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Dedicated to the theater staff and my fellow students at

Northwestern College (1981-1983).

Some of the references and geography in Tabor Heights, Ohio and

Butler Williams University are loosely based on Orange City, Iowa, and

Northwestern College, along with the towns of Troy and Berea, Ohio.
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Welcome to Tabor Heights:

A friendly little town on Ohio's North Coast, where sweet romance is always in the air.

Here you'll be able to explore the lives of the members of the congregation of Tabor Christian Church in the space of two years. The stories overlap, and there's no one right place to start.

Just like any small town, you come in, you meet someone, you hear their story and get to know them, and they introduce you to their friends, tell you something about them, and you learn those stories. As you get to know these new friends, they introduce you to other people, and tell you about other interesting stories in town.

It's the same way with Tabor Heights. Start with the story that interests you the most, and then branch out. 

Settle back and enjoy your visit.

Welcome!
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Butler-Williams University

Tabor Heights, Ohio

Monday, August 28

Dr. Daniel Morgan didn't believe in ghosts, so he didn't have an explanation for the vision that settled into the second seat, far left row, of his freshman theater history class on the first day of the fall semester. Fortunately, the auburn-haired freshman girl with Lynette Teague's face was one of the first into the room, so Daniel didn't stand there with his last two years at Northwestern University flashing through his mind while his new students sat and fidgeted and stared. He yanked himself back to the present, avoided looking at that part of the room, and pushed his heartbreak back into his memories for the duration of the first day lecture.

And the next three classes.

He retreated to his cramped, book-lined office in the basement of the theater arts building and sat with his feet propped up on his desk, staring at the toes of his new sneakers—always a new pair for the start of the school year—trying to figure out what he felt.

"Morgan?" Bekka Sanderson, his student assistant, hung against the frame of his doorway, looking just as drained by the first-day-of-classes mayhem as he felt. Her belt-length straight brown hair had escaped the twistee that restrained it when she met him with his coffee and bagel at 7am and helped him finish assembling the syllabi for all his classes. "You okay?" The fact that she called him Morgan rather than Dr. Morgan Sir meant there were no emergencies or bombs ready to drop on him.

For that, he breathed a sigh of thankfulness to God.

"I just realized that it's been more than twenty years since I was in those kids' shoes." Daniel let his feet drop down to the cement floor. Bekka knew everything and everyone in the entire Humanities Department at Butler-Williams. What were the chances she would know the name of the girl in his first period class, with Lynette Teague's face and hair?

"Bekka?" an unfamiliar female voice called from out in the euphemistically labeled lobby of the theater department's office. It was more prop storage room and workspace than an area to lounge and served as an auxiliary costume department for big productions.

"In here." Bekka turned and gestured. "Don't go scaring me, Morgan. The General is the one who gives us the 'I'm getting too old for this' routine just before auditions for the Christmas play. I'm the one who's too old to be playing psychologist for the whole department."

"You're my Gal Friday. Tell the General and Joel Randolph to keep their grimy—” Daniel stopped short as the girl from the first period class peered over Bekka's shoulder. He swallowed hard and put on his friendliest smile. "Hello. I hope you're not here to drop my class after one day."

The freshman girl laughed. He was relieved when that wasn't Lynette's musical laugh. Her hair, hanging nearly to the pocket of her shirt, was curlier than Lynette's straight auburn, a little darker, and her nose wasn't the tiny, up-tilted button that demanded kissing and always turned red with the first hint of autumn chill. "No way. It was the best part of the day."

"Because I was the only professor who didn't take roll call, you mean?"

"Uh... yeah." She shrugged, grinning, and that wasn't Lynette's smile. For which he thanked God again. "I'm Kat Tyler."

"Nice to meet you, Kat. Who's your advisor?"

"Dr. Defiore."

"You have to call him the General—you're part of the theater gang now," Bekka said.

"You just missed him," Daniel added.

"I'm not here to see him," Kat said, and tipped her head in Bekka's direction.

"We're hitting the cafeteria for dinner. The food is fantastic at the beginning of the year," Bekka said. "Besides, you know how my grandparents are at the start of the term. I don't need another lecture over dinner on how I should be studying accounting, when I have homework for every single class already. We'd better run. See you tomorrow."

"Bright and early. Double chocolate muffin this time," Daniel added.

"Seig heil." Bekka saluted, two fingers off her eyebrow, and left with Kat, both girls laughing.

Daniel held onto his smile until he heard the wheeze of the ancient pneumatic door leading to the stairwell. Then he slouched in his chair and raked his fingers through his hair. He definitely felt old today.

~~~~~
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"I WAS BACK AT NORTHWESTERN for a few seconds there," Daniel said an hour later, looking out over the backyard of his cousin Al's house where his children, Chad and Candy, enjoyed their last chance to use their pool. "And it hit me that our kid would be a college freshman by now, and I don't even know if Lynette had a boy or a girl. Or if she even had our baby at all." He exhaled slowly, marveling at the sensation of a heavy weight lifting off him, just admitting what had taken all day to become clear in his mind and heart.

"I can only imagine how much a shock it was, seeing that girl walk in." Abby, Al's sister, reached across the picnic table and squeezed both of Daniel's hands. "You were in love, you were willing to marry her and give up a promising future in theater to do what's right, and her rich old aristocrat mother used her stable of lawyers to send you away and lock you out of her life. You're not the kind of guy to just walk away from a responsibility or a wound like that."

"After you and your folks whacked some sense into my head, and God fixed my heart, yeah." He summoned up a smile and wondered what happened to his acting skills.

Nineteen years ago, when his world had been yanked out from under his feet, he wouldn't have survived without his relatives. He had been basically abandoned in his early teens—his mother choosing military service over motherhood, his father vanishing somewhere on the other side of the world. The Morgan branch of the family in Tabor Heights had taken him home and made him feel not only welcome but wanted. Daniel hadn't thought much of their faith and their belief in an unseen God. Then the mother of his child refused to marry him and used the threat of high-powered lawyers and restraining orders to push him out of their lives. He didn't have anything or anyone else to turn to but the 'Bible thumper' relatives he had hoped to escape when he pursued his theater career. Daniel had learned about the Bible and the God he had ignored as a teen, and found his sanity and peace there.

His aunt and uncle had retired and bought a custom RV to go exploring the continental U.S., while his widowed cousin, Al, raised his son and daughter with the assistance of his sister, Abby. Morgan knew he spoiled Chad and Candy in part to make up for not being able to raise his own child—wherever he or she was. He hadn't been conscious of the lack of Lynette and their baby for several years now. Being part of the theater department at Butler-Williams University kept him busy. All his students were his children. He had been content and too busy to think of what he didn't have, until that girl walked into his classroom that morning, with Lynnette Teague's face.

"I think I'd better have a talk with Pastor Glenn," Daniel muttered.

"Duh." Abby squeezed his hands a little harder and released him, finishing with a shooing gesture. "How come we always make our last resort what should be our first step?"

Daniel leaned over the table as he stood up, kissed his cousin's cheek, then called good-byes to the children. He knew better than to get within ten feet of that pool while the children were having that much loud fun. He also knew better than to keep gnawing on his life that might have been and sent up a few prayers on the short drive to Tabor Christian Church in the center of town. He knew it wasn't luck that he caught Pastor Glenn coming out of the church office, half an hour after office hours had ended for the day. His misery must have showed on his face, because the senior minister gestured at the picnic table set up outside the back door of the church and welcomed him with a smile.

~~~~~
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LYNETTE TYLER DROVE to her daughter's dormitory room that evening with supplies for the cube refrigerator she had found at the wholesale outlet the week before. Maybe she was spoiling Kat, but it felt good to support her daughter in this bid for independence. She remembered how it had felt, starting classes at Northwestern and living in the dormitories when she could very well have commuted from her mother's elegant home on the stylish side of town. Her mother had encouraged her, and Lynette swore she would support Kat, no matter how much she missed her daughter and—yes, desperately—needed her company. The fact that her husband, Mike, didn't want Kat living on campus was reason enough to encourage their daughter.

"My daughter," Lynette reminded herself as she pulled into the conveniently marked visitor parking space along the side of the dormitory building.

What was it about Mike insisting on calling Kat “my little girl” every chance he got that irritated her more and more with every passing month? Besides the fact that Kat was so adamant about reminding people that Mike was her stepfather? She had been ten years old when Mike married Lynette and adopted her, and she hadn't had any choice in the matter. Kat was currently saving up her money to take legal action and get rid of Mike's name. Lynette seriously considered giving Kat the rest of the money for her birthday, mostly because it would irritate her husband.

Lynette wished she hadn't agreed to let Mike adopt Kat. She wished she hadn't agreed to marry Mike when it was so clear that Kat didn't like him from the very beginning.

"You've made your bed—now lie in it," she muttered.

Sighing, she picked up the bags of groceries and opened the car door. Nineteen years ago, she had run away from her problems and made choices she thought were wise. Running away and using her mother's power and influence hadn't given her the results she wanted. Older and wiser—but certainly not happier—she was determined not to run away anymore.

Why wouldn't Mike embarrass them both with a loud, noisy affair, and give her an excuse to end their marriage?

"Mom?" Kat laughed and ran the last dozen yards down the sidewalk. "Gee, I think I see you more now than I did all summer." The older girl who had been walking with her down the sidewalk took her time catching up with them.

"I brought supplies. I dimly remember the cafeteria food being good only for the first month of school, then the cooks get bored and the quality goes downhill fast." Lynette fought not to wrap her arms tight around her daughter and beg her to let her sleep over in the dormitory. Or even move in.

Kat introduced her friend, Bekka Sanderson, another theater student, as the three climbed the stairs to her room on the third floor. From her hundred-miles-an-hour chatter and glowing face, her first day of classes had been a success. Lynette just laughed when Kat wailed about auditions for the Christmas production starting in one week.

"That's the way it is in theater, honey. Always thinking and living months in advance."

"Mom was a theater student at Northwestern," Kat explained to Bekka as they reached her dormitory room.

"When? Morgan studied there, too." Bekka took two of the grocery bags from Kat so she could unlock her door.

"Really? Cool. Mom, Dr. Morgan concentrates on writing for theater and Bekka is his student assistant, and I really think I should transfer over to him next year, after I get all my basics out of the way."

"Dr. Morgan?" Lynette swore the floor rolled underneath her and she grabbed for the doorframe. She was vaguely grateful Kat had taken the rest of the bags from her and stepped into the room. "Umm, what's this Dr. Morgan like? We had all your interviews with Dr. Defiore. I'd hate to, umm, think of all that time wasted."

"The General usually gets all the freshmen," Bekka said. "Then about a week into the school year, he has his usual panic over the Christmas production getting started, and hands over the ones who have shown any interest at all in writing or tech to Morgan or Boss."

"Boss?"

"Mr. Randolph, the theater tech teacher. He runs Homespun Theater." She stepped over to a desk built into the wall that had to be Kat's because of the stack of books and bound screenplays and the open notebook computer hiding the surface. After a moment of looking, she picked up a spiral-bound booklet and flipped it open. "The incoming theater student survival manual. Morgan's idea," she added with a grin, and held out the booklet for Lynette to see the color photo filling the page. Three older men in jeans and blue BWU sweatshirts, jammed onto a bench made for two, held the “hear no evil, see no evil, speak no evil” pose.

In the middle, with his hands over his ears and his mouth wide in Kat's familiar laughing grin, sat Daniel Morgan. Her Daniel Morgan. The same wavy, dark hair, the formerly heavy, shoulder-length mane cut conservatively short now. The same big, chocolate brown eyes and thick lashes and square jaw. A little heavier than when she had known him in school, with lines from years and experience around his mouth and eyes, but very clearly the man who had won her heart during freshman orientation and filled her head with dreams of stardom on Broadway at his side... and gave her Kat.

"Ahh... I'm guessing you have a lot of fun with your professors," Lynette offered, knowing she had to say something.

What she wanted to do was grab Kat and drag her out of the dormitory, out of Tabor Heights, back home to Stoughton—and for good measure, throw her on the first plane back to Chicago and let her live with her Granny Teague like her daughter had begged for the last three years.

Lynette knew she couldn't do that. Not without raising a lot of questions. Not without breaking her vow to stop running away from her problems.

Avoiding wasn't the same as running, was it? Because she knew right here and now, she could never risk running into Dr. Daniel Morgan—why had he become a theater professor, when he could have become a star?—at any of Kat's performances on the BWU stage. It would take tricky maneuvering and a quick mind for excuses and hasty exits. She had become adept at maneuvering, in the last four years of marriage to Mike Tyler, keeping him from ruining the catering business they had built together and destroying their standing with the elite of Northeast Ohio. If she could keep the world from knowing what an immature jerk Mike had turned into, she could avoid running into Kat's father and having that particular secret exposed to the world.

It was going to be a long four years while Kat attended Butler-Williams University.

Lynette wished she knew how to pray. She had stopped attending church when the self-righteous upper crust members of her mother's home church shunned her for being an unwed mother. She had stopped turning to God for help when all her prayers didn't bring Daniel back into her life after Kat was born, and she realized what a mess she had made of their lives. It was a little late to get back into God's good graces now, but Lynette couldn't help wishing... and maybe that was a prayer in and of itself.

~~~~~
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OVER THE NEXT FEW MONTHS, Daniel lost track of the times he came into the basement of the theater building to find Kat Tyler keeping Bekka company as she worked on his projects. It irritated him that something so trivial as a physical resemblance to a woman in his past bothered him. How was he going to shove Lynette Teague's memory back into the closet when the girl wouldn't stay away? The only way to get over his nagging personal problem was to get to know Kat, so she became a distinct person, not just a haunting face in the classroom. Fortunately, a close friendship took root between Bekka and Kat. Bekka was in the Singles class Daniel co-taught at Tabor Christian Church. She had been his student assistant three years now, and knew he liked to hear about the new students so he could help them without putting them through the third degree himself.

Kat's parents lived in Stoughton and ran Chef Michael's Catering. Her mother had a business degree and ran the office, as well as being deeply involved in the community. That left Michael to handle the menus and public relations. The Tylers were wealthy, counted among the elite in Stoughton, and Michael liked to throw his money around and flaunt his connections and influence. Daniel had a good idea just what kind of a person Michael Tyler was, because the man had made it a point to regularly call the heads of every department and sub-department at the university to remind them his business was there to cater for every function they might have. For some reason, he seemed to think he was entitled to an exclusive contract with the university now that his daughter was a student there. He wasn't above pointing out to particularly stubborn potential customers—such as the General—that he was close friends with prominent residents of Stoughton, such as Judge Foggerty of the Tabor Heights Municipal Court. That was the worst thing Michael Tyler could have done, because the judge had no friends or admirers at Butler-Williams University.

None of the Tyler family went to church. Daniel silently cheered every time he heard Bekka invite Kat to join her on Sunday or to come to one of the social events Tabor Christian put together for the students at BWU. He didn't think Kat went to any, but there was time.

Friday, December 15

Lynette attended the Christmas production by herself, much to her relief. Mike decided to boycott all productions at BWU because no one had seen the wisdom of signing a contract with Chef Michael's Catering for all their events. He had grumbled about transferring Kat to another university, as if that would convince the administration to re-consider the contract. The only problem was that Kat's tuition was paid for by scholarships and the very generous trust fund her grandmother had set up for her at birth. Mike knew better than to even try to influence Kat's education in any way—and Lynette chuckled every time she heard him grumble because it was one more area where he didn't get his way.

She enjoyed the production, despite the fact that Kat didn't get a role on stage. Lynette came in late and barely made it to her seat in the balcony before the lights went down. She didn't get to look at the program until the intermission. Dr. Daniel Morgan was listed as not only the co-author of the production, but Faculty Stage Manager. Lynette knew enough from her few short years in the theater department that those words meant he was there to advise and watch the students run around like headless chickens until someone had the brains to ask for help.

She wanted to get up right that moment and flee the theater, but she and Kat had plans to go out for dinner after the production. How could she explain to her daughter that she lived in mortal fear of running into a man she had loved and sent away nineteen years ago?

The only thing Lynette could be grateful for was that Kat hadn't insisted she come behind stage to meet everyone after the production. That would have led to disaster. She waited for her daughter in the lobby, watching the smiling crowds exit the auditorium, the children laughing and sucking on the candy canes that had been handed out to everyone, and she tried to be invisible. Failing that, Lynette sat in the deepest shadow she could find and held utterly still, and hoped every handsome, dark-haired man who walked by was too tired to notice her.

"There you are!" a familiar, laughing, baritone voice called when the lobby traffic had dwindled to a trickle.

Lynette closed her eyes, her heart stuttering, and then couldn't resist the horrified fascination and curiosity. She opened her eyes and followed the sound of that voice, totally unprepared to meet her doom.

Daniel Morgan, dressed in jeans and a blue plaid flannel shirt just like in their college days, strolled across the lobby toward Lynette's shadowed seat. He smiled, lines forming around his eyes and mouth, and the laughter in his eyes wiped away the weariness that proved he had given his all to tonight's production. Just like he had in college. She realized she could breathe after all. Taking a deep breath, swallowing, she braced herself to stand. Nothing in the world could convince her to stay seated and let him tower over her at this first meeting in nearly twenty years.

"How'd you like it?" he said, holding out both hands.

Lynette opened her mouth—and it stayed open in surprise as a boy and girl darted past her from the bench on the other side of the shadowy nook where she had parked. Her intense concentration on being invisible had made her almost deaf and blind to their presence. She stared, not quite able to comprehend her narrow escape, and watched the little girl, maybe ten years old, leap into Daniel's arms. The boy was a head shorter than her, maybe eight or nine years old. They were definitely brother and sister, with the same dark curls and square chins and chocolate-colored eyes. They looked like Daniel.

The boy laughed and wrapped both arms around Daniel's waist, and both children laughed when he pretended to stagger under the little girl's weight. They talked at the same time, calling out the things they had liked about the Christmas production—the elves running up and down the aisles, the actors dressed as angels and stars that dropped down from the ceiling, the live ponies that pulled a miniature Santa's sleigh, and of course the candy canes and the hard wrapped candy that Santa and the elves tossed into the audience by the handfuls.

"It was great, just like you said," the woman who had been with the children said, sauntering across the floor to join them. She had short, dark curly hair, just like the children. Her tall, lanky figure and easy stride stirred up a few flickers of jealousy among Lynette's shock and relief. "These greedy gluttons want to know if there are any leftover candy canes."

"You do?" Daniel jounced the girl, pretending to drop her. She screamed and flung her arms around his neck, laughing the entire time, and he pretended to strangle. "Well, come on backstage and we'll see what the good faeries have for you."

"I'll get you for this," the woman said.

"What'd I do now?"

"Giving the kids sugar? At this time of night?" She slapped his shoulder. The children just laughed more.

"I'll make it up to you," Daniel said, and released one arm from holding the girl to wrap around the woman's waist.

Lynette gasped and felt as if something wrapped around her throat. She knew it was ridiculous to feel this way, because Daniel obviously hadn't seen her there in the shadows, but his gesture had felt like a slap in her face. How many times had he laughed and said those same words to her, as he put his arm around her waist?

"How?" the woman demanded, falling into step with him with the ease of long practice.

"I'll take the kids shopping tomorrow. I'm pretty sure there's somebody they haven't done their shopping for yet." He waggled his eyebrows at her, and she just rolled her eyes and shook her head, grinning.

The children cheered, just as the foursome reached the open door leading into the stairwell, and their voices echoed back. Daniel and the woman exchanged grins.

"Abby Morgan! Is that you?" A woman in a dark green, sparkly evening dress scurried across the nearly deserted lobby on high heels Lynette would never have dared wear. "I need to talk to you about summer camp. You are coming to Patmos with the kids this summer, aren't you? And giving flying lessons like last year?" She hooked her arm through the woman's arm, effectively disengaging her from Daniel's grasp. In a few more seconds, all five had disappeared down the stairwell, the echoes distorting what anyone said.

Lynette closed her eyes and unclenched her hands, forcing herself to breathe. She told herself to be grateful for the near disaster. She had learned something useful, and maybe even comforting. After all, if Daniel Morgan was married and had children of his own, he wouldn't try to take her daughter away from her if he ever found out about Kat.

Daniel was married. Lynette played with the concept in her mind, gingerly, like she would examine a broken tooth with the tip of her tongue.

Well, why not? He had obviously wanted to marry her and take responsibility for their baby. He hadn't backed off in relief and given up the first time she said no to his proposal, had he? And why wouldn't he want children of his own? It certainly looked like he loved those children and got along well with them. Lynette couldn't think of many men who would so easily offer to take children that young Christmas shopping, unless they enjoyed being with the children.

Daniel Morgan was married. Lynette told herself she should be relieved.
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Sunday, December 31

As soon as exams were over, Kat took a plane for Chicago to spend the holidays with her grandmother. Lynette soon wished she had gone with her daughter, because Mike pouted and whined and moped over the fact that Kat didn't come home between semesters.

"That settles it. This summer, she's just gotta work for me. I'll make her my personal assistant." Mike rubbed his hands together, and Lynette swore he muffled a cackle. "I miss my little girl. If she won't stay home where she belongs—”

"School rules don't allow freshmen to live anywhere except on campus," Lynette said for the hundredth time. She wished she had retreated to her craft room, instead of settling down in the TV room to catch the news and pretend she enjoyed spending time with her husband.

"Well, she'll move home in the spring, and I'll make sure she never wants to leave home again."

Lynette shuddered. What would it take for Mike to realize that Kat didn't even like him, much less love him like he seemed to think she should?

When Lynette and Mike flew to Chicago to spend the week from Christmas to New Year's with her mother, Kat had a full roster of activities lined up with her childhood friends that kept her out of the house most of the time. Lynette understood, but Mike grumbled about not seeing Kat until even Mrs. Teague scolded him to stop being so selfish.

Lynette wasn't surprised that on New Year's Eve, before their guests arrived for her mother's traditional party, Mike informed Kat of the plans he had made for her summer as if they were a done deal.

"I'm taking summer classes, and taking over as Morgan's student assistant," Kat said with a calm certainty that told Lynette her daughter wasn't making this up. She had this planned and had probably already signed up for the specific classes she wanted and reserved her room in the dormitories.

"Who is Morgan?" Mrs. Teague said, while Mike's eyes bugged, his face got red, and his mouth worked like a grounded fish.

Lynette couldn't breathe. Any moment now, her mother would turn to her and say, "Do you mean to tell me Kathryn's father is her teacher?" and all her maneuvering and fear and silence over the last four months would be ruined.

And maybe it would be for the best.

"My new student advisor. At least, he will be in the fall. It makes more sense for him to be my advisor, because I'm going to focus on writing, not acting." Kat gave Mike a sideways glance and sidled toward the doorway of the front parlor, where they always waited to greet arriving guests. "Granny, do you mind if I take off with Scooter and Link instead of hanging around? There's a big marathon at their rec center to raise funds for the women's shelter."

"That sounds like an admirable way to bring in the New Year," her grandmother said, her smile warming. She held out her arms and Kat came to hug and kiss her good-bye. The girl fled the room before Mike could get his breath back.

"But I want Kat to work for me this summer. We agreed—”

"No, Mike," Lynette said, sighing. "You told me what you wanted, but you never asked Kat what she wanted."

"But I'm her father! She should do what I tell her. I love her."

"Michael, if you're going to be a wet blanket, kindly avoid my guests this evening," Mrs. Teague said. She levered herself out of her throne-like rocking chair and beckoned for Patricia, the housekeeper, who hovered in the doorway, waiting for last-minute directions.

Lynette breathed a sigh of relief and ignored Mike's mutters of complaint. Another disaster avoided. How many more near misses could she take before the truth came spilling out? She was only halfway through the first year of Kat's studies at BWU. Three-and-a-half years of this misery to go.

~~~~~
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IN THE SPRING, AMY Whittier, a blonde, energetic sophomore, teamed up with Bekka and Kat. The three girls spent hours together, going to Stay-a-While to sit and drink coffee and talk, and attended campus movies together or spent hours in the library doing research for each other. They dubbed themselves the Musketeers, even before Dr. Holwood, the head of the Humanities Department, gave them the label. Daniel would often look out his office door to see Amy and Kat helping Bekka with her duties. Kat was Bekka's assistant and in training to take over her job. Campus rules only allowed a student to be any professor's assistant for four years total, and Bekka had reached the end of her allowed term.

Dr. Holwood had a special place in his heart for Amy, a struggling poet, who was somewhat acerbic and elitist when it came to poetry. Her boyfriend, Joe Kriegan, was a struggling musician and a part-time student. Amy constantly fought with him over the idea that good poetry didn't need music to make it complete. Dr. Holwood asked for prayers for all his students, when the faculty members who attended Tabor Christian got together. Amy's name came up quite often.

Kat took Daniel's concentrated survey of scriptwriting course that summer. Her insistence that soap operas did not count as 'real' screenwriting, and her shock and dismay when she learned he had sold several scripts to five daytime dramas shattered that last lingering, nagging similarity to Lynette Teague. Lynette had thought everything he did was golden. She didn't fight with him about anything he chose to do—until she told him she was pregnant, and he immediately set about dismantling his career plans so they could get married and raise their child. Her plan was for him to graduate, become a star in Hollywood, and come back for them. When he refused to abandon them, she left town, and her mother slapped him with threats of restraining orders and other legal action that would ensure he couldn't act in community theater, much less pursue a career on screen. Even cheesy homemade commercials for two-bit cable stations wouldn't take him, once those lawyers got through with him.

Working with Kat instead of Bekka was an adjustment—he understood the struggles Bekka went through with her grandparents who had raised her, and who periodically tried to quash her literary career and involvement in drama. In the past, they had even tried to enlist the deacons at Tabor Christian to convince Bekka that Christians had no business being involved in theater. They hadn't been happy to learn that Daniel was a member of their church, and had been for eight years at that time, and the deacons were not only comfortable with the idea of an actor and writer involved in church activities, but several wanted him to run a drama camp some summer.

Their latest tactic was to charge Bekka room and board as long as she insisted on following her “frivolous” course of study at Butler-Williams in writing and theater. So Bekka worked three part-time jobs, proofread papers for other students, and earned a tidy sum each year by selling short stories and commissioned articles. Her grandparents insisted that the only sensible and proper life for her was to become an accountant or some other “respectable” profession, until she found a man to marry—then she would quit working, stay home, and raise their great-grandchildren.

Daniel had counseled Bekka through five years of this struggle, and admired her determination and her quiet, respectful brand of rebellion. The Sandersons hadn't come storming into his office in more than two years, demanding he advise Bekka to give up her literary dreams and obey them “like a good Christian girl should.”

Tuesday, October 1

Kat had problems.

Bekka had told Daniel that her home life wasn't too comfortable, that Michael Tyler was a loudmouth, leering jerk, and Kat took summer classes so she could stay on campus year-round and not go home—but Kat didn't confide in Daniel. He had to guess when something troubled her and learned even before she was his student assistant that she froze up when adults, men in particular, showed too much interest in her activities, her schedule, and her feelings. By the end of September, Daniel learned to pick up a few signals to indicate when Kat was having a bad day, but he left it to Bekka to act as intermediary when he wanted to help.

So he wasn't too surprised when Kat danced into his office that morning and announced she, Amy and Bekka were moving in together.

"Too many wild parties in the dorm, huh? They're kicking you out?" He sat back and put both feet up on the only clear corner of his desk.

"Hardly." Kat tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and hugged herself before coming to rest against the doorframe. "Bekka's grandparents are moving to Florida. Can you believe they actually think she'll drop classes just like that and go to Florida with them just because they say so?"

"Yeah, unfortunately, I do." Daniel shook his head and muffled a grin.

So that was the reason for the sour looks the Sandersons had been aiming his way over the last three Sundays. They probably thought he had encouraged Bekka to resist their most recent and extreme endeavor to control her life. Why she hadn't moved out of their house years ago, he couldn't quite understand—except that Bekka did love her grandparents, and she knew they loved her despite their stiff-necked, narrow-minded, demanding ways. They were all the family she had in the world, and she had obviously reasoned that putting up with their disapproval wasn't too high a price to pay for keeping their family together. He understood, because even if he didn't get along so well with them, he would have felt the same way about the Tabor Heights Morgans. They were the reason he had applied to teach at Butler-Williams University in the first place.

"Amy wants to be closer to campus now that she got the job at the library, and I have been dying to get my own place—I mean, Granny gave me access to my trust fund when I graduated high school and I have more than enough money—but I hate being alone." She shrugged and grinned but couldn't hide that momentary glimmer of darkness, and what Daniel thought might be genuine fear in her eyes. "So Bekka
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