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What Readers Are Saying about Karen Kingsbury’s Books


“I just finished reading Redemption. I couldn’t put the book down! I won’t regret my lost sleep; the book was worth every minute!”


—Cathy


“Redemption is a great book! I read it within two days, finding every moment when I could. I have been through a divorce and could feel Kari’s grief. I can’t tell you how much women need these types of stories to keep them walking with God and bring them hope when so many relationships are falling apart.”


—Linda


“Just when I think Karen Kingsbury can’t top her last book, she does! Redemption is her best so far.”


—Cassie


“I just finished reading Redemption, and I just had to write and tell you how much I enjoyed the book. I feel as if I know the characters. . . . I was pleasantly surprised to see the book end how real life ends. Thanks again for making the Baxters so real.”


—Debra


“I only started reading Christian fiction a short while ago. The clerk in the store recommended your books above all others. So glad she did! I started reading with Redemption, then Remember, and can hardly wait for Return.”


—Barbara


“Since reading [Karen’s] book, my husband and I have both been different. Our life together has been more like it used to be many years ago. My husband is so much warmer toward me. We love [Karen’s] books and can’t wait to read the next one. I have never read books like hers. Keep writing, and we’ll keep reading.”


—Karen and Fred S.


“With the Redemption series I’ve been encouraged to continually give my marriage to God so that He can be the center of it.”


—Karen


“[Karen has] been such a wonderful godsend. Her books have brought me to God, and have led my husband and I to remarry after a bad divorce.”


—Kathy


“I recently found your books and have been devouring them ever since. Each time God has spoken into my life through them.”


—Rosemary


“Until this year . . . I never could get into reading. . . . Well, girl, I love your book with Gary Smalley. I am recommending your books to ALL of my friends and family. All I can say is WOW. Keep up the good work.”


—C.P.


“Your books changed my life. Thank you for helping me to find God again. I read your last one in one day and bawled like a baby all night and all day today. GREAT, AWESOME BOOKS. I cannot wait for the next ones to come. I am off to read the Bible. Thanks again, Karen. I found GOD!”


—Kelly


“I have never read an author like you before: You make me laugh and cry within pages of one another!”


—Sarah






Visit Tyndale’s exciting Web site at www.tyndale.com


Visit Karen Kingsbury’s Web site to learn more about her Life-Changing Fiction at 
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Authors’ Note


The Redemption series is set in Bloomington, Indiana. Some of the landmarks—Indiana University, for example—are accurately placed in their true settings. Other buildings, parks, and establishments will be nothing more than figments of our imaginations. We hope those of you familiar with Bloomington and the surrounding area will have fun distinguishing between the two.






Chapter One


From the front seat of his beat-up Chevy truck, Dirk Bennett stared at his girl’s third-story apartment. He watched the shadowy figures of two people come together and stay that way.


A minute passed, then two. Then the apartment lights went out.


Dirk’s fingers trembled, and his heart ricocheted against the walls of his chest. He glanced at the revolver on the seat beside him and shuddered. What was wrong with him? He was a nice guy from a nice family. People like him didn’t carry guns, didn’t lose sleep at night hating a guy for stealing his girl.


Maybe I’m going crazy.


Or maybe it was the pills. They could do that to a person, couldn’t they? Make you crazy in the head? No, that was paranoid. Dirk calmed himself down. The pills had nothing to do with the way he felt. They weren’t even steroids—not exactly. And they were working. He’d packed on ten pounds in the past six weeks—ever since he doubled his regular dosage. Ten pounds of muscle.


Dirk gripped his forehead and tried to remember what his trainer had told him when he sold him the bottle. Get the formula right. Too little and the lifting would be worthless. Too much and . . .


Rage, depression, irrational behavior.


Was that what this was, this constant buzzing in his head? Too many pills? Dirk tapped his fist against his forehead. It was impossible. The pills were completely natural; that’s what everyone said. Half the guys at school were on them, and no one else was having any kind of reaction.


He stared at the gun again.


It’s what anyone would do. He wasn’t going to hurt Professor Jacobs, after all—just scare him. Then Dirk and Angela Manning could be together the way they should have been all along.


He had known from the beginning that Angela was the one, the only woman he could ever love. She’d felt it, too, at first, before she met the professor. Dirk shifted his gaze to Angela’s apartment. What could she possibly see in that guy? He was at least ten years older than she was, with thinning hair and gray in his beard and the beginnings of a paunch.


Besides, Professor Jacobs was married.


Dirk had seen the man’s wife up in the journalism department a time or two, a beautiful, dark-haired woman who laughed and smiled and seemed to be in love with her husband. The whole thing didn’t make sense—an old man like the professor with two gorgeous women. Dirk bit the inside of his lip. That part would change soon if he had anything to do with it.


In the glow of a streetlight he glanced at his watch and saw it was after ten o’clock. If he wanted to pass history, he’d better get home and write the paper on Civil War generals. It was due tomorrow. Dirk worked the muscles in his jaw as he grabbed the gun and tucked it underneath his seat.


He’d have to scare Professor Jacobs another time.


Then, just as he started his engine, he got an idea—an idea so sound and strong it caused a surge of hope to rise in his heart. Maybe he wouldn’t have to use the gun. Maybe there was another way to scare the professor into backing off his girl.


He chuckled out loud as he pulled away from the curb.


Ten minutes later he sat on the floor of his Indiana University dormitory room, staring at a single entry in the Bloomington white pages as his fingers began punching the numbers.
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Not many blocks away, Professor Tim Jacobs lay awake in his girlfriend’s off-campus apartment, wondering what was happening to him.


He was used to the guilt and insomnia. But the tears were something new.


Since he’d begun violating his wedding vows, there had been too many times when he was supposed to be at work reading student papers or at one conference or another but instead had been sharing a bed with Angela Manning, possibly the most promising student ever to grace Tim’s advanced newswriting class. She was young and idealistic and achingly beautiful, and Tim knew their affair was more than a passing distraction.


Sometimes the realization caused the guilt to grow so loud that it almost took on a voice—a voice that kept Tim awake even when he was dead tired.


The voice was not audible, but many nights it woke him all the same. Tim would be nestled against Angela, intoxicated by the kind of sin he’d never even dreamed about, when from out of nowhere the voice would come.


Repent! Flee immorality. I stand at the door of your heart and knock! Flee . . .


Tim would roll over, hoping to find his way back to sleep, to the imaginary place where his wife, Kari, would not be waiting at home alone, trusting him to be faithful. But the voice of guilt would come again and again—persistent, relentless, tirelessly calling him home regardless of his lack of response.


His lack of worth.


Tim shifted onto his side, trying not to waken Angela. He stared at her plain white apartment wall, and a memory came to mind—the day Angela Manning first visited him at his office and made her intentions clear.


They had talked for fifteen minutes, teasing and laughing and sharing sentiments of mutual admiration while Tim twisted his wedding ring, hiding it behind the fingers of his right hand.


When Angela left the room, a scent of musky jasmine remained. And enough heat to warm the building. Tim spent the minutes before his next class savoring the way she made him feel. But as he left his office that day his eyes settled on a plaque Kari had given him for their first anniversary. It bore the engraved image of an eagle in flight and words he remembered even now: The eyes of the Lord search the whole earth . . . to strengthen those whose hearts are fully committed to him.


In that moment everything about serving the Lord had felt binding and restrictive. Without too much thought he swept up the plaque, dropped it in the nearest file drawer, and strode out of his office.


It remained hidden in the drawer to this day.


Tim blinked as the memory faded. The plaque no longer applied to his life; it was best left out of sight. His strength didn’t come from having a heart committed to God. Not anymore.


Since the hot August night when he and Angela first slept together, Tim’s strength had come from being with her. And from his professional accomplishments, of course. Tim had devoted his career to excellence in print, first as a working journalist, then as a teacher of the craft, training a yearly crop of reporters who would carry on America’s devotion to preserving a free press. In relatively little time, he had become a respected professor who also wrote a regular column for the Indianapolis Star. In the most influential circles of the discipline, Tim’s name was gaining recognition.


That was a kind of strength that made a difference in life.


Another reason for his power was his absolute commitment to journalistic integrity both in the field and in the classroom. Back when he was reporting, he had never revealed a source. And even though he was a churchgoer—well, he used to be a churchgoer—he had never let his religious faith stand in the way of his ability to practice objective journalism. Religious bias had no place either in the newsroom or in the educational process—not when a reporter could do his best work only with an open mind.


Kari had always struggled a bit with Tim’s thoughts about faith and the press. But not Angela.


She treasured the fact that Tim was a “man of faith,” as she put it. But she also admired him for his ability to put aside his personal beliefs when he wrote a column or lectured to a class. “We never knew exactly where you stood on issues,” Angela had told him later, transfixing him with her electric blue eyes. “But we always knew you stood for good journalism. We knew you’d never cave, never give in. Do you know how rare that is these days?”


He was Angela’s hero, no doubt. It was something he’d known from that first day when she had showed up at his desk after class the spring of her junior year and had asked him out.


“Professors can’t date their students,” he told her, stifling a smile.


She simply held his gaze, her directness both disconcerting and alluring. “Can they have lunch together?”


They had lunch. The office visit happened a week later.


After that, month after month after month, he fought the temptation. After all, it truly was policy that a professor couldn’t date a student currently in his classes, though the university’s Ethics and Harassment Department had long since agreed that there was nothing wrong with a mutually consenting relationship once the shared class had officially ended.


So Tim had held back, flirting with Angela, enjoying lunches and study times with her, but refusing to cross the line. When summer came and Angela returned to her hometown of Boston, Tim felt relieved, glad to be free from the guilt of their flirtation. He tried to put Angela behind him, to focus on his marriage. But Kari was gone nearly every day, too busy to spend time with him, often too tired to respond lovingly to him at the end of the day.


When Angela returned to school, Tim finally had to admit the truth to himself, even if he wasn’t ready to admit it to his wife.


He was in love with Angela Manning. Deeply, completely in love. It was wrong, no doubt. But he couldn’t deny his feelings or the way she left him unable to choose anything but time with her.


And it was since that realization that the voice of guilt had been nothing short of relentless.


Repent. . . . The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy.


The voice spouted Bible verses at him, passages he’d memorized as a boy but hadn’t read in years.


I have come that you may have life, and have it to the full.


Tim liked that one least of all. Life to the full. As if reading a Bible or going to church every time he earned a day off could possibly compare with the way Angela made him feel.


Life to the full?


The Bible was obviously mistaken on that point. In Angela’s arms life had never been more full. So Tim had gradually let go of the beliefs that had once been the foundation of his life— a foundation that now seemed flawed and almost ridiculous.


He’d doubted some of the details for a long time, of course. A world made in six days? An ark with hundreds of animals, floating above a world of water? People cured of diseases by simply taking a bath or having their eyes covered with mud? Tim had long ago written off such events as either symbolic or simply irrelevant. 


But recently he had started to ask even more fundamental questions. What if God didn’t exist after all? What if the Bible had been made up by a group of religious leaders intent on dictating the moral fiber of a society gone bad? What if real life, real truth, lay in the finding of one’s soul mate? Someone whose soul seemed like a missing piece to one’s own?


Someone like Angela.


In the weeks since he and Angela had begun sleeping together, the questions had gradually become statements in his mind, until now he was ready to let go of the crutch of religious tradition entirely, ready to embrace the reality of new life with his new love.


What he wasn’t ready to do was tell his wife, and therein lay the struggle. He knew that the only right thing was to confess the affair. But when Kari met him at the door each evening, he couldn’t bring himself to look her in the eye and tell her the truth. That he wanted a divorce. That he was in love with another woman—a student, no less.


It did not take a psychiatrist to figure out the most likely source of the guilt that interrupted his days and kept him awake at night. And it wasn’t hard for Tim to convince himself that the whispered flashes of Scripture were figments of his imagination, a consequence of confused brain signals or perhaps the manifestation of an overactive conscience.


So he chose not to dwell on the fact. The guilt would pass in time, once he acted on his decision to leave Kari, once the stress of a double life was behind him. The voices would eventually stop, though for the time being they made sleeping almost impossible.


And that’s where things were different now. For weeks the guilt had awakened him with gently persistent preachy sentiments about truth and repentance.


But lately, that same guilt had been waking him with something else.


Tears.


These thoughts, all of them, came in the time it took to realize it had happened again. In the midst of a perfectly good night’s sleep next to a woman who had captured his heart and intoxicated his senses, Tim Jacobs, respected professor and ace columnist, was crying.


Weeping quietly as if someone had died.


Tim blinked to clear his vision, and suddenly he knew that someone had indeed ceased to exist. Himself.


Quietly, discreetly, he silenced the sobs and wiped his tears, but none of that erased the sadness in his soul, a sadness so deep and true he ached from the power of it. As if a veil had been lifted from his heart, he saw everything he’d once been—the idealistic boy, the energetic teenager, the God-centered college student, the hardworking journalist, the romantic groom. The loyal husband.


That man was dead.


His betrayal of Kari had fired a final, fatal bullet into what remained of the man he’d once been.


There in the darkness, with Angela curled up beside him, lost in sleep, the sadness within him grew. He cried for Kari, the sweet young woman to whom he’d promised a lifetime. He cried for the children they’d never have and for the growing old they’d never do together.


Tim swallowed back a lump in his throat and tried again to clear the tears from his eyes. Where were these feelings coming from? Why were they hitting him now? His love for Kari had cooled long before he met Angela. Still, Kari was his wife. As much as he longed to be with Angela, Kari deserved better.


Why have I let things get so bad? What’s happened to me? What have I become?


The answers were ugly and came as quickly as the questions, forming a stranglehold on Tim’s heart. As strong and capable as Tim thought himself to be, the depth of sorrow that surrounded him now was enough to destroy him. It was a moment that would normally be accompanied by the voice of guilt, assuring him that even now redemption was his for the asking.


But as Tim cried quietly into Angela’s pillow, mourning for the first time the man he’d once been, the marriage he was about to lose, and the fact that he had no intention of changing his mind, he realized something that was more heartbreaking than the other losses combined.


The words on the plaque Kari had given him were right. Without God he wasn’t as strong as he’d thought. Not at all. And that’s why the tears flowed so easily these days. Because in its hardened state, his brittle heart had done something he’d never expected when he first took up with Angela Manning.


It had broken in two.






Chapter Two


The phone rang as Kari Baxter Jacobs was washing the makeup from her face that night. She dropped the washcloth in the bathroom sink and quickly patted a towel across her cheeks and forehead.


It was a gorgeous fall night in Bloomington, Indiana, the type of night that inspired artists to paint masterpieces of moonlit farms and rolling hills. As busy as Kari and Tim were these days, as tired and ill as she often felt lately, she welcomed the change of seasons. The shorter days and coloring leaves seemed to promise the coming of quieter times, long, dark evenings when she and Tim could catch up and talk about the idea that had been nearly bursting in Kari’s heart for the past six months.


The idea of helping minister to other married couples.


It wouldn’t be anything full-time or all-encompassing, she thought—maybe a midweek meeting for couples wanting a closer walk with God and each other. Couples like her and—


The phone rang a third time as she picked it up. It’s probably Tim, calling to check in. Tim was attending a conference three hours away and wouldn’t be home until Sunday afternoon.


“Hello.” She sat on the edge of the bed and glanced at the clock. Ten-thirty. Just about the time Tim usually called when he was away. She waited for his voice, but there was only the faint sound of breathing on the other end. Kari lowered her eyebrows and wondered if they had a bad connection. “Tim?”


“Uh . . .” The voice was raspy and belonged to a younger man. Kari’s smile faded. He didn’t sound professional enough to be a salesman. And even across the phone lines Kari could hear something odd in his tone. Fear, maybe. She rolled her eyes. Prank call. She was leaning over to hang up when the man cleared his throat. “Look, I have something to tell you.”


Kari’s breath caught in her throat, and she chided herself. There was nothing to worry about. Tim would have been safely registered at his hotel the night before. Her parents and siblings were all well according to this morning’s conversation with her mother. She exhaled, forcing herself to be calm, professional. “Is this a sales call?”


“No.” The man’s answer was quick. Too quick. “Like I said, I have something I got to tell you.”


Kari sighed, and her mind raced. She barely noticed that her breathing had quickened. “Look, I’m busy.” She uncrossed her arms and absently drummed her fingernails on the nightstand. “Just say it.”


“I can’t give you my name.” The man drew a shaky breath. “But what I’m going to tell you is the absolute truth. You can check it out.”


The struggle to make sense of the call was growing more intense. What was the man talking about? Who was he and why wouldn’t he give her his name? And what exactly did he have to tell her? Anger rose inside her. “What’s your point?”


The caller drew another deep breath. “Your husband’s having an affair.”


Her heart began a free fall that took her stomach with it. She blinked and uttered a single shallow laugh. “What’re you talking about?” What a terrible trick, calling me at home and making up a lie that couldn’t possibly be . . . “You don’t know my husband.”


“I guess you don’t either, lady.” He paused. “I thought you deserved the truth. I’ve got to go.”


“Wait!” Adrenaline flooded Kari’s veins, pounding its way through her arms and legs and heart, and again she felt herself falling, farther and farther down into a terrifying, dark abyss. She gave her head a fierce shake and tried to hold on to anything that might make sense. The man was lying; he had to be. Tim was in Gary, Indiana, at a conference on freedom of the press. He hadn’t even wanted to go; he’d told her so yesterday before he left.


Kari closed her eyes, and her heart seemed to stop. Tim’s voice came back to her again. I hate these things, but I have to do them, honey. She could still see his earnest eyes, hear the sincerity in his voice. The administration expects me to be there.


A thud pounded in the depths of Kari’s chest, and she felt her heartbeat return, this time twice as fast as before. She opened her eyes and fumbled for the notepad and pen she kept in the drawer of her bedside table. Her hands shook so badly that she could barely hold them. It’s impossible . . . this isn’t happening . . . it’s a lie . . .


“Why . . . ?” Her voice was low and empty, as if her entire existence had been snuffed out in the time it took the caller to deliver his message. She struggled to find the words. “Why should I believe you?”


The caller hesitated. “Let’s just say I’m doing both of us a favor. He’s off campus, at the Silverlake Apartments. He was there last night, and my guess is he’ll be there tonight. He’s staying at Angela Manning’s apartment. She’s a journalism student at the university.” He hesitated. “Now do you believe me?”


Kari shook her head, slowly at first and then fiercely. “No, no, I don’t.” Tears flooded her eyes, and the falling sensation intensified. “You . . . you have him mixed up with someone else.”


“Look, lady—” The caller was getting impatient. “The man I’m talking about is Professor Tim Jacobs. He’s your husband, right?”


Kari’s eyes grew wide, and her stomach locked up. She dropped the receiver as if it were suddenly on fire. Then, without stopping to pick it up, she raced back into the bathroom. She dropped to her knees and barely got her face over the toilet bowl in time.


Again and again her stomach convulsed until there was nothing left. Not in her stomach or her heart. Weak and shaking from head to toe, Kari struggled to her feet and wiped her mouth on a piece of toilet paper. It couldn’t be true, could it? There’d been no signs. . . .


That thought struck an off note, and Kari remembered details from the past few months. Fall was often a busy conference time for Tim, but this year had been the worst ever. So many weekends away that Kari had to struggle to remember exactly how often he’d been gone. Four weekends? Five?


Another wave of nausea crashed in around her, but she stayed on her feet. She had no time to hover over toilets, fearing the worst, wondering if it was possible that life as she’d known it had just come to a crashing halt.


Kari looked at her reflection in the mirror and shook her head. “It’s all a mistake,” she whispered. “It has to be.” Her hair had come free from the big clip and now hung in thick clumps around her face. She pulled them back with one hand and leaned closer, studying her eyes and the corners of her mouth. She saw no visible lines, even with her face scrubbed clean of the thick pancake foundation she had worn for her shoot that day. Kari modeled part-time for department-store catalogs, and today’s shoot had been for evening wear. The heavy makeup was a must for sessions like that. But without it, she looked even younger than her twenty-eight years.


She examined her cheekbones and chin and grabbed at her loose-fitting T-shirt, tightening it behind her so she could see her figure. Well, maybe she had put on just a little weight in the past months, but not enough to cost her any jobs. Surely not enough to . . .


She closed her eyes, and Tim’s face came to mind. You’re gorgeous, baby, gorgeous. I can’t get enough of you. He’d said it as long as she’d known him, since her senior year at Indiana University—the year she and Ryan Taylor had finally agreed to go their separate ways.


The image in her mind changed.


Ryan . . .


Kari gave a slight shake of her head. Just that morning she’d gotten word that he was back in town, had taken a job coaching at Clear Creek High School.


No, Kari, don’t go there, she ordered her heart. Memories of her old boyfriend were better left to yesterday. Especially now when her marriage, her entire life, hung on the validity of a single phone call.


Kari opened her eyes and gazed once more into the mirror, as if it could tell her what she needed to know. Was there really someone else, someone he was seeing on the side? Her stomach clenched in response. It wasn’t possible. Tim Jacobs? Leader of his high school’s Young Life club? President of his university’s Fellowship of Christian Athletes? Onetime campus Bible-study leader?


He would never cheat on her . . . would he? She remembered the caller’s voice and knew there was only one way to find out. She closed her eyes again and prayed for strength.


Are you there, Lord?


Don’t be afraid. I will supply all your needs.


The words were part of a radio message she’d heard driving home from her photo shoot hours earlier. At the time the words didn’t seem particularly profound, at least not for her. Kari wasn’t fearful or needy, after all. She loved the way her life was turning out—great family, great church, great job, great husband. . . .


But that was before the phone call.


Her chest pounded, and she tried to swallow the anxiety building within her. Don’t be afraid. . . .


The thought hung itself on a hook in Kari’s heart and swung there for a moment. All I want is for the caller to be wrong, Lord. I love Tim, really. Help me understand what’s going on.


Don’t be afraid. . . .


Peace, warm and certain, eased over her, and she felt the muscles in her neck relax. It was a mix-up of some kind, or a mean trick. It had to be.


The phone in the next room was beeping a protest at being left off the hook. She returned to the bedroom to hang it up. Her arms and legs were still trembling, and her stomach ached. A bagful of possible scenarios spilled across her soul, and as she examined them, fear crept back to taunt her. Did Tim really have a conference this weekend? What about the other conferences—had he really attended them? If not, where was he . . . ?


Then she remembered. He’d scribbled the details about the conference on a piece of paper somewhere. In the kitchen, where she’d kissed him good-bye? Kari ran downstairs and searched the kitchen desk, moving stacks of papers and mail, desperately looking for Tim’s handwriting. She hadn’t paid attention because she hadn’t thought she’d need the information. He’d called her the night before, and she’d been certain he’d call her again sometime today.


“Come on,” she muttered. In her haste she knocked over a stack of magazines. Finally her eyes fell on a yellow sticky note with a hotel name and phone number written in Tim’s handwriting.


Kari picked up the receiver and dialed the number before she had time to reconsider.


“Marriott Hotel, Gary, Indiana.”


She gulped. “Yes. I, uh, I need to speak to Tim Jacobs. He’s staying there.”


“Hold, please.”


God, please let him be there. . . .


The man’s voice came back on the line. “I’m sorry. There’s no one here by that name.”


Kari couldn’t have felt worse if someone had walked up and kicked her in the stomach. The falling began again, and she had to steady herself against the desk. “He’s . . . part of the conference. Freedom of the Press.”


“Hold on.” There was the sound of rustling papers. “We have four conferences here this weekend, but nothing about the press. Midwestern Chefs, maybe?”


Kari shook her head, her eyes filling fast with tears. “No. I must have the wrong hotel.”


The blood drained from Kari’s face, and she hung up the phone. Her heart and mind jockeyed for the lead in a race that seemed destined to kill her. She struggled to catch her breath as she buried her face in her hands and searched for a reasonable explanation. He’d accidentally given her the information from the last conference. Or the next one. He’d gotten the wrong hotel from his secretary. There had to be an answer. Something, anything.


Kari opened her eyes and realized there was only one other way to find out. “Fine.” She drew a quick breath and grabbed her car keys. She’d lived in the Bloomington area all of her life and had spent years visiting friends in the off-campus apartments.


Ten minutes later she turned down South Maple and headed toward the Silverlake Apartments. She searched the opposite side of the street for Tim’s black Lexus but saw nothing. Her racing heart calmed ever so slightly. The caller had been playing a sick joke. There was an explanation for everything. Tim was in Gary, not here at the—


She gasped. Up ahead on the right side of the street, just under the streetlight, her eyes picked out a familiar dark shape. No, Lord. No. She inched her foot onto the gas pedal, and as the black car came into view she saw it was a Lexus. Just like Tim’s.


Lots of people drive a car like that. Lots of people. The license plate . . . she couldn’t be sure without reading the plate.


Two years earlier, she’d had a particularly good run of modeling jobs and surprised Tim for his birthday with the car of his dreams—right down to the personalized plates. Now she pulled up behind the Lexus and had a clear view of the back in her headlights. The letters were the ones she’d picked out herself: WRITE2U.


Her cheeks grew hot, and she was unable to draw a deep breath. Tears spilled down her face, and she clenched her fists. So it was true after all.


Everything about the past hour seemed like something from a nightmare, and Kari prayed she might wake up. Never once since meeting Tim would she have thought him capable of doing this, of lying and cheating and . . .


A hundred options raced through Kari’s mind. She could park and go from one apartment to another until she found him. Or she could go home and call an attorney. The tears were coming faster now, and panic welled up within her. Black spots danced before her eyes, and she wondered if she was hyperventilating.


Was there still some possible explanation? Could he be helping a friend or meeting with another professor? Maybe he’d driven to Gary with someone else, someone who lived here in the . . .


The excuses faded, and in their place an idea formed. She parked and got out of her car. Then she walked up to Tim’s car and threw her body against it with all her pent-up anger and fear.


Immediately, her husband’s car alarm sliced through the quiet night, echoing earsplitting cries off the fronts of the apartments. Kari returned to her car, climbed inside, and waited.


Don’t be here, Tim. Please . . . let there be a reason. . . .


She fixed her eyes on the apartment entrance as the alarm wailed an entire minute, then another. The door to the complex suddenly flew open, and there he was. Her husband, the man she’d trusted with her heart and soul.


He was dressed in sweats and a white T-shirt, and his hair looked disheveled. A lump formed in Kari’s throat. How could he? How could he have lied to her?


She watched him jog toward the street, aim his key chain at the Lexus, and press a button. Silence filled the air, and Tim surveyed the area. Before he could turn around, she opened her car door and stood up.


Her sudden movement caught Tim’s attention, and from fifty feet away their eyes locked. His mouth hung open for what felt like an hour, and Kari watched the color fade from his expression. “Kari . . .” He took two steps toward her and stopped.


She wanted to slap his face or kick him or beg him to come home with her and tell her it was all a mistake. But the evidence was too much to bear. She considered falling against her car and weeping, but she didn’t have the strength for any of it. Instead, she sank back into the driver’s seat and started the engine, her eyes blurred with tears.


It was unfathomable, as if it were happening to someone else. Kari could barely breathe as her hands robotically turned the wheel and found the way home. Along the way she thought about going to see her parents or one of her three sisters, who lived minutes away. But there would be time for that later. Now she needed to be alone, to absorb the blow and give herself time to grieve until finally she believed the facts for what they were.


Tim was having an affair. With a student.


She took short, shuffling steps through the garage and into the house, where she threw herself on the living-room sofa and cried. Not the way she had cried when she and Ryan broke up back in college, or even when she miscarried her first child not long after she and Tim were married.


This was a deep, guttural weeping that came from a place in her soul she hadn’t known existed until now. A dark place empty of all words except a wrenching why.


Why had this happened? What had gone wrong? Tim was still attracted to her, she knew that much. So what was it? She racked her brain trying to imagine why she hadn’t been enough for him.


Then it dawned on her. Tim’s student must be smarter, more academic, better with words. That had to be it. Wasn’t Tim always coming home talking about this student or that one? Sharing examples from students’ papers as if the clever crafting of words were the greatest talent a person could have?


She remembered a time when she and Tim attended a party hosted by the university. It was one of her first university gatherings, and she was thrilled to be there with him. They were standing together in a circle of witty, accomplished people when the talk turned to books. The chairman of Tim’s department held forth for a while on some Washington exposé, and a woman Kari had met only briefly mentioned a collection of South American poems she admired. Then the tall, stooped woman on Kari’s left leaned over solicitously and inquired what Kari liked to read.


She had nodded confidently and told the truth. “Just about anything by John Grisham. But The Firm was my favorite.”


The pause that followed felt like an hour. Tim’s chairman raised his eyebrows. The tall woman’s mouth twisted into an uncomfortable smile that barely missed being a sneer. The poetry woman’s face froze; then she let out a laugh as if just realizing that Kari had told a joke. A vague-looking older man was scratching his head and looking confused. “Grisham . . . don’t think I’m familiar. . . . Was he that character at Iowa, wrote that analysis of corporate literature?”


By then Kari wasn’t listening. She had seen the look on Tim’s face, a mixture of irritation and determination not to let it show. He slipped an arm around Kari’s shoulders and drew her close with a defiant look as if to tell the world, “Hey, at least she’s beautiful.”


The conversation had continued, but the moment stayed with Kari over the years. Clearly Tim had been embarrassed, wishing her to be witty and intelligent and well-read like the other wives. That had to be the reason he was seeing someone else. The student must be brilliant and able to converse on a level Kari had never reached.


So what if she was beautiful? In the end it hadn’t been enough to keep Ryan Taylor.


And now it wasn’t enough for Tim, either.


Other memories came to mind, times when Tim had made her feel simple and inferior. Wasn’t that why she spent so much time working and volunteering at church? Wasn’t that why she had joined the book club and signed up as a museum docent? So he’d see her as more than a decoration? So he would be proud of her?


It was all so unfair. She loved Tim with her whole heart, intended to stay married to him forever. Wasn’t that enough?


Hours passed, and Tim didn’t come home. Kari was not surprised. What could he say? What was left to say?


The tears finally subsided, and she sat up. Her throat was swollen, and she struggled to draw a deep breath. She blew her nose and gazed out the front window at the dark skies beyond. How was it that yesterday she’d thought her marriage to Tim was a shining beacon of what married love was supposed to look like? What had happened? Even if the student had something Kari couldn’t offer, was it that easy for Tim to walk away from all they had shared, all they had promised?


Her fingers tightened into two fists. If that’s how he felt, he could go ahead and leave.


“Jerk.” She whispered the word through clenched teeth. “We had it all, and you threw it away.”


No answers came, and Kari closed her eyes, angry and defeated.


Where were God’s reassuring whispers now? Where was God, for that matter?


She blinked and sighed deeply, knowing the answer even as she asked the questions. God hadn’t disappeared just because Tim was having an affair. Even now, with her world upside down and every breath an effort, Kari knew the Lord would never leave her. And somehow he would help her and Tim sort through this mess, even if right now the idea sickened her.


Yes, things would eventually work out. Tim would come home and apologize, and they would get counseling like a handful of her friends had done when their marriages had been threatened. They would make it work, wouldn’t they? Wasn’t that the foundation of what she believed? That with God all things were possible?


Still, the thought of being married to a man who could lie to her, cheat on her, betray her, felt as welcoming as a life sentence in the state penitentiary. God could bring restoration, but she knew she would never be the same again after today. Tears stung at her eyes once more, and an overwhelming sadness settled like a lead blanket over her heart.


Kari pulled her knees up beneath her chin and thought about the woman she’d been that morning. Happy, idealistic, confident about her relationship with Tim. Trusting him implicitly and ready to launch a marriage group from their home. There hadn’t been a single warning sign. She’d been busy, sure, but who wasn’t? That had never come between them before.


And as the midnight hours bled into the early dawn, Kari grieved for the woman she’d once been. The woman she’d never be again.


A woman who had drawn her last breath at ten-thirty the night before.
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Freshly popped corn and vanilla candles warmed the Baxter home, a sprawling Victorian in the nearby township of Clear Creek. The Dallas Cowboys had just won a close contest, and John Baxter used the remote to turn off the television. He shifted his gaze to Elizabeth, his wife of more than thirty years. She was still beautiful, but his attraction to her was more than that. She bore a certain charm and elegance that couldn’t be taught.


The screen faded to black, but John was in no hurry to get up. After raising five children, silence seemed almost sacred. He ran his thumb over his wife’s soft hand and savored her presence.


God, you’re so good to me . . . thank you for letting her live. Thank you.


A holy reassurance massaged the rough edges of John’s soul, and he felt the corners of his mouth lifting. He was fifty-seven years old, married to his best friend, and certain that when the clock ran out on his days in this life, he’d have an eternity together with his loved ones in a place that would put all of earth’s goodness to shame.


Life couldn’t get much better than that.


He was about to say as much when Elizabeth released a troubled sigh, stood, and slowly crossed the room, her gaze fixed on the framed photographs lined along the mantel above the fireplace. There they were, all five of them—Brooke, Kari, Ashley, Erin, and Luke. Oldest to youngest.


After a few minutes, Elizabeth dabbed at two silent tears. John’s heart sank, and he went to her side.


“Which one?” He slipped his arm around her shoulders.


Elizabeth dabbed at another tear and made a sound that was part laugh, part bottled-up sob. “Kari.”


John shifted his gaze and stared at the face of his second-oldest daughter.


“I’m worried about her and Tim.” Elizabeth nestled her head on John’s shoulder.


There were goose bumps on her arm, and John ran his hand down the length of it. “Did you talk to her?”


“This morning. Before her shoot.”


“What’d she say?” He studied his wife, wishing he could ease her anxiety.


“Everything’s fine.” Another tear trickled down her face. “Maybe I’m the only one who sees it, but something isn’t right.” She wiped the tear away. “The distant look in his eyes lately, the way he’s always too busy for family dinners.” She paused. “He’s out of town again.”


John was quiet. He looked at the face in the photo once more. Suddenly the picture in his mind changed, and Kari was no longer a confident young woman in her twenties, married and living not far away in Bloomington. She was an anxious teenager wondering why Ryan Taylor hadn’t called.


Daddy, do you pray for me every night? John could hear her precious voice as clearly as he’d heard it that long-ago day. He closed his eyes and let himself drift back.


“Of course.” John remembered taking his daughter’s hands, trying to will peace into her troubled heart.


“Will you still pray for me when I’m grown-up and married?” Her eyes grew watery and her chin quivered. “I’ll need your prayers forever, Daddy.”


Was her heart troubled now? Were there problems between Kari and Tim that none of them knew about? Elizabeth had always been perceptive when it came to their children, sometimes knowing their needs even before they recognized them.


“Okay.” He gently squeezed Elizabeth’s shoulder. “Let’s pray.”


Elizabeth nodded as they joined hands, bowed their heads, and placed their second-oldest daughter in God’s hands where she belonged.


Even if she had no troubles at all.






Chapter Three


Tim Jacobs wished more than anything else that his upcoming meeting with Kari were over.


It had been wrong for him to stay at Angela’s after seeing his wife out on the street, but he had felt paralyzed to do anything else. He had no idea what he was going to say to Kari, and anyway it was virtually impossible for him to walk away from a weekend with Angela Manning.


She captivated him like no other woman ever had; his feelings were that intense.


On Sunday evening, by the time he pulled up outside the home he shared with his wife, he had convinced himself that her discovery was a good thing. Now he could admit the affair and ask for a divorce. Yes, it would be sad, and it was bound to be difficult for both of them. But the outcome was fairly predictable. Tim would need to move out while the divorce was pending, and that meant one very wonderful thing.


He and Angela would never have to be apart again.


He killed the engine and stared at his front door. If only the whole ordeal were already over and done with. After all, he wasn’t the first husband in the world to come home and ask his wife for a divorce. This kind of thing happened every day in neighborhoods across the country, right?


Tim swallowed and remembered something he’d heard in a sermon once. The more bad choices you make, the less bad your choices seem.


He dismissed the thought. Ridiculous. It was just his overactive conscience, nothing more. Life was about to be better than it’d ever been. His guilty feelings did not surprise him. He was guilty. And in some ways he felt awful about it. But during these past few months with Angela he’d felt like a kid in a toy store, lured away from his ordinary life by a woman who’d captured him heart, mind, and soul.


A sigh slid through Tim’s clenched teeth as he climbed out of the car and went inside. She wasn’t in the front room. He dried the palms of his hands on his pants legs, his throat so tight he could barely speak. “Kari?”


What he was about to do would be the hardest part. She would cry and carry on, and in the process he might even shed a tear or two. The truth was, he still cared about Kari. And he’d miss her like crazy when he was gone.


Images of Angela came to mind, and his heart rate doubled. Okay, so he wouldn’t miss the bondage of being married. But he’d miss seeing Kari at the breakfast table, miss the way she looked with her hair messed up in the mornings before she took a shower and the way she hummed to herself when she worked around the house. Of course, he wouldn’t miss her busy schedules, the way she made room for everyone and everything but him. The way their intimate moments had dwindled to little more than simple routine.


The truth was, Kari’s life was full. Modeling, teaching Sunday school, church choir, her volunteer work at the museum, the time she spent with her family. In the long run, when the shock wore off, she’d be fine.


This was the kindest thing he could do—no matter how much he would miss her companionship. It was something he should have done months back, when he thought a few afternoons and evenings with Angela would cure him of his attraction to her.


Had he ever been wrong about that.


“Kari?” He set his bag down. His palms were sweaty again. He shoved his hands deep into his back pockets and exhaled hard. With every new development of his relationship with Angela he’d found a way to justify his actions. After all, his heart wasn’t involved at first. That hadn’t happened until the end of the summer.


Tim thought about how slowly, how insidiously his relationship with Angela had developed. He’d been attracted to her from the first day—it was hard to ignore somebody built the way she was—but that didn’t signal an alarm. Dozens of attractive coeds had dotted the course of his career. Then he’d read her writing samples.


If he was honest with himself, he’d have to admit that he’d fallen in love with Angela less because of her physical beauty than because of the way she could write. The combination of intelligence and emotion that poured from her text was striking, brilliantly so. And after spending a semester in his class, Angela had taken to crediting him with making her a better writer.


That had done unbelievable things to his ego. Even then, their relationship had been nothing more than admiration and desire until she returned from summer break in the middle of August.


On the first day of classes, they had shared lunch together—as they’d often done through the previous spring. But after a summer apart there was no denying that they both wanted more, needed more than a shared meal. After lunch they went to her apartment, and in the course of the next two hours Tim knew his marriage to Kari would never be the same again.


A week later his entire outlook on life had changed, and he was all but certain he wanted a divorce. Something about being with Angela made Tim feel better than anyone else ever had, even Kari. It was as if he was addicted to everything about his new love—the way she looked, the way she made him feel. Angela was aware of the effect her looks had on men. She was cool and self-possessed by day in her role as college student.


But by night . . .


Tim sucked in a slow breath. There were no words to describe the way she—


Footsteps sounded from down the hallway. Okay. Get it over with quickly.


Kari entered the living room through a side door, and Tim felt his words hit a logjam somewhere in his throat. There were streaks on either side of her face, and her eyes were red and swollen. Yet her beauty still caught him off guard. Pure, wholesome beauty, the kind that no longer excited him.


For a long moment they stayed that way, their eyes locked. No words were necessary. The expression on Kari’s face told him everything he already knew—that his affair had caught her by surprise and slammed her heart into the ground.


Tim bit his lower lip and decided it was best to get to the point. “I’m sorry, Kari.” His heart skipped a beat as he exhaled long and slow. “I don’t want to be married anymore.”
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His words made a direct hit on Kari’s heart and knocked the wind out of her. Not in her wildest nightmares had she thought he would start the discussion like that. This was the part where he was supposed to apologize and beg her forgiveness. She reminded herself to breathe. Help me, God.


She hadn’t wanted to believe it, even after seeing him run from the apartment the day before. And after her initial breakdown, she had decided to withhold all judgments on the matter until he got home, until they could talk about what happened and why Tim wasn’t at the conference as he had said he would be. In the meantime she’d had no choice but to act like nothing was wrong.


She’d gone to church that morning and taught second-grade Sunday school as always. For every question about her puffy eyes, she blamed allergies, saying nothing about the situation with Tim even when her mother asked twice if something was wrong.


After church she stopped to fill up the car. Every time thoughts of Tim came to mind her heart would race, her breathing suddenly fast and shallow. There’s a reason, she told herself. There’s a reason . . . there’s a reason. . . .


And the anxiety would subside.


Three hours before Tim got home, she was putting away laundry, still insisting that somehow the situation couldn’t be as bad as it seemed, when she walked by their wedding photo on the living-room bookshelf. She searched his intelligent eyes, his friendly face, soaked in the love that clearly existed between the two of them, and she remembered the caller’s words from the day before.


Your husband’s having an affair . . . having an affair . . . having an affair. . . .


In less time than it took her to inhale, the reassuring pretense disappeared. Choking sobs erupted from her angry soul and spewed hot tears down her face.


Immediately, the situation became clear. Yes, her husband had a reason why he had lied to her and spent the weekend at a student’s apartment. It was the same reason the caller had given her, and no matter what lies she wanted to tell herself, the truth was blatantly obvious.


Tim was involved with another woman.


In that moment, the sorrow and anger in Kari’s heart became fury. She grabbed the wedding photo, hurled it across the room, and watched the glass shatter into dozens of pieces. Then slowly, as if she were in a trance, Kari sank to her knees and began to pray.


“I hate him, God!” She shouted the words, weeping harder than before. “How could he do this to me?”


At the end of two hours, Kari’s anger and sorrow, her sense of betrayal, were no less than before. But somehow a determination had come over her, and with it a clear and holy reminder of a truth—that same one her parents had lived by, the one she and Tim had agreed on before they married.


The truth was this: Love is a decision.


In the wake of Tim’s unfaithfulness, her heart urged her to hate him, tell him he wasn’t welcome back home, and then never see him again. God wanted something else. He wanted her to hear her husband’s explanation and be willing to forgive, willing to find counseling and make things work. Not because she felt like it, but because it was something she’d decided to do nearly six years ago.


So, in the final hour before Tim’s return, Kari pictured a hundred things he might say to her when he first walked through the door, when they first faced each other in light of what had happened. He’d apologize and tell her it was a mistake; he’d promise he’d never lie again. He’d insist the woman was nothing more than a distraction, a passing fancy. He’d blame stress at work and the fact that their marriage had fallen into a routine.


But the last thing she expected him to say, the thing she had never imagined he might tell her, was that he no longer wanted to be married.


Tim moved to sit on the sofa and anchored his elbows on his knees, his brows knit, his eyes searching hers. “Did you hear me?” His voice was quiet, laced with finality. “I don’t want to be married anymore.”


The rage within her was suffocating, but there were no sobs this time, no weeping. “That’s it?” She crossed her arms, trying to ease the sick feeling in her stomach. “No explanations or promises? Nothing?”


Tim dropped his head in his hands, groaned, and then looked back up at her. “I should have told you a month ago.”


The sick feeling became a driving nausea, and it welled up in Kari’s throat. She wondered if she should race for the bathroom or throw up on the carpet. What’s happening? What is this, God?


Do not be afraid.


This time the silent assurance was too late. Amidst the feelings of pain and anger and even hatred, Kari felt a flash of sheer terror. Were divorce papers drawn up and waiting? Was he planning to move in with this woman? Could that actually happen? Could Tim leave her and marry someone else?


The questions pelted her like hail.


She couldn’t live in Bloomington knowing she might run into Tim and his . . . his student.


The premonition of what her life might soon become was more than she could bear. She blinked, and the terror faded. In its place her fury was more controlled. “Who—” her voice was a whisper, her throat pinched—“who is she?”


Tim stared at his hands, and when he glanced up he looked ten years older than before. “It doesn’t matter.”


Again Kari was dumbfounded. “So you’re not denying it? You’re seeing someone else?”


“I thought it was a phase.” Tim’s eyes remained fixed on hers. “That it would go away in time.”


Kari tightened her grip on the back of a chair and tried desperately to make sense of what was happening. The nausea was still there, but it was being overtaken by a growing sense of panic. Her emotions swung wildly from fear to anger and back again, and she could think of nothing to say.


After a long pause his gaze fell to his feet again.


He’s afraid to look at me. The thought settled like a rock in her empty gut.


“There’s no other way to say this, Kari. I want a divorce.” He looked briefly at her. “I still care for you, but I’m not . . . I’m not in love with you.”


The panic became a tidal wave around her, consuming her. “You’re in love with her?”


Tim made eye contact and gave the faintest shrug. “I am.”


What was he saying? She could almost feel the hands of angels keeping her from collapsing on the floor. She straightened and paced across the living room and back, stopping directly in front of her husband. “She’s a student, Tim. What is she—nineteen? twenty?”


For the first time since he’d gotten home, Tim’s expression became defensive. “She’s twenty-four, okay? And I met her almost a year ago.”


Kari’s head was spinning. “A year ago?” Her voice was barely a whisper. Who was this woman, and what did she look like? Was she one of the students he had raved about last year? The whole situation was impossible. “You’ve been seeing her for a year?”


Tim shook his head and massaged his fingertips against his temples. “I met her at the beginning of the spring semester. It didn’t get serious until . . . until a few months ago.”


He stood up and threw his hands in the air. “There’s no point to this, Kari.” His voice was loud, frustrated. “What I do with my life after you and I divorce is my business.”


The tidal wave came crashing down, and Kari fell back into the chair again. Her heart raced dangerously fast, and she couldn’t grab a full breath. Pain shot down her arms, and there was a heaviness on her chest that grew worse with each passing second.


Lord, help me. I’m falling. Father . . . help!


I am with you.


The gentle whispers in the depths of Kari’s soul brought only a fraction of relief, but it was enough to ease the pain and allow her to inhale. “You owe me more than that, Tim.” She steadied herself and stared up at him. “She’s not your wife. I am.”


Tim opened his fists, took hold of his wedding ring, and slid it off his finger. “Don’t you get it, Kari?” He tossed the ring on the coffee table, shook his head, and sat down. “It’s over. I want out. I don’t want to be married anymore.”


As the ring clattered onto the table, something in Kari shut down. It was almost as if a protective shield had gone up around her heart, a kind of armor that simply would not allow her any more pain. She felt dizzy and sicker than before, yet somehow detached and clear-eyed, as if she were observing the whole scene from a distance.


Her husband was nothing of the man she’d thought him to be. Instead, he had lied and cheated on her, and now he was saying their marriage was over. She looked at him sitting there, his long fingers clenched together, his head lowered, giving her a clear view of the bald spot just beginning to show on the top of his head.


She remembered a verse from their wedding: And now these three remain: faith, hope and love. But the greatest of these is love.


Acting with what she could explain only as supernatural power, and without so much as a single tear, she studied her husband and steadied her voice. The anger was still there, but her determination was greater. “We need counseling.”


Tim’s mouth hung open. “Counseling?” He rolled his eyes, his tone louder than before. “Kari, I’m sorry this is hard for you to accept, but you need to hear me. I want a divorce, not counseling. I’m in love with someone else.”


“That doesn’t matter.” Kari leaned back and crossed her arms tightly in front of her. “God can forgive you.”


Her husband swore under his breath and stared at her as if she’d just stepped off an alien spaceship. “I don’t want God’s forgiveness.” His voice filled the room. “Not now, not ever. It’s my life . . . however I choose to live it.” She opened her mouth to say something, but he held out a hand to stop her. “I don’t want your forgiveness either. I don’t want to be married. It’s not fair to either of us.” He paused, and the dejected calm returned to his tone. “I want a divorce. Nothing less.”


Again a strength she couldn’t explain coursed through her. “You’re my husband, Tim. We promised each other forever. Whatever you’ve done, God can help me forgive you. We can get counseling and work it out.”


Tim glared at her, got up and crossed the room, and grabbed the overnight bag he had brought home with him. He stood that way for a moment; then he let it fall once more and slowly came to stand with his feet nearly touching hers. “I loved you, Kari.” He shrugged, and his eyes were sadder than they’d been since he arrived. “I never meant to hurt you with this. But I’m not staying married to you. I can’t live a lie.” His voice grew softer. “I’m moving in with Angela tonight.”


“No . . .” The comment was out before Kari could stop it. The veneer of calm was giving way, threatening to release an avalanche of rage and pain and heartache. She could feel her limbs shaking from her scattered emotions, and her mind raced as she considered her options.


Tim raked his fingers over the tops of his thighs as if he was trying to keep from shouting at her. Then his hands relaxed, and he spoke quietly, simply. “I’m sorry, Kari.”


Without waiting another moment, he grabbed his bag again and headed toward their bedroom.


“Don’t do this, Tim.” Her words trailed after him, but he didn’t look back. She closed her eyes and screamed, “Help me, God! I don’t know what to do.”


For the next thirty minutes she stayed anchored to the chair. She heard him searching through the closet and pictured him finding his suitcase. She listened to the sound of dresser drawers and closet doors opening and closing, and finally he appeared in the living room once more.


He had a suitcase in each hand, the overnight bag hanging from his shoulder.


She felt like a dazed accident victim. “Don’t go.”


Again the words seemed strangely out of place, as if they were coming from someone else. Tim was in love with another woman and wanted a divorce. He’d become the cruelest man he could ever be. He’d broken their wedding vows and done the one thing that would give her a scriptural excuse for ending their marriage.


But despite her anger and grief, despite the shock that still shook her body, she knew one thing for certain: She didn’t want a way out. She didn’t want to give up on her promise to stay no matter what, to love no matter the cost.


Her anger subsided. “Stay.” Sorrow and fear smothered her voice. “Work it out with me. Please.”


Tim hesitated, and she almost thought he might change his mind. She looked deeply into his eyes and willed him to hear her heart. Come on . . . don’t give up on us. . . .


“Good-bye, Kari. I’ll call you tomorrow; we need to talk about the legalities.” He took one step toward the front door. “You can reach me at work.”


Kari stood. She thought of a dozen things she wanted to say and do. She wanted to walk up and slap him across the face, spit at him, or kick him in the leg. She wanted to punch a hole in the wall or collapse in a heap and have a complete breakdown—the one only God was holding at bay, the one she was certain to have in the hours and days and weeks ahead.


Instead, she looked at Tim as he walked out the door and said just one thing.


“I won’t give you a divorce.”
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