
    
      
      
      

   
      WHAT READERS ARE SAYING ABOUT KAREN KINGSBURY’S BOOKS

      Karen’s book Oceans Apart changed my life. She has an amazing gift of bringing a reader into her stories. I can only pray she never stops writing.
      

      Susan L.

      Everyone should have the opportunity to read or listen to a book by Karen Kingsbury. It should be in the Bill of Rights.
      

      Rachel S.

      I want to thank Karen Kingsbury for what she is doing with the power of her storytelling — touching hearts like mine and letting
         God use her to change the world for Him.
      

      Brittney N.

      Karen Kingsbury’s books are filled with the unshakable, remarkable, miraculous fact that God’s grace is greater than our suffering.
         There are no words for Ms. Kingsbury’s writing.
      

      Wendie K.

      Because I loaned these books to my mother, she BECAME a Christian! Thank you for a richer life here and in heaven!

      Jennifer E.

      When I read my first Karen Kingsbury book, I couldn’t stop…. I read thirteen more in one summer!

      Jamie B.

      I have never read anything so uplifting and entertaining. I’m shocked as I read each new release because it’s always better
         than the last one.
      

      Bonnie S.

      I am unable to put your books down, and I plan to read many more of them. What a wonderful spiritual message I find in each
         one!
      

      Rhonda T.

      I love the way Karen Kingsbury writes, and the topics she chooses to write about! Thank you so much for sharing your talent
         with us, your readers!
      

      Barbara S.

      My husband is equally hooked on your books. It is a family affair for us now! Can’t wait for the next one.

      Angie

      I can’t even begin to tell you what your books mean to me…. Thank you for your wonderful books and the way they touch my life
         again and again.
      

      Martje L.

      Every time our school buys your next new book, everybody goes crazy trying to read it first!

      Roxanne

      Recently I made an effort to find GOOD Christian writers, and I’ve hit the jackpot with Karen Kingsbury!

      Linda

      When Karen Kingsbury calls her books “Life-Changing Fiction™,” she’s merely telling the unvarnished truth. I’m still sorting
         through the changes in my life that have come from reading just a few of her books!
      

      Robert M.

      I must admit that I wish I was a much slower reader … or you were a much faster writer. Either way, I can’t seem to get enough
         of Karen Kingsbury’s books!
      

      Jillian B.

      I was offered $50 one time in the airport for the fourth book in the Redemption Series. The lady’s husband just couldn’t understand
         why I wasn’t interested in selling it. Through sharing Karen’s books with my friends, many have decided that contemporary
         Christian fiction is the next best thing to the Bible. Thank you so much, Karen. It is truly a God-thing that you write the
         way you do.
      

      Sue Ellen H.

      Karen Kingsbury’s books have made me see things in ways that I had never thought about before. I have to force myself to put
         them down and come up for air!
      

      Tabitha H.
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      To Donald, my Prince Charming …

      How I rejoice to see you coaching again, sharing your gift of teaching and your uncanny basketball ability with another generation
         of kids — and best yet, now our boys are part of the mix. Isn’t this what we always dreamed of? I love sitting back this time
         and letting you and God figure it out. I’ll always be here — cheering for you and the team from the bleachers. But God’s taught
         me a thing or two about being a coach’s wife. He’s so good that way. It’s fitting that you would find varsity coaching again
         now — after twenty years of marriage. Hard to believe that as you read this, our twentieth anniversary has come and gone.
         I look at you and I still see the blond, blue-eyed guy who would ride his bike to my house and read the Bible with me before
         a movie date. You stuck with me back then and you stand by me now — when I need you more than ever. I love you, my husband,
         my best friend, my Prince Charming. Stay with me, by my side, and let’s watch our children take wing, savoring every memory
         and each day gone by. Always and always … The ride is breathtakingly beautiful, my love. I pray it lasts far into our twilight
         years. Until then, I’ll enjoy not always knowing where I end and you begin. I love you always and forever.
      

      To Kelsey, my precious daughter …

      You are almost twenty and though I cringe even writing those words, I am blessed to be your mom and your friend. My heart
         soars with joy when I see all that you are, all you’ve become. This is a precious year for us because you’re still home, attending
         junior college, and spending nearly every day in the dance studio. When you’re not dancing, you’re helping out with the business
         and ministry of Life-Changing Fiction™ — so we have many precious hours together. I know this time is short and won’t last,
         but I’m enjoying it so much — you, no longer the high school girl, a young woman and in every way my daughter, my friend.
         That part will always stay, but you, my sweet girl, will go where your dreams lead, soaring through the future doors God opens.
      

      Honey, you grow more beautiful — inside and out — every day. And always I treasure the way you talk to me, telling me your
         hopes and dreams and everything in between. I can almost sense the plans God has for you, the very good plans. I pray you
         keep holding on to His hand as He walks you toward them. I love you, sweetheart.
      

      To Tyler, my lasting song …

      I can hardly wait to see what the next school year brings you, my precious son. Last year you were one of Joseph’s brothers,
         and you were Troy Bolton, and Captain Hook — becoming a stronger singer and stage actor with every role. This year you began
         a new high school, where God has continued to shape you as the leader He wants you to be. I’ll never forget the moment on
         the K-Love Cruise this past year when you were so deeply moved during worship. You told me, “Mom, I think God is leading me
         into a future of Christian music.” Wow, Ty. What an amazing God we serve, that He is putting such a dream on your heart now,
         while you are not yet a junior in high school. I still love seeing you on a stage, but I sense that you want to spend more
         time on a different stage — the stage of life. I know it’s hard realizing that time with your best friend, Kelsey, is running
         short. But you’ll be fine, and no matter where God leads you in the future, the deep and lasting family relationships you’ve
         begun here in your childhood will remain.
      

      Thank you for the hours of music and song. As you finish up your sophomore year, I am mindful that time is rushing past, and
         I make a point to stop and listen a little longer when I hear you singing. Your dad and I are proud of you, Ty, of the young
         man you’ve become. We’re proud of your talent and your compassion for people and your place in our family. However your dreams
         unfold, I’ll be in the front row to watch them happen. Hold on to Jesus, Ty. I love you.
      

      To Sean, my happy sunshine …

      What a scare we had this past year watching you go through encephalitis and mono. I’ll never forget the way your faith shone
         in the emergency room that one terrible night. I told you that without a spinal tap, you might die. You only looked at me,
         confused, and said, “Well, then I’d be home with Jesus, and that would be better!” The staff at the hospital was amazed, and
         I stood in awe of your deep belief — even in the delirium of your sickness.
      

      New things are just around the corner for you, Sean. I can hardly believe you start high school in the fall, taking on a host
         of new adventures in the process. Always remember who you are and whose you are as you venture into that next step. One of
         the things I love most about you, Sean, is your beautiful smile and the way your eyes light up when we’re together as a family.
         Keep that always. You are a bright sunbeam, bringing warmth to everyone around you.
      

      One thing that will stand out about this past year is your crazy ping-pong skills. I absolutely love playing against you,
         Sean. You’re quick as lightning and it makes me a better player. Of course … I never really thought I’d be hoping for a win
         against my little boy. But then, you’re not all that little anymore. I’m proud of you, Sean. I love you more than you know.
         I pray God will use your positive spirit to always make a difference in the lives around you. You’re a precious gift, Son.
         Keep smiling and keep seeking God’s best for your life.
      

      To Josh, my tenderhearted perfectionist …

      The weeks of this past school year have flown by, and you have grown right along with them, my precious son. So many memories
         will remind me of your eighth-grade year, but some will always stand out. The week, for instance, when you scored five touchdowns
         in your team’s city championship — three rushing, two on interception returns. Then that same week you turned around and scored
         a total of eight goals in two intense soccer games against the top teams in our state. Amazing. No wonder I’m always seeking
         to make our devotions about staying humble! Seriously, sweetheart, God has given you tremendous talent in sports. I have no
         doubt that someday we will see your name in headlines and that — if God allows it — you’ll make it to the pros. You’re that
         good, and everyone around you says so.
      

      Now, flash back to that single moment in a broken-down Haitian orphanage. There I was meeting Sean and EJ for the first time
         when you walked up, reached up with your small fingers and brushed back my bangs, and said, “Hi, Mommy. I love you.” It might’ve
         taken six months, but I knew as you said those words that you belonged with us. The picture becomes clearer all the time.
      

      Keep being a leader on the field and off. One day people will say, “Hmmm. Karen Kingsbury? Isn’t she Josh’s mom?” I can’t
         wait for the day. You have an unlimited future ahead of you, Josh, and I’ll forever be cheering on the sidelines. Keep God
         first in your life. I love you always.
      

      To EJ, my chosen one …

      Here you are in the last few months of seventh grade, and I can barely recognize the student athlete you’ve become. Those
         two years of homeschooling with Dad continue to reap a harvest a hundred times bigger than what was sown, and we couldn’t
         be prouder of you. But even beyond your grades, we are blessed to have you in our family for so many reasons. You are wonderful
         with our pets — always the first to feed them and pet them and look out for them — and you are a willing worker when it comes
         to chores.
      

      Besides all that, you make us laugh — oftentimes right out loud. I’ve always believed that getting through life’s little difficulties
         and challenges requires a lot of laughter — and I thank you for bringing that to our home. You’re a wonderful boy, Son, a
         child with such potential. Clearly, that’s what you displayed the other day when you came out of nowhere in your soccer qualifiers
         and scored three goals.
      

      I’m amazed because you’re so talented in so many ways, but all of them pale in comparison to your desire to truly live for
         the Lord. I’m so excited about the future, EJ, because God has great plans for you, and we want to be the first to congratulate
         you as you work to discover those. Thanks for your giving heart, EJ. I love you so.
      

      To Austin, my miracle boy …

      Here it is, baseball season again, and once more I smile when I see you at bat. You take your sports so seriously, but even
         more than that, you take your role as our son seriously. The other day we were driving somewhere and you said that your friend
         Karter made an observation. “Austin,” he said, “I think you’re going to grow up to be just exactly like your dad.” You shared
         that story proudly and beamed at us from the backseat. And up in the front seat, your dad had tears in his eyes.
      

      Yes, Austin, you are growing up to be like your daddy. There could be no greater compliment, because your dad is the most
         amazing man. The bittersweetness of knowing that every morning you stand a little taller is juxtaposed with the joy of knowing
         Karter is right. You’re a little more like your dad every day. I love your tender heart, Austin, the times late at night when
         you come to me, tears in your eyes, and tell me you’re missing Papa. The other kids miss him, too, but I don’t hear it from
         them as often as I hear it from you. Papa’s still cheering for you, Son. As you soar toward your teenage years please don’t
         forget that or him.
      

      You’re my youngest, my last, Austin. I’m holding on to every moment, for sure. Thanks for giving me so many wonderful reasons
         to treasure today. I thank God for you, for the miracle of your life. I love you, Austin.
      

      And to God Almighty, the Author of Life, who has — for now — blessed me with these.
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      FOREVER IN FICTION

      Whenever I receive the completed paperwork for a Forever in Fiction winner, I read through the details of the life being honored
         in fiction — whether the person is alive or dead — and I am touched by the real-life stories that come my way.
      

      That was especially true for Laurie Weeks, forty-five. I read the information sent in about Laurie, and I kept seeing all
         we had in common, how Laurie and I would’ve certainly been friends if we would’ve met. Our love of family and healthy living,
         board games and beaches … Even our shared joy at documenting our family’s activities in photographs. The similarities were
         striking.
      

      Laurie was one of four siblings — three sisters and a brother. She married when she was twenty-two and had three children
         — Audrey, twenty-three; Lucas, nineteen; and Sam, seventeen. She loved the beach and the Bible and playing Apples to Apples
         when her family was gathered together. Trips to Atlantic Beach in North Carolina were always accompanied by a trip to her
         favorite Windmill Restaurant, walks on the beach, and fresh grilled salmon. She walked every day and never missed the sporting
         events and musical performances of her children.
      

      Laurie was 5’5{dec63} and slender, with brown hair, green eyes, and a contagious smile. She rooted for the underdog, and people
         knew her as a peacemaker — confident and trustworthy. She played the handbells in her church bell choir and served as family
         photographer for the many special moments she helped create for those she loved. A spiritual high for Laurie was 2001, when
         she and Audrey took a mission trip to Nicaragua.
      

      Laurie was diagnosed with multiple myeloma in June of 2005. Though she nearly died twice in the ensuing months, her family
         prayed for a miracle. Laurie lived long enough to attend the funeral of her ninety-six-year-old grandmother and long enough
         to share one last very beautiful Christmas with her family. She lived to see a final prom and her son’s confirmation, along
         with one last season of football and musical performances. Throughout her illness, she endured much pain, but she never complained
         or let others see how she suffered. Though her family prayed for more time, God had other plans for Laurie. She loved Jesus
         very much and knew she would be well with her Savior — but she hated the thought of leaving her family. Laurie went home to
         heaven in March 2006 — just nine months after her diagnosis. Those who love her miss her very much.
      

      Laurie was placed Forever in Fiction by her sister — Cindy Jacks — who won the item at the Lafayette Christian School auction,
         a year after Laurie died. A special thanks to Cindy for honoring her sister this way. I chose to make Laurie the friend of
         my character Kelly Ryan — producer Chase Ryan’s wife. Much as I believe Laurie would’ve been a friend of mine, her character
         will certainly be a friend to Kelly Ryan in this time of dramatic highs and uncertain lows. Cindy, I pray that your family
         will be blessed by the placement of Laurie in the pages of Above the Line: Take Two and that when you read this book you will always see some of Laurie here, where she will be Forever in Fiction.
      

      For those of you who are not familiar with Forever in Fiction, it is my way of involving you, the readers, in my stories,
         while raising money for charities. To date, Forever in Fiction has raised more than one hundred thousand dollars at charity
         auctions across the country. Obviously I am only able to donate a limited number of these each year. For that reason, I have
         set a fairly high minimum bid on this package so that the maximum funds are raised for charities.
      

      If you are interested in having a Forever in Fiction package donated to your auction, contact my assistant, Tricia Kingsbury,
         at 
         Kingsburydesk@aol.com. Please write Forever in Fiction in the subject line.
      

   
      One

      KENDALL ADAMS SAT across from her father in the executive boardroom of his Los Angeles high-rise and stared at the rolling hills of Hollywood
         in the distance. October was always like this — brilliant blue skies and air as clear as a summer day in Montana. Kendall
         breathed deep, stood, and sauntered to the window.
      

      “I’m still amazed — “She glanced over her shoulder at her dad.” — that you’re doing this.”

      “It’s my passion too.” Her father smiled, and the warmth in his eyes belied his cunning business sense and high-profile international-billionaire
         status. “I’ve been looking for an investment opportunity like this for years.”
      

      Kendall looked down from twenty-three stories at a busy Melrose Boulevard. What would this venture bring, this decision to
         team up with Chase Ryan and Keith Ellison? Was filmmaking where she would find healing for her broken heart?
      

      She watched a breeze dance through the palm trees that framed the constant traffic below.

      “You’re thinking about him again.” Her father was on his feet, coming toward her. “I can feel it.”

      “No.” She linked her arm through his as he came up alongside her. “About the movies. And whether or not this is when life
         finds its way back to normal again.”
      

      A tight-lipped sigh hung briefly on her dad’s lips. “I wish I never would’ve introduced you to that … that —”

      “It’s over.” Her calm voice reflected none of the pain that still colored the edges of every moment. “I don’t blame you or
         me. Or God. It’s time for whatever’s next.”
      

      A comfortable silence fell around them, tempered only by the distant sounds of telephones and office staff on the other side
         of the door.
      

      “Will you tell them? The producers?”

      “No.” She didn’t hesitate. “What happened was private. The media never really figured out the story, so no one else needs
         to.”
      

      Sympathy shadowed her father’s expression. “Good call. You’ll spend a lot of time with Chase and Keith, but it’s better to
         … well, you know, keep things on a business level.”
      

      Kendall studied her dad for a long moment. Times like this she still wondered if he merely offered fatherly advice or worried
         about saving face, about making sure no one knew how much she’d lost over the last year. How much they’d both lost.
      

      A shiver ran down her spine. Maybe if she pretended it never happened, a time would come when she might go a whole day without
         feeling the pain.
      

      The phone rang from the middle of the long table and her dad answered it. “Yes, fine. We’re ready for them.” He hung up and
         reached back to give her a hug. “It’s a new day, Kendall. God’s going to use this partnership. I have a great feeling about
         it.”
      

      Giving her father a smile, she ordered herself to set aside the memories of the past. Her dad was right. This was a new time
         for both of them.
      

      She smoothed her blouse and stayed at her father’s elbow as he moved to the door. His secretary knocked at about the same
         time and ushered in Chase and Keith. This was the first time the four of them had been together since the wrap party in Bloomington,
         Indiana, for The Last Letter, so the greetings between them took a little longer than usual.
      

      As soon as they were seated at the table, Chase leaned back and gripped the armrests. “Keith and I truly appreciate you taking
         the time to meet with us.” He looked at his friend and then back to Kendall and her father. “But with the economy the way
         it is, we don’t want you to feel obligated to give us additional financial help. We wanted to get that out at the beginning.”
      

      Kendall felt like rushing around the table and giving the guy a hug. Did he know how rare his attitude was in Hollywood? The
         idea of looking out for someone else first?
      

      She shared a smile with her dad and the look in his eyes told her to take the lead. She sat up a little straighter. “Actually,
         we’re more committed to your movies now than ever.”
      

      “That’s right. Kendall has great news about your next film — the one we talked about last time we were together.” Her father
         looked elated. He had said once that his fortune brought him no joy whatsoever except when it could be used to share God’s
         truth and light, and when it could help make other people’s dreams come true. “And I’m certain you’re needing more funds for
         the editing process, is that right?”
      

      “Actually, we’re okay.” Keith opened a file he’d brought with him and handed copies of an accounting sheet to Kendall and
         her father. “The funds you provided at the end of the shoot have gone a long way. We’ll get through the editing process okay.
         It’s what happens after that.”
      

      “Publicity and advertising — or the P&A budget, as they call it.” Kendall’s father grinned. “Not a problem, guys. Count me
         in. We want this movie on the big screens.”
      

      Chase looked a little dizzy, and again something about him touched Kendall’s heart. He was sincere and kind, genuine in his
         desire to make movies for the purpose of reaching people. With everything in her she hoped the movie business never changed
         him.
      

      Once they moved past the initial budget issues for The Last Letter, Kendall took over. “The author of Unlocked is still very interested in giving you both the option for her book. It’s been on the New York Times Best-Sellers List for ten weeks now.”
      

      “We know.” Keith allowed the hint of a smile. “We figured she must’ve had a hundred offers by now.”

      “She has.” Kendall felt her eyes begin to dance. Like her father, she loved this — watching the impossible become a reality
         for a couple of good guys like Keith and Chase. “But she wants to work with you.” She pulled a notepad from her bag and checked
         the details. “Stephanie’s on deadline for her next novel. She’ll be busy the next month or so. Then she’d like to fly here
         and meet you. Get the option in ink.” She looked up. “That should give you enough time to finish editing The Last Letter and submit the film to the festivals. Which I’d like to help with, by the way.”
      

      She could see Chase wrestling with a question. After a few seconds he lost the battle. “Brandon Paul? Is that still an option
         for Unlocked?”
      

      Kendall laughed — the happy lighthearted laughter that had once marked her world. “He’s more than an option. I talked to him
         yesterday. He’s in. We only have to work out the details with his agent, pull together a screenplay and a director.” She grinned
         at the men around her. “Monumental details like that.”
      

      Both Keith and Chase hesitated, but seeing Kendall and her father’s confidence, they both chuckled and the mood relaxed. They
         spent the next few moments talking about their families, their wives and kids. Keith was worried about his college-aged daughter,
         Andi, away at school in Bloomington, and Chase was concerned his wife might get tired of running things back in San Jose.
         But for the most part, life was good for the producers, and Kendall was glad. They would need to be strong. If their experience
         was like hers, Hollywood life would test them sorely.
      

      The meeting lasted another thirty minutes while they worked out specific details of the financing and repayment plan for The Last Letter. They discussed how Kendall would look for additional investors for Unlocked as well. The budget would be considerably higher because of Brandon Paul, but because of her father Kendall was very connected
         with Hollywood’s wealthy elite — people looking for film projects to invest in. She knew she’d find someone.
      

      When the guys left, everyone shared hugs. Kendall hugged Chase last, and not until she was in his arms did she realize with
         great alarm something that hadn’t occurred to her before.
      

      Chase’s athletic build was the same as that of Kendall’s ex-husband.

      She drew back quickly, though not quickly enough to let on what she felt. Heat rushed to her cheeks, and she hurried through
         one last round of good-byes.
      

      Even before the producers reached the end of the hall, Kendall’s father kissed her cheek. “I have to check on another meeting
         down the hall. Will you be here?”
      

      “No.” She still felt flustered, dizzy almost. “I … I have an appointment in Laguna Beach with an investor.”

      She bid him good-bye and walked to the elevator, grateful no one else found their way into her car as she made her way down.
         Why hadn’t she seen it before, the physical resemblance between Jay Randolph and Chase Ryan?
      

      She hurried through the lobby and into the parking structure, and when she was alone in her car she leaned back against the
         headrest and closed her eyes. God … let me get past this. Please. She longed for a response. But there was none. And like that, the past played out again in her mind.
      

      The car accident had been horrific, one of the worst in recent history. It had nearly killed Jay, and the details that followed
         had nearly killed Kendall. Jay had been driving Kendall’s car. The head-on crash had taken place in a handful of seconds,
         long enough for a drunk driver in a work truck to cross the double yellow lines on Mulholland Drive and barrel head on into
         a speeding Jay. The mangled metal heaps that remained once the dust settled made it hard for rescue workers to know exactly
         how many victims they were working with.
      

      At first media reports had it that Kendall had been killed in the wreck. But she was working with Compassion International
         in Costa Rica when the frantic text messages began popping up on her phone.
      

      Are you alive?

      Are you okay?

      Thank God Jay’s alive!

      And dozens of promises to pray. She took a flight back that afternoon, and by the time her plane touched down everyone knew
         the truth.
      

      The dead body in the passenger seat of Kendall’s BMW was not Kendall, but rather the twenty-two-year-old model Jay had been
         secretly seeing. At almost the same time, another significant piece of information rose to the surface: the young woman had
         been eight months pregnant with Jay’s son.
      

      The story hit the news, of course, but to this day Kendall was grateful it hadn’t blown up across the front pages. The media
         never made much of the fact that Jay was Ben Adams’ son-in-law, and since the accident wasn’t only Jay’s fault, the media
         lost interest. The same couldn’t be said for the lawyers in the case.
      

      The parents of the dead pregnant model hired a team of attorneys days after her funeral. The victim had been the single mother
         of two little girls — neither fathered by Jay. But since the drunk driver had no insurance, and since Jay was cited with reckless
         driving for speeds in excess of eighty miles per hour, the lawyers came after Kendall’s father — the registered owner of the
         BMW.
      

      In court the truth about the woman came out. She had been a terrible mother, rarely visiting her children and leaving her
         own mother to raise them. At the time of the accident, the model hadn’t spoken with her mother or her daughters for more than
         a year. Still, her mother contended that she could continue to raise her granddaughters, but she would need a great deal of
         money to pull it off. By the time the haggling and courtroom drama ended, the settlement for the woman’s daughters had cost
         Kendall’s father just under a million dollars.
      

      The accident cost Kendall a lot more than that.

      She talked to Jay just once afterwards, late at night during an unannounced visit to the hospital. She found him hooked to
         an IV, his legs in a pair of casts, bandages around his head. Even with that, he was watching TV as if he hadn’t just been
         party to a fatal accident, as if his whole world hadn’t fallen apart. She stood in the hospital doorway staring at him, seeing
         him the way he’d looked five years earlier, the night they met.
      

      He must’ve heard her, because he turned his head, and when he saw her, his face fell. For a long while he held her gaze, then
         he turned off the TV and looked away. “I’m surprised you came.”
      

      “Me too.” She moved slowly into his room, clutching her purse in front of her, as if keeping something between them might
         protect her heart from further damage. She reached the side of his bed and waited. Just waited, because she figured it wasn’t
         her job to do the talking.
      

      The silence quickly became unbearable and he rattled loose a long sigh. His eyes found hers again. “I was going to tell you.”
         He brought his hand slowly to his face and pressed his fingers against his brow. “I just … I hadn’t figured out how.”
      

      Kendall could voice just one question. “Did you … love her?” He closed his eyes for a long time. When he opened them again
         he said something that had stayed with her ever since. “Everybody loves everybody in this business.” His lips were dry and
         cracked. He ran his tongue over them, buying time. “It was my fault. I let it get out of hand.”
      

      “Out of hand?” She wanted to scream at him. His girlfriend had been about to deliver his baby. The baby Kendall hadn’t been
         able to give him. “Were you planning to marry her?”
      

      Again he hesitated. Then, “It doesn’t matter.”

      Kendall thought of a dozen more questions, a hundred things she might say. But in the end she said nothing. The silence between
         them deafened her, the whir of machines and the sickly, antiseptic hospital smell filling her senses.
      

      Finally he spoke. “My attorney is drawing up the papers. The divorce will be final before summer’s over.”

      And like that, five years were finished.

      The trouble was Kendall hadn’t seen it coming. In the days since the accident she had relived every wonderful day of their
         relationship a thousand times. In all her life she’d never met anyone like Jay Randolph. He had a faith that made him larger
         than life, and a charisma that made him the center of attention wherever he went. Her father introduced them at an Academy
         Awards after-party. Kendall liked to say he swept her off her feet and stole her heart all in a single conversation.
      

      Kendall credited the Lord with a pair of miracles in the months since that final meeting with Jay. First, she had survived
         with a determination to live — to truly live. Part of that came from her desire to help filmmakers like Keith and Chase make
         an impact in the entertainment industry.
      

      The second miracle was this: her love for God lived still. She’d been tempted at first to walk away from her faith. That’s
         what Jay had done. In Hollywood, Jay’s beliefs had crumbled and fallen away until they were nothing more than a patch on his
         sleeve. They hadn’t stopped him from having an affair, so why should Kendall think her faith could help her?
      

      But that attitude had lasted only a few weeks before she literally felt herself wasting away inside.

      Kendall grabbed a long breath and opened her eyes. The faith she’d seen in the eyes of Chase and Keith was real, genuine,
         and that was Kendall’s greatest concern. She couldn’t stand to see the movie business do to them what it had done to Jay.
         That’s why she’d felt so alarmed by the strange feelings she’d had when she hugged Chase. She could never, ever develop feelings
         for him. Rather, the three of them needed to stick together, talk about their faith and their commitments, include God every
         step of the way.
      

      Kendall’s resolve grew as she started her car and pulled out of the parking complex. If they didn’t keep God at the center
         of everything they did, the power of their films wouldn’t really matter.
      

      Because the next moral failure to hit Hollywood could be one of theirs.

   
      Two

      BAILEY FLANIGAN PULLED HER JACKET TIGHT around her shoulders and pressed hard into the wind as she crossed the Indiana University campus. The rain beat against her
         lined hood and she picked up her pace, hurrying toward the theater building and her rehearsal for the upcoming musical, Scrooge. The old ornate brick building was in sight when she felt her phone vibrate. Andi or Tim, she figured. No one else would
         text her in the middle of the day.
      

      She pulled her phone from the pocket of her rain jacket, and what she saw caught her breath. Cody Coleman? They hadn’t talked
         in nearly a month.
      

      Bailey stared at his name as she slowed her steps. He was more Andi’s friend now, ever since the homecoming game when he’d
         walked past her and Tim without stopping. That same night Cody had spent an hour sitting in the parking lot talking with Andi.
         Now Cody and Andi texted and talked often.
      

      Though the situation hurt, Bailey hadn’t shared her feelings with anyone except her mom. When they talked about it they agreed:
         Cody had moved on. Sure, they’d seen each other on campus — from a distance, usually — and they sat in the same Campus Crusade
         meeting every Thursday night, but other than a polite wave or a quick hello, he hadn’t talked to her.
      

      Bailey scrolled down to the message. She felt her heart rate pick up as she read it.

      MISS YOU … MORE THAN YOU KNOW.

      She read it again. And a third time. The message was short, but it spoke straight to her soul. She could tell herself whatever
         she wanted about Cody. Whether he’d moved on or not, she still had feelings for him.
      

      “Does he ever mention me?” she had asked Andi just that morning as they left their dorm.

      “Not really.” Andi frowned. “It’s weird, I agree with you. I think it’s because of Tim.”

      Bailey’s mom thought the same thing. Ever since Tim Reed had become Bailey’s boyfriend, Cody had backed off. Never mind his
         promise of friendship, he’d cut her off completely. There were times when she wanted to make the first move, call him and
         ask why he was being so ridiculous, staying away from her and her family. But she always figured if he really wanted to reconnect,
         he’d call first. After all, he was the one who had walked past her at the Clear Creek High football game a month ago with
         barely a glance in her direction.
      

      It was raining harder, so she used her body to shelter her phone. Her fingers flew across the small keyboard as she tapped
         her response.
      

      YEAH, CODY … MISS YOU TOO.

      She hit Send and slid her phone back into her pocket. Rehearsal for Scrooge was set to begin in half an hour, and she needed to go over her lines before things got started. She planned to find a quiet
         place in the auditorium and focus on her part. Andi and Tim were going to meet her there, since they also had lead parts in
         the upcoming show. This was no time to get into a conversation with Cody. She would need more than a few minutes to catch
         up with him, to find out why he’d been so distant.
      

      She picked up her pace, adjusting her backpack a little higher on her shoulders, but before she walked another ten yards,
         her phone buzzed again. She released an audible sigh, and it hung in the cool, damp October air. “Don’t do this, Cody,” she
         whispered. “Don’t mess with my heart.”
      

      She pulled out her phone once more. This time his message was much longer — so long it took two texts to get it across.

      I KNOW … YOU DON’T THINK I CARE BECAUSE WE HAVEN’T TALKED. I GET THAT FEELING WHEN ANDI AND I TEXT. YOU NEED TO KNOW I’M JUST
         LOOKING OUT FOR YOU. WELL … OKAY, FOR BOTH OF US. YOU HAVE TIM, AND THINGS BETWEEN YOU TWO ARE MORE SERIOUS ALL THE TIME.
      

      Bailey hated when he talked that way. She let her exasperation build as she scrolled to the second part of his message.

      THERE’S NO ROOM IN YOUR LIFE FOR ME, AND THAT’S OKAY. I ACCEPT THE FACT. BUT PLEASE, BAILEY, DON’T THINK THIS IS THE WAY I
         WANT THINGS. LIKE I SAID, I MISS YOU MORE THAN YOU KNOW.
      

      She read the messages once more, and tears stung her eyes. If he missed her, he should call her, maybe fight for their right
         to a friendship. Tim would understand. And besides, back before Cody went to Iraq, he’d had feelings for her that went beyond
         friendship. They both had.
      

      Cody would be waiting for an answer. She started to tap out some of what she was feeling, but changed her mind. She was almost
         to the theater. Tim would pick up on her sad mood, and that wasn’t fair. Besides, she was looking forward to rehearsal. Today
         they’d practice the scene all three of them were in — the scene from Scrooge’s Christmas past.
      

      She erased the few words she’d written and typed out a shorter message instead.

      I WANNA TALK, BUT NOT NOW … CALL ME LATER.

      As soon as she sent it she felt a sense of satisfaction. If he really missed her, he’d call.

      She reached the theater door and put thoughts of Cody out of her mind. Scrooge opened in four weeks, and she wanted to give the rehearsal time her best effort. This was her first college musical. Much
         was riding on her performance.
      

      Andi was already sitting in the auditorium, but as their eyes met, she didn’t look like her happy, lighthearted self.

      “How’s your day?” Bailey walked to a seat a few spots from her roommate and dumped her wet backpack on the chair between them.
         “The rain got you down?”
      

      Andi shrugged. “Rainy days and Mondays. Never a good combination, I guess.”

      “What happened?” After more than a month of sharing a dorm together, she could read Andi like a sister. She gave her a half
         smile. “You bombed your math midterm?”
      

      The question was intended as a joke, and Andi allowed a small laugh. But the defeat in her eyes and the way she held her shoulders
         remained. “Remember the guy I met at that frat party?”
      

      Bailey winced. “Ben, right? The guy in your math class.” “Yeah, well. He told his friends about me … about that night.” Shame
         shadowed her expression. “One of his buddies invited me to a party this weekend. He said there was always room for girls like
         me.” She looked deeply hurt by the remark. “‘Girls like me’? Is that really my reputation? After one stupid party?”
      

      “For a few guys, maybe. But it’s not like everyone on campus thinks that.”

      Bailey and Andi had talked about Andi’s horrible experience at the frat party. She’d drunk more than she intended and walked
         with Ben across the street, where something worse would’ve happened if some couple hadn’t come along and started asking questions.
         Ben left in a huff and Andi — too sick and drunk to walk home — had called Cody, of all people.
      

      Every detail of Andi’s terrible night had come out the next day, so Bailey knew the whole story. Even how Andi had tried to
         throw herself at Cody that night, and how mortified she’d been that Cody turned her down.
      

      Bailey had been secretly relieved to learn Cody hadn’t taken advantage of the situation. Still, it was hard for her to comment
         on her roommate’s trouble that night when every action had been her own fault.
      

      Andi stared at the auditorium floor, her brow lowered in deep concern. “Not just a couple guys. Their friends too. They probably
         think that.”
      

      “Okay, so six guys on a campus of forty thousand students.” Bailey reached over and touched her roommate’s knee. “I think
         there’s still time to rebuild your reputation.”
      

      Andi leaned on the arm of her chair and held her head a little higher. “I guess. I just hate that anyone sees me that way.
         It’s so weird, because … well, you know that’s not really me.”
      

      Bailey reached into her backpack and pulled out her script. “Think of it this way: every time you tell them you’re not interested,
         you’ll basically be telling them it was a one-time thing, a crazy night you still regret.”
      

      “True.” Andi nodded slowly. “You always make me feel better, Bailey.” She opened her own script. “I hate that I got drunk
         that night, but I don’t know … I’m not sure if drinking itself is really wrong. Like, the kids that do that all the time —
         as long as they’re not hurting anyone, does that mean they’re not good people? I’m still confused, I guess.”
      

      Bailey resisted the urge to sigh. This had been Andi’s line of thought off and on since they’d met. She was the daughter of
         missionary parents, and she’d spent most of her life in Indonesia. But now her dad was a producer and had finished his first
         film, and Andi felt like she needed to rid herself of the good-girl image. As if she was ashamed of being too sheltered, too
         clean-cut.
      

      Bailey flipped to her scene in the script and lifted a look to her friend. “You know how I feel.”

      A wary half-smile tugged at Andi’s lips. “Just because a person thinks they’re doing well doesn’t mean they are.”

      “Right. The only measuring stick we have is the Bible.” She tried to sound matter-of-fact, not overly critical. “We can mess
         up, but we have to keep getting back on our feet and turning to Him. That’s what it means to be a Christian.”
      

      Andi thought about that for a few seconds. “I guess. It’s just not as clear as it used to be.” She was flipping through the
         pages of her script when her phone rang. Whatever name appeared in the window, Andi’s smile was quick to reach her eyes. She
         snapped her phone open and settled back in her chair. “Hey! I thought you weren’t calling until later.”
      

      Bailey wanted to ask who it was, but she didn’t want to seem nosy. She focused her attention on her script and did her best
         not to listen to Andi’s end of the conversation. But a minute into the talk, Andi laughed out loud. “Cody, you’re so funny!”
      

      That was all Bailey needed to hear. She stood and set the script down, motioning to Andi that she was going out to wait for
         Tim. Outside she fought the tears that tried to form. As far as she could tell there was nothing more than friendship between
         Andi and Cody, but still … They talked often, and whatever was happening between them seemed to be getting stronger. Even
         that would’ve been something Bailey could handle — if she and Cody were speaking to each other. In light of Andi’s happy conversation,
         the pain of Bailey’s lost friendship with Cody was more than she could take.
      

      Not that she could talk about it with anyone but her mom. Tim wouldn’t understand. If she was happy dating him — and she was
         — then why would it upset her so much that an old friend had lost touch with her? That would be his question and he’d have
         a right to it.
      

      She would have no more answers for him than she had for herself.

      The front steps of the auditorium were covered and dry, despite the damp air. She sat down and rested her elbows on her knees.
         At almost the same time she spotted Tim. He was walking toward her at his usual determined pace, red backpack slung over his
         shoulder. When he saw her, a smile filled his face and he waved. Bailey returned the wave and waited for him to walk up.
      

      Dating Tim was easy, natural. The two of them had everything in common — their stage experience with Christian Kids Theater,
         their love for God, and the types of families they came from. Tim had no shady past, no troublesome background, no baggage.
         For years she had wanted nothing more than for Tim Reed to fall for her. And now he had.
      

      He jogged up the stairs and took the spot beside her. “Hey.” He put his arm around her shoulders and hugged her. “You look
         cute in a rain jacket.”
      

      “Thanks.” She snuggled a little closer to him. “How were your classes?”

      “Great.” He reached for her hand and rubbed his thumb along her fingers. “You’re cold. Here …” In an act that was as thoughtful
         as it was romantic, he lifted her freezing hand close to his mouth and blew warm air against her skin. Once … twice … After
         the third time he rubbed her hand and grinned. “Better?”
      

      “Better.” She studied him, grateful. How many times had she dreamed of sharing a moment like this with him? “Tell me about
         your talk?” Tim was taking debate class and today they had staged a mock argument over Dr. Seuss’s book The Butter Battle. Tim’s side had argued in favor of buttering bread butter-side up.
      

      He laughed and shook his head. “Craziest thing.”

      He launched into a story about how the other side came dressed with the backs of their shirts dyed yellow, and how his team
         had acted out a skit that ended up being mostly bloopers, especially after one of the girls got tongue-twisted and began fighting
         for the wrong side. Bailey enjoyed the story, loved the way it felt to sit here sheltered from the rain on the steps of the
         college theater with Tim warm beside her. She thought about the conversation Andi was having inside, and a pang of guilt pierced
         her heart. She had no right to be bothered by Cody’s friendship with Andi. Neither of them meant to hurt anyone. Besides,
         for now it seemed possible that Tim was part of God’s plans for her. That meant maybe Cody was part of God’s plans for Andi.
         If that ended up being the case, Bailey could do nothing but embrace the situation. She was happy and content, and maybe this
         was only the beginning for her and Tim. Cody was simply a part of her past.
      

      If she could only convince her heart.

      Because no matter what logic said, she couldn’t shake the hurt in her heart over losing him. Or the fear she lived with every
         day — that a part of her would always love Cody Coleman, the boy who’d played football for her father and lived with their
         family through his hardest years.
      

      The once-in-a-lifetime guy she had fallen for when she was too young to know any better.

   
      Three

      THE RENTED SANTA MONICA STUDIO EDITING room was half the size of a single-wide trailer, with fewer frills. But that didn’t matter to Keith. He and Chase sat in
         front of a computer control panel, their eyes glued to the spectacular images on the large screen overhead. Never mind the
         stuffy room. The picture drew them in so they were no longer in Santa Monica, but in Bloomington, Indiana, where The Last Letter had been filmed.
      

      The editing equipment was state of the art, available for rent only in the Los Angeles area and provided by the earlier investment
         funds from Ben Adams. For the past few weeks Keith and Chase had spent Tuesday through Thursday working nearly around the
         clock to edit their film. Constantly during that time, they were reminded that a production team could capture tremendous
         acting on film, but the magic — the real magic — happened here.
      

      In a ten-by-ten editing room.

      “Mark that.” Keith hit a button on the control panel, pushed back, and stood. He stretched and rubbed his weary eyes. “Dinner?”

      Chase squinted up at the plastic black-and-white clock, the only decor in the room. “Seven thirty.” He released a slow burst
         of stale air and hit another few buttons. The screen overhead went dark. “When did we eat lunch?”
      

      “We didn’t.”

      “Right.” Chase chuckled, then yawned. “Late breakfast.” He rose and rubbed the back of his neck. “The hours run together.”

      It was mid-November, and temperatures in Santa Monica hovered in the seventies, even at this hour. What little they’d seen
         of the day had been warm and blue and beautiful. Typical Southern California beach weather. Keith flipped off the light and
         locked the door behind them. Down a series of hallways and a flight of stairs and they were outside, a block away from Santa
         Monica’s Third Street Promenade.
      

      Keith drew a long breath. “The breeze feels good.”

      “It’s called real life.” Chase slipped his hands into his back pockets, his pace slow and thoughtful. “I keep forgetting it’s
         out here.”
      

      They both laughed this time. Their editing hours were crazy — work through midnight, walk back to the Georgian Hotel on Ocean
         Boulevard, climb the stairs to the second-floor two-bedroom suite they were sharing, and crash for five, maybe six, hours.
         Then back at it by seven in the morning. With the price they were paying for the editing room, they had to keep this pace.
         Besides, they had a deadline. Kendall had entered the film in a number of independent film festivals, and if any of them bit,
         they’d need a finished product by the end of the year.
      

      On top of that, they had a first-look deal with a major studio — something that guaranteed a DVD release, based on the actors
         the film had attracted. The problem with that deal was that the studio might not want a theatrical release. Putting a movie
         on the big screen cost millions, and rumor had it the studio was struggling. If the film didn’t make it to the theaters, there
         was a chance Chase and Keith wouldn’t recoup the money they’d spent making it. The investors would be repaid, but the producers
         would suffer the greatest financial loss.
      

      So the pressure was on in a number of ways.

      “The thing is —” Chase tilted his face toward the dusk sky overhead. “— even with all the madness, I love it.” He looked straight
         at Keith. “I mean I absolutely love it.”
      

      Keith smiled. He loved that Chase shared his enthusiasm. “I never imagined …”

      “I know.” Chase stopped for a red light. “It’s like we’re sitting on this amazing movie, and no one has any idea.”

      They walked north. In this part of the city, Third Street was blocked off, allowing tourists and locals the chance to shop
         and ogle at the artists stationed up and down the Promenade. Up ahead a man stood in the middle of the street, a makeshift
         spotlight shining up on him. Head to toe the guy was silver. Tinfoil around his clothes, silver spray paint covering his arms,
         hands, and face. He played a flute. Next to him, a cheap portable table held a glass jar containing a handful of bills.
      

      “Makes you wonder.” Keith watched a few seconds longer. “The guy just woke up one day and decided he wasn’t happy flipping
         burgers?”
      

      “At least he’s out here.” Chase grinned and started walking again. “Doing something.”

      “Using his talent.” Keith picked up his pace. “Pizza work for you?”

      “Absolutely.”

      They ordered by the slice — two each — at a small dive just off Third and ate the first piece back out on Third Street at
         a tiny worn-out table with uneven legs. The breeze was cooler, the sidewalk fringed with street people, everything they owned
         on their backs or smashed into a shopping cart. The salty ocean air pulsed with heavy rap music from a couple street dancers
         at the other end of the block, the sound blending with the occasional honking horn and rumbling truck heading east on Santa
         Monica Boulevard.
      

      Conversation was too hard against the noise, so they boxed up their second slices. Back in their rented editing room, they
         finished the pizza as Keith reviewed their notes from the earlier session. It was eight o’clock. Four hours until they could
         call it a night.
      

      Keith grabbed two cans of Diet Coke from the small refrigerator in the back corner of the room and handed one to Chase. “Okay.”
         He popped the top of his can and took a swig. “I want this scene less than two minutes total. We’re still at five and change.
         I have an idea, but let’s look at it again.” He sat down in front of the console.
      

      Chase took the chair next to him and hit the Play button. Three seconds from the front of a clip, two from the back, a camera
         angle deleted. A half hour disappeared, every cut piece saved in a digital file in case they needed it again. When the scene
         was down to two minutes, fifteen seconds, Chase rubbed his eyes. “That’s better. Let’s move on.”
      

      Before Keith could advance the film, his phone rang. He didn’t recognize the caller ID. The area code was Los Angeles, otherwise
         he wouldn’t have answered it. “Hello?”
      

      “Keith Ellison? Barry Gaynor here. Los Angeles Film Festival.”

      “Yes, Mr. Gaynor.” His heart slammed into double rhythm. The deadline for entering the LA Film Festival was December 5, weeks
         away. Entry in the competition was one of the reasons they were hurrying with the edit. “This is Keith. How can I help you?”
      

      “Well,” the man chuckled. “First off, call me Barry.” He allowed a dramatic pause, then dropped his voice a notch. “Don’t
         usually make these calls, but I had to this time.”
      

      Chase stopped fiddling with the control panel. He turned and watched the conversation, his brows raised. “LA Film Festival?”
         he mouthed.
      

      Keith nodded.

      “Anyway …” The laughter faded from Barry’s voice. “I hear from my good friend Kendall Adams you’ve got yourself a hit film.”

      “Kendall called them,” Keith mouthed to Chase. He swallowed hard and tried to focus. “We were happy with it. Everyone gave
         it their best.”
      

      “That’s what I hear. Kendall can’t stop talking about it.”

      “We’re editing now, my coproducer and I.”

      “Good. Think you’ll be finished by the fifth?”

      Keith allowed a smile. “That’s the goal.”

      “So you’re entering our festival, right? Kendall promised me.”

      “Yes. Definitely.”

      “When you submit it, send it to my attention.” There was a smile in Barry’s voice. “I’ll be waiting.”

      “Definitely. Will do.” They made small talk for another minute and the conversation was over.

      Keith had cautioned himself not to get overly thrilled at any stage along the way of movie making. Too many things could go
         wrong. But as he set his phone down he had to work to keep from shouting out loud.
      

      “What’d he say?”

      “Kendall’s the real deal. I guess she’s friends with the guy who heads up the festival. You won’t believe this.” Keith stared
         at his friend and released a single laugh. “He called to make sure we were submitting.”
      

      “Because of Kendall?” Chase leaned back in his seat. “That could be huge. I mean, that doesn’t happen.”

      Keith’s heart settled down some. “Except with God. He might be using Kendall, but none of this happens without Him.” He nodded
         at the oversized screen above them. “Let’s get back at it.”
      

      They worked until after midnight, then walked back to the hotel. Fewer street people were out, but they were offered cocaine
         from a guy in a trench coat, and halfway to the Georgian they passed a pair of interested call girls. Keith and Chase never
         made eye contact.
      

      “Have you thought about where this could go? I mean with Ben Adams behind us, and if we get picked up by a few of the festivals?”
         Keith tempered his voice. The wind off the ocean was stronger now, and he had to talk loud to be heard.
      

      “I try not to.” Chase shrugged. “I mean, it’s exciting. But almost none of it’s in ink.”

      The conversation faded until they’d climbed the green-painted steps to the hotel and walked up to their suite on the second
         floor. “You aren’t convinced it’s going to happen, are you?” Keith tossed his things on the small table near the television
         set.
      

      “I believe in contracts.” Chase flopped onto the sofa with a long sigh. “Look, I’m not trying to be difficult. Kendall’s full
         of great ideas. The LA festival director wants us to submit our film. Stephanie Fitzgerald wants us to produce Unlocked. Brandon Paul wants to star in it. I’m having a blast, and everything sounds great … but none of it’s in ink. We still have
         a long road ahead.”
      

      “Reminds me of something I heard a director say once.”

      “What’s that?”

      Keith smiled. “’Movies very badly do not want to be made. It’s the nature of the business.’”

      “Exactly.”

      “Either way we have a great film.”

      Chase took a paperback from his bag and tossed it onto the coffee table. Unlocked: A Novel, by Stephanie Fitzgerald. “See?” He grinned at Keith. “I think it could happen. With God all things are possible, right?”
      

      “You’re gonna love the book.” Unlocked centered around an autistic boy miraculously changed by the power of music, a boy whose life changed everyone around him
         — especially his older teenaged brother. It was a story destined for the big screen. Keith had finished the book a week ago.
         “The whole time, I could see Brandon Paul as the boy’s older brother.”
      

      “It’d be huge.” Chase smiled, but he didn’t look excited. “All we need is an option from the author, an A-list screenplay,
         a meeting with Brandon Paul’s agent — vice president of the top talent agency in town — and about ten million in the bank.”
      

      “Right.”

      “Makes teaching jungle tribes about Jesus look like a picnic.”

      Keith laughed and fell into a chair adjacent to the sofa. “Same God.”

      He took the remote and flipped on the TV. On the way to ESPN a news story caught his eye and he stopped clicking. Ten high
         school kids caught on camera playing drinking games.
      

      “This one’s for YouTube,” one of them shouted out as the shots were poured.

      “Yeah, YouTube!” One of the guys grabbed a glass and raised it high. “Winner’s gonna be famous.”

      The anchor cut in and explained that before the end of that night one of the kids had died, and another stopped breathing
         and suffered brain damage. When the first two teens passed out — with one kid’s video camera still rolling — the other teens
         merely laughed and clanked their shot glasses toward the forms on the floor.
      

      Keith pictured Andi, his precious daughter, getting drunk at a frat party last quarter, and he felt suddenly sick to his stomach.
         He clicked the Power button and turned to Chase. “Knocks the wind out of you.”
      

      Chase was still staring at the dark TV screen. After a few seconds he leaned back in his seat and exhaled hard. “Saddest story
         I’ve seen in a long time.”
      

      “Makes me think of Andi.” Silence fell heavy between them, the story, the reality of it, hitting its mark. Andi still hadn’t
         shared all the details of her drunken night, but what if that had been her? Stepping up to the challenge of her peers, downing
         one shot glass after another? The boys who had fallen to the floor didn’t look like particularly bad kids. Just kids. Teens
         giving in to the culture around them.
      

      “Sometimes I need to remember —” Chase leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. There was an intensity in his eyes that hadn’t
         been there before. “— that’s our audience, those kids. That’s why we’re doing this.”
      

      “It’s why we’ll be back at it tomorrow, why we have to stay with it and believe God’s doing something big.”

      “You’re right.” The clouds of doubt cleared from Chase’s eyes. “It’s why we believe in Kendall Adams and Brandon Paul and
         every other detail along the way.”
      

      “Exactly.” They were quiet again, and Keith turned his eyes to the window and the sheer curtains dancing in the ocean breeze.
         The pictures wouldn’t leave his head. The teens gathered around someone’s kitchen, the vodka bottles lining the counter. The
         shot glasses and the laughter. All the laughter, as if they were bullet proof. As if they wouldn’t be attending a funeral
         a few days later.
      

      What about the parents? How helpless had they felt seeing the video, watching their kids pass out, watching them collapse
         to the floor, desperately wanting a second chance to somehow be there, to call for an ambulance? How did any of them feel
         now?
      

      Suddenly the images in Keith’s mind changed, and he wasn’t seeing the shot glasses or the liquor bottles or the dying teenagers.

      He was seeing his daughter, bright-eyed and innocent, telling a circle of jungle women about the love of Jesus Christ. And
         he was seeing her as she was now — experimenting with drinking and guys and choices that went far outside the realms of her
         up-bringing and faith.
      

      That was it, really. The kids in the video were no different from Andi and every other young person. They faced temptations
         that came at them from every side. Pornography and homosexuality, drinking and drugs, and anything goes. A disdain for faith,
         and an overall hedonistic lure that had a way of changing even the most grounded kids. That’s where the power of film could
         make a difference. The right movie could give a generation of young people a reason to stand firm, to believe again in the
         rewards of living right and holding fast to God’s truth. That’s all Andi needed right now. It’s all any kids in this generation
         needed.
      

      A reason to stand.

      Keith could hardly wait for morning.
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