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The Lick Skillet Coffee Club 
 
“On the surface, The Lick Skillet Coffee Club is made up of a group of men 
who meet at the local drugstore for coffee, companionship, and gossip. 
But in this compelling debut novel by Lynn Lacher, much more lies 
beneath the surface. As events unfold around the death of one of its 
prominent members, the Coffee Club becomes the center of intrigue, 
infidelity, unexplained losses, and unrequited love. Hidden passions arise, 
new loves are kindled, and old scores beg to be settled. Ultimately, 
bitterness, hostility, and deceit come up against love and forgiveness in 
the age-old struggle between sin and repentance. This faith-based story is 
one that will linger with you long after you close the final page!”   

—Cassandra King, author of The Sunday Wife 

 
 
“In The Lick Skillet Coffee Club, Lynn Lacher has introduced a refreshingly 
honest line-up of believable characters who are faced with troubles, heart-
aches, and difficult decisions that impact others in their small, home-town 
circle. It is a mystery incited by the death of an old man, braided into the 
workings of a small Alabama town, the relationships of family and friends, 
and (without being “preachy”) the inspiration of God who redeems and 
restores those whose hope is in Him. I read with nostalgia for my ‘sweet 
home.’”   

—Beverly R. Green, author of Carry My Tears: A Myth 
 
 
“I was captivated by the mystery woven throughout The Lick Skillet Coffee 
Club. The plot drew me into the complexity of each relationship. 



 
 

Entangled lives of secrecy result in bondages of bitterness. The citizens of 
Lick Skillet discover the death of their friend, Silas, to be the catalyst to 
bring them to forgiveness and freedom. The body of Christ needs the 
truths powerfully expressed in the pages of this novel, as does the 
unbeliever who lives and works beside us. We are all in critical need of 
receiving and giving the forgiveness of Jesus.”  

—Paula W. White
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T H I S  B O O K  I S  D E D I C A T E D  T O   
 

Thomas Theodore Hardman, master storyteller and loving 
grandfather, who decades ago, not only instilled in me a hunger for 

God, but also for a tale that stirs the imagination. 
 
 
 
 



 
 



 
 

 
 
 

P R O L O G U E  
 
 
“So you won’t do this? You’re sure?” the woman threatened. 

May gripped the phone tightly. “I can’t risk it.” 
“You need to reconsider.” The woman’s voice sharpened. “Besides, 

you really have no other choice, do you? There’s Frank, and don’t forget 
Adam.” 

“I don’t know what I can get for you . . .” 
“I’m not choosy,” the woman whispered. “Just get me something that 

works.” 
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C H A P T E R  1 
 

Fall 1980 
 
 
A N D Y  H A D  F I N A L L Y  C O M E  H O M E. The rustling of fall leaves in the 
wafting breeze and the scent of wood smoke curling from chimneys 
struck him strongly. He halted on his walk, closed his eyes and 
remembered once more the pungent fragrance of steamy brown apple 
butter bubbling in his grandmother’s cast iron pot. The thought of its 
richness smeared across her airy buttermilk biscuits, assailed his taste 
buds. Then there was her sharp cider that she pressed each year. Oh, yes, 
he loved her apple butter and cider from those wine sap apples she always 
brought home from Ellijay, Georgia. As a child, he had always chased his 
Moon Pie with her cider. Now, an RC Cola complemented his Moon Pie 
most of the year, but never in the fall.  

The air was permeated with the nostalgia of long forgotten autumns 
in these mountains. His gaze fell upon the church, suddenly stark and red-
bricked against a cloudless October sky. Rising from its grassy knoll, it 
demanded the attention of the surrounding Alabama hills. The heavy 
door creaked as he tugged. Darkness swallowed him within the narthex, 
but after pushing through the inner door into the sanctuary, sudden light 
blinded him. A brilliant morning sun threw a prism of dancing color 
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across the mahogany pews, its brilliance diverting his attention from the 
overpowering aroma of a recent waxing. Looking above the baptistery, he 
considered the stained glass through which the light fell. Stepping softly, 
as if the noise would disturb the moment, he approached the altar, his 
eyes never once leaving the arresting picture of Christ in the garden. He 
slowly sank in a bench.      
 His father’s church. It had changed so very little. He swung his head 
to look behind him. So very like it had been, except for that stained glass 
above the baptistery.  He turned to look at it again. The dazzling shades 
darkened as the sun rose to a higher angle. He glanced at the altar. There 
was the place, right in front of him now, where as a boy of fourteen he had 
knelt after that long walk down the center aisle. Sixteen years ago. He 
didn’t want to remember, but it was still there, the look of surprise and 
disbelief on his father’s face.   

A sudden noise jerked him out of his thoughts. The door from the 
narthex swung inward, and a tall figure stood in the opening. 
 “Yes?” Andy called out. 
 “Who’s there?” a man answered, and moved slowly out of the 
shadow. 
 “Andy Mitchell.” 
 The man started toward him. He walked leisurely, as if getting to 
Andy was the very last thing he wanted to do.   

“Andy Mitchell,” he rolled on his tongue. “Andy Mitchell,” he 
repeated softly, peering at him closely. “Do I know you?” 
 Andy smiled at the intensity of the older man’s startling blue gaze. 
“I’m Clayton Mitchell’s son.” 
 “Clayton Mitchell?” He questioned as he rubbed his chin, sitting 
down beside him. He caught Andy’s gaze, and held it. “So, you’re his son.” 
It should have sounded like a simple statement, but the way it was spoken 
gave Andy the impression that this man expected something of him.     
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 “I can’t place you,” Andy responded uneasily. 
 The man pushed a stray lock of graying hair from his face. 

“The name’s Silas,” he said. “Silas Abercrombie.” 
 “Sorry, I don’t remember you.” 
 “I didn’t come to church much in those days.”  
 Andy cautiously eyed him. “Are you the janitor?” 
 “No. I saw you come in. Just checking on things.” He pushed himself 
to his feet. “Well, I got to go. The ladies are planning a welcome dinner 
for you tonight, and I got to set up tables in the basement.” He hesitated. 
“I guess you know about that?” 
 “Oh, yes,” Andy replied, “my wife’s at home deciding what to wear.” 
 “You all settled in?” 
 “We’re getting there,” Andy answered, feeling that this was headed 
somewhere. 

“Well, let me know when you want to see your daddy. I’ll be glad to 
take you.” Silas didn’t wait for an answer, but turned and strolled down 
the aisle. The narthex door swung shut behind him. 
 Andy was alone again with unwelcome thoughts of his father and of 
this strange man. He had told himself over and over that he had no idea 
why God had brought him back here. But he really did. Silas 
Abercrombie’s words had made it very plain. 
 

*   *   * 
 
September 1995 
 
Andy sat at his large mahogany desk lost in thought. That day in 1980 
when he had met Silas Abercrombie was fresh in his mind. He glanced at 
his watch and shook himself. It was 8:30 on a Tuesday morning. He’d had 
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to arrange for everything—from the choice of coffin, to the music, to the 
time. He felt the sting of emptiness again.   
 The office door suddenly flew open and some loose papers on his 
desk fluttered to the floor. He leaned over to pick them up, then glanced 
up, thoroughly annoyed at his secretary. 
 “Yes, May?” he sighed.   

May Johnston had an uncanny way of knowing just when it was the 
most inconvenient time. She was pushing fifty, unhappily married, and a 
horrible gossip. She really had no office skills, and he made another 
mental note that something was going to have to be done about her. 
 “Andy,” she intoned mysteriously, as if sharing a secret for his ears 
alone, “Guynelle Crawford is here.” 
 Andy pushed his pages to one side.   
 She hesitated, rubbing her lips together. “I guess it’s about Miss 
Avery…” 
 “May,” Andy interrupted firmly. 
 She heatedly pivoted and propelled herself through the open door. 
Guynelle Crawford walked into the office and collapsed in the big 
overstuffed leather chair across from his desk. He closed the door firmly 
to the outer office and moved to another chair beside her. Her normally 
tidy hair was in terrible disarray, and her eyes were swollen and red.  
 “I’m worried about Connie,” she whispered. 
 “Is it true that she’s shut herself up in the house?”  

Guynelle met his concerned gaze, and nodded.   
“It’s more than just Silas’ death that has upset her. It’s all the talk! If 

people just wouldn’t talk…” her voice faded.  
   Andy touched her clenched hands.   
 “There must be something that I can say,” she muttered. 
 “You’ll only make them talk more.”  
 “But Andy…” she stopped, aware of his close scrutiny. 
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 “Connie needs your help to get through this right now more than you 
trying to protect her name. Just let it go, Guynelle.”   

He leaned back in his chair and watched her kneading her hands. He 
felt tired and drained. “Something else bothering you?” he asked. 
 She shook her head. “It’s nothing.” 
 Andy waited. She finally met his patient eyes.   
 “Connie went through something terrible years ago.” 
 “Yes?” he prompted. 
  “You aren’t making this easy, and, if you know already, I find your 
behavior cruel.” 

“I’m sorry, Guynelle.”    
 “Then why?” she stumbled. 
 “Because,” he said gently, “I think you need to talk about it.” 
 “It’s hard to think about what Silas was in those days,” she whispered. 
“It’s hard to remember,” she finished, her voice cracking. She lowered her 
head so he couldn’t see the tears running unchecked down her cheeks. 
 Andy lifted her chin and forced her eyes to meet his. 
 “It’s hard for me to remember the past, too.” 
 “You loved him, too, didn’t you, Andy?”  
 Andy felt the pressure of tears behind his own eyes.  

“Loved him?”   
The word seemed so inadequate.  
“Yes, Guynelle, I loved him.” 



 
 

 
 
 
 

*** End of Free Sample *** 


