don’t know how to spell your name,” I said.
“Doesn’t,” Stephen said. “Maybe your teacher doesn’t
know how to spell your name.”
He must not have been listening, so this time I shouted.
“My teacher do know how to spell my name. She does it most
every day.”
“My teacher knows how to spell everything,” Molly said.
“So do I,” Ethan said. “E-v-e-r-y . . . ”
“My teacher can’t spell everything,” Stephen said, loud
enough for Lisa to hear. Lisa teaches her kids at home.
“And big boys pick on us after school. Big and mean. And
they chase me and Molly.” I swinged Ethan’s hand up and down
like the swings at the park. “And they ask mean questions.”
“What are mean questions?” Stephen asked.
“Mean questions ain’t like, ‘What’s your favoritest thing
to do?’ Then I can say, ‘Play and smell flowers,’” I said. I bent
down and picked a red flower from someone’s yard.
“So, what mean questions do they ask?” Stephen said.
“Like, ‘Are you a cry baby?’ and ‘Where’d ya get that hair,
red?’ and ‘How’s come you got white skin and kinky hair?’”
“I tried to ‘splain’ him that our dad is Black and our mom
. . .” Molly began.
“We ain’t got no dad,” I said. “If we did, he could whip
them bad boys. But they just keeped on, “Bet you were an ugly
baby with ruggedy red hair?”
“I’ll teach them a thing or two,” Ajax yelled, punchin’ his
fists at nothin’.
“You should pray for them,” Lisa said. She stopped on our
front steps and started prayin’ right there. Lisa’s crazy like that.
She prayed for them mean boys. And she asked God to keep
us safe. That part was good at least.
“After I teach them a thing or two, then I could pray for
’em,” Ajax whispered.
As soon as I opened our front door, Buster jumped up on me.
“Wow! Your dog has gotten so big,” Ethan said, petting
Buster’s ears.
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“Yep. He used to knock me down. But I holded his face and
yelled at him, ‘NO!’ and blowed up his nose.”
“Didn’t he bite you?” Ethan asked.
“Nope, and now he don’t knock me down no more. But he
knocks Molly down all the time. ’Cause she don’t blow up his
nose and shout, ‘No.’”
That night, when Molly and me went to bed, we couldn’t
sleep. MaKayla—that’s our baby sister—she was cryin’. Her
crib’s right by our bed. So we couldn’t sleep. And there was
lightnin’ outside. It was loud.
Molly said we should pray for those mean boys. I thought
she was crazy as Lisa. Then I got a idea. “God, make lightnin’
hit them mean boys,” I prayed.
Molly didn’t think that’s what Lisa wanted, but that’s what
I did. Then Molly started talking ’bout Ajax wantin’ them lions.
“We gotta get those lions for Ajax,” Molly said.
“Okay,” I said. “We’ll take ’em next time we walk home
from school. We’ll scare them mean boys. Then we’ll give
the lions to Ajax. We won’t need no lions after we scare them
boys.”
Molly said taking the lions was stealing. She said, “Next
time Mama goes to the store, we’ll buy a lion.”
I told her that was a dumb idea. “We go at the store with
Mama all the time, and we ain’t never seen no lions.”
“We’ll have to ask that man if he’ll sell them to us,” Molly
whispered.
“No way!” I hollered. “He prob’ly eats kids. And we ain’t
never got no money.”
“We could ask Stephen and Ethan to help us,” Molly said.
We both knew Stephen and Ethan wouldn’t let us steal the
lions. “Matthew’d help us steal ’em,” I said.
“Matthew doesn’t like to help,” Molly began.
“But he might like to steal,” I said.
Even in the dark, I could see Molly’s eyes, big and scared.
She was still thinkin’ how we could get them lions.
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CHAPTER 2

Polite in
Three Languages
Stephen

AFTER DINNER MONDAY NIGHT, Dad took a deep breath and
pushed back his chair. That meant trouble. “Matthew Trellert.”
That meant double trouble. Triple trouble is when Dad uses
first, middle, and last names—that’s our red alert. Dad went on,
“Your mom said you were rude to the speaker at the medieval
festival today.”
We had spent the day with friends from our homeschool
co-op having a medieval tournament, sampling medieval foods,
and listening to a medieval storyteller.
Matthew squealed, “He was wearing a dress!” He sounded
weirdly excited about this.
“It was a tunic,” I explained.
“He said that people back then hardly ever took baths,”
Matthew spat out. “I was supposed to thank him for that?”
Dad lamented, “Matthew, what’s it going to take to teach
you to be polite to people?”
“I have an idea,” Mom said. She’s famous for her ideas.
“Let’s act out some situations and role-play talking nicely to
people.”
“That’s baby stuff!” Matthew yelled.
“If the shoe fits . . .” I began.
“That’s a great idea,” Dad interrupted, giving me that
warning look. “Let’s give it a try. Everyone, into the living room.
I’ll pretend to be different people who come to our home, and
each of you kids can say something polite to greet me when I
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walk in the door.” “I’d rather play baseball,” Ajax said.
“I’d rather eat dirt,” added Matthew, plopping down on the
sofa.
“None of that,” Dad said enthusiastically. “Now, we’ll start
with the youngest, and each of you has to think of something
different to say. Here goes.” Dad walked out the front door and
entered back in with a sniffle. “Hi,” he said in a high-pitched
voice. “I hope I’m not bothering you. Would it be too much to
ask if I could borrow your weed whacker?” Dad sniffed again.
We immediately recognized him as Mrs. Graham from
down the street. Ethan and I always shovel her sidewalk during
winter, but she insists on doing all her own yard work even
though she is in her eighties. Dad had taught her to use our
weed whacker last summer, telling her to borrow it any time
she wanted to trim the grass along her fence.
Mom looked at Ajax, motioning for him to say something
polite to Mrs. Graham. “Hi. I’ll get the weed whacker.” Ajax
pretended to grab the weed whacker then bent down on one
knee—like a knight bowing before his queen. “At your service,”
he added while pretending to hand over the imaginary weed
whacker.
“Very nice,” Mom applauded.
“If a trifle overdone,” I added, looking up from the book I
was glad I had left in the living room before dinner.
“Matthew, you can think of something to say to Mrs.
Graham,” Mom said. Dad sniffed, sounding just like Mrs.
Graham during hayfever season.
“How ’bout, ‘Why don’t you use a tissue?’” Matthew said.
Ethan and I started to laugh, but Dad shot us that look.
“Matthew, I want you to say something nice to everyone who
comes through our door,” Dad explained.
“Mrs. Graham doesn’t come through the door. She just
leans over the fence,” Matthew argued.
“Matthew,” Dad’s voice was getting tight. “You need to
say something nice to everyone who speaks to you. Whether
they come through the front door, lean over the fence, or drop
down the chimney.”
“We don’t even have a chimney,” Matthew complained.
“When I get big, I want a fancy house with a chimney, not
some dumb row house.”
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“Matthew, what could you say to Mrs. Graham?” Dad persisted with impressive concentration. Usually that last comment
of Matthew’s would have sidetracked him, but tonight he
couldn’t be stopped.
“Hello. How are you?” Matthew said with a twisted face.
“That sounds stupid,” he whined.
“No, Matthew,” Mom said. “It sounds stupid not to answer
people who speak to you. Now try it again, in a nice voice.”
“Hello. How are you?” Matthew said shrilly.
“In a regular voice, Matthew,” Dad barked. This was getting
old—ancient, like the Roman Empire, without the excitement
of man-eating lions.
“HelloHowareyou?” Matthew said quickly, as if it were one
word.
“Good,” Mom said, trying to high five Matthew, who was
having none of it. “And you, Ethan?”
“I could say, ‘Mrs. Graham, let me trim that grass for you,’”
Ethan said.
“Yeah, only because you know she wouldn’t let you,”
Matthew sneered.
When Dad turned to me, I was ready. “I could say, ‘How is
your great-granddaughter? I’ll soon be off school for the whole
summer, in case you’ve gotten any new videos of her.’”
Mom and Dad tried to hide their laughter, but I knew they
were remembering the time Mrs. Graham had lent us a stack
of videos of her great-granddaughter—sitting in her high chair,
sitting in her bath, sitting in her car seat, sitting in her swing,
and sitting in her infant seat.
“Actually,” Mom said, “It would be very thoughtful of you
to ask Mrs. Graham about her great-granddaughter.”
“And brave,” Ajax added.
“You could ask if her great-granddaughter has gotten any
new teeth this week,” Matthew smirked.
“Guys, remember the idea behind manners is love. Got it?
Love,” Dad said. “Ready for our next person to greet? Now,
I’ll pretend I’m out on the street, and you say hi to me.” Dad
pantomimed scrubbing and waxing a car.
“I know!” Ajax yelled. “You’re Damon, washing the car!”
Dad held up one finger, motioning for us to wait a minute.
He reached inside the car and pretended to turn down the
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