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He Told Me,  
“No Way”

Chase usually comes to my 
house to play after school. It’s nice 
to have him around because my 
mom and dad are still at work. 
Playing with Chase is fun. We love 
to make up jokes. Chase is friends 
with everybody. I never hear him 
talk bad about other people—even 
if everybody else does.

Today Chase and I played bas-
ketball. It was pretty hot, so I asked 
Chase if he wanted a drink.

“Sure,” Chase said, as he rolled 
the ball into the grass and ran to my 
front porch.

We walked inside and went to the  
kitchen. As I opened the fridge, 
the rush of the cool air made the 
hairs on our arms stand 
on end. When I first 
peeked into the 
fridge, I just saw 
juice and milk. 
Then, an open 
can in the 
corner caught 
my eye.

Inasmuch as any man drinketh wine or strong drink 
among you, behold it is not good, neither meet in the 
sight of your Father (D&C 89:5).

I used to think my best friend, Chase, 
would do anything. When I dared 

him to jump off the top step of my 
porch, not only did he do it, but he 
even took a running start!

When I dared him to ride the 
upside-down roller coaster, he 
didn’t just ride it, but he actually sat 
in the front seat!

And when I told him there was 
no way he would say hi to Julia—the 
prettiest girl in the whole school—
not only did he say hi, but he sat and 
talked to her for five minutes!

I thought Chase would do any-
thing. Until today, that is.

Chase comes over to my house 
almost every day. We live super 
close to each other. There is only 
one house in between ours. But 
Chase doesn’t come over on Sunday 
or Monday. On Sundays he goes  
to church. On Mondays he has 
some kind of a family night. He 
invited me a couple of times. We  
ate brownies and played games. It 
was pretty fun.
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“I will not partake of things that are 
harmful to me.”

My Gospel Standards
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My dad had left a can of beer 
open. He would never know if  
we took a couple of sips. I pulled  
the can out.

“Want to try?” I asked.
“What is it?” Chase asked.
“It’s beer,” I said. “My dad drinks 

it all the time. He won’t know if we 
just take a sip.”

Chase looked at me. He raised his  
eyebrow and put his hands on his 
hips. Then he said something I 
never thought I’d hear him say.

“No way!” Chase said.
“Did you just say no?” I asked. 
“Beer’s not good for you,” he 

said. “We shouldn’t drink it. It 
makes you do dumb things.”
“Not if you just take one little 

sip,” I said. “Watch, I’ll show you.”
I raised the can to my mouth, 

took a small sip, and smiled. It 
tasted gross, but I didn’t want to 
look uncool.

“See? Do I look any dumber to 
you?” I asked.

“I think I’m going to go home,” 
Chase said. “Don’t drink any more 
of that stuff. It’s not a good idea.”

As I watched Chase walk out the 
door and run down the sidewalk 
back to his house, I couldn’t help 
but wonder why he would do 
almost anything but not take even 
a small sip of beer.

I took another small sip after 
Chase left. “Blech! This stuff 
really is gross,” I thought as I put 
the can back in the corner of the 
fridge.

Maybe Chase was on to some-
thing after all. ◆


