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Introduction

When twelve-year-old Jed Carter and his brave sister Anna stumble into the ruins of Glowstone Abbey, they never expect to uncover an ancient secret — glowing stones that whisper Bible verses and a squirrel who talks too much.

With the help of the witty Nutkin, the wise Miss Abigail, and a rusty compass that points toward truth, the siblings must unlock seven chambers of the Abbey—each revealing a lost Fruit of the Spirit. But danger stirs in the shadows, and the storm outside mirrors the one inside their hearts.

Can faith light their path before the Abbey’s last glow fades forever?
A magical, heartwarming adventure about courage, kindness, and the power of God’s love—perfect for readers who enjoy The Chronicles of Narnia and Magic Tree House.

“When you let your light shine, others will find their way home.”

 


Author’s Note 

Dear Brave Reader,

When I was your age, I loved stories that made my heart feel warm and my imagination glow. That’s what Glowstone Abbey & the Whispering Cross is meant to be — a story that reminds you God’s light is always near, even when life feels dark or confusing.

Every time Jed and Anna faced fear or made a mistake, they learned something important: God never leaves us. And He’s given you special light too — your kindness, your laughter, your faith.

When you share that light, the world becomes a brighter place. So don’t hide it. Let it shine!

Keep glowing,
Akintade Alawode 

“Let your light shine before others.” – Matthew 5:16 (NIV)

 

 


CHAPTER 1: The Stones That Sing

Illustration: Jed running through tall grass, chasing a fluffy white lamb as twilight falls over the valley.

The sun was sinking behind the hills, turning the sky the color of honey. Jedediah Pike—everyone called him Jed—was already late for supper, and his missing lamb, Clover, was making things worse. “Clover!” he shouted, tripping over a rock. “If you get eaten by foxes, Mom’s gonna eat me!”

The lamb’s tiny bell jingled ahead, somewhere near the old stone abbey that everyone in town avoided. Grown-ups said it was haunted. Kids said it whispered. Jed wasn’t the type to believe stories—but he wasn’t the type to ignore a lost lamb, either.

He squeezed through the rusted gate and stepped onto the abbey grounds. Mossy walls towered over him, vines curling like sleepy snakes. The air smelled like rain and candle smoke, even though there hadn’t been a candle here in years.

“Clover?” he whispered. His voice echoed. Nothing.



He sighed and pulled his little wooden flute from his pocket. One soft note always made Clover come running. He blew gently—peep-peep-peep! 

Then… something strange happened. Tiny sparks shimmered across the wall beside him. For half a second, Jed thought it was fireflies. But the stones—yes, the stones themselves—were glowing faint gold. Jed blinked. “Whoa.”

He whispered, without really knowing why, “The Lord is my shepherd, I lack nothing.” The stones blinked—once, twice—and hummed softly like a choir far away. Clover bleated from behind a broken door. Jed grabbed her and backed out, heart pounding. He didn’t tell anyone at home what he’d seen. Who’d believe a nine-year-old shepherd about singing rocks? But that night, he couldn’t sleep. The glow wouldn’t leave his mind.

Glow Verse 

“The Lord is my shepherd, I lack nothing.” – Psalm 23:1 (NIV)

Prayer:


		Dear Jesus, when I’m scared or alone, Remind me you are my Shepherd.

		Help me follow your light, even when it’s dark.
Amen.



 


CHAPTER 2: A Choir Girl in Trouble

Illustration: Anna balancing on a wooden beam inside the dark abbey, flashlight trembling in her hand.

The next afternoon, Jed snuck back to the abbey. He told himself it was to “check for more glowing rocks,” but mostly he wanted to know if it was real. He climbed through a window frame, brushing cobwebs from his face. Inside, dust swirled like tiny ghosts in the sunlight. The ceiling arches looked like giant praying hands.

That’s when he heard it—a voice. “Testing, one-two… la-la-la…” He froze. Then peeked around a pillar.

A girl, about his age, stood on a wooden platform, holding a flashlight and singing to herself. Her hair was braided like a crown. She wore a school choir sweater with the crest of St. Giles Academy.

“Who are you?” Jed whispered.

The girl yelped and nearly dropped her flashlight. “Don’t sneak up on people!”

“

I didn’t sneak! You were singing in a haunted abbey!”

“It’s not haunted,” she said quickly. “I’m—uh—looking for good echo spots. For choir practice.”

Jed grinned. “You are weird.”

“So are you,” she shot back. “I’m Anna.”

Before Jed could answer, the floor creaked. A board snapped. Anna’s foot plunged through the rotten beam. “Anna!” Jed lunged forward. The wood gave way completely—and they both tumbled down in a shower of dust. For three heartbeats, there was nothing but blackness and the sound of falling debris. When Jed finally stopped coughing, he saw faint










		Lord, when I fall into hard places, remind me you are right there.

		Give me courage to trust You in every drop and climb.
Amen.





