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			To David, 
who held me when I questioned God’s sovereignty. Thank you for making God’s unconditional love and grace tangible to me every single day.

			“For thou wilt light my candle: the Lord my God will enlighten my darkness. For by thee I have run through a troop; and by my God have I leaped over a wall. As for God, his way is perfect: the word of the Lord is tried: he is a buckler to all those that trust in him.” Psalm 18:28–30 KJV

			One

			East Wharf, England

			April 1890

			After days of searching wretched British inlets up and down the coast, his quest was at an end. He had found him. The man who had stolen what should have been his. Jonathan Davidson. A low-class charlatan with just enough pluck to play the game.

			Everything would have been settled today if Davidson hadn’t gone and gotten himself hitched. Word had it on the docks the girl was quite a looker. The man smiled as he ran his hands down his velvet vest. Even though the soon-to-be widow wasn’t part of his original plan, it sounded as though she would do nicely for a passing fancy. Yes, quite nicely indeed.
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			“’Bout three months along, I’d wager,” the doctor said, helping Justine Davidson to a sitting position. 

			This can’t be happening.

			“No morning sickness,” the doctor was saying as he wiped his hands. “That’s a good sign. Maybe you’ll be one of the lucky ones that has it easy all the way through.”

			As Justine walked on shaky legs to meet her friend who waited outside the office, she thought about that word. Luck. It wasn’t how she would describe her life, given all that had happened in the past year. Assuredly unpredictable. Impossibly unacceptable. Positively off-kilter. Nothing the way she had expected.

			“Well?” Carrie Anne asked with raised eyebrows. 

			“You were right,” Justine said flatly. “I can’t believe it.” 

			Carrie Anne beamed back, her freckled face in joyful contrast to Justine’s wide-eyed expression.

			“I suppose I shall have to tell Jonathan straightaway. He’ll be home for an entire week this time. But I don’t think he’ll be as excited as you are, Carrie Anne. He’ll be angry about the doctor’s bills and the added expense of a child. You know he doesn’t approve of my work at St. Alban’s. He says I should be earning a wage, not giving my time away.”

			“If it’s not too far for you to walk, why don’t we find out together what he thinks.” It was a statement, with a hint of a question from her thoughtful friend.

			Justine gave a distracted laugh. “It’s not too far. I can manage.”

			The shipping office had informed her yesterday that the CCS Blackstock was due to disembark this afternoon. Justine had planned on being the first face Jonathan saw. She had wanted her husband to know things could be different if they only spent more time together. He needed to know and she needed to reassure herself they could be a real couple. That was yesterday. Now she wanted to turn around and run all the way to Brookefairshire. Back home. To her papa’s arms. Something warm and familiar. Something safe.

			But that was an impossibility. Papa was gone. Her security lay in the hands of a husband who had only been home ten nights in their four-month marriage. 

			Carrie Anne hooked her arm through Justine’s, propelling her down the walkway. “Don’t worry. He’s going to be thrilled. Children born to a young man are like arrows in a warrior’s hands. Blessed is the man whose quiver is full of them. Maybe Jonathan will start to feel that way once he hears the news,” her friend said hopefully.

			Justine shrugged as she paused to look through the glass panes of a dry-goods store. Inside stood rows of fabric lined up against the wall like tall, willowy women sporting their best dresses. Justine imagined opening the door sometime this coming summer and purchasing muslin and cotton to begin her baby’s layette.

			“Mrs. Davidson!” Mr. Navin and a group of orphans she knew from St. Alban’s were across the way.

			Justine waved, a smile lighting her face for the first time that day. “Hallo, dear friends!” she said, holding out her hands to the children. They hugged her in return, looking up at her expectantly. It was their sweet little faces, always their faces, that grabbed her heart and tugged her in. “I don’t have anything in my pockets.” Justine made a great show of turning out the pockets of her dress and inspecting them thoroughly. This brought giggles behind small hands. “But I can stop by tomorrow and read you a new story.”

			The two women continued toward the wharf with goodbye waves, Justine’s heart swelling as she thought of her own little one. Someone to keep her company during the long days of Jonathan’s absence. Someone who would have a favorite bedtime story one day and want to be hugged goodnight.

			She sobered, thinking of the loneliness she knew as a child. If Jonathan kept up his current pace, her baby would grow up as she did. Just one parent. Half of a whole.

			The very tips of the smokestacks of Jonathan’s ship were coming into view. She and Carrie Anne were making good time. Too good, in Justine’s opinion. Within a few blocks, the village would meld into the busy docks of East Wharf. Soon, she would be face to face with her husband, not at all sure she was ready for the encounter.

			God, why would You allow this? I don’t want to raise this child alone.

			Justine freed her arm from Carrie Anne’s, one hand on her stomach, the other keeping her hat from blowing away in the salty breeze as they gazed at the CCS Blackstock. It was not as large as the cargo and passenger steamer that made its way with alarming speed across the Atlantic and back again. No, Jonathan’s home-away-from-home looked more like a toy in the harbor next to the Blue Flag Line.

			The Blue Flag’s gangplank was pulled up, not yet ready to welcome its next passengers aboard. The CCS Blackstock, however, was releasing its crew like dozens of dusty children who had been let out for recess. Men were everywhere, shouting orders above the noise of ships clanging against the docks. Others were busily engaged in bringing down the cargo from their last stop or greeting loved ones on the pier. Justine searched the faces, looking for Jonathan, a man she barely knew. A man who would now be a father, whether he desired that title be bestowed upon him or not.

			“Excuse me, ma’am,” a sailor with a Scottish accent said as he wheeled by with a handcart stacked high with boxes. Justine felt that she and Carrie Anne were in the way as they watched the crew finish their work. “Let’s go stand over there so we don’t get plowed into.” Justine motioned with her head to the side of a warehouse.

			As a quarter hour passed, then another, Carrie Anne began to look doubtful. “He’s not coming, is he?” Carrie Anne knew all too well Jonathan’s propensity for staying away longer than his job necessitated.

			The wharf was emptying rapidly as men made their way home after their long journey. Jonathan was not among them. Justine would keep her solitary status a bit longer, it seemed. “Let’s go.”

			Turning at the end of the warehouse, Carrie Anne pulled Justine up short.

			“What in the world? Carrie Anne—”

			But Justine was cut off by the look on her friend’s face. Justine peeked around the side of the wall and saw an image that both instantly and irreversibly seared itself onto the soft flesh of her heart. A woman stood too close to Justine’s husband, gazing up at him with kohl-darkened eyes. 

			“Here’s something you’ll definitely want to take a look at,” the woman said.

			Jonathan quickly folded whatever the woman had handed him and seemed to stuff it up his coat sleeve. “I knew you’d come through for me.” Jonathan’s smile was intimate as he ran a finger down her cheek. “I’ll see you tonight, my beauty. Midnight.”

			“I’ll be waiting.”

			Jonathan began to walk away, whistling a merry tune. Where would he be at midnight? Lying next to me. Justine had half a mind to stalk after him and demand an answer. But her self-protective half didn’t want one. Didn’t want to be lied to and didn’t want to know the truth.

			“Oh, Justine.” Carrie Anne laid her hand on Justine’s arm. “Scriptures say a man who commits adultery destroys his own soul.”

			Justine didn’t want pity in the form of Scripture. She didn’t want an explanation from Jonathan. She didn’t want this life she had stumbled into. She sank back against the warehouse, searching for a way to fix what seemed irrevocably broken.

			Jonathan stopped his loping gate toward home when a blond man in a business suit placed his hand on Jonathan’s arm. By the way their heads were bent, Justine could see the two were in deep discussion. She felt pulled by unseen hands, each claiming they knew the right way.

			She could let betrayal force her to go home and hide out. Shelter herself from danger, from harm. She could let hope coerce her into pretending that nothing was wrong when her husband slipped away in the night. Or she could face this head-on. What would God want her to do? With sudden determination, Justine marched toward the two men. Her future with Jonathan was now or never.

			Justine stopped short upon hearing the stranger’s words.

			“Mr. Davidson, I have come here with the express interest of giving you your portion of this little stratagem that’s been cooked up. It seems the payout was bigger than either of us had anticipated. I will meet you right here at eight o’clock tomorrow morning with your money.”

			Jonathan’s portion of what? They were barely making it month to month. Scrounging to make ends meet.

			The gentleman with the wavy dark blond hair shook hands with Jonathan. “It’s been good doing business with you. Allow me to purchase a cab for your trip home.”

			“That’s not necessary—”

			“Nonsense.” Justine was close enough now to clearly hear the businessman’s American accent. He motioned to a waiting hansom and within moments, Jonathan was headed northeast.

			Justine spun on her heel and walked back to Carrie Anne, who had wisely stayed back from the forthcoming fray. If Jonathan was going to deal with unscrupulous men and associate with women of the night, let him go home, thinking Justine was there to meet him. It would serve him right to walk into an empty flat.

			“‘He giveth power to the faint; and to them that have no might he increaseth strength,’” Carrie Anne was saying as they slowly walked toward the village. Her recitation of Isaiah 40 swirled in Justine’s mind along with pictures of learning the verse at her father’s knee. His casket being lowered into the ground next to the church. Sacred vows said on her wedding day. The doctor’s face upon his announcement of a baby on the way.

			“‘Even the youths shall faint and be weary, and the young men shall utterly fall: But they that wait upon the Lord shall renew their—’”

			A loud boom sounded ahead, shaking the air with its power. A horse screamed. From behind the buildings ahead, smoke wasted no time reaching its black fingers to the sky. Men shouted. People scattered. Justine exchanged a frightened, knowing look with Carrie Anne. Both women picked up their skirts and ran toward a scene Justine had a feeling would change her life forever.
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			Garrett Cole stood on the pier eyeing the Blue Flag Line. He was ready to get home, ready to cross the Atlantic. Maybe even for the last time. He had been feeling for some time that he needed to get out of the game. In a couple of days, he would let the huge steamship return him to Waterford Cove where he could pray through what God had planned for him next.

			Garrett had the desire and the means to put down roots. Yet he had no one with whom to start the greenhouse of his life, not to mention there was never enough time to cultivate a meaningful relationship. He’d learned that anything of value was hard to grow when a man spent nine months out of the year traveling between wharfs and factories and hotel rooms.

			An explosion that sounded like it belonged on a warfront erupted not far from the pier. Never one to back down from a challenge, Garrett wasted no time coming upon the source. But the pageant that played out before him was worse than he had anticipated. Someone had removed Jonathan Davidson from his cab and had placed his mangled body on the cobblestone. Lifeless.

			A young woman knelt by Jonathan’s side, his hand in her lap. The thin gold band on her fourth finger told him what he needed to know.

			Studying her slumped shoulders, Garrett felt his heart go out to the young widow. She couldn’t be more than nineteen or twenty years old; just a youngster in his opinion. But her beauty could not be ignored. Though she wore tattered clothing, her shiny chestnut curls held a hint of auburn, her slender form that of a virgin. What would become of her now that she had no husband? Surely, she had a father or some doting uncle who could take her in.

			He could just leave her be and move on with his life. Go back home. Erase her anguish from his mind. But he knew his conscience wouldn’t let him get away with that. If she truly was Jonathan’s widow, then she deserved what was due her.

			Stepping through the small crowd, Garrett made his way over to her. She turned wide blue eyes on him as he came to her side, his heart taking in her look of total confusion and shock.

			A cab careened around the corner and two constables jumped out of their conveyance. Garrett backed away and stood with the onlookers while the accident was inspected, the unconscious cabbie taken by ambulance and Jonathan’s body placed in an awaiting wagon. Some officers took testimonies while others began to investigate the shattered remains of the cab. A cab Garrett had hired for Jonathan Davidson.

			Raking his hand through his hair, Garrett considered his options. This had not gone as expected. A final errand, a few days roaming the English countryside, then homeward to Virginia to begin laying a new foundation for his future. Now this. He couldn’t leave without telling Mrs. Davidson of the situation. But would she care now that her husband lay dead?

			As the bystanders slowly dispersed to their evening engagements, Garrett placed his hat on his head with conviction. This was not over yet.
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			Justine lay in the darkness on her lonely bed and listened to the sounds of life outside the window. Couples laughing, enjoying a walk in the evening’s fresh spring air, men hurrying home to be with their families after a hard day’s work. Justine laid a hand on her stomach, wondering what she would one day tell her child about his father.

			This morning had been the funeral. The calendar showed it was her twenty-first birthday, a day for commemorating life. It had become a day of bereaving all that would never be. Even when she had laid her father to rest, she hadn’t known such a feeling of solitude was possible. God was with her, yes, but still she felt deserted and alone. 

			Growing up without a mother, Justine had learned to be content with fewer interactions than other children. But her father had been a kind man, always there when she needed him. Then when Jonathan came along, she knew she would never feel isolated again.

			Now it would just be her and the babe growing within her. How would she support the two of them? Perhaps the laundry where Carrie Anne worked would hire her. But who would take care of the baby while she was away for ten hours a day? An unbidden image sprang to mind. She shuddered at the thought of having to give the baby to the orphanage, even though she knew the children were well cared for. If it came to that, she could content herself by visiting the child every day and overseeing his care as much as possible. 

			Guilt washed over her as she pondered the unwelcome thoughts. She hadn’t succeeded at being a good wife, one that a husband would want to come home to. Now it looked as if she was already failing motherhood. She sighed as she turned over on the lumpy mattress and faced the dark wall. Reason and sense told her she should be hungry, should eat for the baby’s sake. Her stomach had another opinion.

			Was Jonathan really gone? It seemed surreal. Had he been less than faithful to her? She would never know for sure. Who had wanted him dead? No enemies came to mind. Maybe if she could see and touch some of Jonathan’s things, she could remember their few good days together. The thought beckoned her as she got up and lit the lantern.

			Carrie Anne had located a box of Jonathan’s and added to its contents the things that had been found on Jonathan’s person. Justine brought it to the rickety table near the stove. Lifting the lid, she saw Jonathan’s coat on top. It had been damaged by the explosion but remained intact. She withdrew it and inhaled the scent she had come to associate with her husband. A mix of sea and man. She reveled in holding something that had held her husband and kept him warm on the days he was out on the open water. But who else had held him? A painted lady on the docks? A woman in every port town? The thought made her put the coat back in the box.

			She sank into a chair as the heartache she had tried to hold at bay while in the company of the small group of mourners came bubbling to the surface. Rocking back and forth, deep penetrating sobs wracked her body.

			All of a sudden, a gush of something warm between her legs caused her to stop swaying. Justine gasped as she stood, lifted her dress, and saw blood making a trail down her leg. With a cry of realization, she ran to the chamber pot.

			In an anguished voice she ground out, “God, what are You doing?”

			The box forgotten, Justine barely had the strength to stumble across the cold floor back to her bed and fall into an exhausted sleep.

			Two

			Garrett dismounted his rented horse and tied its halter to a ring in the stone wall. He found the number he was looking for and, lifting a hand, knocked on the knotted wood door. When no answer came, he pounded a little louder. Maybe Mrs. Davidson had gone to the market or to stay with family.

			A man on the street stopped his velocipede next to Garrett. “If yer lookin’ for Mrs. Davidson, you won’t find her ’ere. The husband is dead and the woman is gone.”

			“Gone, you say?” Unease swept through him at the thought that he may not be able to catch up to her before his ship left. “Where to, might I ask?”

			“Brookefairshire. At least, that was ’er first stop. Then she’s a-leavin’ fer good.” The older man straddled his bicycle and scratched his balding head.

			Interested as Garrett was to find out how this velocipede differed from those that he kept in storage back home, he needed to stay on task. Garrett’s eyes searched the man’s face for signs that he was serious. “Surely you can’t mean she’s gone?”

			“Aye. Took me old heart by surprise, it did. That girl wot be the best thing that e’er happened to St. Alban’s Orphanage.” He lifted his hat. “Mr. Navin’s the name. Now if you’ll be excusin’ me, I best git back.”

			“Wait.” Garrett laid his hand on the older man’s arm. “Do you know where this Brookefairshire is?”

			“Sure thing. You can git there by horse in an hour. Take this ’ere road north a bit and look fer the crossroads. There be a sign pointin’ the way.” And with that, the man pedaled away on the cobblestone.

			A quick glance around the street told him no one was watching, so Garrett tried Mrs. Davidson’s door and found it opened easily. It took only a moment to sweep his gaze over the empty cupboards, barren table, and stripped-down bed to confirm for himself the girl indeed no longer resided there.

			With determination of the task at hand, he shut the door firmly behind him, mounted his horse, and raced north.
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			“For your trouble, sir. Half now and half when we journey back.” The cabbie had been more than happy to receive fair compensation for his morning’s work. It was a large amount subtracted from Justine’s purse considering what precious little remained. Only enough left to buy her a few meals and a steerage ticket aboard the Blue Flag this afternoon.

			But it was worth it. She had awoken this morning and steeled herself against the day. No longer would she sit by and wait for tragedy to come knocking on her door. She was done being a pawn in this grand game of chess God seemed to be playing with her life. Justine’s walk up the gangplank of the massive ship docked in East Wharf would topple the chessboard, send all the pieces scattering, and put her in charge of the next move.

			“Twasn’t any trouble, miss.” The cabbie held out his hand.

			“I should be ready within the hour. If you please, meet me at the bank. You’ll find it located across from the only pub in the village.”

			The sound of fading hooves marked her cadence as she walked down the drive. The home she had grown up in sat at the edge of a thicket on the outskirts of Brookefairshire. It may have been a foolish errand, but her heart drank in the sights before her. She intended to press each image she saw this morning so firmly in her mind that in the long days ahead, she could recall them with ease.

			The oak door that she and Papa had hung together. The stone and mortar he had laid piece by piece. The vegetable garden where each summer she had worked so happily.

			“What’s that yer wantin’, little miss?” A creaky voice startled Justine. An old woman had opened the door a crack while Justine bent at the flower bed. “If ye’s ’ere to collect the rent, come back on the morrow.”

			“No, ma’am.” Justine rose and began to back away.

			“Well, get on with ye, then!” The door slammed shut.

			Justine realized then that upon coming there, she had hoped to be invited into the cottage. Maybe sit down to tea in the front room one last time. Breathe in the air that may still hold a trace of her father’s scent—pipe tobacco and butterscotch.

			Quickly, Justine plucked a crocus from the flower bed that lined the front of the cottage. A memento of her childhood, the happy days with her father. Its beautiful purple and white petals had yet to open and now never would.

			She would press it in the pages of her Bible, and one day, maybe when she needed it most, she would find it and be transported to this place. But she must kill the flower to remember. She must put to death her past to open a door to the future. Sometimes, she realized, death must come to bring life. She fingered the fragile petals as she walked to Brookefairshire.
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			“Blast it all,” he said under his breath, slamming the door behind him. “That’s what I get for trying to be a gentleman.”

			Two days he had waited. Waited while the girl buried her husband. Waited until he thought he would go mad.

			Her residence was near empty and he knew his chances of accomplishing his goal were growing slimmer by the moment. She had obviously moved out, but to where was the question. This was not going quite as planned. He had not, however, become a successful businessman by displaying a lack of persistence. He would not be easily waylaid.

			The first line of business was done; Jonathan was dead. That had been easier than he expected. Now if he could get his hands on his money, all recompense would be paid. But he would not receive his due without getting close to Justine Davidson. And by the looks of her, that was sure to be a pleasure.
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			With Justine’s trunk stashed away at Carrie Anne’s place, she had nothing to encumber her walk. Nothing save her heavy heart.

			A familiar nudge inside made her bristle. Justine had always taken matters of pain or consequence to the Lord. She fairly laughed aloud at the thought. Ludicrous! Why should she turn to God now when He had taken everything from her? Everything. Justine had nothing left, no family and not even enough money to see her through a week when she arrived in America. Why would she turn to a God who was strong enough to save her child, strong enough to keep Jonathan faithful, and yet had chosen not to?

			When she saw the blood last night, her heart had hardened like the candy she’d often made for her father. Except that sweet offering always made an ordinary day seem special. Now the bitterness in the back of her throat threatened to choke the very life of her soul.

			In that one horrid instant, everything she knew to be true had been altered. She still believed in God, but no longer in His faithfulness. God, in all His sovereignty, had come into question. Like the tick of a clock moving forward, she couldn’t turn the hand back on the uncertainties that filled her mind.

			Disregarding the troubling thoughts, Justine looked up from the cobblestone to see the building she sought was just ahead. Past the market, where friendly faces had greeted her for twenty years. Past the churchyard that held her parents’ graves. And there, just inside the joint bank and law office, was her father’s most trusted friend.

			Her eyes drank in her surroundings before she opened his door. This would be her last look at all she had ever known. Was she strong enough to face the unknown, to head into a new life? She would have to be. She would go to America and survive, even thrive, amidst anything that came her way.

			“Miss Torvald!” A man at the front desk jumped to his feet. “I mean, Mrs. Davidson. Beg pardon. I’ll fetch Mr. Flanning straightaway.”

			A portly man came into the reception area, wiping his forehead. “Mrs. Davidson!” His face looked startled. “I received word only moments ago that you had vacated your flat and were nowhere to be found.” The older man mopped his brow again. “And yet, here you are!”

			Justine was taken aback. “Did you need to see me, Mr. Flanning?”

			“Yes, it is a matter of extreme import. Won’t you come into my office and take a seat? Ah, this really is a to-do.” He proceeded to shuffle papers on his desk and adjust his spectacles repeatedly.

			“Mrs. Davidson,” he finally began, “as you know, your father did his banking business with us all the years he lived in our fair town.”

			Mr. Flanning cleared his throat, and Justine shifted anxiously in her chair wishing he would say what was on his mind.

			“And as the only lawyer in the area, I had the privilege of acquiring your father’s business in that department as well.”

			Justine sat back ever so slightly. Her father had hired a lawyer? Whatever for? Gregory Torvald had been a simple tradesman with an uncomplicated life.

			“You may be surprised to learn that your father was an extraordinary saver. I know he gave you a comfortable life in our little village, but he was considering your future most of all. He wanted you to be provided for if he was not here to do it. There was a fairly standard clause put in his will that stated you were not to receive the monies until you turned twenty-one.” Mr. Flanning passed a document across the desk. It contained a figure that outweighed Papa’s yearly wage many times over.

			“You’re serious?” Justine faltered. “I mean, I can’t believe it.” She held the paper to her chest and closed her eyes. “Oh, Papa.”

			“This number includes the sale of your father’s home to a landlord who has been snatching up properties around Brookefairshire.”

			The stony heart that had taken up residence in Justine’s chest softened slightly as she pictured her father’s face when he came home from a hard day’s work. Tired but happy. Effort he had made for her. This went beyond the small keepsake she would press into her Bible. This was love and every time she used the provisions, she would think of him.

			“My deepest condolences regarding your husband’s passing.” Mr. Flanning was now breathing calmly. “I refrained yesterday from treading upon your grief. But this morning, I sent a messenger to East Wharf—” Mr. Flanning sighed. “Well, at any rate, I am quite pleased to have found you, young lady.”

			Justine adjusted her skirt around her lived-in boots. “I am sorry to have caused you trouble, Mr. Flanning. I must tell you it makes me feel nearer to my father, knowing he cared for my future in this way.” She paused, biting her lip. “I know this may seem unusual, but do you have it within your accounts on hand to give me the sum today?” When he looked doubtful, Justine went on. “You see, I am planning on boarding the Blue Flag Line this afternoon.”

			Mr. Flanning seemed to be thinking. “I will say it’s highly unusual, but your father was a true friend to me.” He stood. “Wait here, Mrs. Davidson. I’ll see what I can do. Here’s a copy of Gregory’s will for you to read over and sign. You’ll find everything is legal and binding.”

			Justine added her signature to the short document, lost in thoughts of her father when the door reopened. She glanced up to find Mr. Flanning placing a thick envelope and a heavy bag on the oak desk in front of her.

			How could it be possible? Justine felt over the edges of the bills and fingered the coins, finding it even more difficult to comprehend what her father had done for her, now that she saw the money. With this amount, she could do so much more than make ends meet when she got settled in her new land. Possibly even purchase a small apartment in which to reside.

			Another throat clearing brought her back from her musings. “Mrs. Davidson, might I make a suggestion?” He continued at her nod. “This is quite a sizable amount of money. Perhaps you could make arrangements with the captain of the Blue Flag to see it safely to America. I would hate for it to be stolen or lost. After all, your father’s gift should be protected.”

			“Yes, I believe that would be a good idea,” Justine said faintly.

			“Your father was very dear to me. I will hold you both in special memory. Go with God.”

			Justine went through the motions of saying goodbye to a few more familiar faces in Brookefairshire, but her heart was divided. Sectioned off, piece by piece. Surprises, defeats, and questions had carved it like a great jigsaw puzzle, too complicated to put back together.  Most distressing of all, the corner piece was missing. The one that held the sides together and kept the whole thing from completely falling apart. This afternoon she would be out to sea, between shores and homelands, never to feel at home with God again.

			Three

			The Blue Flag Line’s colors of red, white, and blue flapped in the afternoon breeze outside the shipping office. It waved its tricolored banner, a symbol of the country she was leaving behind and the promise of a land built on Stars and Stripes. Waterford Cove, Virginia. Even the name of where they would dock held a note of adventure. Promise. New life. Justine squeezed Carrie Anne’s hand as they took their place in line.

			“I still can’t believe you came with me.” Justine sat down on her small trunk. She was feeling weak this afternoon and couldn’t staunch the bleeding that had begun last night. “You know you’re keeping me afloat, don’t you?”

			“I knew the moment you came to my door that this was going to be a big day. I prayed about it all morning while you were in Brookefairshire. When you came back,” Carrie Anne shrugged shyly, “I knew what I had to do. This is my chance, too.” She laughed lightly. “But who would have thought that my friend, Justine Davidson, the girl who doesn’t have the word change in her vocabulary, would be the one to suggest this.” She motioned to the sign posted outside the Blue Flag’s office. It listed several classes of tickets with varying prices.

			“I’ve been thinking, and I’ve made up my mind, so don’t try to stop me.” Justine went on before Carrie Anne could protest. “I’ve decided to pay for cabin class tickets. For both of us.”

			“Next in line. Step this way, ma’am.”

			Saved by the ticket agent. “Two cabin class tickets, if you please.” Justine’s hand shook as she reached to count out the money from her father’s gift. He would be proud of her today. Brave. Confident. Independent. She reassured herself this was the right thing to do.

			The timing couldn’t have worked out better. The ship was heading west and soon East Wharf would be in the past. She had nothing holding her in England and everything to look forward to in America, the land of freedom. Freedom from memories. Freedom from heartache. Freedom to take the reins of her life. Freedom from the unanswered questions that insisted upon repeating themselves over and over in her mind.

			“Make that three first-class, sir.” An American accent. Broad shoulders. Dark blond hair.

			“Pardon, me. Do I know you, sir?”

			“Ma’am. Miss.” The blond hair dipped twice before them in a gentleman’s bow. “Garrett Cole from Waterford Cove, Virginia. At your service.”

			Shouldering his way beside the two women, his presence demanded attention. “I’ll be escorting these women on the voyage. Please put their room as near to mine as propriety would allow. I’ll see to it they make it safely over the pond.” Mr. Cole gave the man the necessary money.

			“We can take care of ourselves. We don’t need charity.” The nerve of this man, assuming benevolent care of complete strangers.

			“Forgive me. I should explain myself further. And I will.” He glanced behind him at the lengthening line of passengers. “Right now, both of you need to fill out the paperwork and sign here and here.”

			In short order, an exceptionally regal-looking document was placed in each of their hands. Justine stared at its official seal. Her ticket to a better life. Then tags were distributed for their baggage and they pushed the trunks next to the growing stack.

			“Really, Justine. You shouldn’t be doing that. It’s too heavy for you.”

			“Carrie Anne!” She hissed. It would be mortifying for this stranger to know about her delicate situation.

			“Sorry,” Carrie Anne mouthed. She was smiling now as the unlikely threesome made their way out into the sunshine. Her friend no doubt looked upon the situation as some grand provision from her heavenly Father. Not having to pay for passage would certainly leave them with more money to gain their fresh start in America.

			“Are you quite alright, madam?” Concern was written in Mr. Cole’s brown eyes. “May I take your bag for you?” He reached to remove it from her shoulder.

			“Thank you. No.” She held her purse closer to her side and sidestepped the man, wondering at this turn of events. This man, this Mr. Cole, was certainly the one to whom Jonathan had been speaking with on the pier the day the CCS Blackstock came into harbor. The one who had paid for a cab to take Jonathan home. The cab that had…Oh, dear.

			Not one for fainting dead away, Justine nonetheless grabbed Carrie Anne’s arm for support. They had just become indebted to and taken under the custody of a man who might possibly reveal everything she wanted to know about her husband. Even the circumstances surrounding his death.
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			He couldn’t believe his luck. It looked like Mrs. Davidson would be on the guest list for the Blue Flag Line. It surprised him to hear around town she was making so bold a move. Although he had not expected it, her coming to America, and Waterford Cove at that, went along quite nicely with his plans. And there she stood, almost as pretty as the young thing with whom he had spent last night. Mrs. Davidson would certainly outshine that harlot if he could get her out of that brown work dress and into a decent gown.

			On his arm in Virginian society, Mrs. Davidson’s clear peach complexion and slim figure would steal the show. The highlight of her ensemble though, would be her innocence, her vulnerability, giving him easy access to her trust. Smiling to himself, he rubbed his hands together in anticipation as he entered the ticket office.

			She may have eluded him briefly, but for as long as her life remained, he would not be far behind.
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			Mrs. Davidson had the kind of eyes a man could get lost in. In all Garrett’s born days, he hadn’t encountered their equal. Realizing he was staring, he dropped his gaze and readjusted his overcoat.

			“Anything you ladies need, I’m at your disposal for the length of the trip.” He noticed the way Mrs. Davidson always clutched her purse tightly to her side. What did she have in there that warranted protection?

			“Mrs. Justine Davidson,” she said. “And this is Miss Carrie Anne Barnes. We’ll be accompanying each other on the journey.” Mrs. Davidson said the last with an emphasis she surely intended. Independent, this one was, but she also held the look of a fledgling bird, trying out its wings for the first time. A little frightened, a little excited, a little proud. If she fell from the nest, Garrett couldn’t promise he wouldn’t try to pick her up and rescue her.

			“I know who you are, Mrs. Davidson. I saw you the night of your, um, your husband’s accident.”

			“Yes, I recall. Truth be told, I also saw you speaking with Jonathan that evening on the pier.” Her answer was said more coolly than he would have hoped for. Passengers were milling all around them, some even beginning to board, but Mrs. Davidson seemed to pay them no heed. Instead, she went on. “Did you happen to mention that you were a friend of my husband’s?”

			“I didn’t mention it, but I will now. Jonathan was, well, not a friend, per se. More of a business acquaintance. Come. Walk with me. It’ll be nearly a week until we can use our land legs again.”

			Now that he knew he’d be in the company of this lovely lady for a spell, Garrett felt himself relaxing. There would be plenty of opportunity to sit with her and relay his message. First, let her enjoy the amenities of first-class. Sit back, take in the sea air. Chat with her friend, Miss Barnes. Drink root beer maybe for the first time. It was the least he could offer to so fragile a creature in what was surely a time of grief. If he couldn’t use the money God had blessed him with for someone such as Mrs. Davidson, who could he use it for?

			Each woman took the arm he offered her and they strolled along, dodging little girls in white dresses, impatient mothers scurrying after them, and fathers wiping sweat from their brows while they saw to last minute details.

			“Sir, we must thank you for your kind generosity.”

			“It was my pleasure, Miss Barnes, and the least I could do to ease any grief our friend has endured upon her husband’s passing.”

			“You are too good, sir. As the apostle Paul says, ‘My God shall supply all your need according to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus.’” Miss Barnes patted his arm.

			Garrett glanced at Mrs. Davidson’s hand—which was not patting him—tucked next to his side, marveling at how well she fit next to him. Silently chastising himself, he stood up tall and looked straight ahead, knowing he could not in good conscience have such thoughts toward a newly widowed woman.

			“Sir, you mentioned you hailed from Waterford Cove,” Miss Barnes was saying. “If it be the Lord’s will that we establish ourselves in your fair town and do not venture farther up the coast, do enlighten us to its virtues and to how you’ve come to live there.”

			“With pleasure, Miss Barnes.” Garrett’s heart swelled with pride, thinking on his city’s many amenities. “We have lately seen a great boom in our economy, mostly due to our industrial progress. But I assure you, we’re not all smoke stacks and factories. No, indeed. You’ll find a quaint city center, fine arts and entertainment, and there’s even talk of a university coming under construction late this year.” He steered them round and came face to face again with the ship. “Yes, ladies. I content myself in knowing Waterford Cove has everything you could hope for as you make your transatlantic crossing. As for myself, you could say I’m in the investment business.”

			As Garrett took in the ship’s great bearing, he sincerely hoped that the women would soon agree with his assessment of Waterford Cove. The town certainly had its welcoming arms stretched out for anyone who came to its shores. From the poorest of the poor to the highest of elite society, Waterford Cove could make anyone feel at home. He wondered where these two ladies would fit in. Garrett pondered where his place was as well.

			He wasn’t an immigrant, setting foot on foreign soil, but being away from family and friends for extended periods of time always left him feeling out of sorts and slightly left out. It was hard to admit that even when he wasn’t at home, life went on without him. His mother would be knee-deep in her volunteer work, while his father, president of Waterford Cove Holdings, was never at a loss of things to occupy his time. And if Garrett calculated the dates right, his sister, Anica, should have already delivered the first grandchild of the family by the time he got home. A little niece or nephew to dote on might be just the antidote to his glumness about not having a family of his own.

			“Look! It seems the line on the gangplank is lessening. I can’t wait to get a look at the inside of the ship.” Miss Barnes’s exclamation caught his ear, but Mrs. Davidson’s reaction captured his attention. It was the first time he had seen her smile and he felt beguiled. Garrett would have to watch himself around this one. Even though he outclassed her by a mile, her worn clothing and more humble roots couldn’t mask her determination and beauty. By land and sea! What was he thinking? She had been a widow less than a week. As soon as his business was complete, he would do well to put Mrs. Justine Davidson far from his mind.
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			The welcome dinner aboard the Blue Flag held the grandeur of an affair put on by the royal family. At least that’s how it felt to Justine. Carrie Anne readily agreed. Granted, this ship held both cargo and passengers, but the women found themselves surrounded by more opulence than had been available in busy, humble East Wharf.

			Upon seeing the ship’s accommodations, Justine had to admit she liked how the other half lived. She could hide her boots and skirt under the table now and imagine that, even if just for one evening, she fit in with these people. It was a heady feeling. Even though she was not feeling quite herself, she was comforted all through dinner simply by feeling the brush of her purse against her leg. Her father’s money would never buy her a place among high society in America, but all week long she could enjoy this luxury.

			“Justine,” Carrie Anne elbowed her. “You okay?” She eyed Justine’s plate. “You’ve barely had two bites of your oxtail soup and I’ve never seen you turn down dessert.”

			Mr. Cole was eyeing her uneaten food as well. “Where are my manners, ladies?” He placed his napkin on his plate. “You are no doubt anxious to get a good look at the sea now that we’ve set our prow toward Virginia. And after that, you can settle in your room for the evening. Shall we?”

			“How very solicitous of you, Mr. Cole.” Justine narrowed her eyes but nevertheless steadied her bag against her shoulder and allowed him to escort them out to the deck.

			Justine didn’t hold his arm this time. There was something about the situation that told her she shouldn’t trust Garrett Cole’s warm eyes and inviting smile. The coincidences were accumulating. She could now add how Mr. Cole had labored all evening to convince them Waterford Cove was where they needed to put down roots.

			“Ladies, I will look forward to giving you the grand tour of the ship after breakfast. Would you care to meet me for the morning meal al fresco? I can swing by your room around eight?” 

			My, but he was persistent. But what man wouldn’t be who had something valuable to gain? “We shall see, Mr. Cole,” Justine said as they came to their cabin door. “Good night.” Her mind and body demanded rest. Yes, that was all she needed. Rest. Then she would wake up, make sense of this muddle and go forward with a fresh, clear mind.
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			In Justine’s sleep-deprived mind, the sound of the door lock clicking into place held a kind of finality to it. It brought with it the totality of her losses. She turned to find Carrie Anne getting ready for bed and suddenly the room seemed claustrophobic. All thoughts of rest escaped her. She needed fresh air, and now. As she reached to unlock the door, a knock sounded on the other side, causing her to step back.

			“Who’s there?” she called.

			Mr. Cole’s voice said from the hallway. “It’s Garrett Cole, Mrs. Davidson. May I have a word with you?”

			Wondering what the man could possibly have to say since she had only taken leave of him a moment ago, she hesitantly opened the door, thinking solitude might be the better option.

			 Tipping his hat in greeting, he said, “I noticed you’ve kept your large bag with you since we boarded and wondered if I could take it to the captain for you for safe keeping. You never know the gents who may roam these corridors.” He glanced up and down the hall then gave her a disarming smile. “Better safe than sorry, they say.”

			Garrett’s proposal caught Justine off guard. His wavy blond hair had a windblown look and at the moment, he looked more like a lovable big brother than someone who was trying to use his charm to gain the advantage. Who knew if he could be trusted? He said he had been in business with her husband, but Justine was raised by a father who taught her to use wisdom and discretion. Something told her this was one of those times. If she was going to be alone in a new world with only one friend in sight, she’d have to hone that particular skill even further.

			“I was just on my way to talk to the captain to see if he’ll put it away safely for me.” She quickly decided that was exactly what she needed to do. Grabbing the purse from where she had dropped it near the door, she told Carrie Anne she’d be back shortly. When she stepped out into the hallway, she locked the door behind her. 

			She preceded him down the hall that led to the staircase at the far end of the ship and decidedly ignored him as he tried to catch up to her. This Mr. Garrett Cole seemed to be a wealthy business man. What on earth could he possibly want with her? Other than the hefty sum of money she now carried. Did he wish to enrich his coffers further? She would have to be on her utmost guard. Perhaps he was the sort of man who made his living preying upon lonely widow women. 

			Her anger at the way this man was trying to take advantage of her bubbled to the surface, and she whirled around to face him as they reached the ship’s deck. How unfortunate that at this very moment, his brown eyes held the glint of the setting sun that turned them to transparent amber.

			Bringing her suspicions to the forefront once more, Justine had to remember his true purpose in “helping” her.

			“Mr. Cole, if that is your real name, I will have you know that I am familiar with what kind of man you are. Once you knew I had money to be stolen, it appears you intend to follow me all the way to America. You’ve taken advantage of my weary state and caused Miss Barnes and I to be indebted to you when you purchased our passage without permission. And now you are stalking me on this ship and we’ve barely left port!

			“Your charms, Mr. Cole, are lost on me. I see through your schemes and will not be taken advantage of by the likes of you. You will have to choose another victim because this woman is too smart to be fooled.”

			With that, Justine stomped off in the direction of the captain’s office.
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			Garrett stared after her retreating back with something akin to awe and dislike, all rolled into one. What money was she talking about? And how could such a sweet young girl like that whittle a man down to nothing with just a few sentences?

			Still, there was something he liked about Mrs. Davidson. He didn’t know much about her, but he wouldn’t mind getting better acquainted. She may have made some hasty assumptions about him, but he wasn’t worried. He would find a way to set the record straight. Somehow, he had to, if he was ever to explain the real reason he was following her.

			But now that he had been beaten down with her presumptions, his interest was only further piqued. A girl with a little gumption was a rare thing. Maybe it was because the women he knew in Virginia were only out to impress the right people in society, which had the unfortunate side effect of compelling their spunk to fly right out the window. 

			Such passion as he had just witnessed held real appeal, and he looked forward to his next encounter with Mrs. Justine Davidson. But getting on her good side would take a wing and a prayer.

			Four

			The man tugged down the sleeve of his shirt, scowling at a faint yellow marking on the cuff. He couldn’t wait to get home and have a decent laundress care for his clothes. Dragging himself from pillar to post on account of vagabonds like Davidson was enough to wear a man out. 

			The captain had delivered his trunk to his cabin, and he knew under the carefully folded suit, lay his favorite vest. He was of the opinion that its deep green velvet set off his eyes quite nicely. He would use his charms to catch Justine Davidson’s attention. He’d done it hundreds of times before with other women. He had an entire week to introduce himself to the lady and edge his way into her good graces. Each day he would be one step closer to what was rightfully his, what should have been his from the beginning.
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			“More root beer?” Garrett Cole motioned to the waiter with three raised fingers and a question to Justine. Her first glass of the bubbling, amber liquid made her nose sting and her taste buds sing. It also helped to settle her stomach. After a few cautious sips, she conceded she was hooked. 

			She nodded her consent at the grinning Mr. Cole who seemed to read the enjoyment on her face. She hated to be trumped, figured out so quickly. She had never had the knack of quickly whittling away someone’s outward shell to expose who they really were when no one was looking. It appeared Garrett Cole had cracked her exterior by being able to read her expressions. They had only known each other in the week that the Blue Flag had been on open waters, but he was rapidly making inroads to where not many had gone.

			Justine tried to continue perusing a three-week-old copy of the Waterford Cove Tribune, ignoring Carrie Anne and Mr. Cole’s banter. She noticed Carrie Anne also didn’t deny the pleasure of a second bottle that was delivered in grand style to their table overlooking Waterford Cove’s harbor. 

			“That sounds delightful. What do you think, Justine? Mr. Cole was just saying that he’ll take us out on his bicycles sometime.”

			Justine had heard every word. “We’ll see,” was all she would commit to. Not only did she fear getting up on one of those contraptions, her bleeding was becoming alarming. She checked it often and was surprised each time at the amount. Straddling a piece of metal and exerting physical strength didn’t seem like the best idea. Especially with Mr. Cole as their escort.  

			“Even if we don’t go on two wheels to see the city, you ladies will have to let me take you on a tour once you get settled.” Mr. Cole’s warm look took them both in. 

			Justine averted her eyes, instead searching the shore as though she could make out specifics from her vantage point. Getting closer by the moment, there she stood: America, a land that was undergoing as many changes as Justine was. New people. New discoveries. New heartaches. New hope. 

			Justine folded the newspaper and tried to get the last of the sweet soda pop on her tongue without looking too unrefined. She stood and prompted Carrie Anne to do the same. “Mr. Cole, thank you for the unusual treat. I don’t think I’ll be forgetting it anytime soon.” She turned to Carrie Anne. “We really should see to getting our things ready.”

			Garrett stood as well. “It’s been a pleasure, ladies. When we see each other at the farewell lunch, please allow me to give you the name of a few reputable boarding houses. It will do my heart good to know you two will be well settled until you find a permanent residence.” 

			Justine turned her face to feel the salty mist as she and Carrie Anne walked slowly away. Justine had spent much of the week in her cabin, resting and worrying. Was it normal to experience these symptoms? These feelings? 

			“He really is a nice man,” Carrie Anne said. “I do wish you wouldn’t rebuff him. He’s trying so hard.” 

			“That’s just it. Why does he always have to be around? Be so solicitous? We barely know the man, yet he’s like a shadow I can’t shake.”

			“But why would you want to? I don’t understand you, Justine.” Carrie Anne shook her head and turned the key to their room. “I hope you can see how God has provided everything we’ve needed so far, and then some. And Garrett Cole is a part of that.”

			“As is Eric Waverly.” Justine slowly lowered herself onto her bed, careful not to plop as she would have done before the miscarriage. She thought of the dark-haired man whom they had met on deck a few days ago. 

			“Mr. Waverly certainly is interesting.” Carrie Anne opened her trunk and began packing. “If you ask me, he’s the one who is always following you like a puppy.”

			Something in Justine’s heart pulled slightly. Invisible strings that told her she was still alive. Still a woman who enjoyed the interest of a charming man. Thinking of Eric Waverly’s charisma did that to her. 

			“Speaking of Mr. Waverly, I saw him when I went to speak with the captain about my father’s money. Mr. Waverly said he would look for us on deck when we begin to disembark this afternoon.”

			Justine was grateful she was able to divert Carrie Anne’s attention away from the subject of God’s provisions. Carrie Anne may have experienced the loss of father and mother, but she had never lost a child and a husband. She didn’t have to lie on her bed night after night waiting for the threatening darkness to crush her. Carrie Anne’s hurts were in the past and the Bible verses she flung at Justine caused the emptiness to press all the harder.

			Carrie Anne finished organizing her trunk and sat down to read her Bible. Justine turned her face to the wall. After a moment, she felt Carrie Anne rest her weight on the mattress. 

			“Listen to this. It’s a verse that really helped me when my folks passed away.” Justine could hear the crinkling of pages. “‘Blessed be…the God of all comfort; Who comforteth us in all our tribulation, that we may be able to comfort them which are in any trouble—’”

			Justine quickly rolled over and sat up to stop the disturbing flow of words. Her eyes flashed at Carrie Anne, heaving the betrayal she felt toward God onto her friend. “He wouldn’t have to comfort me if He hadn’t stolen my family, would He? Why would God allow this?” Justine got up and opened her trunk. “No, don’t answer that.” 

			Maybe if she kept her hands busy, she wouldn’t have to think and remember. She saw Jonathan’s box and her Bible lying at the bottom where they had sat untouched all week. Opening the box now or anytime soon wouldn’t bring Jonathan back. Reading the Bible wouldn’t undo any loss she had encountered. She refused to let her wounds fester. She would bandage them up and remain untouched by the pain. Justine haphazardly covered up the box and the Bible with her other earthly belongings just as she had covered her heart with indifference. 

			“I’ll leave you with your thoughts because I know you don’t want to hear this right now,” Carrie Anne said at the door. “But remember, whenever you are ready to come back to God, He will be waiting for you with open arms.” With that, Carrie Anne slipped from the room and locked the door from the outside leaving Justine to navigate the deep waters of loss by herself.

			Justine sat back on her heels with a huff. Carrie Anne’s wrong. I haven’t left God. He left me. Instead of continuing her hasty packing, she stood and went to the mirror and put her thoughts on today’s farewell lunch. She thought of how she could put up her hair for the occasion and wondered what Eric Waverly would think of the new style. 
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			“Waverly.” Garrett regarded the dark-haired man who joined him at the ship’s railing as passengers waited for their turn to disembark. “Seems I’m not the only Waterford Cove resident who gets to sleep in his own bed tonight.”

			“Too true, Cole.” Eric Waverly crossed his arms and leaned his back against the railing. “Now if I can just make some of my own luck by ensuring I see more of the two lovely ladies you’ve been keeping company with this week. And speaking of beautiful women, what about your sister? Maybe I’ll swing by your place and take her for a spin around town.” Garrett clenched his teeth as Eric nodded at Justine Davidson and Carrie Anne Barnes who had come up from below deck. 

			“Anica will be thrilled I’m back.” Garrett hoped Eric would catch his implied meaning that he would be around to protect his baby sister from the likes of Eric Waverly. “The baby is due any day now.” There. That little piece of information would keep the predator away. 

			Eric shot him a sideways look as the women drew near. Carrie Anne’s bright, freckled face looked excited and nervous while Justine’s appeared pale and solemn. Garrett noticed she hadn’t eaten much in the times she had joined him for meals. He sincerely hoped she was hale enough to not get turned away when she applied for citizenship. He knew many immigrants who didn’t pass their health inspection were sent back home. 

			“Ladies, you’re welcome to join us.” Eric Waverly took over the conversation as soon as the women were within earshot. “We should get our turn to step foot on Virginian land soon.” Eric went to stand directly in front of Justine, turning his back on Carrie Anne and Garrett. 

			“Did you think about what I said?” Garrett heard Eric say. “I do hope you’ll take me up on the offer. I don’t think you’ll receive a better one.” 

			Garrett covertly watched Justine respond to Eric’s magnetism. 

			“I think we will, Mr. Waverly. Thank you for recommending it. I’m sure our stay there will be more than comfortable.”

			Garrett’s ears perked up. Where would she be staying? He had offered several options for boarding houses at lunch, but couldn’t get the women to commit. Trying to look nonchalant, Garrett interjected himself into their conversation. “Mrs. Davidson, I’d be delighted to know where I can find you. There’s something I need to speak with you about.” Garrett noticed that Justine had her much-protected purse with her once again.

			“Next! Next group to disembark!” shouted a sailor as he strode up to their little group. “Come right this way. Quickly please.”

			If he didn’t know where Justine was going to be staying, this was his last chance to deliver his message. Why had he not taken a moment in the last week to give Justine what was hers? The answer to that was simple. Garrett knew when he told her, she’d have no reason to ever see him again. And he wasn’t ready for that just yet. Perhaps he was lonely. Perhaps the state of his heart held an ulterior motive for accompanying these women. Garrett had seen no harm in that. Until now. His last chance was fading. And fast. 
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			The wind off the ocean and the sight of the dock in turn sent Justine’s hair fluttering around her face and heart fluttering in her stomach.

			As she neared the railing, she noticed Mr. Cole was leaning casually against it with one hip as if he hadn’t a care in the world. Perhaps he didn’t, other than the slight annoyance she could read on his face as Eric Waverly spoke to him. Garrett seemed to have it all. He hadn’t mentioned a wife during their brief meals together but he had told of his parents, upstanding members of Waterford Cove’s community. Justine couldn’t suppress the jealousy that rose up within her. In her experience, it was always the ones with money who had the good life while commoners like her were given the leftovers.

			While Justine silently judged the man, the steamship continued to teem with activity. Sailors rushed about doing their last-minute preparations and other crew members readied the mail that the Blue Flag Line was delivering from far away shores.  

			“Anica will be thrilled I’m back. The baby is due any day now.” Mr. Cole kept his eyes on Justine as he spoke to Eric Waverly. 

			So, he does have a wife waiting for him. And a baby about to arrive. Justine’s gut twisted painfully at the reminder of all she would miss out on.

			Yet even as he spoke about his family, Garrett Cole had the audacity to gaze openly at her. Wasn’t it rude to stare? Americans must certainly not think so. She would soon be one of them, so she had better get used to it.

			Thinking it would be impolite if she turned the other way, she steered Carrie Anne toward the two men, responding to Mr. Waverly’s greeting. 

			Eric Waverly soon had her attention, speaking of the Dunsmore Inn, a boarding house he had recommended. Mrs. Dunsmore was evidently a long-time family friend and owed him a favor. He implied he would negotiate a very reasonable rate. Justine placed both hands on her purse so as to keep from fidgeting while they spoke. This man’s opinion of her mattered a great deal. He was well connected in Waterford Cove, and she wanted to show respect not nervousness for his regard and generosity. 

			Mr. Waverly’s back was to Garrett and Carrie Anne, but Justine could see their expressions clearly. Her friend’s freckled face was turned toward the action, waiting and watching, while Garrett seemed to be focused on the exchange between Justine and Eric. Justine hoped she was putting on a face that matched the women of Garrett Cole’s circle, showing him that she could make responsible decisions and actionable plans.

			Garrett Cole’s eyes landed on her bag then flicked quickly away, causing Justine to grasp it more tightly. The man had a tendency to disconcert her in a most alarming way. Even though he had been the perfect gentleman, she couldn’t help but wonder if he really was following her for an ulterior purpose. Justine would do whatever it took to ensure that no one took her father’s gift. 

			Now Mr. Cole was trying to worm his way into the conversation, questioning her as to where he could find her once they landed. Justine was glad she didn’t have the chance to answer. It was time to say goodbye to the Blue Flag, the gallant ship that had taken its duty of transporting her from shore to shore so seriously.

			“Mrs. Davidson?” Mr. Cole said as she got into the smaller watercraft that would take them to the pier. “Did you hear what I said? I’d love to know where you will be staying. There’s something I need to discuss with you.”

			Tiny alarm bells sounded in Justine’s mind at the question, and her self-preservation came to the forefront. She ignored Mr. Cole’s persistence, instead focusing with some difficulty on finding her footing and then her seat. She was surprised at how much this little boat was rocking compared to the giant of a ship she was just on. Her head began to swim. She put her hand to her temple and tried to focus on the horizon. That had helped some when they had been in rough seas. 

			Eric Waverly cleared his throat and caught her eye, casting her what appeared to be a look of warning. Was he trying to tell her to be careful around Garrett Cole? How well did the two men know each other? She had only seen them speaking twice on board, once at the railing just a few minutes ago and once when she and Carrie Anne had been taking a walk with Mr. Cole on the upper deck. Eric Waverly had stopped their promenade and introduced himself. Eric had a face she could trust. Mr. Cole, not so much.

			“I did hear you.” If Mr. Cole knew their exact location and if he was after something, he would have perfect access to it. Justine glanced at Carrie Anne whose face didn’t give her a hint whether to answer him or not. 

			“Mr. Waverly has told us of a nice place to stay.” Justine decided to leave it at that. Her head was swirling now. Oh, please let me not be sick. The dock was only five yards away. She closed her eyes and clutched her bag to her stomach. 
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			Garrett knew a young beautiful woman alone had to protect herself from the dangers of the world, so he chose not to take Mrs. Davidson’s behavior personally. If it was his sister in this circumstance, he hoped she would do the same thing. 

			Her closed eyes sent him a clearly worded message as they bumped into the dock and a shoreman tied their small boat so it wouldn’t drift away. 

			If only she understood this is for her own good, Garrett thought as he helped get their trunks onto the dock. He had done hundreds of business dealings over the last ten years, and he wasn’t about to let this mysterious beauty get his goat. He would finish the job.

			Miss Barnes came to his aid as the two women were helped out of the boat. “We will be renting a room at the Dunsmore Inn on West Elm Street.” He noticed Mrs. Davidson dig her nails into her friend’s arm. “Mr. Waverly knows the proprietress.” 

			“That’s right. Leave it to me to make sure you ladies are well taken care of. I’ll be around in a few days to check on you.” At that, Eric waved and walked away. 

			Garrett sighed silently in relief at the man’s retreat, then watched as the two women reached for each other’s hands and stood looking at the sights before them. He could only imagine what they must be feeling as the next chapter of their lives opened up. Garrett was grateful they had each other. 

			He let them have their moment and turned his attention to hail a cab to take them to their accommodations before heading home. 

			“Ladies, please allow me the pleasure—” Garrett’s words were cut short at the look on Mrs. Davidson’s face. She looked a little green and was leaning forward slightly. He had seen that look before, having traveled with fellow seafarers who didn’t fare so well on the open seas. Knowing what to do, Garrett reached Justine just in time. 

			“Let’s get you sitting down.” The words were no sooner out of his mouth when Mrs. Davidson lost what little she had eaten at lunch on the wooden boards at their feet.  

			“Oh, I don’t feel so well.” She sat down on the trunk.

			Garrett shed his overcoat, not caring that it would surely be ruined if it encountered any of the vomit. Miss Barnes seemed sympathetic as well and offered to clean up the mess while he gently laid his coat over Mrs. Davidson’s dainty shoulders.

			“I’ll be right back,” Garrett said walking over to the cabbie. He wouldn’t be sick as well. He. Would. Not. 

			It was a good thing he hadn’t become a doctor like his uncle. He never would have made it. Taking a deep breath of sea-coated air, he asked the driver to wait for a moment and tried to gain some measure of control over his traitorous stomach.

			Once he felt comfortable to return, he realized he had left the situation during a time of need. His mother would be appalled. She had raised him to put another’s needs

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Carrie Anne Barnes is known for quoting Scripture in the middle of conversation. How do you think this made Justine feel? If you know someone in your life who is like that, name a time when their words challenged you, helped you, or came at just the right moment to encourage you.

					The feelings and questions Justine’s miscarriage cause for her are loosely tied to my own miscarriage experience. I, too, asked God what He was doing and then hardened my heart to Him for many months. 	Name a time in your life when you weren’t sure what God was up to and then recall something good that came out of that situation.



					Justine feels like God is playing a giant game of chess with her life and takes the Blue Flag Line to America in order to regain control of the board. 	Talk about a time in your life when you weren’t in agreement on what God was doing. What truth from God’s Word or what attribute of God helped you to see that He never changes even though our emotions do?



					The pastor of the Cole’s church gives the congregation some “homework.” Let’s do the same. 	Take a piece of paper and write down some of the different facets of God’s character that you’re actively seeing in your life. 
	Next to each characteristic, whether it’s His goodness, faithfulness, provision, strength, etc., write why that attribute is so meaningful to you. Share your observations with someone else.



					Justine often falls into the comparison trap. She covets what others have, thinking she would be happy if only she had material wealth or proper social standing. Name a time when you have thought, “I’ll be happy when I have ______ or when ________ happens.”	What does the Bible say about coveting and contentment? What is one way you can apply those principles this week?



					Garrett says that one of his long-standing hurts is not knowing the Lord’s will for his life. Do some digging in the Bible, finding out what God’s will is for everyone who claims Him as Savior (Hint: start in passages like 1 Thessalonians 5:16–18 and Galatians 5).	Then answer this: In the past, when God’s specific next steps for you weren’t clear, how did you react? In the future, when your steps aren’t clear, how will you react differently? 



					Second Corinthians 9:8 ESV says “And God is able to make all grace abound to you, so that having all sufficiency in all things at all times, you may abound in every good work.” 	Over the course of her journey, Justine comes to realize God has been a faithful Provider. Name an area of your life God has provided for you that at first you didn’t notice.
	Read the verse again and then answer this question: Name one way you could use the provision He’s given you right now (friendship, finances, time, spiritual gifts, fruit of the Spirit, etc.) to “abound in every good work” to others around you. 



					God has given us so much of Himself—mercy, grace, life, truth, wisdom, peace, His Word, His presence, His Son…the list could go on! 	Do a short mental exercise and go through that short list one by one and picture your life without that particular thing. It wouldn’t be a pretty picture! We desperately need each one.
	If everything else was taken away from us but we still had the precious gift of God’s presence, we would have enough because it’s through the gift of Himself that we have all the other things on that list. Take a moment to recognize God is always with you and then thank Him for it. 



					To open her heart back up to God, Justine first had to recognize what kept her from a right relationship with Him. God speaks to her one word: Pride. 	What has been the barrier between you and God in the past or what is it right now? It’s an act of humility when we come before God, totally open, asking Him to weed out anything in us that doesn’t belong, anything that isn’t from Him. Be bold enough in prayer, right now, to ask God to speak to you. The results will be more than you could ever ask or imagine. 



					 After Justine made her heart right with the Lord, two things happened: She was able to see clearly the good works God had prepared in advance for her to do (see Ephesians 2:10) and her relationship with Garrett was repaired and made better than it had been in the past. 	As God draws you close this week, respond with a great big Yes, Lord. The small act of putting our whole faith and trust in our Savior will always result in a clearer, more passionate purpose for Him and His will for our lives and deeper, more intimate relationships with our spouse, our family, and our friends. 
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					Name a time this week when you felt that pull between the flesh and the Spirit. How did you react? 

					Are you at a place in your relationship with the Lord where you are sensitive enough to hear His voice and respond with humble obedience? 

					Pray, asking God to help you to hear His voice and follow the Spirit’s leading.

			

			
			
					What does God’s Word say about truth? According to God’s Word, is withholding the truth the same as lying? Do you think Summer’s parents’ lies protected or harmed her? Do you think God would have provided a way through for both Summer and Christian if they hadn’t lied about their identities? 

			

			
			
			
					God gives us an amazing promise in 1 John 1:9. If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just and will forgive us our sins and purify us from all unrighteousness.

					What was Elizabeth’s turning point with the Lord and how did that affect her relationship with others? 

			

			
			
					What do you do when racing thoughts won’t seem to leave you alone? What does God’s Word say about worrying and trusting?

			

			
			
					Revelation 12:10 calls our enemy, Satan, the “accuser” and John 8:44 calls him the “father of lies.” 

					Jesus Christ is the Truth and speaks only what is true (John 14:6). His Word—the Bible—is truth (John 17:17).

					What we believe, whether lies or truth, drives our words and behavior (Luke 6:45), so take a moment to ask God to show you what lies you are believing. Then replace them with truth from God’s Word. 

					Take it one step further and write out a few verses from God’s Word on index cards and post them in prominent places in your home to combat the lies Satan will try to throw at you in the future. 

			

			
			
					When do you find it’s easiest to hear from God? How does He speak to you during these times? In what ways have you found it effective to maintain that close communion with Him when you have to go back to “reality”?

			

			
			
					Maybe right now, there is a sin you need to confess first to your heavenly Father then to someone else to receive the forgiveness and healing you’ve been looking for. If so, don’t delay. Come out into the light.

			

			
			
					It’s been said that what you think about God is the most important thing you’ll ever think about. I’d like to propose that what you think God thinks about you is the second most important thing you’ll ever think about.

					If Jesus stood before you right now and looked into your eyes, what would you read in His? How do you think He feels about you?

			

			
			
					In what area is God asking you to trust Him for justice and emulate Him by forgiving?

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					How do you think her life would have been different had she been adopted by them? Do you think she would have turned out to be the same person?

					Does God have a Plan B for our lives or are the circumstances we find ourselves in His ultimate will? Back up your answer with Scripture.

			

			
			
					Read Acts 17:24–28. What does this passage tell us about God? About our lives?

			

			
			
					Do you agree she couldn’t have backed out?

					What do you think would have happened if Amber would have prayed about the situation before acting?

					What did Amber need to believe about God during that time in her life? 

					Are you in a situation where you’ve given up or you think it’s too late to turn things around? What do you need to believe about God and His promises in your circumstance? 

			

			
			
					What does God’s Word say about encouragement in Ephesians 4:29–32 and Hebrews 10:23–25? 

					Who in your life do you need to build up with encouragement? 

					Who has God put in your life to encourage you when it’s hard to see the truth?

			

			
			
					How does looking back on that season give you different perspective on what God may have for you in your current season?

			

			
			
					“But you know, these bodies, and our heads, mind you, weren’t meant to last. We have a forever home just a waitin’ for us on the other side of that sky.” Mrs. Buchanan reclined again in her chair and pointed to the ceiling. “Though our outward man perish, yet the inward man is renewed day by day. We look not at the things which are seen, but at the things which are not seen: for the things which are seen are temporal; but the things which are not seen are eternal.”

					Amber said she had used those verses to help her through especially hard days. What Scripture do you think of when you need new perspective?

			

			
			
					In John 15:13, Jesus says “Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends.”

					That’s exactly what Jesus did for us, and we will be reaping the benefits of His sacrifice into eternity.

					God asks us to lay down our life, our preferences, our agenda to love our spouse, our family, our friends, our co-workers, even strangers. When we love like Jesus loved, we see how beautiful sacrifice can be. 

			

			
			
					Psalm 86:11 says “Teach me thy way, O Lord, I will walk in Thy truth: unite my heart to fear thy name.”

					This is one of my favorite verses because it describes my heart struggle so well. I want God to teach me. I promise to walk in the truth of His Word. Yet, most days, I find my heart still divided. 

					Lord, show me the sins in my heart that allow me to remain divided. Forgive me of my sins, O God, and make me wholly devoted to You.

			

			
			
					Who in your life has loved you like this? 

					Who is God specifically laying on your heart, right now, that needs God’s love shown to them in this way? 

					How can you practically carry that out this week? 

			

			
			
					Ryan felt he was stumbling around in the dark. He tried to find the light and life by getting away from his father, but he realized that believing in and surrendering to God was the only way to truly choose between life and death. Have you chosen new life in Christ? 

			

			
			
					Amber realizes she’s done the same thing in her life. She made Jesus her servant and not her King. 

					She had not bowed her knee to God’s will; instead she had asked God to bow to hers. A good king made decisions based on love for his people. Amber had been making decisions based on what was best for her.

					Amber realizes her own desires have dug her into this pit.

					What does she do to get out? 

					If you are finding yourself in this position, what prayer do you need to pray, right now? God is waiting with arms open wide as you make Him Lord of your life!  

			

			
			
					Have you experienced the feeling he had of a seal being placed over your heart on an Easter morning at sunrise?

					That can be quite an experience, but even if you’ve never had it, God tells us in Ephesians 1 that when we believe in Jesus, He seals us with the promised Holy Spirit, who is the guarantee of our inheritance.

					Praise God today that nothing and no one can take away the inheritance God has kept in heaven for you (1 Peter 1:4).

			

			
			
					Ryan takes the words to heart and suddenly all the things he’s been working for don’t have the same significance. He understands he’s been redeemed for a purpose.

					No matter how rotten your roots, God can redeem you as well. Let today be the day you say yes to God and walk in the new purpose He has for your life.
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					Please mention the book on Facebook, Twitter, Pinterest, or your blog.

			

			
					Recommend this book to your small group, book club, and workplace.

			

			
					Head over to Facebook.com/CrossRiverMedia, ‘Like’ the page and post a comment as to what you enjoyed the most.

			

			
					Pick up a copy for someone you know who would be challenged or encouraged by this message.

			

			
					Write a review on the platform of your choice or Goodreads.com.

			

			
					To learn about our latest releases subscribe to our newsletter at CrossRiverMedia.com.
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