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			Prologue

			2002

			Kynzleigh exited the SUV as quickly as her trembling legs would carry her. She never looked back. She longed with all of her heart to never be forced to see this woman’s face again as long as she lived. 

			Her body shaking, she fumbled with her key until she thought she would never enter the haven of home. After several tries she managed to get the key into the tiny slot. She slammed the door behind her and collapsed against it. Her abused body slid listlessly to the floor as tears flooded her cheeks. Would this day ever end?

			How was she to continue her meager existence as though nothing life-changing had happened to her today? How was she to look her parents, her friends, in the face, as though she were the same girl they had seen yesterday?

			Kynzleigh needed someone to tell her how to live again.
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			Chapter 1

			2017

			Kynzleigh fell onto the sofa exhausted but content. “Oh, my aching feet! Thank goodness this youth trip was the last for the summer. I don’t believe I could possibly survive another.”

			Thom smiled in amusement at her theatrical statement. “You should go hiking with me more often. You wouldn’t be so tired.”

			“Yes, I could. But you could plan some activities that are a little less strenuous, like climbing Mt. Everest or scaling the Empire State Building.” She sighed deeply as she slipped off her shoes and rubbed her blistered feet.

			Laughing, he teased her. “Sweetheart, you’re full of drama. Spending one day at Six Flags isn’t that bad.”

			“You are kidding, right?” she said with a look of disbelief. “A full day of sun, in the middle of August, in Texas, is not so bad? I’m an air conditioning kind of girl. How about planning the next fling somewhere in the mountains, preferably with snow?”

			“If you recall, Kynzleigh, we did go to the mountains last December and spent several days at a ski lodge. I seem to remember a certain young woman who couldn’t get warm enough. This girl wore so many layers of clothing she could barely walk without assistance.” Wiggling his eyebrows, he said with a mischievous grin, “Although I didn’t mind lending a helping hand to the maiden. Perhaps she can think of another job for my helping hands.”

			She answered with a wide smile. “Come over here, young man, and help me off this sofa, and I’ll allow your arms to wrap around me. I need a therapeutic hug before I kick you out.”

			With an exaggerated show of creeping across the room toward her, Thom pulled her up and tightened his arms around her as he gave her a short but tender kiss. “I will allow you to kick me out under one condition—you must let me come back after I freshen up. It was a little difficult for me to be near you all day and never touch you.”

			“Yes, yes, yes, please return. We are dining at my parent’s house tonight. I talked with Mom this morning and she invited us to join them for barbecue. My brother and his wife will also be there. It should be a fun evening. The downside is that we won’t be alone.” 

			With a playful groan, he agreed to the plan and left with a promise to return in an hour.

			As Kynzleigh locked the door behind him, she wondered for the thousandth time if he would still want to kiss her if he knew what she had done. She should tell him—and she would—later.

			She showered with her preferred body wash and shampoo, then quickly stepped from the shower to dry off and dress in her favorite jeans and T-shirt. Even with the hair dryer on high, it still took several minutes to dry her thick, long mop of hair. Maybe she should think of having a few inches cut off—or maybe not. Thom often commented how much he loved her hair. He said he had never seen any other woman with such a beautiful mane of hair as she had. He loved to run his hands through it and wrap the silky strands around his fingers.

			She shuddered as she visualized those same hands wrapping themselves around her throat and choking the life from her. He would never do such a thing, but her self-condemnation brought the vision to mind. “Stop it, Kynzleigh Bennett! Get hold of yourself. Change your focus to things above. Think on things that are pure, lovely, true. God has redeemed you from all sin. He is not pleased when you give yourself over to such imaginations. Thank you, Jesus, for wiping my sin away and forgiving me. I know in my heart that you love me unconditionally, but sometimes my mind wants to wander into forbidden territory. I refuse to allow the devil to ruin my relationship with you and with Thom. In Jesus’s name.”

			Kynzleigh and Thom arrived at a house already bustling with activity. She could hear laughter and screams from her two nieces as her dad tickled them. They liked to pretend they didn’t want their Pop-Pop to play with them, but if he ignored them they went to him and started the teasing game.

			 Kynzleigh absolutely adored the two precious little girls. She had high hopes of having one or two of her own someday. Thom had broached the topic of children a couple of times, but Kynzleigh changed the subject each time.

			The family greeted the two latecomers and urged them to come on into the dining room so they could begin the meal. It seemed the whole Bennett clan was close to starvation.

			Nathan Bennett, Kynzleigh’s dad, captured her hand, telling her that maybe she and Thom could live on love, but the rest of them needed some good food, especially barbecue.

			Kynzleigh hugged her dad and kissed his cheek, then found her mother and hugged her. “I want you two to know how Thom abused me today. He was unmerciful and wouldn’t allow me a minute of shade.” She turned and made a face at Thom, then grabbed his hand and tugged him along with her.

			“Thom, was she this sassy with you all day? I know she is prone to exaggeration. I think she and Mallory watched too many of those old movies when she was a teenager and her brain was infected with an acting bug. Either that or she thinks she was born a queen or something.”

			Laughing, Thom denied any wrongdoing on her part. “Awe, Mr. Bennett, cut her a little slack. She endured several hours of a Texas heat wave while at the same time corralling several teenagers. They tend to wander off on their own at the slightest opportunity. We have to keep the boys and girls separated as much as we can. We do have to answer to the parents. Besides, I love Kynzleigh, drama and all.” He turned his gaze toward Kynzleigh and winked.

			“Yes, Dad. Listen to Thom. He and I left the teen years about a decade ago and we can barely keep up with them. Do young people have more energy now, or are we getting old?”

			“You don’t even begin to understand old yet,” said Mallory. “Just wait until you’re our age. Sometimes we feel like we’re ready for wheelchairs.”

			Kynzleigh bumped her mother with her hip and told her to stop being silly. “Mom, you are as active, maybe more active, than I am. You make me feel like a lazy slug.”

			“Nonsense, dear. You are young and vibrant and just as God made you to be.”

			“Hold on, Mom,” Kynzleigh’s brother Matthew butted in. “I think she is a lazy slug.” He sent a smirk Kynzleigh’s way.

			Kynzleigh ignored him and led Thom to a place at the table where Matt’s wife was already seated. “Hi Renee. How in the world do you live with my brother and remain sane? He is still a big pest to me. Just because he’s three years older, he thinks he can lord it over me. Hmph! The only sensible thing he’s done was marry you. I adore the two girls you two created. I’m glad that Selena and Tamara favor you in looks. I would hate for  them to resemble my ugly brother.” She smiled as she made the comment. Everyone knew she adored her big brother.

			Conversation at the dinner table was a lively affair. Each family member was free to toss their opinions into the discussion. Nathan and Mallory had always encouraged the family to be open with their thoughts and feelings. Nathan liked to know he kept a finger on the pulse of the family, especially when his children were teenagers. What a relief to be done with those turbulent years.

			“Mom,” Matt piped in, “how is the Pepper case progressing? I know the topic of child abuse is dear to your heart. Will you push for the death penalty? I’m unaware of details of the case, but it seems from what the media says that he is guilty without a doubt. I hope I’m never called to be on the jury for such an offense.”

			Mallory glanced down the table to where Selena and Tamara were seated. They seemed occupied with Kynzleigh. Lowering her voice, she answered, “I’m not at liberty to discuss the case, but you can bet I will use all my influence to gain the capital punishment verdict. The heinous actions done to a five-year-old little girl are too horrific to tell. She is clinging to life, but by a thread. The verdict will be tempered by whether or not she lives. If I had my way, I would sentence him today. I can’t abide abuse of babies and small children.” She shook her head and suggested a change of topic.

			Kynzleigh was suddenly quiet. She heard what her mother said, even though she spoke in a loud whisper. If her mother felt this strongly about someone she had never seen, how could she possibly keep from hating her own daughter if she knew the heinous action she had taken? Still, she wholeheartedly agreed with the sentiment and filed the statement away for further perusal.

			Dinner ended on a happy note as the children went from one adult to another in their quest for attention. The entire family doted on them and never seemed to tire of listening to their excited chatter. The Bennett clan considered children as special blessings from the Lord and loved them unconditionally.

			After the cleanup, Mallory and Kynzleigh joined the guys in the family room. Renee had bathed the girls and dressed them in their pajamas, ready for bed. She and Matt knew from past experience that the little ones would fall asleep on the ride home. They were currently playing with their Barbie dolls in their corner of the room.

			The guys were having a lively debate on the pros and cons of NFL teams and preparing themselves for fantasy football. The girls couldn’t get near the TV during football season and had learned to endure without complaint. They usually teamed up and watched a movie on another TV.

			Mallory’s ears perked up when she heard the ten o’clock news come on. The lead story was about the Pepper trial. Media exposure had been phenomenal compared to the usual coverage a trial received, though sometimes Mallory wished for less media attention. Jurors were hard to select when they were too familiar with the case.

			Tears pooled in the eyes of the news anchor as he announced in a calm and controlled voice that the little girl James Pepper had allegedly abused had died. The entire room became quiet as each one grieved for the little girl and her family. The name of the child had never been released. 

			It would be hard to judge who in the room felt the most severe remorse. Mallory groaned and leaned over with her hands on her face as tears rolled down her cheeks. Kynzleigh froze as her ears picked up the message. Renee dashed across the room and gathered her two children into her arms. All three men were suddenly bereft of laughter.

			Thom reached for Kynzleigh’s hand and pulled her up from the chair. “I think we should go now, sweetheart.” In a subdued voice he thanked the parents for the meal and fellowship.

			Kynzleigh said not one word on the drive home. When they reached her apartment, Thom gathered her close and tried his best to give comfort. “Sweetie, we all hoped that the little girl would be okay. Try not to internalize this and worry and fret. She is with God now and will know no more suffering. Will you be alright for me to leave you alone? I can always bed down on your sofa if you need me.”

			Kynzleigh gazed into his warm hazel eyes and saw his love and devotion to her. She didn’t deserve him or his love. She didn’t deserve his comfort. She returned his gentle kiss as she told him goodnight at the door. She wondered how much longer she could go on hiding her secret. 

			That night, for the first time in several months, the awful dreams returned to Kynzleigh, robbing her of rest. An ogre-like green monster chased her down the street. No matter how fast she ran, the demon gained ground. Soon she would be overtaken. Heart beating furiously, she inhaled another breath and kept running.

			 She left her bed before five o’clock, giving up on sleep altogether. How many years would it take for her brain to delete the images her mind created? Would she ever feel peace again? Tormented, that’s what she was.
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			Chapter 2

			Time moved swiftly and Wednesday arrived almost without notice. As Kynzleigh dressed for church, she was anxious to hear Thom’s message to the young people. He hadn’t shared with her the topic of his message, so she would be doubly blessed when she heard it. He really was a gifted speaker and did his best to allow the Holy Spirit to guide him in every way. Thom loved those kids and spent a lot of time with them and praying for them. How did she catch the attention of a man such as Thom? 

			Kynzleigh arrived a few minutes early so she could greet Thom without an audience. As she approached him, he turned his smile on her and walked forward to meet her halfway. “Kynz, I’m so glad to see you. I’m sorry I haven’t had time for you the last couple of days. With school starting in a few days I’ve been consumed with the kids and all of the back-to-school activities. As a matter of fact, we’re having a little fun tonight after the sermon. I’ve arranged for Papa’s Pizza House to deliver a stack of pizzas and soft drinks at seven-thirty. Then, after pigging out on pizza, we’ll have a rousing game of basketball. I’m just hoping I can get by without any injuries. These boys can get pretty rough.”

			She laughed and said, “I can see you now, lying on the gym floor with an ice pack on your forehead. All the girls will be vying for the closest position to you so they can hold the ice pack. The boys will slouch around, hoping you’ll hurry and get up so the game can continue.”

			With a shake of his head, he agreed. “You’re probably right, but for the sake of my sanity I won’t accept your prediction. I must believe I can keep up with them or I’ll be whipped before I begin.” He took her hand and led her into his office for a private moment. She sat with him until it was almost time to start the service.

			The teens were all eager and ready for action. It took Thom a minute to calm them down. Kynzleigh always sat close to the front so she’d be available if he should need her. The praise and worship were uplifting, and most of the crowd participated. Kynzleigh was alert to anyone who wanted prayer.

			As Thom stepped to the podium, Kynzleigh thought his demeanor showed a little anxiety. She wondered what could have shaken him, as he was usually so confident. She didn’t have long to think about it. Thom immediately began to speak and settled her curiosity.

			Pacing before the group, he pulled the mic close to his lips. “Young people, friends, I have struggled with the message for tonight. My greatest desire is to please God and to allow the Holy Spirit to move through and in me. I usually accept the instructions he gives me. But I had a difficult time saying yes to tonight’s message. I questioned God before I yielded to his urging. The subject matter is quite controversial, and I could think of many other subjects that made me more comfortable.

			“It’s not my job to comfort you guys. My job as youth pastor is to teach and guide you closer to our heavenly Father. Since some of you have just been moved up from the middle school group, I questioned God about whether the material he gave me was age appropriate. 

			“You may have guessed already that the topic tonight is our sexuality. I’ve always thought I should leave this subject for the parents, but God thought otherwise. Young people, Satan, the enemy of our soul, is out to steal, kill, and destroy. He likes nothing better than to derail young people from their godly purpose. Sex is an easy and effective tool.”

			Thom looked intently at the group of students. “I must warn each of you to be on guard at all times. Sexual immorality is sinful and will pull you away from God. Peer pressure is a reality. Each of you wants to have a lot of friends, to fit in, to belong. I assure you, I understand. You must submit to God completely and fully in order to have strength that will sustain you. You must have a strong faith and relationship with our Lord in order to say no—such a small word to pack such a punch. It’s difficult for all of us to use that little word. We don’t want our friends or family to get angry with us. We will sometimes say yes even when we want to say no.

			“I encourage each of you to hold onto your purity with all the strength you have and depend on the strength of the Holy Spirit. Satan will try to make you believe you are the only one who is not participating. You may at times lose friends because of your stand. You may feel afraid and alone. Remember this: the Word of God tells us that he will never leave or forsake us. Run as fast as you can from temptation. Stay alert and don’t allow yourself to get into compromising situations. Above all, understand this: this world is not our final destination. The apostle Paul counted his trials as nothing in comparison to what he would gain.”

			Laying his jacket aside, Thom invited the teens to come forward for special prayer.

			Kynzleigh hoped she could make it out of the room without fainting. She knew she should help pray for them, but how could she? She would be a total hypocrite. She couldn’t help the other youth leaders convince young girls to stay pure when she had not done so. How could she encourage them and tell them that one day they would be glad for the momentary pain or rejection they might suffer?

			As she looked into the bathroom mirror, Kynzleigh made eye contact with her reflection. For just a moment she was fifteen years old again and felt the wave of shame flow over her body with clinging consistency. Leaning over the sink, she splashed cold water on her face and rinsed the acidic bile from her mouth. God, please help me. What should I do? She had been through this scenario numerous times but was still no closer to a solution. She had prayed; only God knew how much she had prayed for this distraction to be resolved. How could she minister to these young girls while she harbored her dreadful secret? She wished God had created a delete button in the human brain. Maybe then she could have peace. With another glance in the mirror, she ran her fingers through her hair, straightened her spine, and left the bathroom.

			Entering the sanctuary, Kynzleigh hoped that Thom hadn’t seen her leave. He would surely ask questions, and she had no answers. Rather, she had no answers that she was ready to give.

			Thom was praying intensely with a couple of boys. She could see the love and concern written all over his handsome face. There was no doubt in anyone’s mind that Thom was called to pastor young people. He had great rapport and a fierce dedication to them, and was ready at a moment’s notice to drop his plans if one of them needed him. Kynzleigh was a little envious but would never give voice to her feeling of inadequacy. She wore a cloak of calm assurance, and she hid behind the facade. 

			As the prayer session ended, Kynzleigh began to sort through the paper plates and cups, placing them in the concession area in readiness for the youths. They would devour the pizzas like a swarm of locust on a wheat crop. The image brought a smile to her lips.

			David Nichols, one of her favorites of the group, led the pack. “Ms. Kynzleigh, I’m starving. I don’t think I could have made it another five minutes without food. You know that as a growing boy I have to eat lots of food to keep my body in top physical condition.” He laughed at himself as he made the exaggerated statement.

			Kynzleigh smiled at his obvious enthusiasm for food. “David, you already weigh over two hundred pounds at six feet, three inches. How much more do you expect to grow?”

			With a grin he answered, “Plenty. To keep my position as linebacker, I have to be strong and heavy. My coach actually suggested that I may want to gain a few more pounds. After the last game with the Panthers when number sixteen plowed right over me, I didn’t feel nearly big enough.”

			Their conversation ended as a large group approached the table for their share of the food. The atmosphere was light, and everyone seemed to be enjoying the fellowship—except for one girl who stood alone against the back wall. Kynzleigh almost went to her. Almost.
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			Chapter 3

			Thom could usually be found on the high school campus on Fridays. He had clearance to spend time with the young people throughout the day at various breaks in their schedules. He always wanted to be accessible to his own group, especially on game days. Fifteen of his group were on the football team. He liked to encourage them and assure them that he would be praying for them to be safe throughout the game.

			One of the boys asked him to pray for them to win. “Absolutely not,” Thom said. “I will not ask God to give you a win. What if someone on the opposing team is asking God for a win? No, your team must give their best effort during the game and win on your own merits. Besides, if God helped your team to win, how would that help you boys hone your skills?”

			The boys grumbled under their breath as they left Pastor Thom. They absolutely loved him, but at times he was so rigid. How could it hurt to ask God for help?

			Thom chuckled as he made his way to the parking lot where he had left his Jeep. As he started the engine, his mind meandered of its own accord to his fiancé. Kynzleigh was a beautiful distraction at any time, but when they drove the Jeep with the top off and her auburn hair showed highlights of fire gleaming in the sun, he couldn’t concentrate. The combination of the long, tousled hair and the vivid blue eyes that stared into his soul created an unforgettable image in his mind. She was so beautiful and sweet; he wondered how he got so lucky to be engaged to such a wonderful woman. She was a blessing from God, for sure.

			Thom had prayed for a godly helpmate and believed that Kynzleigh was God’s answer to that prayer. She was perfect for him. She was a devout Christian woman, shared his vision for the youth, and complemented him in every way. She was a true gift. He picked up his phone and dialed her number. He had time to talk for a few minutes before he got on the road.

			His heart gave a thump when he heard her voice. “Kynz, I had to hear your voice. I miss being with you. I’ll be relieved when my schedule eases up a bit. Will you be at the game tonight?”

			“Phff! You know I will. Am I not always right there on the seat beside you? Of course, your mind is always on the team. Would you even notice if I didn’t show up?”

			He frowned in surprise. “Honey, of course I’m aware of your presence. I’ve told you over and over that you keep me grounded. How could you doubt me?”

			He heard the smile in her voice as she answered. “I don’t doubt you, Thom. I know you love me and want to be with me. It’s just that, at times, I guess I’m a little jealous of your focus. I seem to be a little selfish, huh?”

			As Thom listened to Kynzleigh, he seemed to hear things she had not spoken. Hadn’t he assured Kynz that she was the most important thing to him next to his Savior? “Sweetheart, you are not selfish in the least. I adore you. Is there something going on that I should know about? I will carve out time this afternoon to see you before the game. At church on Wednesday you seemed a little distracted. Is there a problem I can help you with, or pray about?”

			Kynzleigh paused a moment before she answered. “Thom-Thom, I don’t need you to do anything but be with me. I love you with all my heart and can’t wait until the wedding, when we can always be together.”

			Thinking aloud he said, “Are you sure there is nothing bothering you? You haven’t seemed yourself since we had dinner with your parents. Are you still grieving the death of that little girl?”

			Alone in her home Kynzleigh was startled that he seemed to read her mind, she answered, “Yes, I suppose I am. I love children and can’t tolerate abuse. My heart hurts so badly!” Tell him now. She couldn’t tell him over the phone. She wanted, needed to look into his face to get a true reading of his feelings and thoughts. Later—I’ll tell him later.

			As Kynzleigh ended the call she almost lost the strength to stand. How could she possibly get up the nerve to admit her horrible secret to the man she loved? She couldn’t face the disgust she would see on his face, his back turned on her in revulsion. She had lived with the guilt for years; she didn’t expect or deserve forgiveness from those she loved. After all, how could they forgive her when she couldn’t forgive herself?

			Kynzleigh gave herself a stern lecture. “Kynzleigh Bennett, stop this nonsense. Your guilt and condemnation are lies from the Evil One.” She began to sing praise songs to Jesus and her spirits lifted, just as God promised in his Word. 

			“Thank you, Jesus, for going to the cross for me. When I accepted this precious gift of salvation, you cleansed me from all unrighteousness. Help me to center my thoughts on you, Lord, and to not give in to the hopelessness the devil sometimes uses to trip me. Thank you.”
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			Chapter 4

			Kynzleigh managed to occupy her mind with a new design project. She loved working with old homes and seeing them restored from ugly to beautiful. After she viewed the layout on her laptop, she closed her eyes and imagined the finished product. She pictured walls replaced with open space; dirty surfaces with fresh, colorful paint. The kitchen would be transformed from a tight workspace into a large, family-friendly atmosphere. New cabinets with a modern look would replace cracked and dingy wood. The old Formica counters would have to go, as well as the linoleum floor.

			She had no plans to make the old home stand out in the old-fashioned neighborhood, but she did intend to bring out all of the good qualities and upgrade the outside windows from the old wooden frames to snugger, more energy efficient ones that would improve lighting as well as help keep the home cooler in the summer and warmer in the winter.

			The district representative had managed to obtain federal funding for such projects as this. The young couple who inherited the house from grandparents had two small children, with another on the way. They could not afford to do the needed repairs, but with a low-interest government loan, they would be able to make the necessary changes.

			Kynzleigh wondered where she had received her love of antiques. Her parents’ home was over-the-top modern in every way. Her mother demanded perfection: open and airy space in every room and the trendiest furniture. 

			With a deep breath she opened her eyes and plunged into the project with a sense of satisfaction. She pictured a large family table in the kitchen area, with children occupying the chairs while the mom dished food onto their plates. 

			A ringing phone interrupted her concentration. Glancing at her phone to identify who was calling, she saw that it was Thom. Picking up the cell, she answered with a chirpy voice. “Hi Thom-Thom. I hope you’re calling to invite me out to lunch. I’ve just noticed that my stomach is growling at me.”

			Chuckling, he said, “Girl, where do you put all the food you consume? It seems you are always hungry, yet you retain your slim physique. As a matter of fact, I am calling to ask you to lunch. Are you free to have an extended lunch period? I want to discuss something with you.”

			“Uh-oh, should I be nervous?”

			“Of course not. Sweetheart, you should know by now that you’ll never need to feel nervous with me. Would you meet me at Chica’s Restaurant on Delmont Avenue? Do you remember how to get there?”

			“Thom, how could I possibly forget the first time you took me there? That’s the place where we had our very first date. I almost backed out of going. I don’t usually do blind dates. I’m so glad that I broke my self-imposed rule that one time. I will always have a special feeling for that place.” With tongue in cheek, she asked, “Do you think we can get the same booth again?”

			“I’ll call now beforehand and ask Richard to save it for us. I’ll see you in half an hour.”

			As Kynzleigh disconnected the call, she found that her concentration had fled. Now all she could think about was the evening at Chica’s. She could recall her excitement from the first visit and she still remembered almost every word Thom had spoken. He was so incredibly sweet—and handsome enough to make any girl drool.

			Thom arrived a few minutes ahead of Kynzleigh and waited at the door for her. He had that same sweet smile and a look of mischief in his eyes. He leaned over and gave her a quick kiss in greeting.

			“Hello, my love. You are punctual, as usual. I hear men complain about their girlfriend or wife always being late to everything. I can’t stop myself from bragging on you, just a little bit.”

			She smiled at him, eyes aglow with love and appreciation. She wished with all her heart that today was their wedding day. How could she wait another four months for him?

			After being seated and giving their food choice to the waiter, Thom reached across the table and took her hand in his. “Sweetheart, I have a couple of things on my mind today.” He stopped his speech and lifted her hand to his lips. “You look fabulous today, as always. I don’t know how a man can be expected to keep himself in line when he has such a gorgeous woman across the table staring at him. Especially a woman that he adores and knows will belong to him before much longer.”

			Kynzleigh gave him a saucy grin and replied, “Ditto.” 

			Thom groaned and took his hand from hers. “You aren’t making it any easier for me, girl. Can’t you make yourself look a little ugly or something? Or be mean to me for a while?”

			“Sorry, Thom-Thom, I can’t oblige.” She kept her smile turned on high.

			“Okay, let’s get down to the business at hand. First of all, I want to inform you of a matter that Pastor John consulted me about. There’s a special conference in Atlanta next week that he wants me to attend. There will be top notch speakers and lectures every day. I looked at the list of men leading the conference and I was blown away. I am beyond excited to attend.”

			With a look of dismay Kynzleigh said, “You’ll be gone for a whole week?”

			“I’m only able to go because Pastor John knows another youth leader who had a death in his family and will not be able to use his ticket. The number of attendees is limited, and he hated for the opportunity to go to waste. The expense of attending is a little more than we have in our youth budget
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