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Dedication
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For all who have loved the beauty of creation and are still being drawn toward the Creator.
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Foreword
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This book does not ask the reader to admire a man. It asks the reader to consider mercy. Peter Carter’s story moves through beauty, rebellion, regret, conviction, and grace, but the center is the patience of God and the saving work of Jesus Christ.

​​​​​​​

Author’s Note

​​​​​​​​​​​This book is a Christian testimony told in narrative form. Scenes and dialogue have been arranged so the spiritual meaning can be told clearly: God’s mercy pursued a sinner through rebellion, conviction, repentance, and faith in Jesus Christ.

​​

Opening Scripture

​​​​​​​​​“For the invisible things of him from the creation of the world are clearly seen, being understood by the things that are made, even his eternal power and Godhead; so that they are without excuse:”
— Romans 1:20, KJV
​​​​​​​​​​

Introduction: The God He Did Not See

“The heavens declare the glory of God; and the firmament sheweth his handywork.”
— Psalm 19:1, KJV
Some stories do not begin with a crisis. They begin with a mercy so quiet that the person receiving it does not know he is being spared.

His name was Peter Carter, though most people who knew him as a boy simply called him Peter. He was a child of creek banks, campfires, fishing lines, deer stands, and open sky. Long before he could explain love, the outdoors had claimed his imagination. But the boy who loved God’s world would grow into a man who ran hard from God Himself.

He dove beneath oceans, crossed rivers, walked valleys, watched storms build over distant ridges, and later flew above fields patterned with roads and farms. Yet even from the air, he saw beauty without seeing the One behind it. Creation declared God’s glory, but it could not reconcile him to God. He needed the Maker of the world to open his blind heart and bring him to Christ.

This book follows Peter Carter through the seasons of life—from boyhood wonder to senior adulthood, from rivers and woods to skies and mountain valleys—until the world he had always loved pressed a question he could no longer avoid: if beauty was everywhere around him, why had his heart remained so far from God?

This story is for anyone who has loved the world God made but missed the God who made it, for anyone who carries regret into later years, and for anyone who knows what it is to be spared when judgment would have been deserved.

​It is also for anyone who wonders whether grace can still find them after so much time. If grace comes, it comes not because sinners find their own way home, but because the Shepherd goes after His sheep.

Before grace opened his eyes, Peter walked through years of wonder without worship and rebellion that should have ended in death, prison, or ruin. His life did not drift mildly from God; it ran hard into darkness. Yet the deeper Peter sank, the more astonishing God’s providence would later appear, for the Lord was keeping alive the very man He would one day make new.

At its heart, this story is about a man who kept receiving warnings he did not know how to read. Wonder, conscience, Scripture, memory, and near-disaster would all become instruments in the Lord’s hand. But before Peter could see mercy clearly, he first had to survive the years when mercy looked only like luck.

The first warning did not come as a sermon. It came as a boy running toward a bridge he had been told never to cross.
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Chapter One: A Childhood Full of Clues
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“When I consider thy heavens, the work of thy fingers, the moon and the stars, which thou hast ordained; What is man, that thou art mindful of him?”
— Psalm 8:3–4, KJV
Peter’s childhood revealed the direction of his heart early. A boy who loved the outdoors was already learning to ignore warnings when pride made danger feel like courage.

He knew creek banks, fields, campfires, fishing lines, and open sky before he knew how to speak of the God who had made them. The world felt wide and alive, but wonder alone did not make him wise.

He rose before daylight with a child’s excitement: tackle box shut, boots across the porch, and the screen door closing behind him. His path usually led along the creek to a shaded bend beneath leaning limbs, where the water slowed and fish gathered near the bank. The wild had his full attention before wisdom did.

His mother sometimes stood in the doorway with her arms folded against the chill, reminding him to be careful, watch the weather, and use the head the good Lord gave him. Peter heard her, but the wild already had his attention. He was too young to know how much love sounded like warning.

That bend became his favorite place, quiet under the leaning limbs beside the slow water. It was there that ordinary boyhood began turning toward a warning he would not understand until much later.

Peter rarely came to that bend alone. Eli Turner was often beside him, quiet enough to hear a fish roll before anyone else noticed. Caleb Brooks came too, restless and loud, always making the day bigger and more dangerous than it needed to be.

Peter was small for his age, and childhood taught him early how easily shame could settle into a boy’s heart. He learned to notice laughter, compare himself with others, and wonder whether courage might make him feel larger than he was.

From then on, Peter became quick to prove and slow to trust. If someone praised him for courage, he stored the praise like food, yet hunger always returned. If someone laughed, the laugh seemed to confirm what he already feared.

Eli taught Peter to notice, and Caleb taught him how quickly courage could turn reckless. Between them, Peter began to learn that companionship could shape a boy’s heart. Eli’s family kept a worn Bible near the front door. Peter noticed it sometimes but never asked about it. Looking back, he would remember that Bible with tenderness. The Word had been near him before he understood why it mattered.

One morning after fishing, Eli paused near the bank and bowed his head for a few seconds before lifting the stringer. Peter asked what he was doing. Eli shrugged, almost embarrassed, and said, “Just thanking the Lord.” Peter laughed it off, but the moment stayed with him longer than he expected.

Caleb’s lessons were different. He knew how to make fear sound like failure. “Unless you’re scared,” he would say, and the words worked on Peter like a hook under the ribs. Peter hated that Eli’s caution could feel like insult when Caleb was watching.

At the pond, Peter learned patience without knowing it. He watched the cork tremble and disappear, felt the line jerk alive, and laughed when a fish flashed into the morning light. The joy was real, though he did not yet know where such gifts were meant to lead his heart.

Beauty filled his eyes, but pride still had his ear.

Then one morning, after fishing, the three boys followed the creek farther than they had permission to go. Caleb dared them first, grinning as if obedience were something cowards invented. Eli hesitated when the railroad bridge came into view. “We ought to turn back,” he said. Caleb laughed, but Eli looked at Peter instead of Caleb. “Your mama told you not past the bridge.” Peter hated that Eli remembered. He stepped forward anyway.

The railroad bridge stood beyond the bend like a dare made of rust and shadow. Every parent in the neighborhood had warned the children away from it. The boards were old, the drop was steep, and trains still passed through often enough to keep fear honest. To Peter, that only made it more interesting.

Caleb reached it first and slapped one hand against the warm rail. “Bet you won’t walk across,” he said. Eli stopped several steps back with his fishing pole in one hand and concern tightening his face. “We are not supposed to be here,” he said. Caleb grinned at Peter. “You going to let him preach us home?”

Peter felt two voices pulling at him. One sounded like his mother reminding him to stay clear of the bridge. The other sounded like Caleb laughing if he turned back. He chose the laugh. Pride often makes a boy fear embarrassment more than danger.

Halfway across, the boards shifted beneath his feet. The creek below looked suddenly farther away than it had from the bank. Then the rail began humming.

For one dreadful second, none of them moved. The sound came low at first, then grew through the iron and into Peter’s bones. Eli shouted his name. Caleb’s grin vanished. Peter turned and ran, shoes slipping on warped wood, breath tearing in his chest.

​Eli stepped onto the bridge against his own fear and reached out. “Peter!” he cried. Peter leapt the last gap, and Eli caught his sleeve hard enough to rip it. Both boys fell into the weeds beside the track just as the engine rounded the trees with a roar that swallowed every word.

The train thundered past, iron and wind and shaking earth. Peter lay on his back staring at the sky, too scared to pretend anything. Caleb stood pale and silent. Eli sat with his hands clasped between his knees, whispering thanks to God.

When Peter finally stood, he brushed grass from his shirt and
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