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Nobody
by Creston Mapes
Romantic Times Book Review Magazine

Authentic characters, an irresistible
Las Vegas setting and social conflicts
make Mapes’ novel a winner.
Tantalizing storytelling and unique
plot twists abound, but what makes
this a real page-turner is the quiet
story of man’s innate sin and God’s
redemption.       

—Reviewed by Linda Mae Baldwin

Splitting Harriet
by Tamara Leigh
CBA R+R (November 2007 Issue)

This chick lit novel delivers deep spiri-
tual truths between chuckles. Female
readers will find the tension between
Harri and Maddox provides a good read
as they pursue God's best for First
Grace and determine God's plans for
their future.

—Reviewed by Kim Peterson

What Lies Within 
by Karen Ball
Romantic Times Book Review Magazine

The third book in Ball’s Family Honor
series resonates with biblical truth.
Kyla is a strong character, yet the reader
can see her vulnerable side.  A small
mystery element, combined with an
intriguing gang storyline, adds up to a
multifaceted plot sure to appeal to a
wide variety of readers. 

—Reviewed by Melissa Parcel

Diamonds in the Shadow
by Caroline B. Cooney
CBA R+R  (September 2007 Issue)

Cooney, an award-winning author of
more than 100 novels, looks to have
another hit on her hands. Written
primarily for young adults,
Diamonds should also appeal to
anyone who has an interest in
Africa, diamonds, hosting someone
from another country, or simply
enjoys a good story. 

—Reviewed by Mark Parolini

Auralia’s Colors
by Jeffrey Overstreet
The Midwest Book Review

Enter into the fantasy world of fang-
bears, river wyrms, bamble pigs and
ride upon vams. As the dream world
unfolds, you too will be swept up and
enchanted by the marvelous imagery of
Auralia’s Colors. The author Jeffery
Overstreet takes you into a dream in his
first fantasy novel that is not only color-
ful but flows so smoothly you will not
want to awaken. 

—Reviewed by Cheri Clay

When the Morning Comes
by Cindy Woodsmall
Armchairinterviews.com

It was with much anticipation that I
waited for this sequel to When the Heart
Cries. What was to become of Hannah?
What of her family and her fiancé? I
tore into this book with great relish.
Cindy Woodsmall didn’t disappoint. She
writes characters that take on flesh and
find their way into her reader’s hearts.

—Reviewed by Jamie Driggers
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For the other chaperone moms, it
was just an ordinary field trip. My
fourth grader and his class were to

spend the day at the fish technology
center learning about river ecology. I
tagged along thinking it would be a nice
break from writing. 

Then we entered the indoor storage
facility for the fish. What a place. Pipes
snaked down from the roof and along
the walls, feeding into cylindrical stor-
age tanks that held the fish. Water fed
in through a hundred different sources.
One side of the facility had metal canals
that were probably used to store fish
when full of water. Trickling and drip-
ping accented an electrical buzz.
Unusual places like this tend to make
my thoughts whirl around like bananas
in a blender. 

Questions popped into my head. If
an amateur sleuth were to be chased
into a place like this, what are the pos-
sibilities for doing her bodily harm?
How would my amateur escape her
pursuers? Images of a character with
gymnastic skills twirling on pipes

formed in my brain. The round vats
containing water and fish had potential
as hiding places…or the culprit could
try to drown the sleuth. What can I say?
The fourth grade teacher sees a lesson
on identifying trout. I see a cool setting
for a mystery.

Even though I love creating and
solving mysteries, I’ve only encountered
two real ones in my life. The Mystery of
the Missing Sock: two socks go in the
dryer and only one comes out, and The
Case of the Mismatched Storage
Containers. I must own a thousand dol-
lars’ worth of plastic storage containers.
Yet when it comes time to put the left-
overs away, I can only find lids with no
matching bottoms and bottoms with-
out matching lids. Both of these crimes
remain unsolved at this time. 

Fortunately, my desire to solve a
mystery can be lived out through my
fictional amateur sleuth Ginger
Salinski. Ginger is my kind of gal in a
lot of ways. Like me, she loves to find a
bargain and to help other people save
money. Also, she has the unique set of

skills it takes to be a first-rate amateur
detective. An amateur sleuth must have
a mind sharper than a Ginsu knife. No
one can slice and dice through clues like
Ginger. A good detective knows to read
beneath the surface of what people are
saying, to look for motive and means,
and to watch body language carefully.
When interviewing a suspect, Ginger
notices an averted gaze or slight tremble
in a voice that indicates deception. 

A memory that can hold more 
info than a flash drive is useful when it
comes to connecting the dots in a case.
Sometimes when solving a crime, a
seemingly meaningless comment in a
conversation becomes vitally important
as new clues come to light. A good
detective remembers and collects all the
puzzle pieces and puts the whole 
picture together.

Acting skills that could nab an
Oscar nomination come in handy when
Ginger is sleuthing. Even though she is
one smart cookie, it’s sometimes benefi-
cial to pretend to be one slice short of a
loaf. People, especially suspects, are less
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How to Be
an Amateur

S leuth
by Sharon Dunn

Got your interest? Read a chapter excerpt! 
Go to www.waterbrookpress.com and click on fiction.
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guarded in their conversations and
actions if they think you are clueless.
One of Ginger’s favorite ways to slip
out of the clutches of a culprit is to
claim to be having a menopausal
moment. Nothing gets her out of a
sticky situation faster than pretending
she has been overcome by hot flashes. 

A good amateur sleuth can always
use another set of eyes. Sometimes
those eyes belong to law enforcement
professionals. An amateur sleuth can
only get so far without access to infor-
mation only the police have, and when
it’s time to make an arrest, a person
with a badge is a necessity. In the first
Bargain Hunter mystery, Death of a
Garage Sale Newbie, Ginger forms a

bond with Tammy Welstad, a single
mom who also happens to be the only
lady cop in Ginger’s hometown of
Three Horses, Montana. When Tammy
suspects that a crime is being swept
under the rug by the police department,
she finds an ally in Ginger. In Death of
a Six-Foot Teddy Bear, Ginger doesn’t
exactly get off on the right foot with
Detective Mallory of the Calamity,
Nevada, police force, but she wins her
over with honesty and a desire to see
justice prevail. 

Ginger can’t be everywhere at once,
so sometimes her Bargain Hunter
friends provide an extra set of eyes.
Nancy Drew had George, Bess, and
Ned. Ginger has mom-of-four Suzanne,

seventy-something Arleta, and college
student Kindra to help her gather clues
and corner suspects. The compulsion to
clip coupons may have brought them
together, but crime solving bonds them
even tighter.

A private eye or a police detective
may be motivated to close a case by a
strong sense of justice, but the paycheck
at the end of the month doesn’t hurt
either. An amateur sleuth, on the other
hand, usually has a deeply personal rea-
son for investigating a crime. In Death
of a Garage Sale Newbie, Ginger’s close
friend Mary Margret disappears after a
morning of buying four unusual items
at garage sales. In Death of a Six-Foot
Teddy Bear, Ginger and her husband,
Earl, are suspected of having been
involved in the teddy bear’s
death. If that doesn’t
motivate you to find
the bad guy, I don’t
know what will. 

Finally, if you
are going to 
be an amateur
sleuth, it never
hurts to have a
good pair of run-
ning shoes, because
sooner or later you’ll
end up in a chase and
a fight for your life. Ginger
likes to wear cross trainers, and she stays
in shape by doing water aerobics. 

From the time I picked up my
first Miss Marple novel in college to
the afternoons spent rocking my kids
to sleep watching Murder, She Wrote
reruns, I have been in love with the
amateur sleuth. I may never solve a
crime myself, but I get to have the
fun of figuring out whodunit along
with Ginger. I don’t know if Ginger
will ever be chased through a fish
technology center, but the images
from that field trip are stored away
just in case. Have fun sleuthing—
and if you find my missing socks, 
let me know. I’d really like to close
that case. ■

Sharon Dunn is the author of Death of
a Garage Sale Newbie and Death of a Six-
Foot Teddy Bear, both from Multnomah
Books. Her third novel in the Bargain
Hunters series, Death at a Discount, will
release in Summer 2008.

The Bargain Hunters Network

swings into action
to solve a murder

and this time,

clear one of its own.
A man found dead in a 

teddy bear costume. 
The Invention Expo canceled.
Binky, the water-skiing squirrel, 

gone missing.
A member of the 

Bargain Hunters network suspected.

What else could go wrong?  

The Bargain Hunters Network

swings into action
to solve a murder

and this time,

clear one of its own.
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In When the Sandpiper Calls, young novel-
ist Christy Castleman made a name for
herself writing books about mystery and
intrigue. Christy appears as the central
protagonist in all three of my cozy mystery
novels from WaterBrook Press, and in the
second book, When Bobbie Sang the Blues,
she quickly bonds with her daring Aunt
Bobbie. 

Bobbie Bodine is a fifty-something,
petite blonde who creates fun and excite-
ment wherever she goes. The residents are
drawn in by her charisma when she sweeps
into quiet, coastal Summer Breeze,
Florida, the setting for the three-book
series. As the sun sinks into the gulf at
dusk, Bobbie belts out the blues at a pop-
ular local club, and by day, she turns trash-
to-treasure at “I Saw It First,” the shop she
opens with Christy. 

Bobbie works her “makeover” magic
on everything from old doors made into

bookcases to a fifty-five-gallon barrel
with broken staves, which she con-

verts to an antique pickle barrel.
Her motto is “Look beyond the

flaws and find the promise,”
and she does this with skill
and ease. This motto surfaces

as a theme for the book as Bobbie is chal-
lenged to rebuild relationships within her
own family after years of prodigal living. 

Bobbie becomes a familiar sight
around the hamlet of Summer Breeze,
driving her battered red pickup with some
cast-off object bumping around in the bed
of the truck. The local Red Hat Society
admires her talent for crafts, and she bud-
dies with them to host craft classes and
attend festivals and parades, often drawing
the Red Hatters into the thick of adven-
ture. At Bobbie’s side, readers can find
crusty Jack Watson, a widower whose
down-home philosophy and wry humor
balance Bobbie’s sparkling personality.

Adding Bobbie to this series has been a

treat to research, as her trash-to-treasure
interests opened up a new world of antiques,
flea markets, and garage sales. Along the
way, I was blessed with the help of profes-
sionals and a dear friend who has a knack for
spotting old treasures and restoring them to
new beauty and purpose. I’ve included a
project below that might be something
Bobbie Bodine would endeavor. Even I,
with a little assistance, completed this proj-
ect and am now proud to show off the new
item occupying a space in my office.

In my third cozy mystery, When Zeffie
Got a Clue, Bobbie and Christy meet
charming eight-year-old Zeffie Adams.
Zeffie, wearing worn clothing and a look of
desperation, shows up one day at the I Saw
It First shop, wanting to sell her old,
scuffed jewelry box to help with the med-
ical bills of the terminally-ill grandmother
who is raising her. 

As Christy tries to help little Zeffie
and her family, Bobbie, the Red Hatters,
and all of Summer Breeze get drawn into
a mystery, hoping their new local darling
will get a new start by finding a solution to
the puzzles surrounding her life. 

Part of the pleasure of writing a cozy
mystery is drawing a reader into the gentle
but poignant experiences from which the
characters learn during the course of the
adventure. Among genres, the cozy is by
far my favorite type of novel to write, and
the subtle life lessons and how they inter-
sect with our “real lives” are a portion of
that great pleasure. 

My challenge to you: do what
Bobbie Bodine would do! Take some-
thing old and make it new… transform
an old door into a shelf!                 ■

Peggy Darty is the author of When the
Sandpiper Calls and When Bobbie Sang
the Blues, both from WaterBrook Press.
Her third novel, When Zeffie Got a Clue
released in March 2008.
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Making the Old 
Brand New

The Joy of Cozy Mystery Writing
by Peggy Darty

You will need:
•  A door, old or new. Antique 

doors can often be found in
resale shops, at flea markets, 
in antique stores, or from 
salvage operations.

•  2 - 6” x 30” boards 
(or precut shelves)

•  2 - 24” x 30” x 1⁄2” boards
•  8 - 4”  braces
•  32 - 3⁄4” wood screws for braces 
•  2 dowels approx. 11⁄2” x 30”
•  2 - 4” screw-in tulip bun feet to

go at base of bottom shelf
•  Your choice of latex paint

If the door is old, begin by removing
any loose paint. Sand lightly and
paint with latex paint. Paint shelves
and braces as well.

Attach 6” shelf with braces and
screws to the top of door. Drop down
approximately 14” and add another
6” shelf the same way. Drop down
approximately 32” and add the 24” x
30” board, using braces and screws. 

Measure 4” from the bottom of the
door and add the other 24” x 30” board.

Connect these two broader
boards with dowels and finish with 4
screw-in legs or feet.

This gives you a shelf unit with a
top for a floral arrangement or tapered
candles. The second shelf can be used
for pictures or books. The middle,
broader shelf can hold a small TV, and
the bottom shelf can be used for bas-
kets, books, or whatever.

I painted my unit in a glossy
white, but my friend’s unit is done in
the colors of her college alma mater.
Enjoy!
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Ivy Griffiths is ready to start over. But faced
with a suspicious suitor, a rash of crimes, and the
burden of her past, she wonders if she will ever
be able to live freely again.

When Ivy Griffiths’ family falls prey to
vicious attacks they learn that the best
defense against poisonous envy is our
rich inheritance in Christ.

Christy Castleman finds herself in the middle of a
cold case murder myster that comes dangerously
close to home.  She and young Zeffie must uncover
the truth before it’s too late.
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Afew weeks ago, I got a phone
call from a friend whose moth-

er was murdered in 1985. He awoke
the day before his seventeenth birth-
day to find his mom lying incoherent,
bleeding from severe head trauma in a
room down the hall from his bed-
room. Someone had attacked her in
the middle of the night. She lingered
for two weeks and then died on
Halloween. The police recently called
him to let him know they’re reopen-
ing the case. This happens from time
to time. It doesn’t mean they have any
new information. “It’s just part of the
procedure,” he said, “so cold cases
don’t ever freeze over entirely.” They’ll
ask him all the questions they asked
the first time. They’ll want to know
what he saw. What he smelled. What
he heard. Who his mother knew. Why
anyone would want to make a victim
of her. (The official designation for
the victim in a murder investigation,
by the way, is the complainant, which
I always thought was sort of macabre,

since the victim can no longer com-
plain about anything.) 

My friend wanted to talk to me
about what he might do to prepare
himself for the emotional and spiritu-
al beating he’s about to experience as
he slams headfirst into the details of a
trauma most of us could never imag-
ine enduring. What is there to say?
We talked for a while, but really,
there’s a despair about something like
this that can’t be fanned away. All I
could do was give him some shrink
advice and let him know I care about
him and would be rooting for him,
praying for him, and that I would be
unflagging in my devotion as his
friend. 

Then I hung up the phone and
cried.

How do you look up at a blue sky
with your face to the warm sunshine
and reconcile your mind to some-
thing like that? How has my friend
made it this far with the stench of evil
smelling up his life? Imagine, one day

you and your mom have supper and
do the things you do when you’re sev-
enteen and she’s trying to raise a
teenager by herself. And the next
morning, you find her lying there.
And you look around the room and
see the gory evidence of her last des-
perate moments. And you never get
those images out of your head. Ever. 

I spent a beautiful fall day recent-
ly with thirteen women on a ROPES
course. A ROPES course is an obsta-
cle course designed to force you out
of your comfort zone and challenge
you to overcome your self-imposed
limitations. Most were women I
knew—clients of mine or clients of
other counselors who work with me.
But as they got to know each other,
they found they all had one thing in
common. Fear. Not paralyzing, panic-
attack type fear. No one was agora-
phobic or claustrophobic or afraid of
escalators or airplanes, although an
enormous spider that joined us dur-
ing one activity did trigger some
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latent arachnophobia in the group.
But that’s to be expected, I think. It
was one honker of a spider. The fears
they shared—fears they had in com-
mon and worries they expressed as the
day progressed—were of the com-
mon-as-dirt variety, the ones we all
have. Daily things. Saying no to a
demanding spouse. Making mistakes.
Disappointing people. Being labeled
“selfish.” Making new friends in a

new place. Standing up to a co-work-
er or boss. Challenging a parent or
sibling. Holding boundaries, even
when the people on the other side of
the fence are angry. 

My co-therapist (Chris Jones, a
colleague who is a specialist in experi-
ential and ROPES therapy and who
was, God love him, the only man in
the group that day) and I set the
women up in an activity that required
the thirteen of them to work together
to accomplish a difficult task.
Essentially, they had to get from one
end of a field to another—about thir-
ty yards—without touching the
ground. We gave them some wooden
blocks to stand on, which they passed
forward as they moved themselves
along in a chain, carefully trying not
to break the niggling little rules we’d
given them at the beginning of the
exercise (blocks must move forward,
not backward, and must be in contact

with a person at all times—no tossing
them on the ground and then step-
ping on them, etc.). 

As we put them through their
paces, Chris and I began heckling the
group. We lied to them when they
asked us questions. We stood in their
way and tried to physically block their
progress. We taunted them, explain-
ing that we knew them better than
they knew themselves and that we

were certain they wouldn’t be able to
complete the exercise. We tried to
throw them off balance. We swiped
their blocks. We circled that group of
women like a couple of hungry sharks
and did everything we could to
encourage them to fail. 

And an astonishing thing hap-
pened. They teamed up against us.

By the time they made it to the
other end of the field, they were shout-
ing to one another, “Don’t trust Chris!
He’s lying to you!” and “Melanie is
coming around behind you. Hang on
to the block! She’s going to steal it!” 

The girl who had received poor
reviews at work for her lack of
assertiveness ended up taking charge
and leading the group through the
entire exercise. She directed, coached,
and encouraged. The girl who hates
to be wrong tossed out one suggestion
after another. The woman who can’t
trust held hands with strangers and

shared an eight-inch block with two
other tennis-shoes, then leaned on the
next person so she could step forward
onto another crowded block of wood. 

They had not only (unconscious-
ly) overcome their own fears, they had
bonded as a group and cast aside their
self-protective shyness in favor of
unity and teamwork. And they had
faced down the opposition (even
though Chris and I had previously
been the only people on the course
they knew and trusted) and helped
one another fight us off. And they
were not in the least conflicted about
it. Some of them actually physically
pushed me out of their way. (I
charged them extra, of course.)

After a quick lunch, we took
them out to the high elements of the
course. Chris brought out the safety
harnesses and the ropes and the cara-
biners and the hard hats, and he and I
watched them stare at the climbing
wall as they tried to guess how high it
was (they guessed thirty feet, but it
was fifty). By the time we got them
suited up and they’d noticed a swarm
of wasps hovering near the top of the
wall, their fears had blown back in
like a hard, cold wind. They were still
unified, mind you. Now it was “us
against the wall” instead of “us against
Chris and Melanie.” But no one real-
ly wanted to go up that wall. And for
good reason. The little pieces you’re
supposed to step on and grab on to
are oddly shaped and seem too small.
They’re spaced irregularly and a tad
too far apart. And of course, since
your face is right against the wall, you
can only see the part of the wall that’s
right in front of you, so it’s hard to
know what to grab next or where to
put your foot. And then, if you look
up or down, your heart skips a beat
and you feel dizzy and afraid and you
want to cry. Actual tears.

We harnessed and belayed them
and sent them up in threes. The ones on
the ground shouted encouragement and
instructions to the climbers. “There’s a
blue thingy by your left knee. Put your
foot on that and then straighten your
leg, and you’ll be able to reach that lit-
tle piece of rope with your right hand!”
When climbers stopped, invariably
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shouting, “I can’t go any higher. I’m
afraid. I want to stop,” the ones on the
ground would cup their hands and
shout, “Just take one step more. You’re
almost there!” And one by one, they
went up that wall. They didn’t all make
it all the way up, but they all tried. 

The pole was the final challenge
of the day. Basically, it’s a twenty-five-
foot telephone-type pole with indus-
trial staples imbedded for climbing.
You climb the pole, stand on a twelve-
inch-by-twelve-inch platform on top
of the pole (the hardest part is getting
up onto that platform because there
are no handles or railing), and then
you jump off and try to grab a tra-
peze, which is hanging about thirty
feet off the ground. 

Interesting thing about the pole.
It’s the hardest challenge of the day.
Far more difficult than the wall, I
think. But every single one of them
made it to the top and then jumped
off. Most of them were shaking,
standing on that tiny platform so
high off the ground. A few were cry-
ing. One couldn’t speak. She had to
count off using her fingers before her
jump because she couldn’t get her
voice to work. 

Someone told me once, “The
only normal people you know are the
ones you don’t know very well.” And
I’d suggest as a corollary, “The only
fearless people you know are good
liars.” Maybe because of my work,
people tell me their secrets. I know
what’s behind the façade. And these
women, on this particular day, had
lost the luxury of the façade. 

Peter Terry is the evil figure in my
books. His literal identity is shadowy,
but the suggestion is that he’s a demon.
Really, though, he’s a metaphor for the
opposition. When Chris Jones and I
were heckling the ROPES group, we
were doing the Peter Terry thing.
Undermining. Lying. Cheating.
Stealing. Using every possible trick we
could think of to break their concen-
tration, confidence, and rhythm. But
once they realized what was happen-
ing, they grouped up and pushed us
away. Literally. And went about their
business. 

They knew what the rest of us

forget most of the time: You must
never, ever give in to the opposition.
It’s us against them, winner take all. 

I don’t mean that it’s just “us
against the wall.” It’s far worse than
that. Or even that it’s “the com-
plainants against the murderers.” I
think the guy who killed my friend’s
mom is losing to the same force of
evil in the world that everyone else is
fighting. But he hasn’t lost in the
same way. He’s surrendered his
humanity. Or some part of it. 

See, the thing is, it’s us against the
universe. And you can’t give up any
ground. You’ve got to fight. You’ve got
to hang on to the hope. My friend is
entitled to heal from this terrible
wounds. (Peter Terry’s wounds never
heal, by the way.) Have you ever noticed
that Jesus keeps His wounds, yet they’re
healed? That’s how important our
wounds are. And all those women who
climbed that day are entitled (even as
Christians!) to say “No!” They’re enti-
tled to their God-given worth, their self-
respect, their self-confidence. Every
hard-won inch of it. 

I could make some tricky analo-
gies about the fact that the women on
the ROPES course were all safe—har-
nessed in and protected even though
they felt fear—and I could suggest
something like: “He’s got the whole
world in His hands.” But that would-
n’t address what happened to my
friend or to his mom, would it? The
truth is, it’s not safe out there.
Sometimes, you get a chance to prac-
tice courage in the face of controlled
danger. Thirteen women got that
opportunity and made the most of it.
But sometimes the danger comes into
your house in the middle of the night
and clubs you to death. 

It would be a twisted lie to sug-
gest otherwise.

The historian Steven Ambrose
once noted that the soldiers who
fought World War II learned that fear
is inevitable, but it can be managed. It’s
important to remember that both
statements are equally true. The
opposition is formidable. And it’s
aiming for us every day, as we say
good night to our mothers for the last
time or leap off a tiny platform into

the warm afternoon air. And whether
you’re harnessed or not, Peter Terry
wants your peace of mind. Your joy.
Your serenity. Your sense of safety in
the world. 

Peter Terry wants your day today.
The whole thing. And he wants every
minute of your future and your entire
past. He wants you to sell it cheap
and to sit, quaking, on a hard stool in
your kitchen, anticipating the worst. 

But if we give him that, what else
is there? Where is the victory?  ■

Melanie Wells is the author of When
the Day of Evil Comes, The Soul
Hunter, and My Soul to Keep. She is
the founder and director of LifeWorks
counseling associates in Dallas, Texas
(www.wefixbrains.com).
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Top Ten Tips for

Trumping Your

Peter Terry

1) Worry is concern gone bad. If

you’re worrying, chances are

you’re trying to control some-

thing that’s out of your reach.

Let go. (Matthew 6:25-33)

2) Never look down, but don’t 

forget to enjoy the view. 

(Isaiah 40:12, 26)

3) Keep your eye on the wall in

front of you. All you can see is

this present moment. Live

there and don’t get too far

ahead of yourself. (Matthew 6:34)

4) Concentrate on the next step,

not the last one. (Psalm 51:10-13) 

5) Find the next thing to hang on to

and don’t worry about the one

after that. (Isaiah 54:10)

6) Rely on the team. Listen for

encouragement. (Philippians 4:4-10)

7) Ignore the wasps. If you try to

wave them away, you’ll lose your

grip. (Isaiah 54:16, 17)

8) Trust the rope. (Isaiah 40:28-31) 

9) Keep your perspective. (Psalm 46:10)

10) Take a breath, count to three,

and jump. (2 Timothy 1:7)
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“One moment, My Soul to Keep

will have you laughing out

loud, and the next you’ll be

under the covers with a flash-

light, questioning unseen things,

and hoping the ride never ends.

Melanie Wells has one of the

freshest, most uniquely readable

voices in fiction. A few pages

will have you hooked.” 

—CRESTON MAPES, 
author of Nobody

When a child is abducted, Dylan

Foster investigates with help from

a most unusual six-year-old. She

soon realizes she’s under renewed

attack from her demonic nemesis,

Peter Terry. Exploding light bulbs,

the deadly buzz of a Texas rat-

tlesnake, and the vivid, disturbing

dreams of a little girl are just a few

of the clues leading Dylan in her

dogged search for a curly-haired

little boy—and the truth.

“As nasty as I knew Peter Terry to be, I never expected him to
start kidnapping kids, much less a sweet, funny little boy with
nothing to protect him but a few knock-kneed women, two
rabbits, and a staple gun.” —Excerpt from My Soul to Keep
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“Love from the center of who you are; don’t fake it… Be good friends who love deeply.” Romans 12:9, The Message

It happened again last week.
This time the incognito reader

spotted me at a wedding reception.
She slid in behind me in the cake

line and said, “By any chance, are you
Robin Jones Gunn?” 

I nodded. “Yes.”
“You’re the author of the

Sisterchicks novels?”
“Yes.”
Her friendly smile was followed by,

“I recognized you from the pictures on
your Web site. I picked up Sisterchicks
Do the Hula! because I always wanted to
go to Hawaii, and by the time I finished
the book, I felt like I had gone there.
You must have quite an imagination to
be able to think up stories for all the
places you write about in those books.”

“Actually, I traveled to all those
places before writing about them.” 

Her eyes widened. “You went to
New Zealand and Australia?”

“Yes.”
“Paris? Venice? London?”
“Yes.” 
“Hawaii? And on a cruise to Mexico?”
I kept nodding and felt my face

flush with an embarrassment of bless-
ings. Leaning closer I confided, “A lot
of the experiences that happened to the
characters happened to me. Remember
the part in Sisterchicks Say Ooh La La!
when the cab driver took off with their
luggage? That happened to my
Sisterchick and me.”

“Really? What about the sauna in
Finland?” 

I nodded and felt myself blush again.
“And the fifteenth-century palace

in Venice. Was that a real place?”
“Yes. The Ca’Zen. It’s absolutely

stunning, and the owner really does
rent it to visitors.”

“I love that all the books are about
women in midlife. And I have to tell
you, I laughed so hard when I was read-
ing the one about the two sisters from
Canada who drove the Jeep in Mexico
with a swordfish wearing a sombrero in
the backseat. Tell me you didn’t actual-
ly do that.”

“Well, I have driven a Jeep in
Mexico, but not with a stuffed fish in
the backseat. I made up the part about
Harlan the Marlin. That’s why the sto-
ries are fiction.”

“I know they’re fiction, but….” She
looked at me thoughtfully. “Everything
in your books feels so real. I believed
everything you wrote about—even the
parts about God. Or maybe I should say,
especially the parts about God. You made
Him sound so real and so…accessible.”

“He is.” 
“I know.” She offered me a shy grin

and said, “I turned my back on God a
long time ago. But now, after reading
your books, I guess you could say I’ve
come back to Him.”

I gave her forearm a squeeze. “That
is so wonderful!”

“It really is, because my sister said
she’s been praying for me for a long
time. I gave her two of your books, and
now I attend church with her. That’s a
big deal for me because the way my life
has been lately. Well…I hope you don’t
take this the wrong way, but the only
reason I picked up one of your

Sisterchicks books was because it
looked fun, and I needed to read some-
thing that would make me laugh.”

“I understand,” I said. “Believe me,
I truly, truly understand.”

We gave each other a spontaneous
little hug and then picked up our slices
of wedding cake and returned to our
separate tables.

“Who was that?” my husband asked.
“I don’t know.”
“But you just hugged her.”
“That’s because she’s a Sisterchick.”
My husband gave me a knowing

nod. “This keeps happening to you,
doesn’t it? I’m beginning to believe it
when you say that Sisterchicks are
everywhere.”

Ever since I started writing the
Sisterchicks novels five years ago, I’ve met
women around the world who are trust-
ing God in bigger ways than ever before.
They are connecting with other women
and moving forward in their friendships
in strong and significant ways. 

While traveling with my editor in
England, we were invited to an excep-
tionally fun tea party. The women who
invited us called themselves the “Blessed
Chicks.” They had formed a prayer/sup-
port group after reading Sisterchicks on
the Loose! and were now very much
involved in each others’ lives. 

We met in a private parlor at a lovely
inn near Bedford and spent the afternoon
sharing our stories, laughing, and praying
together. Sharon, the organizer, told us
the women got together and figured out
how to use their cell phones to text each
other as a group. Now there was no stop-

storytellers’ journal • 2008 Edition 13No need to wait…Read a chapter excerpt! 
Go to www.waterbrookpress.com and click on fiction.

SISTERCHICKS:
Here, There, and Everywhere!

Robin Jones Gunn

®
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ping them. When one of the women was
going through some serious health issues,
the Blessed Chicks texted prayers to her
throughout her medical tests.

“We send each other verses and
cheer-up notes on our phones all the
time now,” Sharon said. “We see our
friendships with each other as a gift
from God. I’m so grateful for these
other women in my life. Every woman
needs true Christian friends.”

In New Zealand, one of my
Sisterchicks took me to visit her favorite
Wellington coffee shop, The Chocolate
Fish. It was such a charming place that
when we met Penny, the owner, I told
her I wanted to write about her restau-
rant in Sisterchicks Down Under! Penny
became an instant Sisterchick on the
spot and offered to let me take her vin-
tage yellow Ford “baby” for a cruise
down the wrong side of the road. 

The drive produced a memorable
Sisterchick moment that ended up in
the book. Fictionalized, of course. As a
result, a reader from Atlanta did some-
thing she never thought she’d do. She
got on a plane and went to New
Zealand to meet a woman with whom

she’d carried on a forty-year pen
pal correspondence. The two had
never met face to face before.
The friends met in Wellington,
and to celebrate, they made a spe-
cial trip to The Chocolate Fish, where
they greeted Penny and told her their
story as if she were an old friend. She
was. She was a Sisterchick, just like
them.

After reading Sisterchicks in Gondolas!
one tenderhearted woman in the
Midwest was inspired by the way the
characters Jenna and Sue provided prac-
tical encouragement for women serving
in the mission field. Since the woman in
the Midwest was not physically able to
travel, she decided to put together
Sisterchicks cheer boxes and send them
to various missionaries. In each box she
included, among other treats, chocolate
and a Sisterchicks novel. 

One of the recipients, a single
woman who serves in a remote and dan-
gerous place, received a Sisterchicks
cheer box at just the right time. She
wrote to say, “God used the kindness of
a woman I’ve never met to make me feel
loved. Then He used the words in your

book to remind me how great He
is. I was ready to give up complete-

ly on the work here. Now I feel His
presence and His peace in a new way.
I never would have guessed that He

would use the friendship of other
‘Sisterchicks’ to draw me back to His
heart and put me back on track to con-
tinue serving Him.”

Women around the world share the
same desire for deep, meaningful friend-
ship. I’ve seen it happen many times in
many countries. One woman who is will-
ing to let go of past hurts and disappoint-
ments takes a step forward and offers her
friendship to another woman. The kind-
ness is returned and hearts are opened.
When hearts are open, it seems there is
suddenly more room for God’s Spirit to
rush in and fill the previous emptiness.
His expansive mercy, grace, hope, peace,
and love overflow—and from such full-
ness, abiding friendships grow. 

And suddenly, there are Sisterchicks
everywhere! ■

Robin Jones Gunn is the best-selling author
of the Sisterchicks series, published by
Multnomah Books.

It’s Christmastime in Skary, Indiana, and the
crowd is gathering for a really big show. But the
reproduction of A Christmas Carol goes awry with
eccentric characters, and Skary’s residents are test-
ed to shine the real meaning of Christmas. 

Harriet Bisset believes she has finally redeemed
herself from her rebellious days—until former
rebel Maddox McCray shows her that she needs
to learn how to live again.

Kyla Justice’s construction business is soaring,
but her heart is still empty. Will Kyla choose to
accept what lies within her to find the true 
success she seeks?
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Who ever said 
mov i ng out and gett ing a l ife

would be
a pi e ce of ca ke?

Lexi Stuart is at a critical crossroads. She’s

done with college but still living at home,

ready to launch a career but unable to find

a job, and solidly stalled between boyfriends.

When a conversation with the manager of

her favorite bakery turns into a job offer,

Lexi accepts. But the actual glamour is

minimal. Her only comfort comes from

the flirtatious baker—but even he may not

be who he seems! 

Join Lexi on her funny, yet sometimes pain-

ful journey of getting out, growing up, and

discovering the life God has for her.
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It sounds like the perfect back story for a
character in one of his novels: a young
man who performs poorly in high school
English follows his apparent destined
career path to a degree in commerce, but
then, in a surprising plot twist, he’s
encouraged by a college professor to pur-
sue writing after all. He does, earns a
degree in journalism, and—fast-forward a
few years—becomes a best-selling author.

Sigmund Brouwer is a bit of an
anomaly in the publishing world—an
author who has found success in a variety
of genres and with a variety of audiences.
His early melding of a love for sports and
science with a desire to encourage reluc-
tant readers led to some of his first pub-
lished work, including best-selling youth
series, such as Short Cuts Extreme Sports,
The Accidental Detectives, and Mars
Diaries. His adult novels are equally
diverse; he’s written detective stories,
cyber-thrillers, novels with a historical
context, novels with a supernatural flavor,
and even a western. 

Although his stories are anchored in
redemptive themes and clearly come from
the heart of a man who knows Christ,
Brouwer doesn’t write his books to
advance particular agendas. Neither does
he shy away from potentially controversial
subject matter. Recent fiction collabora-
tions with Hank Hanegraaff sparked
plenty of debate over interpretation of the
book of Revelation.  

If those books prompted lively discus-
sion, Brouwer’s newest novel, the apoca-
lyptic thriller, Broken Angel, might just
cause a major traffic jam at water coolers
across the nation. 

Broken Angel is the story of a young
woman with a mysterious past and her
thrilling attempt to escape an unfriendly
nation so she might discover the secrets
behind her existence.

Steve: Let’s get the “easy” question out of
the way first—how would you summarize
Broken Angel?
Sigmund: Broken Angel is a story about

government agents chasing a fugitive on
the run—the genetically-altered young
woman named Caitlyn—and her two
companions. It takes place around seven-
ty years from now in Appalachia. The
government of Appalachia is an offshoot
of the conservative religious movement,
and the story examines what happens if
you take the shaping of a nation through
religion and politics in one extreme direc-
tion. In short, the novel is a suspense
thriller in a setting that prompts questions
about the politicization of Christian faith.
Steve: So much for the “easy” question…
Sigmund:  Well, the main theme behind
the book really is “freedom to believe.”
That’s the basis for Caitlyn’s story. I argue
indirectly through the novel about the
critical importance of the separation
between church and state. Once, during
the writing of the novel, my wife, Cindy,
challenged me on this. She asked what
would be wrong with allowing a teacher
to talk to kids about his Christian faith in
a public school setting. I asked in return if

16 storytellers’ journal •  2008 Edition

What if you were told

An Interview

with author

Sigmund Brouwer

by Steve Parolini
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she would resent a Muslim teacher doing
the same with our seven-year-old sitting
in the classroom. Without arguing for or
against the merits of either religion, I
hope my question highlighted a need for
that separation. I read recently that a fed-
eral judge had blocked a Missouri public
school from distributing Gideon Bibles to
fifth-graders. My immediate reaction, as a
Christian, was anger. But then I asked
myself how I’d feel if the Koran had been
distributed instead. I think America’s
founding fathers understood that when
you don’t separate church and state the
end result may well lead to a country
ruled like Iran. You can argue all you want
for the truth behind our Christian faith,
but when politicized and with misguided
leadership, it’s just too easy for a religion
to disintegrate into a power structure. You
don’t have to look any farther than the
Inquisition to understand this. 
Steve: That’s certainly a compelling setting
for a novel, but it’s not a particularly “pret-
ty” setting. You’re bound to ruffle a few
feathers here. How do these themes play
out in the story?
Sigmund: Broken Angel makes two main
points regarding the intersection of
Christianity and politics. The first is that
we should be free to choose our beliefs,
and the second is that when Christians
band together as a political army, they are
picking up the kingdom of the sword
instead of accepting the kingdom of the
cross. I would never argue it’s wrong to
become involved in politics as a Christian
but that there is great danger in attaching
the word “Christian” to political efforts as
an adjective. As individuals, Christians
should never hesitate to try to affect leg-
islation in a way that has a positive
impact in the earthly kingdom. I would
argue, though, that by marching this
coalition under a Christian banner, you
begin to set up an either/or position:
either you’re Christian and you’re on our
side, or any opposition to our stand
proves you are not a Christian. To me,
that’s oppressive and it’s is exclusionary—
unlike the kingdom of the cross.
Steve: So Caitlyn’s journey is more than an
escape; it’s also about discovering who she
is apart from the state-imposed beliefs.
Sigmund: Exactly. What I am most con-
cerned about is any group, conservative

or liberal, whose focus seems to be forc-
ing morals on the culture.  The founda-
tion for the oppressive state of Appalachia
that Caitlyn is attempting to escape is
based on the question of, “What if a
nation’s rulers are distorting the Bible?”.
Such an approach to morality doesn’t sit
well with me. Most of what I read Jesus
saying seems to apply to individuals.
With hedonists such as the Greeks and
Romans around him, Jesus didn’t try to
impose his standards on that secular soci-
ety. Instead, he and his followers trans-
formed individuals. In contrast, some
fanatical conservatives seem more intent
on transforming society into an image of
what he or she believes, whether right or
wrong, God’s kingdom should be. So
when I followed all of this into one pos-
sible future, I ended up with a fugitive
story that explores what happens when
power-wielding Pharisee-types use their
power to impose morality on individuals.
Steve: When you talk about Appalachia,
you’re referring to something new—a new
state, based in the Appalachian region of
the United States. Why did you choose
Appalachia for the setting?
Sigmund: Yes, the Appalachia of Broken
Angel is a new state in the northeast cor-
ner of Tennessee where it intersects with
Kentucky—a fictional state that has
seceded from the union. I wanted to
choose an area that was remote and self-
sustaining. And this whole idea of a new
state is also based on an article I read
about a group of like-minded people in
that part of the country who have com-
mitted to buying up property so they can
form their own religious community.
Steve: Hmm…that sounds just a little too
creepy to me. You refer to this novel as
being “post-apocalyptic.” What do you
mean by that? What sort of cataclysm pre-
cedes Caitlyn’s story?
Sigmund: This story follows the Great
Water Wars. When you consider the cur-
rent drought crisis in the United States
and rapid climate change, the impor-
tance of our water supply suddenly
becomes patently obvious. Without
water, we have nothing. It’s not too
much of a stretch to suggest water is one
commodity countries might go to war
over in the future.
Steve: Could you have written a contem-

porary novel that explores the same
themes?
Sigmund: The post-apocalyptic setting
allowed me to imagine where the efforts of
religion-influenced politics might take
society. Setting this in the future was also
necessary because of the role genetic
manipulation plays in the story.
Steve: This is key to Caitlyn’s personal
journey. She’s just a young woman, but
she’s not like any young woman we might
know today.
Sigmund: That’s right. She’s been genet-
ically mutated, and she’s an outcast in
society.
Steve: I’m intrigued by the role genetic
manipulation plays in the story. How did
you come up with this idea? 
Sigmund: Once again, this goes back to
the potential impact I believe mixing pol-
itics and religion could have in a future
society. This theme is actually based on
something I think we’re seeing today. I
believe that because certain fundamental-
ist groups are so determined to make
statements of condemnation about so
many things done in areas of science,
education, and finance, their condemna-
tion is starting to lose its effectiveness. It’s
the ‘cry wolf ’ syndrome. Eventually, these
protests will come to be seen as little
more than knee-jerk reactions, and seri-
ous thinkers will dismiss them as mean-
ingless. Fictionally, I wondered if in
twenty or thirty years, “Wolf!” will have
been cried so often that the ability to
effectively protest any genetic experi-
ments on humans will be lost.
Steve: What did you uncover as you
researched the science behind genetic
experimentation?
Sigmund: Everything I’ve read and under-
stand about the direction that genetic
experiments are taking suggests this
branch of science is growing faster every
day. And it’s apparent that science even
today can go far beyond the moral bound-
aries imposed by the government. 
Steve: Which sets the stage for Caitlyn’s
story…
Sigmund: The big question is this: How
far will you go with genetics once you lift
the moral impositions? And it’s not just
Caitlyn’s story. One of the characters has
to deal with the results of his experimenta-
tion. He discovers what science alone fails

Got your interest? Read a chapter excerpt! 
Go to www.waterbrookpress.com and click on fiction.

how to believe?
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to reveal—that genetic manipulation is
more than an abstraction.
Steve: However, he’s the exception, right?
Because it continues to be an abstraction
for other players in the story—or at least
behind the scenes of the story.
Sigmund: Yes, particularly governmental
decisions that are justified as military
needs. When you think about it, a num-
ber of things that are done in science today
are explained as needed for national safety
or protection—or perhaps more accurate-
ly, a perceived military need for experi-
mentation. And this element of the story
is an offshoot of that. It’s been explored in
classic science fiction and techno-thrillers
for years—the engineering of new forms
of weapons.
Steve: Broken Angel is a chilling cau-
tionary tale, but because of the complex
political underpinnings it’s not a typical
“good versus evil” plot. That gives you a
ton of opportunities to introduce con-
flict in the story.
Sigmund: In the novel, the “kingdom
of cross” followers are fugitives who live
in a network of mines in Appalachia,
and this brings in one key aspect of the
moral conflict. These are the people

who help others get to “the Outside.” In
this way, the government of Appalachia
looks a lot like a communist regime.
They have to impose intellectual views
on people because if they let them chal-
lenge those views, the government will
fall apart. To a lesser degree, I see the
same thing is happening today, when
Christian institutions and workplaces
force employees or students to sign
statements of specific beliefs. That’s an
intellectual imposition I am astounded
has not been challenged. Where are the
voices in the Christian community say-
ing, “This is wrong! This is morally rep-
rehensible!”? Christ never forced anyone
to believe. If something is true, it will
stand for itself. 
Steve: That sounds like serious group-dis-
cussion fodder. Perhaps this book will
spark some much-needed dialogue on this
issue. There sure is a lot to digest here. But
the novel, for all its dark edges, is not all
doom and gloom. It’s also a story of escape
and pursuit. And there are other story ele-
ments that drive Broken Angel to its eye-
opening conclusion.
Sigmund: I’ve focused on the book’s back-
drop in this interview because it is the

stage for the fugitive-on-the-run story—
and because I don’t want to reveal too
much of the story itself. But beyond the
oppressive society and the bleak picture of
religion gone terribly wrong, it is also a
story of discovery, a story of a father’s love
for his daughter, and ultimately, a story of
redemption.
Steve: You could have said many of the
same things in a non-fiction book. Why
did this become a novel?
Sigmund: I think story has a lot of power,
which is why Jesus spent so much time
telling stories. Stories reach the emo-
tions…and as humans we are really driven
by our emotions. That’s why stories can go
beyond non-fiction.
Steve: In the final analysis, when the last
page is turned, what do you hope readers
take away from Broken Angel?
Sigmund: I’d like them to like the char-
acters so much that they’re sad the story
is over. Regardless of the theme or set-
ting of the book, a good story needs to
have a solid foundation. And while
good stories have good plots, great sto-
ries have great characters, and that was
one of my goals with Broken Angel—to
create memorable characters. ■
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Her birth
was shrouded 

in mystery 
and tragedy.

Her destiny 
is beyond 

comprehension.

Her pursuers 
long to see 

her broken…

SHE FIGHTS
TO SOAR.

In Sigmund Brouwer’s shocking new thriller, a

strangely deformed girl must run for her life

and unlock the secrets of her past to understand

her father’s betrayal.

“…addictively readable…”
PUBLISHERS WEEKLY
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The garden still needed more weeding as
the sun slid below the horizon, taking my
ability to distinguish between weeds and
produce. Laundry on the clothesline
flapped in the evening breeze and supper
dishes sat in the sink, reminding me and
my Amish friend, Anna*, that we’d moved
too slowly through the chores while I spent
a day learning to handle the summertime
responsibilities of an Amish woman.    

Tomorrow, Anna’s morning would
begin before daylight, as she prepared
breakfasts, packed lunches, and passed
around clean clothes for her husband and
three oldest sons. The boys had already
graduated from the eighth-grade, one-
room school house and now apprenticed
full-time within the Amish community. 

Crossing the lawn without the privi-
lege of floodlights or streetlamps, we
checked on our youngest children. They
sat around a campfire with one of Anna’s
teen sons, roasting marshmallows and
making s’mores. The fireflies they’d
caught earlier glowed in a jar beside them,
waiting to be released. 

Anna and I went separate ways in
order to finish the day’s work, she to the
clothesline and I to the kitchen. Washing

dishes by kerosene lamp, I could see Anna
through the window. Her silhouette was
bathed in moonlight as she collected the
last of the laundry. As I wiped sweat from
my face, I heard her call to the children,
telling them it was almost bedtime.  

While Anna’s children doused the
campfire, my son made his way inside,
washed up at the mud sink, and waited
for me to escort him through the dark
home. I took the kerosene lamp and we
climbed the wooden, spiral stairway. A
mule brayed, cows murmured, and bull-
frogs from a nearby pond croaked—all
quite loudly. I had to smile, but I knew
before sleep came, I’d long for some type
of electrical device to block out the
sounds of the farm and cause at least a
stirring of the summer’s humid air. 

Five years ago, as a resident of
Georgia, I was quite doubtful that I could
find a way to interview someone living an
Old Order Amish life, but I had a story
living inside my heart and I needed an
inside view of Plain living to be able to
write it. 

Growing up in Maryland, I’d had
an Amish best friend, and our adven-
tures—along with the reservations of

our parents—generated a desire to write
about the joys and difficulties of rela-
tionships—both within their communi-
ty and with outsiders. But, like many
writers, actually beginning to write
those stories took place decades later.
Long before I sat down to write, my
family had moved away, and my Amish
friend and I eventually lost all contact.  

But in 2002, my sister was living in
Pennsylvania, and after several weeks of
asking around, she connected me to
Linda*, who worked at an Amish birthing
center at one time and as an EMT among
the Amish. Of all the Amish people Linda
knew, she could only think of one who
might be willing to answer questions— if
my queries went through Linda. This
began a complex, long-distance relation-
ship where I’d ask Linda questions and
she’d pass them on to Anna. Then I’d write
segments of my novel and Linda would
take them to Anna to read. Over a year
into this relationship, Anna told Linda I
should come to her place for a visit. 

Since the Old Order Amish com-
munity travels by horse and buggy, a
hired driver, or by train it seemed the
perfect opportunity to travel as my char-
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Life in an
Amish Home

By Cindy Woodsmall
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acter would in my first book, When the
Heart Cries. 

So, at midnight, during the heat of
summer in Georgia, my youngest son and
I went to the train depot. 

After waiting for close to two hours at
the dark, unmanned depot, the train did
arrive, as I had assured my son it would,
and we began our eighteen-hour trip,
changing trains in Philadelphia before
arriving in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. 

That was the first trip of what is now
a yearly visit. Anna and I have become
friends. We marvel that it was easier than
either of us expected, but we were both
moms, interested in raising our children
to know the Creator of the universe and
live by His Word. That one bond was
strong enough to transcend all our differ-
ences and unite us in understanding each
other. Since that first visit, our youngest
sons look forward to our next get-togeth-
er months in advance.  

This past summer, her husband,
Simon*, and my husband, Tommy, met
for the first time and spent a day journey-
ing through Simon’s world as an Old
Order Amish man. 

Simon’s family trade is timber fram-

ing, an intricate skill of taking square
timbers and building a frame in a
way that supports an entire building with-
out nails, bolts, or screws. This is part of
the Old Ways the Amish fathers have
passed on to their apprenticing sons for
generations, begun before nails, screws, or
bolts were easily accessible and affordable
through mass production in the nine-
teenth century. Wooden pegs are driven
in the tightly-fitted joints. Timber fram-
ing is used for houses, barns, and even on
modern office buildings, and it’s even
reported that timber framing is as strong
as a steel structure.

The two men compared notes on the
differences in living Plain or living
English. An Englischer (spelling in accor-
dance with the Pennsylvania Dutch lan-
guage) is anyone not Plain. The women
of Plain Amish and Mennonite sects wear
the prayer Kapp and cape dresses (a par-
ticular style of dress) and the men dress
plain in accordance with their sect. The
men in many sects grow a beard as a sign
of being married and the single men are
clean shaven. 

Later Tommy shared his thoughts
with me: Simon is a warm, friendly, bear

of a man that has an easy laugh
and, he wears a natural, pleasant smile
most of the time. We talked of family,
faith, cows, horses, timber framing, land
surveying, and life. 

Tears came to both of our eyes as he
described to me the acts of heroism on
the part of the law-enforcement officers
who tried so desperately to save the
children the day of the Amish school
shooting. The pain was raw as Simon
shared the aftermath the community
still faces from the incident. Anna and
Simon have siblings whose children
attend that school. 

Simon talked openly about the
patriotism he and the Amish have for
our country and the troops fighting in
Iraq. Even though the Amish are non-
resistant and don’t agree with war, they
are deeply respectful of those who give
their lives to protect the country, and the
Amish often become involved in service
to the military families left behind. 

I found when I spoke of my modern
day life among fast vehicles, computers
and electrical gadgets, there was a hollow
sound to it compared to his life. An
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Sadie’s Squash Casserole

2 cups cooked butternut squash                   
        

1⁄2 stick margarine or butter 

1⁄4 cup yellow onion, finely chopped

1 cup Ritz crackers, crushed

1⁄2 cup milk

1 beaten egg

salt and pepper to taste

1 cup grated cheddar cheese 

Cut squash in half length-wise and use a

spoon to scoop out the seeds and strings.

Place on a plate and cover with plastic wrap.

Microwave for approximately 8 minutes or

until tender. Let stand for 5-10 minutes. Mix

together all ingredients except cheese. Pour

into buttered casserole dish. Place cheese on

top. Bake at 350° for 30-40 minutes or until

casserole is bubbly and cheese is slightly

browned. Alternative suggestion: sprinkle

with parsley or your favorite dried herb.

Storyteller's Journal 2008  3/19/08  10:42 AM  Page 21



uncomfortable desire for simpler things
invaded my mind.  

My time with Simon was much too
short. I can’t remember ever enjoying a
conversation with anyone as much as I
did with him. Simon seemed to be living
the real American dream, the one that’s
slower-paced, quieter, and filled with hard
work, but also time in lawn chairs, visiting
with family and friends.    

The ability to live Plain in a modern



Rejected by those she loves, a young Amish woman

seeks refuge in the world outside while family and

friends wrestle with the painful truths that emerge in

the wake of her disappearance.

Don’t miss Cindy Woodsmall’s second book in the

best-selling Sisters of the Quilt series.

With her reputation and dreams in tatters,

what hope could the 

future possibly hold?

Also Available:

n n
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This powerful retelling of
the book of Hosea is a life
changing story of God’s
unconditional, redemptive,
all-consuming love.

When a life-threatening illness
strikes and a serial kidnapper
remains elusive, a Crimes
Against Children FBI agent and
his wife question whether God
can truly be trusted.

A mission to preserve a
nation’s artifacts turns deadly.
Reluctant Smuggler explores the
power of hope in the darkest of
circumstances.
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PP ll uu nn gg ii nn gg   FF aa nn tt aa ss tt ii cc   DD ee pp tt hh ss ::   
Uncovering Biblical Truths in 

Fictional, Fantastical Worlds
by Jessica Barnes

Meanwhile, at the river’s edge, water seeped from the soil into the footprint, turned to mud, and solidified. A mist rose, hovered over the
place, then wisped away without wind to carry it. 

A solitary rider emerged from the trees and sighted the damp impression in the grass.

The young rider, small and eager, dismounted and studied the outline even as it began to fade. He pulled from the earth a riverstone and
touched the face of it with his fingertips, where a dull magic blurred. The stone’s color warmed and it softened to clay under his touch.

Sensing the magic, the crows on the cottonbeard branch shrieked and scattered.

The boy etched a mark in the stone as similar to the contours of the footprint as he could—a sculpture, an equivalent.

Then he walked up and down the banks awhile, surveying the soil. When the vawn snorted impatiently, he returned and climbed back into
his ornate saddle. The two-legged steed stomped off, happy to head away from the water and into the trees.

No one knew of the rider’s visit to the river. No one saw the record of his discovery, which he kept like a clue to a riddle. And he locked his
questions up tight for fear of troubling the volatile storms within the heart of his father, the king.(1)

Fantasy novels appeal to readers in ways
few other forms of fiction can. Is it the
excitement of exploring an entirely new
world and the exotic peoples and creatures
that inhabit it? Or the epic battles between
good and evil, with noble heroes and terri-
fying villains? Maybe it’s the sense of won-
der, imagination, and the longing for
something more than this world’s everyday
troubles of slow traffic, cluttered homes,
too-busy families, and technology-packed
white noise. These otherworldly things
combine to create something that, for a
fantasy reader, is hard to resist and even
more difficult to forget.

Anyone who has read The Lord of the
Rings or The Chronicles of Narnia remem-
bers the devastation of Frodo falling to the
power of the Ring or of Aslan giving him-
self over in sacrifice to the White Witch’s
minions, being strapped to the stone table
and having his mane shorn. These
moments stick with us long after we’ve put
the book down and bring us back to visit
the same stories again and again.

Could these scenes be so powerful
because they speak to us on a level far
deeper than mere riveting plot and rich
character? 

Many classic fantasy stories employ
allegory, a literary device in which people
and events in the novel represent real,

sometimes historical or Biblical, elements
outside the book. Writers use allegory to
give meaning above and beyond the words
on the page.

The Pilgrim’s Progress by John
Bunyan is possibly the most widely-
known spiritual allegory, using the form
in a very direct and literal way. The main
character is named Christian, and the
book tells of his journey from the City of
Destruction to the Celestial City. Along
the way, Christian meets characters called
Evangelist, Goodwill, Hypocrisy, and
Faithful, and he travels to places titled the
Hill of Difficulty and the Valley of the
Shadow of Death. This popular fictional
story has reached millions of readers since
first published in 1678.

Allegory was used in a looser fashion
in George MacDonald’s fables and fairy
tales—famous for serving as a primary
influence of J.R.R. Tolkien, C.S. Lewis,
Madeleine L’Engle, and other acclaimed
fantasy authors—and, most importantly,
in the parables of Jesus.

Jesus likened his message to seeds, and
the hearts of men to various types of soil.
His followers were the salt of the earth or
the light of the world. The prodigal son
lives in every one of us. Through His sto-
ries about trees and vines, weddings and
feasts, servants and masters, Jesus taught

us how to live, how to love, and how to
follow Him. The stories made His message
easy to understand, remember, and teach.
He used allegory to proclaim His truth.

When most readers think of pioneer-
ing Christian fantasy, Tolkien’s Lord of the
Rings trilogy and Lewis’s The Chronicles
of Narnia head the lists. Despite the obvi-
ous parallels between Aslan and Christ
and the spiritual struggles lying just
beneath the surface of Frodo’s journey into
the heart of Mordor, both Tolkien and
Lewis disliked their work being referred to
as allegory. 

Lewis, an expert on the subject, main-
tained that his books were not allegory,
explaining his reasons in a letter: “If Aslan
represented the immaterial Deity in the
same way in which Giant Despair (a char-
acter in The Pilgrim’s Progress) represents
despair, he would be an allegorical figure.
In reality however he is an invention giv-
ing an imaginary answer to the question,
‘What might Christ become like, if there
really were a world like Narnia and He
chose to be incarnate and die and rise
again in that world as He actually has done
in ours?’ This is not allegory at all.” (2)

Perhaps it is easy for a literature schol-
ar to make this distinction, but as average
readers, we engage allegory on various lev-
els, from direct – like Pilgrim’s Progress – to
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looser usages, such as Lewis’s. Fantasy writ-
ers throughout the history of the written
word fall somewhere in this same scale, as
they use their imaginative worlds and char-
acters to explore the human experience.
The fantasy debate spurred by last year’s
final book in the Harry Potter series saw
some readers pinpointing allegorical paral-
lels in J.K. Rowling’s best-selling series.

With such a long history, it is no sur-
prise that allegory is alive and well today
and embraced by Christian readers who
long for stories that entertain and invite
them to think. Chuck Black, author of The
Kingdom series, describes his use of allego-
ry, explaining: “The Kingdom series books
are a direct allegory to people and events
straight from the Bible. Some of the allego-
ry is obvious, some of it is not, but all of it
is intended.” The main character of Black’s
books, Leinad, represents many different
Bible characters, including Seth, Noah,
Abraham, Joseph, Moses, and most of the
Old Testament prophets. Leinad’s sword
represents the Word of God.(3) Black
writes a discussion guide for each of his
books to “further facilitate the understand-
ing of the biblical allegory”(4) of the story.

“It is my passion to see people, espe-
cially young people, come to believe in
Jesus as their Savior and Lord,” Black
says. “The inclusion of allegory within a
fictional story is extremely important,
for it’s one way of fulfilling Christ’s
Great Commission.”

Black puts this passion to the page in
his rollicking, medieval adventures for
younger readers, aged eight to fifteen. The
Kingdom Series contains six books, the
first of which is Kingdom’s Call. And Black
is excited about his new series, The
Knights of Arrethtrae, which will continue
the story of the land of Arrethtrae and
build upon the biblical allegory established
in his first six novels. The series begins in
summer 2008 with Sir Kendrick and the
Castle of Bel Lione. 

Popular fantasy author Donita K.
Paul also makes use of allegory in her
series, The DragonKeeper Chronicles,
noted on the cover as “fantastic journeys of
discovery for all ages.” 

“In fantasy with a Christian view-
point, I feel that allegory is essential,” Paul
says. “The symbolic spiritual meaning lifts
the work from good storytelling to litera-
ture that has the power to change the way
people relate to God.”

God is very present in Paul’s books,
though He goes by the name Wulder.

Another character, named Paladin, repre-
sents the church or body of Christ. With
the help of Wulder and Paladin, the heroes
battle Pretender, who represents Satan,
throughout the series, which will culmi-
nate in the fifth book—DragonLight—
releasing in June 2008. Filled with action,
adventure, and even a dose of romance,
feedback proclaims that the DragonKeeper
Chronicles keep readers enthusiastically
turning pages until the very end.
DragonSpell, Paul’s first novel, continues to
sell briskly and attract readers of all ages.

At the same time that allegory func-
tions as a tool to share truths and add
more layers to a story, it can also impose
limitations. Paul acknowledges this,
describing the “rules” she has to follow
when writing within an allegory.

“An allegory can only go so far because
it is ‘like’ what it represents and is ‘not’
what it represents.  I try to stick to the gen-
eral configuration of my allegory.  In char-
acter development, you cannot have some-
one act ‘out of character’ or against the
parameters you have set up. Likewise, you
cannot wander off in a different direction
when you have established your allegory.”

“For me,” Chuck Black says, “the alle-
gorical content defines the framework, and
I work within it. The storyline is certainly
adaptable, but the focus of the allegory and
the boundaries by which it is conveyed
remain unchanged for the most part.” 

Despite these hurdles to an author’s
imagination, neither the Kingdom series
nor the DragonKeeper Chronicles lack
readers. In fact, their allegorical nature
appears to be more help than hindrance, as
both series have been used by home-
schooling parents as part of their curricu-
lum for students aged ten and up.

Not all fantasy writers choose allegory
to portray their deeper themes, however.
J.R.R Tolkien once wrote, “I cordially dis-
like allegory in all its manifestations,”(5)
and fantasy author Jeffrey Overstreet
agrees with him.

“I’m not fond of allegories,” he says,
acknowledging that it’s the structure he
questions, not the quality of the allegorical
titles. “An allegory suggests that the char-
acters are just symbols, and that the story
represents something outside of itself.”

Because of this, reading Overstreet’s
novel Auralia’s Colors, released in

In this dazzling, beautifully crafted

finale to Donita K. Paul’s popular

DragonKeeper fantasy series, you’ll

experience breathtaking adven-

ture and mind-blowing fantasy

as you finally discover the truth.
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September 2007 to great critical acclaim,
with “allegory-tinted glasses on” won’t turn
up much beyond the enigmatic, benevo-
lent Keeper, a large creature who shares a
few characteristics with God but could not
be truly considered a deity, in that it is
much less than an all-powerful creator.
Keeper plays the role of a protector, a
minor subplot beside the main story of
Auralia and her colors.

Auralia’s Colors—while also about a
prince, a king, and an orphan boy with a
strange and wonderful power—explores
the importance of creativity, not only to
our faith, but to our very lives. Auralia’s
artistic nature clashes with the stern, color-
less world of her homeland, and the result
is both more disastrous and more hopeful
than any of the characters could have
imagined.

“Art can be so much more than alle-
gory,” Overstreet says. “Art teases us into
contemplation; it does not suddenly reveal
the meaning behind the story, springing it
on us like a jack-in-the-box. Pure story-
telling is more mysterious and powerful,
revealing layer upon layer of meaning to
discerning readers.” 

It makes sense, then, that the main

theme of Auralia’s Colors is the importance
of art. Its sequel, Cyndere’s Midnight,
releases in the fall of 2008 and continues
the art-in-faith theme. Overstreet’s series
will eventually include four books, indi-
vidually named strands making up The
Auralia Thread.  The books possess no
clear, overarching allegory, though they
contain touches of symbolism in many of
the visual elements.

Another fantasy series that foregoes
the use of allegory to portray its themes
is the Windfeather Saga by singer-song-
writer Andrew Peterson. The first book
in the series, On the Edge of the Dark
Sea of Darkness, released in March
2008. A whimsical tale of three siblings,
horrible creatures, and lost treasure, On
the Edge of the Dark Sea of Darkness
imaginatively shows kids—and
adults—that they are the true treasure
in God’s eyes. The addition of toothy
cows, sea dragons, and even a pirate just
adds to the fun.

As readers consider these four dif-
ferent WaterBrook Multnomah fantasy
series, the range of allegory is apparent.
But even those books which don’t
employ a direct allegorical framework

contain aspects and instances of sym-
bolism, the building blocks of allegory.
The very nature of fantasy writing
demands symbolism or allegory to tie
into the world we know and under-
stand. Fantasy novels give the author a
backdrop on which to portray the bat-
tle between good and evil in a physical
way, through conflicts and wars, heroes
and villains. No matter how strange the
world and exotic the situation, the char-
acters are still human. They share our
struggles and fears, and through their
journeys, we learn more about ourselves
and our faith.

When the Igiby siblings find them-
selves at the mercy of the evil Fangs in On
the Edge of the Dark Sea of Darkness,
Janner Igiby fights his fear even as guilt
swamps him.

He wished he could sleep like Tink
and Leeli, but his anxious thoughts kept
him from it. He tried to think about any-
thing but the dreaded Black Carriage
that was making its way over dark hill
and starlit vale to Glipwood. He thought
about how fine his breakfast had been

Fantasy Novels
w i t h  a  

C o r e  o f  E t e rn a l  T ru t h

Will a mysteriously 
gifted girl bring light
and truth to an 
oppressed kingdom… or
destruction? Experience
an enchanting fairy tale
for ambitious imaginations.
Enter the world of 
Auralia’s Colors.

Join Janner, Tink, and
Leeli Igiby on a dazzling,
unforgettable adventure
for all ages through
a world of wonders,
both terrible and 
beautiful, to return the
Island King’s lost jewels.

Continued on pg. 47
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Powerful parables with

uncompromising biblical values.

When a dangerous new order threatens
the mission of the Knights of the Prince,
Sir Kendrick and Sir Duncan are sent 
to discover the origin and identity of 
the secretive Vincero Knights.They travel to
Bel Lione where they must battle the evil
Lord Ra and discover the truth of his 
mysterious castle.                                            

Book One in 
The Knights of Arrethtrae

On Sale: June 17, 2008

Join the Bat tle
that started it  all…

Get ready to embark on an epic journey into a kingdom of warriors, battles, swords, villians, and knightly heroes!
Each book chronologically paralells the biblical account of God’s plan to redeem mankind through Christ while
delivering an adventure-packed story that will render you captivated. 
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comingsoon!

Can London handle the Sisterchicks? 

Kellie and Liz hop over to England and encounter so much
more than the usual tourist stops.  A few detours along the
way and the possibility of being lost in a London fog of
wonderment aren’t enough to stop these two Sisterchicks!

House-Flippers make it look so easy...on reality T.V.  

Thirty-something Gretchen Hanover hopes that renovating
a house will renovate her life, but her “flip” threatens to flop
when the house—and her heart—need more work than she
realized.

On sale 
June 17, 2008

All she wants is a job.  All she needs is religion.

How hard can it be? 

To land a job at a Christian company, investigative reporter
Grace Stewart develops a plan to appear devout. Can she go
from faking grace to amazing grace?

A hilarious novel that puts the fun back into flying. 

Zany characters, a fast-paced plot, and high-flying fun
reveal why every traveler needs a little faith to survive the
mayhem of modern flight.

On sale
August 19, 2008

On sale
May 20, 2008

On sale 
May 20, 2008
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comingattractions

chick-lit & contemporary

They say love is blind.  This time they’re right…

With friendship as a foundation, Maddie and Paul fall
in love and live a happy life, until one night changes
everything. And one final mystery awaits…beyond the
edge of night.

An eclectic group of women discover that some-

times life must unravel before it can be knit

together again. 

When a group of knitting Southern women share more
than yarn and books, they discover it’s never too late to
become the heroine of your own story. 

On sale 
May 20, 2008

On sale 
May 20, 2008

A sweeping story of three generations of women

and the memory that binds their hearts together. 

Set in the lush vineyards of present-day and past Sonoma
Valley, California, Ruby Among Us weaves a story of three
generations of women, and of their mistakes, their longings
and their faith.

A mesmerizing story about unraveling family

secrets and finding personal redemption. 

When her life begins to fall apart, Gaylen Syler-
Boatwright’s discovery of her aunt’s odd collection of paint-
ed dresses sends her on an adventure that uncovers the past
and reveals hope for her future. 

On sale 
May 20, 2008

On sale 
July 15, 2008
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Behind every story of loss is
the promise of grace.…

In the final book in the Crossroads of Grace series,
Belinda must decide whether faith will free her to for-
give the one who hurt her most when she is left with-
out family or hope.

On sale 
May 20, 2008

Caught in the midst of war,
threatened by chaos and fear,
the Kane brothers need far
more than courage. 

The Kane brothers fight for their family’s freedom -
and survival - as the Kane Legacy trilogy soars to a
stunning conclusion.

On sale 
July 15, 2008

historical fiction

Read a chapter excerpt at www.waterbrookpress.com

comingsoon!
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comingattractions

A stunning suspense thriller set
in a shocking future. 

In this engrossing, lightning-paced story with a post-
apocalyptic edge, best-selling author Sigmund
Brouwer explores timely and explosive issues through
the lens of a treacherous culture only one or two steps
removed from our own.

On sale 
May 20, 2008

Twin sisters, deadly crossword
puzzles, and a corpse on the
doorstep are just the first clues
to a family secret that goes
back generations. 

In her latest romantic suspense novel, award-winning
author Gayle Roper entices readers with her unusual
blend of intrigue, faith, and clever crossword puzzle clues.

On sale 
May 20, 2008

suspense

Read a chapter excerpt at www.waterbrookpress.com
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ACROSS
2.  "I Saw It First" co-owner

4.  Means "light"
7.  Paul Foster's great love

9.  Not Plain
11.  To identify words in printed form

12.  Damaged celestial being
13.  A fantasy fiction author's literary tool
14.  Third "D"
15.  Popular new fiction genre

DOWN
1.  Modern Old Testament story
3.  A dear and true friend
5.  Amish fiction author
6.  Imitating love and mercy
8.  Representative of fear
10. Allegorical medieval series

ACROSS
2.  "I Saw It First" co-owner
4.  Means "light"
7.  Paul Foster's great love
9.  Not Plain
11.  To identify words in printed form
12.  Damaged celestial being
13.  A fantasy fiction author's literary tool
14.  Something that isn’t as it seems
15.  Popular new fiction genre

DOWN
1.  Modern Old Testament story
3.  A dear and true friend
5.  Amish fiction author
6.  Imitating love and mercy
8.  Representative of fear
10. Allegorical medieval series

Answers on page 46
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We had agreed—the woman I loved and
I—that as soon as you were born, we
would perform an act of mercy and
decency and wrap you in a towel to
drown you in a nearby sink of water.

But in the motel room that was our
home, the woman I loved died while giv-
ing birth. You were a tiny bundle of
silent and alert vulnerability and all that
remained to remind me of the woman.

I was nearly blind with tears in that
lonely motel room. With the selfishness typ-
ical of my entire life to that point, I
delayed the mercy and decency we had
promised you. I used the towel not to wrap
and drown you, but to clean and dry you.
As I lifted your twisted hands and gently
wiped the terrible hunch in the center of
your back—where your arms connected to
a ridge of bone that pushed against your
translucent skin—I heard God speak to
me for the first time in my life.

He did not speak in the loud and
terrible way as claimed by the preachers
of Appalachia where I fled with you.
Instead God spoke in the way I believe he
most often speaks to humans—through
the heart, when circumstances have
stripped away our obstinate self-focus.

Holding you in your first moments
outside the womb, I was overwhelmed by
protective love. Even in the circumstances
that you face now, believe that my love
has only strengthened since then.

I do not regret the price I paid for
my love for you. But I do regret what it
has cost you, all your life. And I have
never stopped regretting all that I’ve kept
hidden from you.

My confession begins with how I
deceived you the day after your sixth
birthday. You may still believe that we
went to the surgeon to help the dove, the
one you named Angel.

It was a lie. If only that were the
worst of my sins…

Prologue

In the afternoon of the day after Caitlyn’s
sixth birthday, the waiting room had
been quiet, without the coughing or
groaning found among those down the
hall waiting for a general physician. The
physician, an Appalachian like them, had
determined their ailments were ones to
be treated by a sharp scalpel, and he’d
sent them here to see the Outside sur-
geon, who spent a week every month
inside the Great Fence.

Standing beside Papa, Caitlyn felt
self-conscious among these strangers. She
held a small wooden box with her white
dove inside, lifting the lid occasionally to
whisper encouragement to it, glad to find
its black eyes still bright and attentive.

She’d found Angel below a window
and had given her care for a week already.
Papa had promised Caitlyn that a sur-
geon might fix the dove’s broken wing,
and she had prayed all the way from the
collective that God would allow it.

To ease her nervousness, she used
her tongue to wiggle a loose tooth back
and forth. She had already lost four
and was proud that she had learned not
to cry at the quick pain that came
when Papa helped her pull them loose.
She wore the red shoes she’d been given
for her birthday but couldn’t fool her-
self into believing they made her look
pretty for these people. She held Papa’s
hand for comfort and kept her back
pressed against the wall. She wore a
loose jacket but still felt as if all these
strangers knew that her back was not
like the backs of other girls.

Once, before they’d settled at the
collective, she and Papa were at a
church gathering in a small town along

an abandoned railroad, deep in one of
Appalachia’s hundreds of valleys.
Children had been playing around the
adults, who stood in a tight group to
discuss the weather and the morning’s
sermon. Caitlyn had made friends with
another girl who was tiny like her. They
wandered among the boys, who were
rough and tumble and pushed Caitlyn
to the ground. Her new friend helped
her up and patted Caitlyn on the back.
A question was asked, and Caitlyn
began to shed her coat, innocently. Papa
ran toward them, shouting.

He arrived soon enough to prevent
other adults from seeing, but three of
the children had already glimpsed
Caitlyn’s mutated arms—terribly thin
and long, dark with shaggy and coars-
ened hair. They screamed in horror,
and Caitlyn never made the mistake of
playing with other children again. Not
because Papa warned her against it, but
because she finally understood she was
different. She didn’t like being differ-
ent. It made Papa sad.

***
When Caitlyn’s name was called, Papa
stood and took her by the hand to a small
private room where the surgeon waited.

The surgeon had his back to them
when they entered. He turned, holding
a clipboard. He wore a mask but had
pulled it down so his entire face
showed. He had short brown hair and
dark brown eyes.

Caitlyn sensed the same thing in
the man as she did in Papa. She could-
n’t put it into words, of course, not
even in her thoughts, but she under-
stood the aura of sadness and kindness
about the surgeon. Others often
recoiled from her, but he knelt and put
his hands on her shoulders.

“Hello,” he said, looking directly
in her eyes.

“Hello,” Caitlyn said. She felt safe
with this man, like she did with Papa.
“Papa said you might be able to fix
Angel and help her fly again. I call her
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Angel because she is so white.”
She opened the box. The surgeon

studied the white dove with great seri-
ousness. He asked permission to lift
the dove out of the box. Caitlyn liked
that. Other grownups would not have
been that nice.

“I’ve never seen such a beautiful
bird,” the surgeon said.

Caitlyn shook her head. “Me neither.”
“I’m told you are not a physician

interested in politics,” Papa said to the sur-
geon. “That is the only reason we are here.
We have a little angel who needs help.”

“I’m from Outside.” The surgeon
still looked into Caitlyn’s eyes. Smiling,
but still with sadness. “What happens
in Appalachia is not my business.”

“We need to trust you,” Papa said.
“I can’t even tell you why or how
important that is.”

The surgeon set the dove back
into Caitlyn’s box. He consulted his
clipboard. “Jordan, right? This need is
why you wouldn’t let the general
physician prepare the x-rays?”

“Feel my daughter’s back,” Papa
said. “Between her shoulder blades.”

Caitlyn stepped away instinctively,
but Papa told her it would be all right.
He helped her remove the loose coat.
Caitlyn stared at the floor and shivered
as the surgeon’s soft, gentle hands ran
along her coarse skin. Why did she
have to be such a burden for Papa?

“Very atypical,” the surgeon said.
“Not only her back. But her fingers.
Her hands. Her thin arms. I’d like to
do a medical history. Maybe there is
some hormone treatment to—”

“She needs your help,” Papa said.
“A simple operation on her back. Help.
Not questions.”

The surgeon raised a questioning
eyebrow.

“In my other life,” Papa said, “I
had considerable medical background,
but I’m not a surgeon.”

“Your other life?”
“My daughter would not have

been able to cope, Outside. That’s why
we are here.”

Caitlyn wanted to pull on Papa’s
hand. He and the surgeon had forgotten
about the box. Although Papa had taught
her to be polite, she couldn’t help herself
and held the box toward her father. “Papa,
don’t we want to help her fly again?”

Papa smiled and kissed her fore-
head. “Yes, my love. Sometimes adults

talk about things that aren’t interesting
to a little girl. Forgive Papa.”

Caitlyn studied the doctor’s face.
Papa said he could help them, and she
was terrified he would refuse. It was
such a beautiful bird. She loved it.

“After the x-rays,” the surgeon
finally said, “we’ll need blood samples.”

“Just x-rays,” Papa said. “Samples
become part of medical files. The x-
rays, I can take with me.”

The surgeon was quiet for another
long moment. He looked at Caitlyn
again, and his sad smile surfaced.

“X-rays that you can keep, then,” the
surgeon said. “If possible, surgery later
today. Whatever you are trying to hide is on
your conscience. I want to help the girl.”

“Thank you,” Papa said.
Caitlyn wiped away tears. The sur-

geon had agreed to try to help her beau-
tiful broken bird and she was happy.

The surgeon nodded at Caitlyn, as
if he understood the reason for her
tears. “X-rays first.”

Papa held Caitlyn’s hand while she
stood in front of a strange machine. She
was forced to wear a heavy gown. Papa
wore one too. The machine made a
chunking noise. She was asked to stand
sideways. Another chunking noise.

“This will help?” Caitlyn tried not
to move the box in her hands. 

“Yes. This takes a picture of bones
to see what is wrong. Hold the box
still, my love.”

After, they waited in the small room
until the surgeon returned with black
and white sheets. He held the sheets
against a board of light on the wall.

“Amazing,” the surgeon said.
“This bone structure. The formations
are like—”

“No questions, please,” Papa said.
“For the sake of the girl. Once surgery
is complete, she will be free.”

The surgeon studied the x-rays.
Caitlyn was fine with the silence.
When they were away from others, she
and Papa often sat together, content,
saying nothing.

“No,” the surgeon finally said.
“Too dangerous.”

“You said what happens in
Appalachia is not your business.”

“I don’t care that you’re illegal.
The surgery is too dangerous.”

The surgeon put his finger on one
of the sheets. “Here. You can see the
growths. That means extra blood vessels

and the nerves at the spine too. If I go
in there now, at the base, there’s a very
good chance that she will be paralyzed.”

Papa was silent for so long that
Caitlyn wondered if he was feeling ill.
When he had a cold or a fever, she
liked to tend to him. To fuss over him
and bring him water to drink. It was
so little compared to all he did for her,
but it seemed to make him happy.

“You can’t fix my broken bird?”
Caitlyn asked.

“Outside, there are facilities for
specialized surgery.” The surgeon spoke
past her. “I can make a recommenda-
tion. With the right people and equip-
ment, it should be possible to make a
complete removal. You know that Bar
Elohim grants mercy visas for medical
visits to Outside.”

“No. It would destroy her.”
“But these are spinal specialists.

They wouldn’t paralyze her.”
“It would destroy her life,” Papa

said. “She cannot return Outside.”
The surgeon froze and stared at

Papa. “Return? You’ve considered
escape?”

“That was another statement of
trust. What can you do to help?”

“Will these grow as she matures?”
the surgeon asked, tapping the sheet
again. “I ask because you seem to
know more than you want to say. For
someone with a medical background.”

“In Appalachia, it’s wisest,” Papa
answered.

“There will be future growth?”
“Yes.” Papa spoke so quietly that

Caitlyn could barely hear him. This
tore her heart.

“When you are confident that the
growth has stopped,” the surgeon said,
“come back to me. I will cut them off
away from the base, far enough from
the spine that we don’t risk paralysis.
What remains won’t be too difficult to
hide with the right clothing.”

“The growth will continue until
after puberty. Something needs to be
done now.”

“Surgery every time there’s another few
inches of growth?” the surgeon snapped. “Is
that what you want to do to her?”

“No.” Papa looked at his shoes.
Caitlyn fought tears again. “We

have to wait to fix the bird?”
“Yes,” Papa said. “I promise, even

though it can’t fly, we’ll take very, very
good care of it.”                            ■
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CHAPTER ONE

MAIZY GRACE STEWART’S 
5-STEP PROGRAM TO

AUTHENTIC CHRISTIAN FAITH

NAME: Grace
Nice, upstanding Christian name—
lucked out on that one. Must remem-
ber to answer to it.

APPEARANCE: Monochrome hair 
I flip down my car’s visor mirror and
peer at the “Marilyn Monroe” blond
hair that waves off my oval face. I so
miss my stripes. But under my present
circumstances, it’s not as if I can afford
to keep up the multiple-shade “do.”
Back to the list.

Minimal makeup 
Do I feel naked! Another peek in the
mirror confirms the feeling. As I had
passed on foundation and blush,
applying only a light powder to even
out my tone, I look pale. The overall
effect is that my hazel eyes practically
jump off my face from beneath per-
fectly plucked eyebrows (the stragglers
made me do it).

Below-knee skirt 
Button-up collar 
One-inch heels 

Almost wish I were naked.

Cross necklace and earrings 
WWJD bracelet 

I scrunch up my nose. “WWJD?

Where would Jesus…? Why would
Jesus…?” I tap the bracelet. “Ah! What
would Jesus do?”

“Love Waits” ring 
Oh no, it doesn’t. Still, it’s a nice
thought, especially considering the guy
I left behind. But best not to go there.

ACCESSORIES:
Bible 
Bible cover 

And, I must say, it’s a nice cover. I look
to where it sits on the passenger seat
with the “KJV” (whatever that means)
Bible tucked inside—intensely spiritual
with a tapestry print of a country
church. And the faux tortoiseshell han-
dles! Nice touch.

Twist pen with seven different
scriptures
One for every day of the week.

“Footprints in the Sand” bookmark 
Touching poem. And a surprise ending
too!

Fish emblem 
“Oops!” I open the ashtray, dig out the
emblem, and drop it in my lap.
“Check!”

“Jesus is my pilot” bumper sticker 
Crown of thorns air freshener 

I glance at the scented disk that hangs
from my rearview mirror. Stinks, but
nicely visible—practically screams,
“This is one serious Christian.” 

CHRISTIAN SPEAK:
“Jesus is my savior.” 
“Jesus died for my sins.” 

I close my eyes and run the lingo
through my mind. “Got it!”

“I’m praying for you.” 
I wonder how many Christians really do.

“I need to pray about that.” 
Otherwise known as “No way, Jose!”

Or, in these parts, the “Nashville no.”

“Bless his/her heart.” 
Sympathetic aside tacked to a deroga-
tory remark about someone to make it
acceptable (possibly exclusive to the
South, as I’d never heard it before
moving to Nashville four months ago).

“My brother/sister in Christ.”
“God’s timing.” 
“Have a blessed day.” 
“Yours in Christ.” 

Must remember to use that last one for
note cards and such.

MISCELLANEOUS:
Church 

That one on West End should do—
respectable-looking and big enough
to allow me to slip in and out unde-
tected should I need to place myself
in that setting. Of course, I hope the
need does not arise. Not that I’m not
a believer. I am. Sort of. I mean, I
was “saved” years ago. Even went
through the dunking process—the
whole water up the nose thing
(should not have panicked). But the
truth is, other than occasionally
attending church with my grand-
mother before and after I was saved,
my faith is relatively green. Hence,
the need for a checklist.

Testimony 
“Uh! Just had to leave that one for
last, Maizy. Yes, “Maizy,” as in
“Maizy Grace.” Courtesy of one
Grandma Maizy, one Grandma
Grace, and one mother with a pen-
chant for wordplay. Amazing grace!
And Mom isn’t even a Christian. But
Dad’s mom is. According to Grace
Stewart, the only thing my parents
did right was to name me after her. I
beg to differ. I mean…Maizy Grace?
Though growing up I did my best to
keep it under wraps, my mom blew
it during a three-girl sleepover when
she trilled upstairs, “Oh, Maizy

faking grace
by tamara leigh
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Grace! How sweet the sound. Won’t
you girls come on down?” Fodder for
girlhood enemies like Cynthia Sircy,
who beat me out for student council
representative by making an issue of
my “goody two-shoes” name. And
that’s why I never use “Grace.” Of
course, it could prove useful today.

I return to my checklist.
“Testimony…” I glance at the dash-
board clock that reveals I’ve blown ten
of my twenty minutes leeway. Guess
I’ll have to think up a testimony on
my way in to the interview. Not that I
don’t have a story of how I came to
know Jesus. It’s just boring. Hmm.
Maybe I could expand on my
Christian summer camp experience—
throw in an encounter with a bear or
some other woodland creature with big
teeth. Speaking of which…

I check my teeth in the mirror.
Pale pink lipstick is so boring.
Glaringly chaste. Borderline antisexual.
Of course, that is the effect I’m after.
All good.

“All right, Maizy—er, Grr-ace—get
in there and get that job.” A job I
badly need if I’m to survive starting
over in Nashville. My part-time posi-
tion as a lifestyle reporter at the paper
has yet to translate into the full-time
position I was led to believe it would
after three months. Now, four months
later, funds are getting low.

I fold my checklist and stick it in
the book I picked up at Borders the
day I surfed the classified ads and hit
on, “Christian company seeking edito-
rial assistant.” Hmm. Editorial assis-
tant—a far cry from reporter. In fact,
beneath me, but what’s a girl to do?

Closing the book, I smile at the
title: The Dumb Blonde’s Guide to
Christianity. Not that I’m blond—
leastwise, not naturally. Another glance
in the mirror confirms that although
the $7.99 over-the-counter bottle of
blond is no $75 salon experience, it
lives up to its claim. Not brassy at all.
Still, maybe I should have gone back
to basic brown so I wouldn’t have to
worry about roots. But talk about bor-
ing.

I toss the book on the passenger
seat, retrieve the fish emblem and my
purse, and swing my legs out the
open car door. After “hipping” the
door closed, I hurry to the back.
Unfortunately, unlike the bumper

sticker, there seems no nonpermanent
way to apply the emblem. Thus, I
have no choice but to pull off the
backing and slap the fish on the
trunk lid. Not sure what it symbol-
izes, but I can figure that out later—
if I get the job.

I lower my gaze to the “Jesus is my
pilot” bumper sticker. Nice statement,
especially with the addition of the fish.
Honestly, who wouldn’t believe I’m a
deeply committed Christian? And if
someone should call me on it, I could
be forgiven—it is April 1—as in April
Fools’ Day.

As I start to look away, the peeling
lower edge of the bumper sticker
catches my eye. Should have used
more Scotch tape. I reach down.

“It’s crooked.”
The accented, matter-of-fact voice

makes me freeze. I’m certain it was
directed at me, but did he say, “It’s
crooked” or “She’s crooked”? Surely the
latter is merely a Freudian slip of my
mind. And even if it isn’t, I’m not
crooked. Just desperate.

As the man behind me could be
an employee of Steeple Side Christian
Resources, I muster a smile and turn.
His fashionably distressed jeans are
the first thing I notice where he
stands, six feet away. Meaning he
can’t be an employee. And he certain-
ly isn’t looking for a handout—even
better (though I sympathize with the
plight of the homeless, they make me
very uncomfortable). So he’s probably
just passing through the parking lot.
Perhaps heading for Steeple Side’s
retail store that occupies a portion of
the lower floor of their corporate
offices.

The next item of note is his
shirt—a nice cream linen button up
that allows a glimpse of tanned collar-
bone. I like it. What I don’t like is his
face—rather, expression. If not for his
narrowed eyes and flat-lined mouth,
he’d be halfway attractive with that
sweep of dark blond hair, matching
eyebrows, and well-defined cheek-
bones. Maybe even three-quarters, but
that would be pushing it, as his two-
day shadow can’t hide a lightly scarred
jaw. Teenage acne?

I gesture behind me. “My bumper
sticker seems to be coming off.”

He lowers his green eyes over me,
and though I may simply be paranoid,

I’m certain he gives my cross earrings
and necklace, button-up collar, and
below-knee skirt more attention than
is warranted. He glances at the bumper
sticker before returning his regard to
me. “Yes, it is coming off.”

British. I’m certain of it. Nowhere
near the Southern drawl one more
often encounters in Nashville.

“Of course”—he crosses his arms
over his chest—“that’s because you’re
using tape.”

That obvious? “Well, doesn’t
everyone?” Ugh! Can’t believe I said
that. Maybe there is something to the
warning that you are what you read, as
I could not have sounded more like
the stereotypical dumb blonde if I had
tried.

He raises an eyebrow. “Everyone?
Not if they want it to adhere perma-
nently. You do, don’t you?”

Guilt flushes me and is followed
by panic even though I have no reason
to fear that this stranger with the gor-
geously clipped accent might expose
me as a fake. “Of course I do!”

Is that a smile? “Splendid, then I’ll
let you in on a little secret.”

Delicious accent or not, that does-
n’t sound good. It isn’t, as evidenced by
his advance. I step aside, and he drops
to his haunches and peels away the
tape. “You see…” Holding up the
sticker, he looks over his shoulder and
squints against the sunlight at my
back. “…self adhesive.” He peels off
the backing, positions the sticker, and
presses it onto my bumper—my previ-
ously adhesive-free bumper.

He straightens. That is a smile,
one that makes him look a bit like that
new James Bond actor. What’s his
name?

“You’d be surprised at how much
technology has advanced over the last
few years,” he says.

I nearly miss his sarcasm, genteelly
embedded as it is in that accent. “Well,
who would have thought?” Be nice,
Maizy—er, Grace. My smile feels tight.
In fact, my whole face feels as if lath-
ered by Lava soap. “I can’t tell you how
much I appreciate you taking the time
to affix my bumper sticker properly.”

He inclines his head. “If you’d like,
I’ll try to straighten your fish.”

My…? “It’s crooked,” he had said.
Not the bumper sticker—my fish.
Meaning he probably saw me stick it
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on. Were he more than a passerby, I’d
be deeply embarrassed. 

“No, thank you. I like my fish
slightly crooked.” I glance at the
emblem that appears to have its nose
stuck in the air. “It makes him look as
if he’s fighting the current. You know,
like a good Christian.”

Very good, Ma—Grr-ace! Were he a
Steeple Side employee, you would have
won him over.

“So you’re a Christian?”
So much for my self-congratulato-

ry pat on the back. Of course, maybe
his question is academic. I mean, it’s
obvious I’m a Christian. “Of course! A
Christian. And proud of it.” Good
practice. Unfortunately, if his frown is
anything to go by, I’m in need of
more. “Er, Jesus is my Savior.” Knew
Christian speak would come in handy.

His frown deepens.
Or maybe not. I make a show of

checking my watch and gasp. Nothing
at all fake about that, as most of my
leeway has been gobbled up.
Thankfully, I was lucky to—

No, blessed. Must think as well as
speak “Christian.” Thankfully, I was
blessed to snag a parking space at the
front of the building—the only one, as
the dozen marked VISITOR spaces
were taken, and the remaining spaces
on either side of mine apparently are
reserved for upper management. 

I fix a smile. “Thank you again for
your help. If you’ll excuse me, I have
an appointment.”

“Certainly.”
I step forward and, as I pass with-

in two feet of him, take a whiff. Some
type of citrus-y cologne. Nice. Not
sharp or cloying. Unlike Ben, whose
cologne of choice made my nasal pas-
sages burn. And the Brit is nearly six
feet tall to my five foot six. Not so tall
I couldn’t wear three-inch heels for fear
of shooting up past him. Unlike Ben
who’d limited me to one-inch heels—

Go away! Another reason to leave
Seattle. With his liberal application of
cologne and compact height and build,
Ben was nowhere near the man for me.
Not that his scent and size were the
worst of him. Far from it. And am I
glad to be far from him.

As I step to the sidewalk, I’m
tempted to glance behind at the nicely
proportioned, bumper-sticker happy
Brit. Temptation wins out.

Thumbs hooked in his pockets, he
stands alongside my passenger door.
Watching me.

Feeling as if caught doing some-
thing wrong, I jerk a hand up and
scroll through my “Christian speak”
for something to reinforce my claim of
being a Christian. “Yours in Christ!” I
flash a smile that instantly falters.

At the rumpling of his brow, I jerk
around and head for the smoked glass
doors of Steeple Side Christian
Resources. Cannot believe I used a
written salutation! Dumb blonde alert!
Speaking of which…

The Dumb Blonde’s Guide to
Christianity is on the passenger seat.
Fortunately, if the man is nosy enough
to scope out the interior of my car, it’s
not as if I’ll see him again. That
scrumptious accent and citrus cologne
were a one-time thing. Unless he does
work at Steeple Side and I do get the
job. Fat chance.

As I pull open one of several sets
of glass doors, I glance behind. He’s on
the sidewalk now, head back as he
peers up the twenty-some floors of the
building. Definitely not an employee.

The lobby is bright and sparsely
furnished, but what stops me is the
backlit thirty-foot cross on the far wall.
Fashioned out of what appears to be
brushed aluminum, it’s glaringly sim-
ple. And yet I can’t imagine it having
more presence.

Crossing to the information desk
at the center of the lobby, I scope out
several men and women who are enter-
ing and exiting the elevators. All nicely
dressed. All conservative. I’ll fit right
in—

I zoom in on a woman stepping
into the nearest elevator. Her skirt is
above the knee by a couple inches.
And that guy who just stepped out of
another elevator? His hair brushes his
shoulders.

I shift my gaze back to the tower-
ing cross. I’m at the right place, mean-
ing those two are probably visitors.
Same goes for the young woman who
sweeps past and reaches the informa-
tion desk ahead of me. Not only is she
wearing ruched capris, but she has my
hair. Rather, the hair I had. Ha! If she’s
after my job, I’ve got her beat.

She drops a jingly purse on the
desk and points behind me. “Jack is so
hot!”

“Really?” The chubby-faced recep-
tionist bounds out of her chair, only to
falter at the sight of me.

“Yes, hot!” The “ruched” young
woman jabs the air again, looks
around, and startles. “Er, not hot hot.
Hot, as in under the collar…ticked
off.”

That’s my cue to appear relieved
that she didn’t mean hot, as in carnal,
as she’s obviously connected to this
company—at least, the receptionist. I
nod. “That’s a relief.”

She smiles, then puts her forearms
on the desk and leans in to whisper in
a not too whisper-y voice, “This time
they stole his assigned parking sign.”

If someone stole mine, it would
make me “hot” too. Doubtless, some
visitor would snap up my space and I’d
have to park—

Oh no. The front parking space I
snagged… The only unmarked space
in the middle of dozens of marked
spaces…

I peer out the bank of glass win-
dows. The Brit whose parking space I
took, and who does work here, is strid-
ing toward the doors. And he does
look hot, though I can’t be sure
whether it’s more in the carnal way or
the angry way. Regardless, I am not
getting this job.

“May I help you, Miss?”
I focus on the receptionist, who

has no idea how beyond help I am.
Still, as the only alternative is to face
the Brit on my way out, I step along-
side the ruched young woman. “I have
an interview with Mrs. Lucas.”

The receptionist lowers her chin,
and I hear a series of keystrokes.

Hurry up! I can handle being late
to an interview for a job I’m not likely
to get, but sharing an elevator with a
man who in no way believes I was
unaware that bumper stickers are adhe-
sive-backed? No.

“You’re her one o’clock.” The
receptionist points to the elevators.
“Fifth floor, take a left, a right, then
another left. Human Resources is at
the end of the hall.”

“Thank you.” Fast feet! Must get to
an elevator ahead of the Brit.

“Hey, hold up!”
I falter as the ruched young

woman draws alongside me. “I’m
heading to Human Resources. I’ll
show you the way.”
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“Oh. Thanks.”
“I’m Jem.” She slips ahead of me

into a vacant elevator. “Short for
Jemima.”

As she pushes the button for the
fifth floor, I run my gaze over the very
thin woman who can’t be more than
twenty-two to my twenty-six. She
looks more like a Tiffany or Brittany.
Of course Jem without the ima fits all
right. As I turn alongside her, I’m
snatched from my musings by the Brit
heading across the lobby toward the
elevators.

I jump forward, jab the Close
Doors button, and hold my breath
until the doors shut him out at ten feet
and closing.

“Ah!” Jem bemoans. “Jack could
have ridden up with us.”

I look around. “Hot-under-the-
collar Jack?”

Her pout flips right side up. “He
doesn’t stay that way for long. He’s just
miffed at the guys for pulling one over
on him.”

“The guys?”
“Yeah, Jack’s the managing editor

of men’s publications.”
Great. Might as well head back

down and see if I can remove the fish
and bumper sticker before the adhesive
sets.

“Oh!” she exclaims. “Don’t you
think he looks like Daniel Craig?”

That’s the name of the new James
Bond actor that escaped me.
“Um…some.”

She exaggerates a scowl.
“Obviously you need to take a closer
look.”

No thanks.
“Anyway, the guys are the editors

and writers who work under Jack.
They’re always playing pranks on one
another.”

A melodic ping announces our
arrival at the fifth floor.

Jem leads the way out and turns
left. “Last week, Todd was the target
when the seat of his pants got super-
glued to his chair.” She turns right,
swerving to avoid a middle-aged man
heading opposite. “Don’t ask me how.”

“So what happened?”
“The guys had a good laugh and

started plotting their next prank—
which, of course, likely manifested
itself in the case of the missing parking
sign.”

“Are you telling me no one was
written up? Or fired?”

She turns to me. “Fired? Are you
kidding?”

No, merely confused. “Sorry, but I
can’t imagine someone getting away
with that, especially at a Christian
company.”

She makes a face. “Because we’re
supposed to be uptight, keep our noses
to the grindstone, and never crack a
smile?”

I smile apologetically. “That is
what I imagined.”

“We’re not like that.”
Maybe working here won’t be so

bad after all. Maybe these people are
normal. Just like me.

“Well…” Her smile falters. “We’re
not all like that.”

Should have known there was a
disclaimer. “It sounds like a nice place
to work.”

“Definitely.” With a toss of her
multiply-shaded hair—how I miss
mine!—Jem takes the lead down a
long corridor. “Of course, Steeple Side
does have its rules like every other
place, but unlike every other place,
there’s a code of conduct you have to
follow when you go home at night.”

Whoa! They’re going to tell me
how to behave outside the workplace?
Police my personal life?

“That’s probably why they cut us
some slack around here. You know, let
us have a little fun. Of course, some-
times we go too far, like with the super
glue—” Realizing I’m no longer along-
side her, she turns back. “Something
wrong?”

I blink her to focus and, in a
slightly cracked voice, say, “Could you
elaborate on this code of conduct we’re
supposed to follow after hours?”

She stares at me, as if trying to rec-
oncile the assembly instructions with
the assembled product. “You have no
idea what you’re getting into, do you?”

Hate to admit it, but my tactless
reaction—a far cry from how a serious
reporter ought to conduct herself—
makes my ignorance glaring. “I’ve
never worked for a Christian compa-
ny.”

With a sigh, she waves me for-
ward. “The code of conduct. You
know, living the Christian life. You are
a Christian, aren’t you?”

I almost choke. “Absolutely!” Was

that convincing? It should be, because
I am a Christian. No reason to feel as
if I’m here under false pretenses.

She pushes a hand through silky
chunks of auburn, chocolate, gold, and
bronze tresses. “Good, ’cause it’s
required to work here. So back to the
code of conduct. As an employee,
you’re a reflection of the company and
its Christian values, so you have to
behave accordingly. I mean, can you
imagine the harm it would do Steeple
Side’s reputation if its employees who
are putting out materials on how to
live the Christian life aren’t living it?
Doing drugs…stealing…cheating on
spouses…”

True, but though I don’t do any of
the above, it still feels like a violation
of my privacy.

“…lying.”
Now that I do fall back on,

though usually only little white lies,
like when I told the Brit I did want the
bumper sticker to adhere permanently,
then said I appreciated him taking the
time to affix it. But they’re little lies,
and very white, so they don’t qualify as
lying. Do they? And even if they do,
it’s not as if I don’t pay a price, as I
usually feel bad afterward. Though
maybe only a little…

Jem lays a hand on my shoulder.
“Don’t sweat it. It’s a great place to
work.” She draws me forward and
halts alongside a door marked Human
Resources. “Now go get that job.”

I do need one. Even if “Big
Brother” is going to be looking over
my shoulder. “Thanks, Jem.”

“You’re welcome. It was nice meet-
ing you…uh…” She wrinkles her but-
ton nose. “I don’t think you told me
your name.”

“It’s M…” I clear my throat.
“Grace.”

She frowns. “You don’t look like a
Grace.”

“I don’t?” Talk about shrill!
“Of course, neither do I look like

a Jemima, but that’s why I go by Jem.”
I stick out a hand. “Nice to meet

you. God willing”—Ha! That one
rolled right off my tongue—“we’ll see
each other around.”

She clasps my hand. “You bet.”
Then she walks away.

I’m tempted to follow her and
keep going until I’m miles clear of this
place.                                           ■
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Chapter One: 
How to Measure Grief

The first person to hold Ruby was the
last person to let her go.

That was her mother, Kitty. I
watched her kiss Ruby gently on the
forehead while she was still connected
to that big, noisy machine, though I
already felt that Ruby wasn’t really
there. She’d been asleep so long that
day. They said it was a coma. I was on
the other side of the window but could
tell the moment her heart stopped. I
saw a doctor turn off the machines I
knew had kept her body breathing. I
knew; Ruby was gone.

I watched through the glass as
Kitty fixed on the monitor, a fright-
ened look in her eyes, as if she hadn’t
been aware her only daughter was
dying. Her face contorted with pain,
and she crumpled over Ruby’s body.
Her shuddering seemed to shake the
walls around me.

I wrenched away from the white-
collared preacher and his wife and ran
and ran toward that gleaming silver
room. People called to me.

“Lucy. Stop. You can’t go in there.
Children aren’t allowed.”

Big hands tried to grab me. But no
one could stop me. Ruby was gone,
her breath taken away when the respi-
rator had been removed, and Kitty was
alive and alone. She needed me.

I burst through the heavy door
and threw myself toward Kitty’s
slumped body. She turned to me in

time to spread her arms wide. I fell
into them, and she caught me and
held me so tightly I thought I might
stop breathing. I kind of hoped I
would; I could have died at that
moment, snug in Kitty’s arms. But
after a little while she loosened her
embrace, and I reflexively inhaled, an
involuntary instinct of survival my
eight-year-old body performed against
my will. My lungs, now filled to near
bursting, could no longer contain the
sob that had been crawling from the
well in my chest since earlier that day
when I’d found Ruby lying on the
back porch.

Ruby had been watering our flow-
ers—a wild mix of cosmos, daisies, and
tall wild varieties of blooms that
attracted butterflies and hummingbirds
to taste their sweetness. That afternoon
she’d called for me to look at a hum-
mingbird drinking from the hanging
feeder beside the back door.

“Lucy! Come see! The humming-
birds are like little bees!”

She always told me when they
came so we could watch and count
them. The weekend before we’d seen
ten at the feeder. “And mija? Please
grab my inhaler too.” She said the part
about the inhaler casually, almost like
an afterthought.

“Coming, Ruby! I’m pouring the
lemonade!”

I’d always called my mother and
grandmother by their given names. I
don’t know why Ruby or Kitty allowed
it, but they did. I knew other children
who had mothers and grandmothers
with boring names, but not mine.
Even my own name was picked by
Ruby because she thought it was spe-
cial: Maria Lucero.

“Oh, my Lucy,” she explained.
“Lucero means light.” And where a
ruby is loud, red, and hard, she said,
Lucero meant all that was bright and
the very air I was to her. “You are my
breath, my very life,” she would
whisper in my ear, kissing the top of

my head. I never imagined Ruby as
hard and loud—the things she said
her name meant—but instead as
smooth and vibrant. Though I didn’t
know how to tell her at the time, she
was my light, and I wanted to be just
like her.

Ruby. Kitty. The names rolled
off my tongue like crayons on
paper; I liked that. The day before,
my red crayon had rolled off the
table as I drew a picture of Ruby,
my hand in hers, each of us with a
blue flower tucked behind our ear.
We dove to catch the crayon as it
dropped to the floor and giggled at
how it seemed late for some
appointment under the couch where
we couldn’t reach it.

“We will need help getting out
that one, Lucy.” Ruby smiled and I
knew someone would be over to help,
a friend whose name I could never
remember…

“Lucy!” Ruby called again from
outside. “The hummingbirds are going
away!” I heard a cough. “Do I need to
come help you, mija?”

“No, Mommy! I’ll hurry!”
During special times, like before

bed, I’d call her Mommy. Sometimes I
called her Mommy Ruby, even if it
sounded silly, because it was our secret
name. She was Mommy and Ruby to
me, and I could call her both.

I’d carried the glass pitcher toward
the fridge, sloshing lemonade all over
the floor, when I heard Ruby call me a
third time. “Lucy, hurry!” she coughed,
hard. “There are two now!” Ruby
coughed again, more violently.

Hurry, I told myself. I grabbed our
glasses and scrambled to the coffee
table in search of Ruby’s inhaler. She
usually left it there, but not this day. I
thrust the glasses on the coffee table
and rushed to look in the bathroom.
Kitty was always nagging Ruby to keep
her inhaler in the same place all the
time, but Ruby was too busy.

Running from room to room, I
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searched until I finally found the
inhaler on the nightstand beside
Ruby’s bed. My breath came out in
deep, short gasps as I rushed back to
the coffee table for the lemonade glass-
es, this time careful not to spill the
drinks.

When I reached the door, the
hummingbirds were gone and the
heavy glasses of lemonade crashed to
the deck, covering the porch with
sticky glass shards. Slivers of glass sur-
rounded Ruby, glistening like jewels as
she lay on the porch where she’d fallen.

My hands flew to my mouth to
stop my scream. I needed to help
Mommy Ruby. I knelt to wipe away
the glass, but it cut both of us, spot-
ting my hands and her arms with little
dots of blood. I shook Ruby and she
moaned.

“Wake up!”
I remembered the inhaler and

frantically pawed to the edge of the
porch where it had been flung, cutting
my hands more on the glass shards.

“Breathe, Mommy Ruby!
Breathe!”

But she couldn’t. I saw the panic
in her widening eyes and tried to spray
the inhalant in her mouth and nose.
Her flailing began to stop as I tried to
breathe into her with my mouth like
I’d seen on TV, my own breath a weak
whisper.

“Ruby…” I cried as loud as my
cracking voice would allow.

“Help! Please, help!”
Nobody came. So I screamed, loud

and piercing. Neighbors appeared.
Someone pulled me off Ruby and
handed me to someone else with a
hard chest—someone who held me
while my small fist bounced off him. I
tried frantically to force myself down.
Neighbors had circled round Ruby,
and I was pulled away to the scream of
an arriving ambulance.

In the emergency room, the flat
red line on the machine blared in
my ears and Kitty pressed her wet
face against me as her tears mixed
with mine. The nurses wheeled
Ruby out, leaving Kitty and me
standing in the hallway, very still. It
was that quiet moment of death,
when things move in slow motion,
when strangers turn sadly away as
they pass your family in the halls
and the medical staff stares with

hopeless expression at the floor.
I felt poised, panicky, and com-

pletely frozen in time all at once. I
searched the hall. Cold floors, shiny
metal, too-bright light hurting my
eyes. Then it rose like an earthquake
and rumbled out of me: a quiet broken
noise followed by a clear, piercing cry.

“Ruby! Mommy Ruby!”
I tore down the hall. The nurses

who were rolling away her bed froze
on the spot, staring as if I’d turned
into a monster. One nurse tried to
keep me from tearing the sheet from
Ruby’s face until a doctor stopped and
silenced her with a look.

“Let her say good-bye to her
mommy,” he said quietly.

The other nurse turned to me
with tears and helped me fold back the
sheet. I put my hands on each side of
her face. “Mommy Ruby, I love you.” I
leaned over to kiss her lifeless lips and
gave her a gentle hug, like I would
have done when she was napping or
when I was the first to wake up in the
morning. Then I smoothed her hair
and put my hands on her face like I’d
done a million times when I tried to
sweet-talk her.

“I’m sorry for not coming sooner
with your medicine,” I whispered.

The nurse gently helped me cover
Ruby’s face, and she was gone. I turned
back slowly to find every person in the
hallway sobbing and not one grownup
to hold me. The abandonment terri-
fied me. Where would I go without
Ruby? Who would take care of me?

Would I be sent to an orphanage
like in that movie Annie?

“Lucy!” Kitty moved from the
back of the small crowd where she’d
been standing, stunned by her own
grief. “Lucy! Come here, baby. Come
to Grandma Kitty.” I ran. Grandma
Kitty wanted me, and I knew in her
arms I would be safe.

No one questioned Kitty as she
carried me out of the hospital, put
me in her car, and drove me home—
to Ruby’s house. How strange it was
to come home without Ruby. Only
the buzz of the fridge greeted us;
immediately I had the urge to find
Mommy Ruby even though I’d just
felt her cooling skin on my lips back
at the hospital. I ran around the
house, calling her name, looking
under the kitchen table where she

used to take cover during games of
hide-and-seek. Kitty hadn’t stopped
me in my mission to find Ruby alive
until I stood in the center of the liv-
ing room crying, reaching out to
touch the roses in the middle of the
coffee table, as if they were Ruby
herself, not loud and vibrant but soft
and delicate.

Wordlessly Kitty reached for me,
hugged me to her, and took me for a
bath. I screamed when she doused
my shampooed head with water.
Ruby had always warned me before
rinsing so I could hold my nose.
Kitty didn’t even tell me the water
was coming. I coughed and sput-
tered, lashing at her for being so
mean, half expecting to be given
choice words of punishment.

Instead Kitty pulled me out of the
tub and wrapped my goosebumped
limbs in a fluffy pink princess towel. I
slipped into the Barbie gown she held
up, and she tucked me into bed, saying
it wasn’t my fault Ruby died. In my
heart I didn’t really believe her.

Kitty had a way of looking at
things that most people found strange.
Ruby had always said so. Now Kitty
said that since she was my Ruby’s
mommy, I could be her daughter too.
“A granddaughter is a kind of daugh-
ter.” She leaned down and kissed my
nose, just as Ruby would have done,
and turned out the light.

I felt only a short moment of
panic that Kitty wanted to replace my
Ruby, but I was too tired to argue
about it. Kitty said good night; it was
so much like Ruby that I knew Ruby
had learned it from her—except for
the prayer. I wanted our prayer that
night, but Kitty didn’t know how to
say it. With her eyes cast to the side of
my pillow, she quietly offered to learn
if I’d teach it to her, but I said no. It
was my prayer and Mommy Ruby’s
prayer anyway, I’d decided. I would
never say it with anyone ever again.
Not even Kitty.

The morning before Ruby’s funer-
al, Kitty found me in a big, old white
chair on the back deck staring at the
sunrise. There were no hummingbirds,
just bright, empty sky. I pretended
Ruby sat with me in the chair the way
we’d sit together in the mornings
before school. I imagined that my
hands resting on the arms of the chair
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were interlaced with hers; if I closed
my eyes long enough, I could feel her
breath on my neck and her kisses—
unending kisses—behind my ear,
through my hair, at the nape of my
neck as she whispered how much she
loved me.

I had dressed in the yellow and
orange floral print sundress Ruby had
bought for my first day of school. I
hadn’t worn it yet and wished Ruby
was there to iron out the wrinkles still
creasing it from the store racks. I knew
grownups wore black to funerals, but I
didn’t have anything black. Besides,
Ruby had always said I looked pretty
in bright colors. I smoothed the soft
cotton dress over my knees and waited
for Kitty to chide me.

“I should have known I’d find you
here.” Kitty stepped onto the deck.
“Ruby told me about your little morn-
ing teatimes together.”

I said nothing. It was true, but I
didn’t want to share it with Kitty right
then. I only wanted Ruby. Kitty
extended a red floral teacup. I stared
hard at the steaming cup for a few
moments, trying to imagine Ruby’s
hand giving it to me. But I couldn’t
summon the vision. I took the cup
without a word and sipped deeply. The
tea tasted good, just how I liked it—
not very hot, not very strong, with
cream and sugar.

“You look beautiful, Lucy, just like
Ruby.”

I looked up at Kitty and admired
her long black muumuu dress with the
rich red rose print. The roses blos-
somed over her heavy chest, down her
trunk to the hem, enfolding in the
seams and opening back up, the fabric
flowing with her steps as she walked
toward me. I couldn’t articulate the
idea at eight years old but grasped
clearly that this was Grandma Kitty’s
way of rebelling against dreary mourn-
ing garb at her daughter’s funeral.

“Look at me, Lucy.”
I stared at the roses on the

muumuu, unable to look in her eyes
because then I’d see Ruby and the big
hole in my chest would deepen and
hurt even more. Kitty cupped my chin
with her hands and turned my face to
hers. I saw her red-rimmed eyes, teary
pools in the center.

What happened to my strong, bossy
Kitty? I wondered. This face was so for-

lorn and weak.
I was happy when Kitty barked

again for me to look at her. The stern-
ness in her voice made me feel more
secure, like she was in control, taking
care of me. She took me firmly by the
shoulders. “It’s terrible, a terrible
thing, you losing Ruby. I-I don’t
know why.” She fumbled with words
between sobs. “I don’t know why God
did this to you—to us. I don’t.” She
took a breath and fell silent, her care-
fully applied makeup now tear-
streaked.

Tears streamed down my face too.
Once, Ruby had said God was a friend
to children. I wasn’t sure when she’d
said it—so many memories had
already begun to fade the day after her
death—but if it were true, then why
did he take her from me?

“Your mom,” Kitty was saying,
“would defend God and say he always
has a purpose.” She shook her head
and stared at her hands, then away at
the sky, as if she wasn’t really talking to
me. “I don’t know what God was
thinking.” Her eyes followed the sun-
rise as we sat quietly. “How could you
do this?” she asked the sky. Something
brought her attention back to me.
“Oh, Lucy, you’re shaking.”

“I’m sorry, Kitty.”
“You haven’t done anything to be

sorry for, dear.” She reached to me
with a lace-edged embroidered hand-
kerchief. I worried about soiling the
pretty fabric with my tears, but Kitty
dabbed at my face like she didn’t care.
“You’re just a little girl and can’t under-
stand such things. All this talk about
God and his not being here for us
must be confusing.”

But I understood more than Kitty
knew. I’d already begun tucking away
most of the memories of my mother; I
felt my faith being hidden away too.
Later I’d wonder if I was tucking away
my faith to protect it or to get rid of
it.

But then all I knew was that Kitty
didn’t think God was there for us, and
I felt the heaviness of that drop over
me, a blanket of fear and confusion.
Even as I followed Kitty’s emotional
leading, I thought of Ruby, and at that
very moment I felt like a bad girl
doing something I was sure my mom
told me to never do…because secretly
I still believed in heaven. Ruby was

there. And if there was heaven, wasn’t
there God? Ruby had told me so, had-
n’t she?

I reached from my confusion
toward Kitty, wanting to make her feel
better and hoping she could make me
feel okay too. She was so sad for Ruby;
I was so sorrowful for Kitty. We both
loved Ruby and we’d both lost her.
And then Kitty told me a granddaugh-
ter is a kind of daughter, and I was
hers.

I looked over at Kitty, who was
staring up at the hummingbird feeder.
A jeweled green bird had appeared,
flitting around us like a bumblebee. I
wondered if it noticed that Ruby was
gone, if it had watched the whole
thing, witnessing how slow I had been
that day.

I balanced my teacup on my
knees and watched the hummingbird
dart around us. It paused near my
shoulder, its wings buzzing, as if
studying the splashes of color on my
dress. Was he accusing me? I glanced
at Kitty again, but she said nothing,
as if it was an expected thing to have
a hummingbird fly right up to me on
the day of my Ruby’s funeral. Her
eyes followed the hummingbird as it
darted away, staring long after it had
disappeared.

My cup rattled, causing Kitty to
finally turn her head slowly toward
me, and the hollowness of her eyes, so
lost and sad, engulfed me. I knew that
I somehow should have found Ruby’s
inhaler faster, but I didn’t know Ruby
could die. Now I had not only hurt
my Ruby, but I’d hurt my Kitty too.
The doubt seeded in my mind started
to grow, its roots already reaching
deep. What if God was mad at me for
not getting help to Ruby in time?
What if he had already forgotten about
us?

What if Kitty didn’t have anyone
but me? Kitty leaned toward me then
and took one of my small hands in
hers, careful not to upset the teacup in
my lap, her red wooden bracelets softly
clunking with the movement. We did-
n’t talk anymore before the funeral,
just sat holding hands and looking out
over Ruby’s garden. I knew one thing
only then. Kitty wasn’t Ruby, but she
would take care of me.

A grandmother was a kind of
mother too.
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PROLOGUE

They tell me it never happened. They
say it couldn’t have. Some call it a
dream. Others say I’m a romantic. But
I know what they’re thinking: I’m
crazy. Touched by grief. Making up
stories to ease my pain.

But I have no grief. Not anymore.
And my pain is only a single note in
the symphony of my peace, for I know
what’s true. I was there that day. I
watched her hand reach toward him. I
heard his voice in the darkness. I saw
their love. Paul and Maddie. So call
me crazy if you must. But I know the
power of love. I’ve glimpsed its mys-
tery. I’ve witnessed its light.

If you doubt, come with me. Step
through the shadows of time to when
it began. A cold night. Dark. And
beyond the night…well, come and see.

********************
Paul gripped the steering wheel tighter
as the Ford Pinto curved along the
mountain road. Rain fell in heavy
sheets, slamming against hood and
pavement. The swish of the wipers
played a dissonant beat to the drum of
water on metal. 

This is mad. We should turn back.
Paul glanced at his wife, sleeping in the
seat beside him. Maddie’s breathing
remained steady, her eyes closed. A deep
snore drifted from her open mouth.

Paul smiled. Maddie hated it when
he told her she snored. “It’s not snor-
ing,” she’d say, “just strong breathing.”

Strong enough to be heard over the
rain. Of course, she’d never believe
him. One day, he’d record it, if he
dared. His smile melted into a low
chuckle. She’d never forgive him for
that. At least not until he brought her
a Hershey’s bar—with almonds. The
chocolate was no good, she insisted,
without the almonds.

The rain quickened until the
sound became a thunder on the
rooftop. Paul leaned forward and
squinted into the darkness. The car’s
headlights formed circles of yellow,
reflecting off the rain in countless
shards of light. He rubbed his eyes. He
couldn’t see the lane divider or the
white line along the shoulder. Or the
road that lay beyond the million falling
diamonds blinking in the brightness.

The snoring stopped.
“Are we there?” Her sleepy ques-

tion rose above the roar of rain. 
“Not yet.” Paul’s knuckles

whitened on the wheel. “We’re going
to be late.”

“Told you so.” The humor in her
voice relaxed his grip. He peeked over
at her. A few curls of russet hair
gleamed in the faint light. A smile
touched her lips, curving into that
funny half grin that he loved so much.

He reached over and brushed a
strand of hair from her cheek. “Go
back to sleep, smarty-pants. I’ll get us
there…eventually.”

“It’s too loud in here to sleep.”
Maddie raised her voice to a mock
shout. “This rain is like listening to a
bad rock band.”

Paul slapped a tape into the player
on the dash. “You just need the right
music, that’s all.”

Maddie groaned. “Not that old
tape again.” 

“What else?”
The strum of a guitar clamored

against the rumble of rain. A second
later, voices picked up the story of Puff
the Magic Dragon just as Jackie Paper
came no more. Paul sang along, adding

another off-key note to the cacophony
of sound.

Maddie reached for the volume
control. “You know that song’s about
marijuana, don’t you?”

“Urban legend. Can’t be proved.”
Paul tapped his fingers on the wheel in
time with the song’s beat. “Besides, our
daughter agrees with me.”

“Mandy’s only five.”
“Exactly. No one knows more than

a five-year-old.”
Maddie chuckled as Paul sang

even louder. He belted out a full stanza
before she sat up straight and pressed
her hand against the side window.
“Turn it down, Paul.”

“Aw, just because you don’t like
Puff.”

“No, really.” She leaned over and
squeezed his arm. “Listen to that rain.
It’s coming down so hard the windows
are shaking. Maybe we should pull over.”

Paul ground his palms against the
vinyl of the steering wheel. “The road
straightens out just ahead. Besides, ten
minutes and we’ll be there.” 

“Promise?”
He downshifted as the Pinto

approached a turn. “Nope. Might be
fifteen.”

The car lurched around the bend.
The tires hit a pond in the road, send-
ing a spray of water across the hood
and windshield. The wipers whooshed
it away, revealing, for the briefest
moment, a deer standing in the circle
of the headlights.

The creature froze. Still. Wide-eyed.
Paul shouted. Brakes squealed.

The Pinto swerved right. He jerked the
wheel left.

Tires skidded across gravel as the
car spun off the road into the trees.

Branches slapped the sides of the
Pinto, scraped across the windows in a
blur of water, leaves, and glass. He
threw his arm across Maddie. The
trunk of a pine flashed in front of him.

The car hit.
The steering wheel slammed into
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his chest. The dash rushed toward
him, carrying with it a small square of
color.

With sickening clarity, the colors
took shape, and he recognized the
Polaroid photo he’d taped there days
before. A little girl in yellow pigtails. A
crooked half-smile. And words
scrawled beneath in childish script.
Words he did not need to read to
remember.

Drive Carefully Daddy.

********************
Darkness rose from somewhere within
her. Blackness, like a great, choking
wave. Immersing her, drowning her,
until she couldn’t breathe under the
weight of it. It flooded her mind,
spilled  down her back, and submerged
her limbs in icy heaviness. She fought
against it…and failed. Deeper. Darker.
Until her world was nothing but a
black river, crashing in currents of
pain.

Help me… The words squeezed
from her, unspoken yet real. They
became a silent cry, like mist above the
water, shimmering, then gone. Did
anyone hear? Did anyone know? Was
there someone listening out there
beyond the darkness? Help me. Don’t
leave me alone. Please…

Time wavered. Stillness breathed.
In. Out.

Then a voice dipped into the
blackness. A single word, spoken from
a world beyond her own. It came like a
slender ribbon of light, rippling over
the waves. “Maddie…”

I’m here.
“Maddie.”
One word. And in it, hope.
I am not alone.
The water receded. A little.
“Wake up. I’ve come to take you

home.”
The blackness shivered, broke,

then settled into a familiar gray. Her
breath came again, steady and com-
forting.

“Can you hear me, Maddie?” The
voice caressed her, embraced her in its
gentle warmth.

I hear you. The answer formed in
her mind but refused to be spoken.
Stay with me.

“Come to me. Remember.”
I can’t.
Silence. Dreaded, awful silence.

Please… Don’t leave me… You
promised…

********************
The dreariness of the hospital room
pressed into Paul’s consciousness more
heavily than the Monterey fog pressed
outside the window. Damp. Gray.
Cold and unwelcoming. A moment, a
lifetime, before he had laughed and
loved, hoped and dreamed. But all that
had tunneled into this one image—a
flickering fluorescent light, the reek of
antiseptic, and the woman he loved in
the bed before him. His vision blurred.

“Maddie…”
The word fell and was lost in the

buzz of the light, in the steady beep of
the EKG machine. For so long he had
sat here, with doctors and nurses going
in and out, taking her blood pressure,
scribbling on charts. He’d almost lost
track of them all, as the day faded to
twilight.

As shifts changed. As visiting
hours dwindled. But no one would ask
him to leave. Not tonight. Because
Maddie was doing much worse than
anyone let on.

It was going to be a long night.
And there was no way he was going to
leave her.

So he sat here, watching the liquid
drip incessantly through clear
tubes, watching  Maddie’s chest rising,
falling. And the fog blotting out all
hint of the California sky. So long, yet
nothing changed. 

Outside the room a gurney
squeaked, an intercom rumbled, foot-
steps hurried past and faded. Outside,
the world went on. But here, in this
tiny room, life teetered on the edge of
darkness.

How had it come to this? To a
hospital bed, a frayed chair, and an
ocean of silence between them? All the
years. All his love. All the memories of
a lifetime past. All captured in this one
woman, pale, shriveled, so different
from the vital, lively girl who shared
his heart.

She lay there with her eyes closed,
her breath ragged, her lashes dark
against sunken cheeks. A single lock of
hair, damp and dull, curled over her
forehead. Tubes lined her cheeks, her
arms, trailed over her chest. Rising.
Falling. Breath rasping from lips once
red, now the color of ash.

Why did it have to be like this?
“Maddie.”
Did he speak aloud? No one

heard. Did she? Could she?
Paul leaned forward. He reached

toward her. If he could just take her
hand, pull her back from the dark
place where she’d gone. But he couldn’t
touch her. Not yet. She was too fragile,
her life hanging by too thin a cord.
“Wake up. I’ve come to take you
home.”

But Maddie didn’t stir.
“Can you hear me, Maddie?”
Was that a sigh? Did her finger

twitch? A shiver ran through him. 
“Come to me.” It’s time. Come out

of the darkness. Remember. He waited.
A second. An eternity. Almost. Almost
he had reached her.

A pen clicked. Shoes squeaked.
Paul straightened.
A nurse in hospital blue hurried to

the far side of the bed. “Blood pressure
check.”

Paul stood and moved away from
the chair. “Not again.” 

The nurse pursed her lips and did-
n’t answer. She just checked the levels
of clear liquid dripping in the tubes,
tapped the band around Maddie’s arm,
then glared in his direction.

Paul sighed.
The nurse stabbed her pen at him.

Her forehead bunched. 
Paul jumped to the side. “Oh.

Oops.” He had been standing in front
of the EKG machine.

“Blood pressure’s good.” With
brisk efficiency, the nurse reversed her
pen and wrote something on her clip-
board. Then she turned and paused.
For a brief instant, her hand brushed
Maddie’s. Her voice softened, as if she
knew, understood, how hard this night
would be. “Hang in there. Won’t be
long now.”

The words twisted through Paul’s
mind.

She clicked her pen again, shook
her head, and rushed from the room.

Paul stared at the place where the
nurse’s fingers had touched Maddie’s
hand, so white against sheets that were
whiter still. And her skin so thin that
it seemed translucent. Delicate, frail.
Yet, the freckle just below her left
thumb was still there, reminding him
that some things don’t change. Some
things are forever.

chapterexcerpts

Storyteller's Journal 2008  3/14/08  4:47 PM  Page 45



Warmth flowed through Paul.
Perhaps, just once, he could kiss that
freckle again. He’d done that, for the
first time, years ago. Her hands were
strong then, young and tan. But the
freckle was still the same. He smiled.
The kiss had been a joke, really. A
prank done in passing. Yet he remem-
bered it still. A simple gesture that
changed everything. At least it had for
him.

“Do you remember?” He spoke,
knowing she couldn’t hear him, know-
ing she was still too far away to under-
stand.

“It rained that morning, before the
sun came out.”

Only the steady beep of the EKG
answered him.

His voice lowered. “Come,
Maddie, remember with me.
Remember the day I fell in love.”

********************
Palo Alto, 1973

Paul smashed his racquet against
the small blue ball. The ball thwacked
into the front wall and zoomed toward
the back corner.

Maddie raced left, her racquet
extended. She slowed, pulled back, and
swung.

Paul squatted, ready.
Air swooshed through the strings

as Maddie’s racquet missed the ball by
a good three inches.

Paul relaxed.
Maddie’s shoulder slammed

against the wall. The ball dribbled into
the corner.

“You all right?” He wiped his brow
with his wristband. “That last chem
exam gotten to you or something?”

“What do you know about
exams?”

He grinned. “Not much anymore,
thankfully. It’s been a couple years.”

Maddie grimaced. “Well, maybe if
I had some fancy research job in a big
pharmaceutical company I could joke
about exams too.”

Paul bounced the ball with his left
hand. “I’m telling you, money’s in
research these days.”

She rolled her eyes. “Blah blah. I
think I’ll stick to being a
doctor…someday.”

Paul chuckled. “I’ll mix ’em, you
fix ’em.”

It was an old joke. And not a very
good one. “Just serve, would you?”

“You sure you’re ready?” He
bounced the ball again.

“No.”
“Here goes.” He slammed his rac-

quet into the ball. It hit the front wall
and whizzed toward her. She swung.
And missed. Again.

“Your game.” Maddie twirled her
racquet, then let it dangle from her
wrist. “What’s that? Four games now?”
She scowled.

Five. Paul shrugged. “Who’s
counting?”

She put her hands on her hips.
“You are. And don’t pretend you’re not.”

Paul grinned, then sauntered over
and picked up the racquetball. He
popped it onto his racquet, making it
dance there with small, precise
bounces. “You wanna go again?” He
tossed her the ball.

She let it drop. “I already owe you
a pizza, a movie, popcorn, and a Coke.
At this rate, 

“Normally, I’d say it’s just bad
luck. But…”

Maddie glared at him. “Go ahead,
say it.”

“Well, you gotta admit your
game’s off today.” His voice turned to
a whisper. “Really off. Can’t blame that
on a summer class.”

“Thanks.”
“So, what’s wrong?”
“I don’t know. It’s like the ball just

vanishes before I hit it.”
Paul reached over and tousled her

hair. He loved doing that. Her loose,
short curls stood straight up when he
did it just right. “Didn’t I tell you?
That’s a new trick of mine.”

Maddie chuckled and punched
him in the shoulder. “Come on, let’s
quit while I’m behind.”

“Way behind.”
“Stop rubbing it in.”
Paul slung his arm around her

shoulder and turned her toward the
glass wall behind them. A blonde in
red hot pants crossed on the other
side of the glass. The blonde was so
different from Maddie. Where the
girl was tall and slender, Maddie
was, well, medium. Five and a half
feet tall, not slim, not stocky.
Somewhere in between. Athletic and
built for racquetball. Usually, anyway.
Just not today.

He paused. “She’s new.”
“You mean you haven’t asked her

out yet? Looks like I’m not the only
one whose game is off today.”

Paul scooped the racquetball off
the floor with his racquet. “The day is
still young, my friend.”

Maddie shook her head. “What
happened with the girl behind the
soda counter?”

Paul opened the court’s door for
Maddie and stood back as she slipped
out in front of him. “I think she found
me too suave and debonair.”

“Oh, yes, you’re very swave.” She
purposefully mispronounced the word.

“All she did was giggle and talk
about the Bee Gees. It was like she was
fourteen.” He pulled out a towel from
his gym bag and wiped the back of his
neck.

“She’s nineteen. And everyone
knows she’s a huge Bee Gees fan.”

“Well, you could have saved me a
bundle on dinner if you’d told me
before. I count on you for these things,
you know.”

Maddie slipped her racquet into
its case and dug around in her
bag.“Poor baby. I thought you said all
girls eat is salad anyway. How expen-
sive could that be?”

“Speaking of food, I’ll take my
pizza first, then the movie. The new
007 is out.”

Maddie groaned. “Not another
Bond flick.”

“When you win, you can choose.
Tonight it’s…Bond, James Bond.” Paul
faked an English accent.

“Bond is supposed to be Scottish.”
“Not any…Moore.”
Maddie cringed at his joke.
“You aren’t still crying about their

replacing Sean Connery, are you?”
“It’s not a replacement, it’s a

downgrade.”
“We’ll see.”
“Your date is leaving.”
“What?”
“The blonde.” 
Paul glanced over to the blonde.

She was sipping pink liquid through a
straw and moving toward the back
door. He stretched out his arms and
cracked his knuckles. “Okay, watch the
master work.”

Maddie sighed and rolled her eyes.
Paul strolled over to the blonde.

She was pretty, he supposed. But a lit-
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tle thin. And her eyes didn’t sparkle.
She looked, well, bored. And boring.
He could turn around now and forget
it. He wanted to, but Maddie was
watching. So he straightened his shoul-
ders and sauntered up to the girl.
Three minutes later, he walked back to
Maddie. “Friday at seven. Easy as
that.”

“Hope she’s a salad eater.”
“She is. I asked.”
Maddie laughed. “I don’t know

how you do it. Next time, get a date
for me, will you? I haven’t been out in
six months.”

Paul ran his fingers through his
hair. “You find the guy.”

“Okay, how about him?” Maddie
shot a glance at a man heading toward
the weight room.

“Nah, too short.”
“That one?” She pointed to a guy

at the check-in counter. 
“Too old.”
“Over there?”
“Too muscular.”
“What?”
“Clearly he’s obsessed with his

body. You don’t want that, do you?”
“Well, how about—?”
“No. No. No.” Paul jabbed his fin-

ger toward the remaining men in the
room. “No one here’s good enough for
you.” He cleared his throat, fighting to
hide the strange dryness in his voice.
“Besides, with that wicked backhand
of yours, you’d scare off all these
namby-pambies anyway.”

Maddie raised her eyebrows.
“Yeah, my backhand sure was scary
today, wasn’t it?”

“Admit it, you just wanted to see
old Moore-baby.” 

“You be good, or next time I’m
going to find the most syrupy-sweet
romance playing, and I’m going to
win.”

“You hate those movies.”
“Yep. But not as much as you do.”

Maddie grinned and batted her eyes at
him.

Paul threw his hand towel at her.
She reached for it midair but missed.

“I give up. My place, one hour.
You’re driving.” She grabbed her bag
and started toward the door.

“I’ll order ahead. Pepperoni.”
“Good.” She paused at the door

and glanced back at him. “I’m starved.”
Paul slung his bag over his shoul-

der. “I thought girls only ate salad.”
Maddie pulled open the door and

flung a final comment over her shoul-
der. “How dare you call me a girl.” She
marched outside.

Paul laughed as she disappeared
from sight. He stooped over and
picked up the hand towel. He frowned
at it, then stuffed it into his bag.
Something glinted at him from the
floor. Maddie’s keys. He grabbed them
and trotted toward the door. Maddie
stood outside her car with one hand
digging through her bag. The summer
sunlight glinted off her russet hair,
making it look on fire. Or maybe it
was just her mood. Even from a dis-
tance of a hundred feet, Paul could see
her muttering to herself. He snuck up
behind her and dangled the keys in
front of her nose. 

“Missing something?”
She snatched them from his hand.

“I seem to be missing everything today.
First the ball, then the towel, and now
this. Everything just disappears right
before my eyes.”

Paul spread out his arms.
“Everything but me.”

“What luck, huh?”
He smiled at the dry humor in her

voice.
She shook her head and attempted

to insert the key into the keyhole. It
slipped to the side instead.

He plucked the keys from her
hand and slid the right one into the
hole. “Good thing I’m driving
tonight.” He opened the door, took
her hand, and helped her in. “Your
ride, m’lady.”

“Thank you, sir.”
“Would hate for you to miss the

seat.” He grinned, lifted her hand to
his lips, then kissed it. Right on that
little freckle.  For a moment, neither
moved. The shock of something
strange and new flowed through him.
Their eyes met. And he noticed in hers
deep golden flecks against the brown,
flecks that he had never seen before.
He dropped her hand.

And there it was. An ordinary
moment in what would be a lifetime
of ordinary moments. A moment
that nonetheless touched the edge of
eternity.

Maddie quirked her lips into a
smile and looked away. “Suave. Very
suave. And I’m not even blond.”     ■

Got your interest? Read a chapter excerpt! 
Go to www.waterbrookpress.com and click on fiction.
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that very morning, and how warm the
hearth was in the Igiby cottage, nestled
beneath the boughs of Glipwood trees. His
heart was sad for Podo, his dead scruffy
grandfather, who had lost his wife in the
Great War. He was sad for his mother,
whom the Great War had widowed. Now
they would again be bereaved, all because
he had failed to keep a close eye on Leeli.

Janner sighed and leaned against the
wall with his head hung low, thinking of
his father. Surely his father would know
how to escape from this dreary cell and
their terrible ride in the Black Carriage.
Or, if he were still alive, surely he would
come to their rescue. But young Janner
Igiby had no father, and very little hope,
there with his brother and sister in that
bare, awful cell.(6)

“People relate to people, not facts
and lectures,” says Black. “An allegory
or a parable depicts the application of
truth in a person’s life, even a fictional
life. That is something we love. God
placed within every human a need to
relate and a desire for truth.”

The greatest stories, those that sur-
vive the ages, contain elements of sacri-
fice and redemption. While they might
not be pure allegory, the symbolism in
certain facets of their composition has
contributed to their classic status and
generated decades—if not centuries—
of discussion about their larger mean-
ing. From Shakespeare to Dickens, Star
Wars to Harry Potter, the meaning
beneath the story, that connection to
our own world, draws us back again
and again. 

Because of this, fantasy fiction and
allegory, regardless of definition, will
always be connected. 

(1) Auralia’s Colors, Jeffrey Overstreet.
WaterBrook Press, 2007, pg. 8.

(2) The Quotable Lewis, Wayne Martindale
& Jerry Root. Tyndale House, 1990.

(3) Kingdom’s Dawn, Chuck Black.
Multnomah Books, 2006. Author’s
Commentary, pg. 159.

(4) Kingdom’s Reign, Chuck Black.
Multnomah Books, 2007. Discussion
Questions, pg. 152.

(5) J. R. R. Tolkien, in the foreword to the
1968 one-volume paperback edition of The
Lord of the Rings, HarperCollins, 1993 p. 11

(6) On the Edge of the Dark Sea of
Darkness, Andrew Peterson. Advanced Reading
Copy, WaterBrook Press, 2008, pg. 55.

From “Plunging Fantastic Depths”, pg. 28
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Deception: A gripping story of murder and spiritual
struggle, Deception proves, as never before, the truth of
Ollie's first law: “Things are often not what they appear.”      

Dominion: Can one man’s search for justice stand up to
the forces of evil threatening to destroy him?                        

Deadline: His body hung suspended between two
friends—his soul between two worlds.     

From best-selling author Randy Alcorn

“I have just finished reading Randy Alcorn’s new
novel. Deception is the same high quality as Randy’s
related novels Deadline and Dominion. All three are
page-turners...Randy is a gifted writer. I strongly
recommend that you read his books.”

—Chuck Norris, six-time World Karate 
champion, international film and television star

Read a chapter excerpt at www.waterbrookpress.com
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