
contents
foreword    v
chapter one   1
chapter two   4
chapter three   11
chapter four   20
chapter five   27
chapter six   39
chapter seven   44
chapter eight   47
chapter nine   61
chapter ten   71
chapter eleven   77
chapter twelve   80
chapter thirteen   86
chapter fourteen   93
chapter fifteen   99
chapter sixteen   110
chapter seventeen   117

chapter eighteen   121
chapter nineteen   126
chapter twenty   138
chapter twenty-one   147
chapter twenty-two   160
chapter twenty-three   166
chapter twenty-four   174
chapter twenty-five   176
chapter twenty-six   178
chapter twenty-seven   183
chapter twenty-eight   189
chapter twenty-nine   198
chapter thirty   200
chapter thirty-one   208
chapter thirty-two   212
chapter thirty-three   218
chapter thirty-four   220
epilogue   224



chapter 
one

INCOMING OCEAN WAVES pounded the rocky coast-
line with relentless fury. Sixteen-year-old Abigail sat as 
immobile as the huge boulder she leaned against. Night 

descended, turning the sky as black as the water. She did 
not feel the misty sea spray or see the thick fog bank rolling 
in. Instead, she was caught in the wild, pulsating rhythm of 
powerful waves dashing against the cliff below. Tears spilled 
down her face. Her life felt as tumultuous as the surging 
water beneath.

Time passed. Abigail hugged her knees against her chest 
and shivered. She hated to leave. If I could just stay here, she 
moaned. Suddenly she stood and flung her arms outward. 

“I don’t want to go away! I want to stay here always!” 
Only one week! One week before I have to leave for Pines Christian 

Academy. Her arms sagged in defeat.
I wonder what time it is? Guilt swept over her when she 

noticed the heavy fog rolling up over the cliffs, swirl-
ing around her feet, obscuring everything in its path. I 
must hurry home or Mom will worry, and that’s the last thing  
I need! 
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With a heavy heart she retraced her steps along the well-worn 
footpath through sea grass to their cottage a half mile inland. 

Though Abigail walked swiftly homeward, she wished she 
could slow time—revert to her carefree childhood days when 
she had known little of conflict and inner turmoil.

Why am I so mixed up? Her thoughts raced in wild abandon. 
Why is God sending me away from everything I love? Away from 

my parents and brother! Away from this coast! Away from my friends 
at Cliff Cove . . . 

O God, her soul cried out. But the thought of God brought 
no comfort. Abigail was angry with God. She didn’t want to 
leave home and face the challenges of Pines.

If God loves me, why am I so miserable? In the darkness she 
clearly heard the faint, persistent voice of God reminding her, 
Come unto me . . . and I will give you rest. But Abigail deliberately 
stifled God’s answer. His answer involved too much, for no 
one knew what a sham she lived! How could she ever expose 
her shortcomings?

Thrusting aside her troubled feelings, she stepped into 
the quiet cottage. Pausing at her parents’ bedroom door, she 
tapped lightly. “Mom, I’m home,” she murmured before con-
tinuing up the stairs to her own room. 

Susan relaxed as her daughter’s footsteps receded amid 
the soft chimes of the grandfather clock striking eleven. Her 
husband Lyle was sleeping soundly beside her, but she had 
been too worried to sleep. Now she reached for Lyle’s large 
work-worn hand and felt comforted. Abigail was finally home 
and sounded fine.

Was her burden for their beloved daughter unfounded? Or 
was Abigail facing something she knew nothing about? Why 
was she so late getting home?

She and Lyle had noticed the subtle change in Abigail for 
weeks. Their beautiful daughter, once so cheerfully serene, 
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had gradually grown more withdrawn. Abigail had always 
been a closed child . . . so resistant to any prying questions. 
But a mother’s heart knows when something is not right with 
her children.

Susan returned to the solace she’d been resting in while she 
lay awake waiting for her daughter—prayer. Father in Heaven, 
she pleaded, please be near to Abigail. Protect her. You know all 
about the struggles she faces. Give Lyle and me wisdom to guide her 
in her walk with You.

Through the troubled darkness came the promise: Thou wilt 
keep him in perfect peace, whose mind is stayed on thee: because he 
trusteth in thee. Sudden tears wet Susan’s cheeks. Yes, God was 
all–knowing, and she would rest in this blessed promise.



chapter 
two

A S DAWN STOLE across the back yard, Susan glided 
soundlessly in her rocking chair facing the picture 
window. Normally, she would have delighted to 

see the early sun rays changing the dew-drenched foliage 
into thousands of sparkling, crystal droplets. But today, 
even glimpses of the ocean in the distance did not catch her 
attention.

Susan laid her head against the rocker’s cushion and closed 
her eyes as she recalled the years she and Lyle and Abigail and 
Daniel had lived in such close proximity to the ocean. She 
marveled at how fortunate they were to inhabit this beautiful 
spot of earthly paradise.

Usually Susan spent these quiet morning minutes reveling 
in the birds and flowers outside her window. But this morning 
her heart was too full to relish the beauty before her. Lord, what 
is bothering Abigail? She’s too quiet. She doesn’t share her problems.

Sighing wearily, Susan opened her eyes to think and pon-
der the questions. She did not see two bright yellow warblers 
flitting in the birdbath before fighting for the same territory 
at the bird feeder. Her carefully tended bed of delphiniums  
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beckoned with tall colorful spikes, but they, too, failed to 
derail her thoughts of her daughter.

Abigail had been an hour late getting home from work the 
night before. She had left a note saying she was taking a walk 
out to the ocean, but was that really true? Why did she doubt 
her daughter?

Had they been wrong to let Abigail work evenings at the ice 
cream shop in the nearby seaside village? Had she and Lyle 
become too involved in the mission outreach of their church 
here at Coves? Did Abigail need the stimulation of more 
Christian friends her age? Susan was sorry that their mission 
church had no teenage girls for her daughter to associate with. 
But they were sending her to Pines Christian Academy for 
that very reason—so Abigail could finish high school with 
godly friends her age.

Yet her mother heart persisted in warning her that some-
thing was wrong—very wrong—that Abigail was experienc-
ing something she could not or would not express. With a 
sigh, Susan turned again to prayer. Help us, Lord.

* * * * *
Abigail was awake too. She was standing now at her bed-

room window, her back to the sunrise, gazing at the tumultu-
ous sea below.

Abigail was thinking again about the happy childhood 
she’d had since her family had moved ten years before to 
this coastal Eden. From the first, Abby had loved everything 
about it—the misty overcast skies, the rocky cliffs, the tall sea 
grasses, and the evening sun sinking below the ocean’s edge in 
a ball of hazy red.

The relentless, pounding ocean had been powerful and  
captivating to her at six years old, and also exciting to her  


