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From Jennifer Mathieu, the author of The Truth About Alice comes a novel about the courage to
believe and what it means to be truly devoted.Rachel Walker is devoted to God. She prays every
day, attends Calvary Christian Church with her family, helps care for her five younger siblings,
dresses modestly, and prepares herself to be a wife and mother who serves the Lord with joy.
But Rachel is curious about the world her family has turned away from, and increasingly finds
that neither the church nor her homeschool education has the answers she craves. Rachel has
always found solace in her beliefs, but now she can't shake the feeling that her devotion might
destroy her soul.

From the Inside FlapUncovering the truth could cost them their lives.Since entering the Safe
Lands, Mason has focused on two things: finding a way to free his village from captivity, and
finding a cure for the disease that ravages many within the walls of the Safe Lands. After
immune-suppressive drugs go missing in the clinic, Mason discovers his coworker, Ciddah, may
know more about the Safe Lands than imagined ... and may have an agenda of her own. At the
same time, Mason's brother Levi is focused on a way to free the remaining Glenrock captives,
while Mason's younger brother Omar decides to take the rebellion against the Safe Lands into
his own hands as a vigilante.Soon all three brothers are being watched closely---and when
Mason stumbles onto a shocking secret about the Safe Lands meds, his investigation just might
get those closest to him liberated.About the AuthorJill Williamson is a chocolate loving,
daydreaming, creator of kingdoms and the award-winning author of several young adult books
including By Darkness Hid, Replication, The New Recruit, and Captives. She's a Whovian, a
Photoshop addict, and a recovering fashion design assistant, who was raised in Alaska. She
loves teaching about writing. She lives in Oregon with her husband, two children, and a whole lot
of deer. Visit her online at jillwilliamson.com, where adventure comes to life.
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respect“Believing takes practice.”—Madeleine L’Engle, A Wind in the Door1James Fulton is
sweating like a sinner in church.Which, of course, is exactly what he is.All of us—the older kids
my age and the mothers and the fathers and even the little toddlers whose feet don’t touch the
floor yet—all of us congregants of Calvary Christian Church of Clayton watch wide-eyed and
silent from our metal folding chairs as James shifts his weight from one barrel-thick leg to the
other, his ruddy face covered in a slick coat of perspiration. He squeezes his hands together as
he sways back and forth, and a little map of sweat starts to form on the front of his yellow
polyester short-sleeved shirt. Pastor Garrett stands off to the side, clutching his enormous Bible
and nodding along with everything James says.“I’m here before you with a purified heart,” James
continues, looking at his feet. His white-blond hair is newly shorn, making his flushed face seem
even more scarlet. “I know I need to live radically for the Lord again. And I’m asking you to help
me walk with God again because I know the punishment for sin is separation from the Lord and
eternity in hell.” Exhaling shakily and squeezing his hands together again, he makes the briefest
of eye contact with the congregation before gazing back down at his feet.My four-year-old sister
Sarah is sitting in my lap, and she turns her little head to look at me and whispers too loudly,
“Rachel, what’d that boy do?”People shift in their seats around us at her question, but nobody
says anything. “Shh, Sarah,” I whisper back. “He’s talking about how much he loves Jesus.”What
James Fulton did was gratify the desires of the flesh, but I can’t say that to Sarah. And I can’t tell
her that he looked at pictures of naked women on a computer and he got caught, and I can’t tell
her that he just got back from two weeks at Journey of Faith, a camp in east Texas where he
spent hours in prayer and physical labor and repentance. Sarah’s too little to understand about
Journey of Faith.She won’t be too little to understand for much longer, of course. But for now, at
least, it doesn’t take much to distract her.It seems one or two of us are sent to Journey of Faith
every few years. By us I mean the older kids at Calvary Christian. Some are as young as thirteen
or fourteen when they’re sent away, and they always leave suddenly, spirited off by Pastor
Garrett or a church elder, leaving the rest of us to consider the rumors we’ve heard about what
Journey of Faith is all about. Long, forced hikes, little sleep, and endless, backbreaking physical
work, along with hours spent alone studying Scripture. Those of us who’ve never gone put the
pieces together from testimonies like the one James is delivering now. We know that Journey of
Faith is a place where life is hard, but the Lord is supposed to work on your heart and transform



you.Everyone comes back looking like James.His cheeks are cherry red, and the shame he
carries radiates off him. He hasn’t come out and explicitly stated his sin, but he knows we must
know about how he’s strayed. He knows we know about his stumbling block. We’ve learned
about the sins that send some of us to Journey of Faith in the same way we’ve learned about the
camp itself. In whispers and bits of whispers. In requests for prayers during youth fellowship and
at evening Bible studies.In the Scripture used by those who’ve fallen upon their return to the
flock.“So in closing,” James continues, “I want to say that the Lord is leading me to share with
you this verse from Psalms, a verse that the pastor at Journey of Faith shared with me in one of
our sweet fellowships.” I can tell he has practiced this part many times from the way his voice
picks up speed and volume. “‘Wherewithal shall a young man cleanse his way? By taking heed
thereto, according to thy word. With my whole heart have I sought thee. O let me not wander
from thy commandments.’” There’s a ripple of nodding heads, and at last James makes his way
back to his row to join his parents. His mother squeezes him around his broad, beefy shoulders
and his father nods approvingly, and I see how James smiles at them, a quick upturned smile
that disappears as quickly as it arrives.Pastor Garrett makes a commanding motion toward the
corner where Mrs. Carter sits at the upright piano, and as I hear the opening notes of “It’s
Through the Blood,” I lift my little sister in my arms and stand up to get ready to sing.* * *After
the service ends, all of us spill out onto the weedy patch of grass and gravel in front of the
church. I put Sarah down and watch her speed off and start racing around with some of the
countless other small kids her age.I weave through the crowd, smiling back brightly at everyone
who smiles at me as I try to keep watch on my younger siblings. When I was little like them I
could climb back into the family van after services with my worn-out copy of Anne of Green
Gables, but the last time I tried that, Dad said I wasn’t showing a sweet spirit. I’m seventeen now,
and not only am I supposed to watch out for my little brothers and sisters, I’m supposed to be
their model of proper behavior.“Rachel! Rachel!” Someone is yelling my name from across the
parking lot. I turn and spot my older sister, Faith, waving me over with the one arm she isn’t using
to hold her infant son, Caleb. It’s early May in Texas and five hundred billion degrees, but
somehow Faith isn’t sweating, and her lavender blouse and knee-length denim skirt don’t have a
spot of baby puke on them.“Hi,” I say, joining her and some of the other young mothers of the
congregation, several just a few years older than me. They stand in a loose circle holding their
little ones, and their carefully groomed appearances and enthusiastic smiles make me run my
fingers through my long, dark curls so I don’t look too disheveled. I wish not for the first time that
my hair were straighter like Faith’s, but almost immediately I hear my father’s voice reminding me
that a sound heart is the life of the flesh: but envy the rottenness of the bones. I imagine my
bones strong and pure, constructed of nothing but molecules of good thoughts, absent of any
vanity. I smile at everyone and wiggle my fingers at my little nephew Caleb, choosing to give him
my full attention while the other girls chatter around me.“I was just saying,” Faith starts, shifting
Caleb from one hip to another with ease, “that James’s testimony really moved me, really moved
us all, actually, and I think the Lord has laid it on our hearts to try and organize some time for



fellowship, where some of us older girls get together with some of the younger girls and talk
about, you know, modest dress. About helping the boys and the young men in their struggle to
remain spiritually pure. Just, you know, recommitting to that idea of biblical femininity.”Faith’s
voice is filled with enthusiasm, each sentence practically spilling on top of the next one. The
other girls are nodding. Faith has always been good at helping us think of others. When we were
little, she taught me to flip over magazine covers in the grocery checkout line if they had
immodest images of girls and women that might tempt the eyes of our brothers.“That sounds like
it would be nice,” I say. Faith is talking on excitedly when my eyes spot James Fulton by the side
of Calvary Christian. He’s alone. The quick smile he shared with his parents at the end of the
service is gone now, and he leans against the church wall, staring out at a cinder-block building
in the lot next door. The building used to house a tractor-and-lawn-mower repair service, but it
was abandoned a long time ago, and now it’s just a crumbling mess of a place. It’s not anything
to look at, that’s for sure, but James is watching it like it’s something worth watching.His cheeks
still appear red—maybe this time from the heat outside—and he takes a big gulp of air and tips
his head back against the side of the church, shifting his gaze to the blue, cloudless sky. I
imagine myself stepping up in front of the entire congregation to admit my deepest sins, and I
know that James feels an embarrassment so painful he can barely stand to look any of us in the
eye.We should show compassion toward sinners, and James looks so pitiful standing there all
by himself that I want somebody to walk over to talk to him about the weather or where he got his
yellow polyester shirt or something that doesn’t have to do with his sinful behavior or Journey of
Faith or how proud we are of how he’s walking with Jesus. But nobody goes to him, least of all
me.“I mean, I think we would be really honoring James’s testimony if we put his words into
action, don’t you think?” Faith continues, almost breathless in her excitement.“Oh, definitely,” I
answer, offering a quick smile.When my father finds me a few minutes later and tells me it’s time
to leave, James Fulton is still standing there alone.* * *“Rachel, are the beans almost
ready?”“Just about done,” I answer, giving them a nudge with my fork.My mother smiles at me
and nods. “What were you looking at out there?” she asks, motioning toward the kitchen
window.I shrug my shoulders and mumble, “Nothing, really.” I don’t want to admit I’ve been
distracted from my work and staring at some hummingbirds darting back and forth at the shrub
of yellow bells in the front yard. They love to swoop and swerve at one another to get the best
flower, like little kamikaze pilots. Everyone thinks hummingbirds are these sweet little birds, but
they’re really hateful, actually.“Are you feeling okay?” I ask her, pouring the beans into a serving
dish. She looks paler than normal, and there’s a parade of pimples marching up her normally
clear complexion.“Yes, praise God,” she answers, touching her belly. Walker baby number eleven
is just a couple weeks along, and the first few months are always the worst for my mom when it
comes to being pregnant. With Sarah, she spent what felt like forever trapped in the bathroom,
throwing up during what should have been school time at the kitchen table.This baby surprised
us. I mean, as much as babies can be a surprise in a family with ten children. But my mom is
forty-four, and it was sort of understood that two-year-old Isaac would be the last addition. Then



this spring during evening Bible study, Dad read those familiar verses from Psalms that always
serve as an announcement that a new Walker baby is on the way: “‘As arrows are in the hand of
a mighty man, so are the children of the youth. Happy is the man that hath his quiver full of
them!’” When Dad said it, everyone turned to look at Mom, and she nodded, smiling shyly.I
smiled, too, of course, but my stomach sank just a bit at the same time. Mom had more time for
all of us now that Isaac was sleeping through the night and would soon be out of diapers. And
how was I supposed to keep up with my chores and help teach the little ones with my mother
preoccupied with the new baby? I had to reprimand myself as soon as I had those thoughts. In
all things give thanks, Rachel, I reminded myself.With Sunday dinner finally ready, everyone sits
down to eat at the three tables pushed together. There are so many of us that the end of the long
table is practically in the hallway leading to my parents’ bedroom. I set down a platter of
rolls.“What a lovely meal, Rachel,” says Paul in the same loud voice that he uses to say
everything. Paul is my sister Faith’s husband. They live with baby Caleb about thirty minutes
away in the next town over, but that doesn’t stop them from spending almost every Sunday
afternoon with us. Paul is five years older than me, but he acts like it’s fifty years instead of five.
His face is always pinched up like a spider’s, and he loves to quote Scripture like he’s a pastor
even though he’s not. He gets on my nerves. No—that’s unkind. Paul’s a good Christian husband
and father, and Faith is blessed to be under his protection. And yet, I wish he would lower his
voice just a little.“Thank you, Paul,” I respond, dishing out food for the little ones before we all sit
down to pray. I let myself wonder for a moment about my future husband and what he will be like,
and I try to imagine myself returning here to my parents’ house in just a few years with my own
children. It’s what’s meant to be, but when I try to picture it, my head goes blank and my stomach
twists.My father sits at the head of the table, and we bow our heads as he thanks the Lord for
food that will nourish our bodies so we can continue to spread His word. As Dad gets to the end
of the prayer, he adds, “And Father God, we ask you to keep your child James Fulton under your
careful watch, and that you renew a steadfast spirit within him and create in him a clean heart. In
the name of Jesus, amen.”Everyone responds with an amen, but Paul’s amen is the loudest.I’m
passing the butter to my younger sister Ruth when Paul brings up James again.“It’s so wonderful
that you reminded us how much we need to pray for those who’ve strayed,” he says to Dad.“Well,
we’re all capable of straying from the love of Jesus,” my father answers.“Amen,” Paul says,
nodding vigorously. Faith is seated at his side trying to eat and feed baby Caleb at the same
time. Her hand slips and she drops her napkin, but Paul is too busy talking to notice. I crawl
under the table to reach for it.“I was thinking of another person who has abandoned Christ’s path
and who also desperately needs our prayers,” he continues as I sit up. Faith looks over at
him.“Oh, yes,” she says. “Paul’s talking about Lauren Sullivan. She’s back in town.”There’s a shift
in the room, and I realize I’ve stopped chewing.“Really?” my older brother Andrew asks. “She left
years ago. She moved to the city, right? I mean, that’s what I heard.”“Yes, but someone saw her
at the drugstore,” Faith answers, holding back on her source. “And someone else saw her
moving her things into that little apartment complex near the animal hospital. You know, the one



on Rice Street? It looks like she’s back for good. Or at least for a while, anyway.”Whispers. Bits of
whispers. It’s how we find out everything.“Lauren Sullivan?” Ruth asks. “Something about that
name sounds familiar. Who is she?” She tries to pry our little brother Isaac’s fingers off the butter
knife.“Lauren is someone who needs our prayers, honey,” my mom answers, and she smiles at
Paul and Faith in a way that’s clear this conversation is over. “Let’s hope this move brings her
back home to the Lord.”Ruth is thirteen now, which means she was barely seven when Lauren
left, so it makes sense she wouldn’t remember her clearly. But I do. I remember the morning she
showed up at Calvary Christian with her long blond hair dyed candy-apple red. I remember
prayer requests for her soul after the stories that she’d snuck out of the house, met boys, and
drank alcohol. I remember the Bible verses the pastor would use during sermons that seemed to
be directed straight at her: “‘The eye that mocketh at his father and despiseth to obey his mother,
the ravens of the valley shall pick it out, and the young eagles shall eat it.’”I remember after that
sermon how she stood up and calmly walked out.She was like a grenade that had sat quietly for
years and then, suddenly, exploded. But Lauren Sullivan didn’t go to Journey of Faith.She
disappeared before anyone could make her.2In a family with ten kids, bedtime is nothing short of
total chaos. We do it every night, so I think we should be a lot better at it than we are. But we’re
not. Trying to get all those bodies cleaned up, dressed in pajamas, and tucked into bed requires
a formula I haven’t perfected yet, try as I might.Of course, Faith doesn’t live with us anymore and
my three older brothers—Matthew, Andrew, and David—can take care of themselves, but Ruth
and I are responsible for Sarah, the twins Jeremiah and Gabriel, and Isaac. That’s eight hands,
eight feet, four faces, and four sets of baby teeth.“Sarah, stand still, so I can get your molars,”
Ruth says, trying to manipulate Sarah’s green and white toothbrush into our little sister’s mouth.
I’m sitting on the edge of the bathtub trying to wipe down Isaac’s face and hands. Ruth is better
at all of this than I was when I was her age. When I was thirteen and supposed to be helping at
bedtime, my mom and Faith sometimes found me flipping through the encyclopedia or drawing
pictures to go along with the stories I had written during school lessons. Faith would reprimand
me and remind me I was supposed to be practicing to be a good helpmeet, and I’d guiltily shove
my books and papers aside and start whatever task I was supposed to be doing. I’m grateful
Ruth is so motivated to please others and to do what’s right. I wouldn’t have the heart to correct
her if she misbehaved.We lead the little ones downstairs to the family room where Dad is
reading a devotional guide. He smiles as we walk in and find our places around the room for our
nightly Bible study. Isaac snuggles into his place in our mother’s lap. Not for long, I think to
myself, picturing the new baby on its way.“My children,” Dad begins, taking his well-worn Bible in
his hands and flipping through the onionskin pages, “I was thinking of a verse from Proverbs
tonight that I wanted to share with you.” His finger expertly traces the columns until he finds the
verse he’s looking for. “Here it is. Chapter 13, verse 20. ‘He that walketh with wise men shall be
wise, but a companion of fools shall be destroyed.’”All of us nod, and my father asks if we know
what the words might mean.“That if we allow ourselves to be caught up in a God-hating culture
with those who don’t follow Christ, we will make poor choices,” my older brother David answers



immediately. “Choices that don’t honor the Lord.”My father offers us a brief smile. “Yes,” he says.
“That doesn’t mean that Father God doesn’t want us to pray for those who are lost and who’ve
strayed, but we must be careful not to be led from Christ. We must choose our company
carefully.”I know the reason he’s chosen this verse. I’m only curious if he’ll mention her
name.“Earlier today Paul and Faith brought up a former member of our church family who has
moved back to town,” my father continues. “Lauren Sullivan. Some of you may be old enough to
remember her.” Little Sarah is sitting in my lap, and I’ve buried my nose into her still damp,
freshly shampooed hair. But when Dad mentions those of us who might remember Lauren, I
glance at him. His steady gaze is on me. Maybe it’s because I’m around the same age Lauren
was when she left, but his eyes make me feel like he can somehow read my mind from earlier in
the day, when I thought unkindly about Paul and didn’t trust in God’s future plan for me.“It’s
important to remember that we must pray for Lauren and for all those who have discarded the
path Christ has set for them, but we must also remember what Scripture tells us about walking
with the wise. We must remember that we should avoid speaking with or interacting with those
who have left the flock.”“Amen,” Mom whispers, her eyes pressed shut.“Amen,” we all echo.Then
the little ones form a line in front of Dad, and he stands up so he can lay his hands on them for a
nightly blessing. His rough, callused palms are so large that one alone covers each small
head.“Lord, let salvation spring up within my children, that they may obtain the salvation that is in
Christ Jesus, with eternal glory,” he murmurs over and over as each little one approaches.The
younger ones kiss Mom good night, and, even though it will be hours before we’ll finish our
chores and go to bed ourselves, Ruth and I stand for a blessing from Dad. He stops in front of
each of us individually, so he can lay both his hands on us. My dad’s hands are so heavy on my
head that sometimes I imagine myself sinking under their weight, folding in on myself straight
into the house’s foundation.“Submit yourselves therefore to God,” he says in his quiet, confident
voice. “Resist the devil, and he will flee from you.”One night, after we had gone to bed in the
room we shared with Sarah, Ruth whispered to me from her bed, asking why Dad always used
the scarier verses with the two of us. The ones that mentioned hell and the devil.“Because the
devil is real,” I whispered back. “And it’s Dad’s job to make sure we stay vigilant against
temptation.”Tonight, after we read stories and tuck in little bodies and bring last minute glasses
of water and kiss and kiss and kiss good night, I carefully shut my baby brothers’ bedroom door
behind me and step into the upstairs hallway, stretching my arms up over my head in an attempt
to unwind. I want to curl up in bed with my favorite book, A Wrinkle in Time, but instead, I head
downstairs to the family room, sit down at the desk in the corner, and start up our ancient
computer. It whirs pitifully as it struggles to come to life, but eventually the log-in page pops
up.My dad is still sitting on one of our old, well-loved couches, reading his devotional. He
glances toward me, watching as I carefully type in the log-in and password everyone in the
family shares. Once I’m logged in, his eyes go back to his book.A few years ago, I talked my
parents into buying a how-to book for online businesses at the resale shop, and with its help I
built a website and an online billing and appointment system for the landscape and tree trimming



business Dad runs with my older brothers. I even set up a way to keep track of the books online
with some simple accounting software I downloaded for free. It’s a sin to be prideful, but I can’t
help but feel proud of myself for figuring it all out on my own.When I got the idea to do this, there
was a lot of concern from my dad about whether or not this was appropriate or even safe. After
all, God’s plan for me is to be a wife and mother, not a businessperson, and the Internet is a
dangerous place full of temptation—I only need to remember James Fulton’s embarrassed face
in front of the congregation to know as much. But after praying over it with Pastor Garrett, Dad
decided to let me use the computer to work on the business as long as someone was always
monitoring me. And anyway, I’m helping Dad, and I think that’s practicing to be a good
helpmeet.My fingers have been clicking away for about twenty minutes when my father puts
aside his devotional and gets up from the couch.“Are you going to be much longer, Rachel?” he
asks. We try not to do too much on the Sabbath besides church and family time, but if work has
piled up, Dad allows me to spend a little time on the computer on Sunday evenings.“Not much,” I
say. I have a few more appointments to set and that’s it.“I’m going to bed then,” he says, walking
over and patting me on the shoulder. “Don’t stay up too late.”“Yes, Dad, of course,” I answer.It’s
been three years since I started working on the computer for the family business, and Dad is
often so tired he dozes off while he’s sitting up with me. Sometimes he’s so exhausted he allows
me to work alone. Tonight, although he’s sleepy, I can still feel his watchful eyes on the screen as
he stands over me, as if he’s debating whether he should leave me alone. I let my fingers hover
over the keys as though they’re itching to get back to work. Finally, he nods and leaves, flipping
off the light in the hallway as he makes his way down to his bedroom.It’s so rare that I find myself
alone in my house that for a second I just sit there, listening to the sound of my own breathing
and the air conditioner cycling on. I’m sure it’s wrong to feel this way, but this moment of solitude
feels pleasant. Delicious, even. The light from the computer screen shines onto my fingers,
making them look like skeleton hands tapping on the keyboard.I finish up the work I need to do,
and I open up a search engine. I’ve done this before when Ruth or my mom or dad can’t be
sitting next to me watching me work. I usually look up questions that come up during school
lessons or when I’m reading our ancient encyclopedias. I confess there was a not-so-small part
of me that was hoping my dad would go to bed early this evening, and I look at the blank search
screen and run my tongue back and forth on the back of my teeth. My father’s words from a few
hours before have been playing over in my brain. “‘He that walketh with wise men shall be wise,
but a companion of fools shall be destroyed.’”James Fulton was a fool. That’s why he had to go
to Journey of Faith. Does that mean he’s now wise? I know it didn’t make him happy—at least he
didn’t seem happy this morning. But his happiness isn’t the point. His submission to God is
what’s important. If you care about being happy, about pursuing pleasures of the flesh, maybe
that makes you a fool. But I’m not looking for the same material James was caught looking at. I
don’t think I’m being a fool.I stare at the long blank rectangle of the search engine and the
blinking cursor sitting inside of it, winking at me. My heart outpaces the cursor three beats for
every wink. I lean back and look over my shoulder and down the hall. No light shines out from



under my parents’ bedroom door. I peer up at the ceiling. No noises echo from the bedrooms
upstairs.With a touch so light I’m surprised it works, I type four words.Lauren Sullivan Clayton
Texas3I’m not just rereading A Wrinkle in Time, I realize, I’m breathing it. Breathing the familiar,
comforting smell of the used paperback’s yellowed pages, a scent more delicious than Ruth’s
from-scratch chocolate-chip cookies. I’m at one of my favorite parts, when Mrs. Whatsit
announces that there is such a thing as a tesseract.Ruth pokes at me with the eraser end of her
pencil.“I can’t figure out this problem, Rachel,” she says. “Can you help me?”I hide A Wrinkle in
Time under my notebook and lean over Ruth’s math workbook. She’s struggling with some basic
multiplication problems.“This isn’t too tricky,” I tell her, and I pick up her pencil and make a few
marks. “See? Like this.”Ruth purses her lips at me. “You make it look easy.”“Rachel goes too fast,”
announces Jeremiah. He and his twin, Gabriel, are working at the other end of the table,
quizzing each other on their spelling list for the week. Sarah and Isaac are on the floor of the
family room playing with the ancient set of Legos that’s been in our family since my older
brothers did their lessons in this very room.“I don’t mean to,” I answer. I hand the pencil back to
Ruth. “I just do the problem how I do it.”But I do go fast. Faster than anyone else in my family,
anyway. Mom’s been our teacher since we were tiny, but even though she took algebra and even
chemistry as a teenager, she’s forgotten most of it. She focuses on the basics with us during our
daily lessons—the stuff we’ll really need to run homes and be good witnesses for the Lord—and
she stopped teaching me around Ruth’s age when there wasn’t anything academic left for her to
explain that I didn’t already know. When I’ve asked her about ordering more advanced
workbooks or worried about whether Ruth struggles too much with figures, she likes to quote
Proverbs in order to remind me that the knowledge of the Lord is the real beginning of wisdom. I
try to remember that when I’m sucked into an interesting encyclopedia entry or a difficult math
problem.Of course, Mom’s latest pregnancy has her so tired she’s resting in bed this morning,
leaving me to run the lessons. I’m tired, too, I realize, probably from staying up too late the night
before. I glance shamefully at the computer in the corner and wonder if there’s any way my dad
will be able to tell I typed in Lauren Sullivan’s name last night, even if I didn’t hit Enter.Stop being
so paranoid, I tell myself in a different, sterner voice. It was nothing. You just hit a bunch of letters
on a keyboard. You aren’t a sinner. You’re a good girl.I go back to A Wrinkle in Time, which I
convinced my mom to buy me on a trip to the resale shop last year even though she wasn’t sure
it was appropriate. Meg Murry is my favorite character of all time, even more than Anne Shirley.
But as I turn the pages, I worry if I shouldn’t put it away. Even though it’s school hours and I like to
use the time to read novels or interesting topics in some of our textbooks, I’m almost eighteen
now, and my focus really should be on the little ones and learning how to be a wife and mother, a
helpmeet with a cheerful countenance. To try and remind myself of what’s most important, I rub
the bracelet I wear on my wrist as I read—the bracelet my dad gave me on my twelfth birthday
that’s inscribed with a verse from the book of Titus: To be discreet, chaste, keepers at home,
good, obedient to their own husbands, that the word of God be not blasphemed.It doesn’t say
anything about loving to read or being really fast at math.What might my future husband think



about the fact that I’ve read A Wrinkle in Time three times in the past few months and that I
taught myself algebra? My future husband. I’ve been hearing about him since I was nine or ten, a
shadowy figure God will deliver to me one day. He’ll want a woman who submits to his authority.
A woman who is confident that God is working through his decisions. I discover I’m holding my
breath like I always do when I dwell on my future for too long. Right now, I’m just a year younger
than Faith was when she got married. I rub my bracelet a little more and manage to pull myself
away from the book. I need to help Ruth with her math lessons before starting lunch.But just as I
pick up the pencil, I hear my mother’s voice coming from the back bedroom.“Rachel, come
quick, I need you!”My mother never yells. In fact, no one in our family ever yells—it’s not godly
behavior. I jump up, but the looks of confusion on the little ones’ faces make me hesitate. Ruth
doesn’t stop. She starts for the bedroom and something about seeing her running shakes me
awake, makes me run right after her.My mother calls for me again, her voice shaking now, filled
with fear. Ruth is bolting down the hallway with me close behind.“I’m in here,” Mom shouts, and
we head through our parents’ bedroom to their attached bathroom. The door is half open, and
when we look inside, we see our mother sitting on the toilet, doubled over. Her long brown hair
hangs all the way down to the white tiled floor. I can’t see her face.“Rachel,” she gasps, “I’m
cramping, and it hurts so much. Oh, Lord, Oh, God, I think I’m losing this baby. Lord Jesus,
please be with my baby. Oh, Lord Jesus, save my baby.”Ruth’s dark blue eyes are wide open.
She moves past me and kneels down by Mom’s feet.“Lord, Father God, we ask you to be with us
right now, Father God,” she begins. I stand mute, trying to take in what’s happening in front of me.
A trail of bright red blood is snaking its way down my mother’s inner thigh. The sight of it turns my
stomach. I have to do something.“You stay here with her, Ruth. I’m going to call Dad.”* * *The
baby is dead. My little brother or sister is gone, and I never even got to know him. Or her.I feared
the baby was dead this morning, the second I stared at my mom bent over in the bathroom,
blood pooling at her feet. I feared it was dead when I was calling my dad at his work site and
begging him to hurry home. But I knew it was dead the moment my parents came back from the
doctor, my mom’s face buried deep inside my father’s shoulder. Only the loss of her child could
make my mother so despondent.“The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away,” my father tells
all of us as we stand in the kitchen, the little ones looking at our mom, their faces covered in
confusion. Our mother’s body shakes with soft sobs.Now the sun is setting, and I’m curled up on
my parents’ bed across from my mom, who’s dressed in her white cotton nightgown with the tiny
purple flowers all over it. I push her hair back as she stares out at nothing. My mom has such
beautiful hair. There are tiny streaks of gray around the temples, but mostly it’s still dark brown.
Straight and thick like Faith’s. She has fine, baby wrinkles around her big blue eyes, but even
with those, a person would have to be blind not to realize my mother is beautiful.“Rachel, I need
your help.”It’s my sister Faith. She came over with Caleb as soon as I called her, right after our
parents left for the doctor’s office.“Mom, are you okay to be alone?” I ask. I can tell she’s been
crying, but now her face is just empty, her eyes staring at something I can’t see. But she nods
slightly at my question, and I slip out into the kitchen.Faith is making tuna salad sandwiches for



supper, and Ruth is setting the table. My older brothers aren’t home yet. They’re finishing up the
job my dad had to leave when I called him this morning. My dad has gone to meet with our
pastor so they can plan a memorial service for the baby. My parents will have to pick out a name,
too.I take my place next to Faith at the kitchen counter, just like I used to when she wasn’t
married yet and still lived at home. As I scoop some of the tuna salad onto white bread, Faith
places her hand over mine, closes her eyes, and prays loudly, “Our help is in the name of the
Lord, who made Heaven and earth. Father God, be with our mother right now in this time of loss.
We know our little one is with you now, Lord, safe in your arms for all eternity. Help us in this time
of overwhelming grief. Amen.”I plop the tuna salad onto the bread. “Amen,” I whisper.I smush the
tuna salad down with a fork. I haven’t prayed for my mother or my unborn little baby brother or
sister all day long, and the realization fills me with guilt. I’d been too busy cleaning up the
bathroom and trying to read up on why miscarriages happen—first in the encyclopedia and then
on the computer. But it wasn’t just busyness that kept me from praying. I hadn’t even stopped to
call out to God like Ruth did when Mom first yelled for us—I’d just stood there until I thought to
phone Dad. I shake my head a little, frustrated with myself.“Are you okay?” Faith asks.“It’s just so
awful,” I say.“This happened one time before,” Faith tells me. “When you were tiny. Before Ruth
was born. That’s why there’s that big gap between the two of you.”I put down my fork and look at
Faith, my eyes wide. Four years is a pretty big gap between kids in my family, it’s true. We believe
that it’s up to God to decide how large our family will be, and with babies coming every year or
two, that space between Ruth and me stands out. But I thought that was just how God worked
things out. I never knew about a miscarriage.“She was further along that time,” Faith says, not
looking at me as she continues to make supper, her movements quick and precise. “And she
stayed in bed for almost a month after. All the women from church helped, but it was so bad Dad
even had to call Aunt Marjorie to come help us out.”I stare at Faith. “Aunt Marjorie? Dad’s sister
who lives in Dallas? I’ve never even met her.” Dad rarely communicates with his family because
they aren’t believers.“Yes,” Faith answers. “She came down for a few days, but it was a disaster.
She showed up and started insisting that Dad take Mom to a mental doctor or something. I don’t
remember all of it. I was really little at the time.”“Why did she want Dad to take Mom to a…”—I
search for the word—“psychiatrist?”“Because Aunt Marjorie doesn’t know the healing power of
the Lord,” Faith responds, stacking the finished sandwiches on a plate and heading for the table.
“She said Mom had depression.” Faith rolls her eyes just slightly. “Of course she was sad. Of
course she was depressed. Her baby went to Heaven before she’d even had a chance to hold
him. But he went to Heaven.” Faith pauses and looks at me before continuing. “And that’s what
helped Mom, eventually. I think that’s what helped her get up out of bed. She realized by living
her own life in a manner that glorifies God, she knew that one day she’d see her baby again. And
then she had Ruth, and eventually she got pregnant with twins. I believe it was God’s gift to her
for enduring so much.”Faith nods definitively and puts down the plate, then crosses the kitchen
to peek out the window.“Dad’s late at Pastor Garrett’s house,” she says. “I would stay, but I have
to get home with Caleb before Paul makes it back. He’s up in Huntsville with his father



ministering to prisoners this afternoon.”“I can handle things,” I say. But my stomach knots up at
the idea of having to handle supper and bedtime with just Ruth helping me.“Well, call me if you
need me, all right?” Faith untucks the blue-and-white-checked dishtowel she’s been using as an
apron and folds it neatly into thirds before laying it on the kitchen counter. She gives it a quick
double pat like she’s reminding it to stay put.“I’ll call you if I really have to, but I’m sure we’ll be
okay,” I answer. “Thanks for coming over.”I really want her to stay. To reassure me that Mom will
be all right. That everything will go back to normal. But I’m too ashamed to talk to Faith like that.
Faith doesn’t doubt God’s will. Faith is a living embodiment of her name. Steadfast and resolute,
unlike me who flounders.In the Bible, Rachel was always jealous of her older sister. I wonder if
I’d have been different if my parents had chosen to call me something else.After Faith collects
Caleb in her arms and we exchange a quick hug, she walks out the back door, and I slip into my
parents’ bedroom to check on my mother. She’s asleep, huddled in a ball under the covers. I
watch her quietly for a moment, my heart hurting for her. And then I turn around and head back
into the kitchen, so I can make sure the little ones are washed up and ready to eat.4“Rachel, are
you asleep?” Ruth’s voice whispers to me from across the room.I sit up on my elbows and shake
my head no, then hold my finger up to my mouth. Ruth throws her covers back and waits for me
to nod, giving her permission to tiptoe across the room and crawl into my twin bed with
me.“Don’t wake Sarah,” I whisper. Our little sister is passed out on her tummy, her arm dangling
off the edge of her bed and her sad, little stuffed sheep named Sheepie wedged under her
face.Ruth slips into the bed next to me, and we both turn on our sides to face each other. Ruth
and me, we’re the snugglers and the cuddlers in my family. My dad gives us pats on the head,
and my mom doles out brief hugs and fast kisses in quick succession—after all, there are so
many of us to hug and kiss. But when Ruth was around two or three and I was six or seven, she’d
have a bad dream or couldn’t drift off and I’d roll over in the middle of the night to find her sweet
face peering up at me from the side of my bed, her hands gripping the edge of the mattress in
hopes that I’d invite her in. I always did, and I didn’t even mind when her ice-cold toddler feet
bumped into my shins as she slid under the covers in the middle of winter.But tonight, Ruth
doesn’t slide under the covers; she kicks them off. It’s hot. The air conditioner in our house
doesn’t work too well, but the borrower is slave to the lender, Pastor Garrett likes to remind us.
Money has been extra tight lately, and my mind has already jumped ahead to worry about what
I’m sure will be Mom’s expensive medical bills. Until we can save up for a new air conditioner, we
need to be grateful for what we have, but Texas summers are so brutal it’s hard not to feel at
least a little miserable. And frustrated.“It’s so sad about the baby, isn’t it?” Ruth whispers. Her
mouth smells of mint toothpaste and ChapStick.“So sad,” I whisper back. I give her a hug, and
we press our foreheads together for a moment.“Mom looks terrible,” she continues. “I don’t think
I’ve ever seen her like that. It scared me.”“I know,” I answer. “It scared me, too. You know what
Faith said?” In a hushed voice, I tell Ruth about Mom’s first miscarriage. I want to share it with
someone, to get it off my chest, but I leave out the part about Aunt Marjorie coming to help
because I’m not sure Dad would like it if I told Ruth about that. I don’t think Ruth even knows



Aunt Marjorie exists.“So we have another brother or sister waiting for us in Heaven,” Ruth says,
her forehead wrinkling in curiosity. “But Mom never told us that. Don’t you think that’s
strange?”“Kind of,” I say. “Maybe it was too sad for Mom to talk about. But we know we’ll see him
again. Or her. I just hope that Mom doesn’t need a whole month to recover this time.” That’s
selfish, I realize. Whatever the Lord needs us to do as Mom gets better, we’ll do it. And we’ll do it
with grace, I promise myself.“Rachel, will Mom be okay?” Ruth whispers, her eyes worried.“Yes,
Ruth,” I answer, even though I’m not entirely sure. “Mom will be okay. Everything will be okay.”“Do
you think we should pray?” Ruth asks.“Yes, that’s a good idea,” I tell her. Ruth squeezes her eyes
tight and says, “‘And the prayer of faith shall save the sick, and the Lord shall raise him up.’” She
opens her eyes, and I smile at her, grateful for a little sister whose righteousness is an example
to me.* * *It’s the Sunday after my mother’s miscarriage, and she’s spent all week in bed. After
she had a dream the baby was a boy, Mom and Dad decided on the name Joshua, but she still
didn’t get up. As my own duties around the house mount in her absence, I check on her
regularly, and she’s always the same; a lump on the bed, sometimes weeping a little, but more
often than not staring out into space. One morning after Sarah spilled her orange juice twice and
the twins fussed about starting their schoolwork, I found myself questioning why my mother
would even want to be in charge of so many of us all the time, day after day. Then I found myself
holding my breath out of anxiety again as I thought about my future children. I gave my forearm a
firm smack to snap myself out of it.As my brothers and sisters finish getting ready for church, I
find myself standing by the kitchen counter, dish towel in hand, staring at the peeling green and
white linoleum of the kitchen floor. Mom and Dad are talking to each other in their bedroom, and
I know I shouldn’t be listening but I’m not able to stop. What if Mom doesn’t get better? What if
this is worse than the time Faith told me about? My parents’ voices slip from behind the cracked-
open bedroom door into the kitchen where I’m cleaning up after breakfast.“It’s time to go now,
Elizabeth,” Dad says. Quiet but urgent. Soft but insistent. “We have to leave now.”“Jacob, I can’t,”
Mom answers in a sharp, still voice I’ve never heard her use before. “I honestly cannot go.”“Yes,
you can. You will.”“Please don’t make me go.” I can’t see her, but I can hear her. She can barely
get the words out.“‘Be strong and of a good courage; be not afraid, neither be thou dismayed:
For the Lord thy God is with thee whithersoever thou goest.’”“Jacob, talk to me,” my mother begs,
her voice on the verge of breaking. “Please talk to me. Please don’t preach to me. Not now. Just
talk to me. Talk to me, please.”I’m holding my breath, shocked at what I’m hearing. Mom’s always
taught us that a woman’s role is to submit to her husband because the husband is the head of
the family just like Christ is the head of the church. I don’t think I’ve ever heard her ask my father
for something she didn’t already know he wanted to give.And Dad doesn’t want to give her the
chance to stay home from Sunday services at Calvary Christian.The bedroom door shuts, and
my parents’ voices are too muffled to make out. I finish up in the kitchen, and a few moments
later Dad walks out, his face more stern than normal.“Your mother is still recovering,” he says,
“and she’ll be staying behind today. We need to make sure we really pray for her and for Joshua
today at church. They need us to lift them up to the Lord.”“Of course,” I respond, unable to



remember the last time my mother didn’t come to services at Calvary Christian.In our ancient,
fifteen-person van on the way to church, Dad asks us what the Bible tells us about Joshua.“God
let Joshua approach Mount Sinai when all the other Israelites weren’t allowed,” Ruth answers.
“Joshua was special.”“And that’s why we chose that name for such a special soul as our baby,”
Dad tells us. “So special God called him home early.”“So special,” Ruth repeats,
nodding.“Special!” Sarah mimics, clapping her hands.I scan the faces of my siblings, but
everyone wears the same neutral expression. The same soft half smiles we always wear to show
a cheerful countenance. Besides Dad, I’m the only one who really knows how much Mom
resisted coming to church. Dad just explained to the rest of my brothers and sisters that God
needed her to heal at home today, so they don’t seem worried. But I picture Mom all alone,
crying in bed with no one to sit with her. I swallow hard and try to ignore the image. Am I the only
one who’s thinking of Mom? The only one who’s really worried?At church, the service goes on
as it normally does until Pastor Garrett asks Dad to come stand with him, at the same place
James Fulton stood the week before. Pastor Garrett lays his hands on Dad’s head, just like Dad
does to us when he blesses us before bedtime.The pastor’s voice booms from the front of the
church. It’s a loud, sure voice that doesn’t seem to match the reed-thin body that carries it, but
when Pastor Garrett preaches, he doesn’t even have to use a microphone. The first time he
preached a Sunday sermon I was ten years old and jumped half an inch in my seat when he
opened his mouth. Dad says Pastor Garrett was born knowing how to proclaim Christ.“Proverbs
reminds us to trust in the Lord with all your heart, and do not lean on your own understanding!”
he bellows. “And how we must lean now, Lord. How hard it is to understand the loss of a child,
Father God. But by faith we receive the unending peace of your presence, Lord, knowing that
while Joshua’s life on Earth was brief, he dwells forever in your light as you once promised
Abraham. Let us pray for this father and for Joshua’s mother, your servant Elizabeth, who is still
recovering at home and who by the power of your command can have strength restored to her
body and joy to her spirit.”The pastor and Dad are a little huddle at the front of the church. Pastor
Garrett’s hands press into Dad’s skull as he faces the congregation. Dad is stoic, firmly planted
into the floor, nodding along with everything Pastor Garrett says.I hear Faith’s muffled crying
from the row behind me. “Father God, give us your peace,” she whispers, loudly enough that I
can hear it. I want to turn around to comfort her, but I’m not sure what to say. I shift in my seat,
waiting for my tears to fall, but they don’t.All around me women are wiping away tears and
pressing napkins dug out of their purses to the corners of their eyes. I should be crying, too, and
I worry that people won’t think I’ve been moved by the pastor’s message. I am touched by his
words, of course, but I just want to go home and check on Mom and make sure she’s all
right.Lord, let my mother be all right, I pray, but I’m frustrated that I can’t come up with better
words to reach out to God. Long, elaborate phrases full of just-right Scripture that sound like
something Faith or Pastor Garrett might say. But since it’s all I have, I repeat my prayer in my
mind over and over again, letting the words flow along with my breathing.Lord, let my mother be
all right.Finally Pastor Garrett is finished, and Dad moves back down the aisle to a chorus of



“Amens” and “Yes, Lords.” We sing “How Great Thou Art” to close the service. Clutching Sarah’s
hand in mine, I exit the church, but in the gaggle of people, we get separated from my dad and
the rest of my brothers and sisters. All the women who were crying before now smile brightly at
Sarah and me. A merry heart maketh a cheerful countenance, Proverbs tells us, and our hearts
should be merry all the time because we’ve been saved and born again. But how I wish people
wouldn’t smile right now. I know they’re all smiling because Joshua is with the Lord, but I wish my
family could have a few minutes to feel sad about it, at least. Would that have been too selfish?
As I gaze out over the crowd searching for Ruth and the other little ones, I lose my footing and
run smack into the person in front of me.“Oh, I’m so sorry,” I manage, gripping Sarah’s hand to
make sure she doesn’t trip.“It’s all right,” says a woman’s voice. The figure turns, and it’s Mrs.
Sullivan, standing there with her husband.Mr. and Mrs. Sullivan. The parents of Lauren Sullivan.
The girl we’re not supposed to talk about.I quickly glance behind them, almost expecting to see
Lauren’s dyed red hair and the firm, set expression she always wore to church. Lauren Sullivan
never smiled unless she really wanted to. And toward the end of her days with us, she never
seemed to want to.But of course Lauren isn’t with them. She’s moved back to town, but not to
Calvary. It’s ridiculous to expect her to be here, absurd to even be looking.“Rachel, that was a
beautiful laying on of hands for your father and a wonderful way to give thanks for the
homecoming of your baby brother’s soul,” Mr. Sullivan says.“Thank you, yes, it was,” I
answer.Mrs. Sullivan is older than Mom and looks it, her long, waist-length hair gone totally gray,
the space between her light eyes etched with deep lines. “We have several babies we never got
the chance to hold who are waiting for us in Heaven, too,” she adds, her smile fixed, and I
remember that Lauren was an only child.“Well,” I say, searching my brain for the right response,
“the Lord’s steadfast love always endures.” Like the rest of us, the Sullivans don’t mention
Lauren. It’s as if she’s been erased.“Yes, the Lord’s steadfast love always endures,” Mr. Sullivan
repeats, his voice flat, the skin covering his long face turned into a thick leather from hours of
working outside in the torturous Texas sun. The Sullivans make a motion to go, promising to pray
for us.As I follow the flow of the crowd outside, I remember how we prayed for Lauren Sullivan
years before. Pastor Garrett laid hands on her and proclaimed, “Your adversary the devil prowls
around like a roaring lion, seeking someone to devour. Be vigilant! Your adversary the devil
prowls around like a roaring lion, seeking someone to devour! Be vigilant!”Although I was eleven
and knew better, I expected a lion to stalk up the aisle, baring bloodstained teeth. Some of the
little children started crying at Pastor Garrett’s repetitive, forceful shouts of Scripture, but the
moms didn’t make a move to leave like they sometimes did when babies started fussing. No, we
all stayed and watched as Mr. Sullivan, Pastor Garrett, and some of the other men of the church,
including my dad, circled Lauren as she sat in a folding chair at the front of the church, her
hands folded in the middle of her lap, her eyes staring straight ahead. We all watched as Pastor
Garrett and her father laid hands. We all watched as Lauren kept staring at us like she could see
through us, unmoved.The devil already has her, I thought to myself. It’s too late.“Rachel? Rachel,
are you listening?” I feel an arm touch me. It’s Faith, standing with the other girls her age, Caleb



drifting to sleep in her arms. “Are you all right? You look like you can’t catch your breath.”“I’m
okay,” I answer. “It’s nothing.” Little Sarah spots Ruth and the twins and drops my hand, running
off to join them.Faith nods, continuing eagerly. “The girls and I were just saying that Mrs. Garrett
wants to help us with that modesty workshop we talked about last Sunday. Focusing on biblical
femininity? We set the date for next Wednesday.”“Oh, that’s good,” I say. “I’m looking forward to
it.” It’s what Faith wants to hear.Faith smiles, the tears she cried during the service all gone now.
Her trust in the Lord must be so strong. She glides easily from correct emotion to correct
emotion, where I always have the wrong ones.Begin ReadingTable of ContentsAbout the
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Fulton is sweating like a sinner in church.Which, of course, is exactly what he is.All of us—the
older kids my age and the mothers and the fathers and even the little toddlers whose feet don’t
touch the floor yet—all of us congregants of Calvary Christian Church of Clayton watch wide-
eyed and silent from our metal folding chairs as James shifts his weight from one barrel-thick leg
to the other, his ruddy face covered in a slick coat of perspiration. He squeezes his hands
together as he sways back and forth, and a little map of sweat starts to form on the front of his
yellow polyester short-sleeved shirt. Pastor Garrett stands off to the side, clutching his enormous
Bible and nodding along with everything James says.“I’m here before you with a purified heart,”
James continues, looking at his feet. His white-blond hair is newly shorn, making his flushed
face seem even more scarlet. “I know I need to live radically for the Lord again. And I’m asking
you to help me walk with God again because I know the punishment for sin is separation from
the Lord and eternity in hell.” Exhaling shakily and squeezing his hands together again, he
makes the briefest of eye contact with the congregation before gazing back down at his feet.My
four-year-old sister Sarah is sitting in my lap, and she turns her little head to look at me and
whispers too loudly, “Rachel, what’d that boy do?”People shift in their seats around us at her
question, but nobody says anything. “Shh, Sarah,” I whisper back. “He’s talking about how much



he loves Jesus.”What James Fulton did was gratify the desires of the flesh, but I can’t say that to
Sarah. And I can’t tell her that he looked at pictures of naked women on a computer and he got
caught, and I can’t tell her that he just got back from two weeks at Journey of Faith, a camp in
east Texas where he spent hours in prayer and physical labor and repentance. Sarah’s too little
to understand about Journey of Faith.She won’t be too little to understand for much longer, of
course. But for now, at least, it doesn’t take much to distract her.It seems one or two of us are
sent to Journey of Faith every few years. By us I mean the older kids at Calvary Christian. Some
are as young as thirteen or fourteen when they’re sent away, and they always leave suddenly,
spirited off by Pastor Garrett or a church elder, leaving the rest of us to consider the rumors
we’ve heard about what Journey of Faith is all about. Long, forced hikes, little sleep, and
endless, backbreaking physical work, along with hours spent alone studying Scripture. Those of
us who’ve never gone put the pieces together from testimonies like the one James is delivering
now. We know that Journey of Faith is a place where life is hard, but the Lord is supposed to
work on your heart and transform you.Everyone comes back looking like James.His cheeks are
cherry red, and the shame he carries radiates off him. He hasn’t come out and explicitly stated
his sin, but he knows we must know about how he’s strayed. He knows we know about his
stumbling block. We’ve learned about the sins that send some of us to Journey of Faith in the
same way we’ve learned about the camp itself. In whispers and bits of whispers. In requests for
prayers during youth fellowship and at evening Bible studies.In the Scripture used by those
who’ve fallen upon their return to the flock.“So in closing,” James continues, “I want to say that
the Lord is leading me to share with you this verse from Psalms, a verse that the pastor at
Journey of Faith shared with me in one of our sweet fellowships.” I can tell he has practiced this
part many times from the way his voice picks up speed and volume. “‘Wherewithal shall a young
man cleanse his way? By taking heed thereto, according to thy word. With my whole heart have I
sought thee. O let me not wander from thy commandments.’” There’s a ripple of nodding heads,
and at last James makes his way back to his row to join his parents. His mother squeezes him
around his broad, beefy shoulders and his father nods approvingly, and I see how James smiles
at them, a quick upturned smile that disappears as quickly as it arrives.Pastor Garrett makes a
commanding motion toward the corner where Mrs. Carter sits at the upright piano, and as I hear
the opening notes of “It’s Through the Blood,” I lift my little sister in my arms and stand up to get
ready to sing.* * *After the service ends, all of us spill out onto the weedy patch of grass and
gravel in front of the church. I put Sarah down and watch her speed off and start racing around
with some of the countless other small kids her age.I weave through the crowd, smiling back
brightly at everyone who smiles at me as I try to keep watch on my younger siblings. When I was
little like them I could climb back into the family van after services with my worn-out copy of Anne
of Green Gables, but the last time I tried that, Dad said I wasn’t showing a sweet spirit. I’m
seventeen now, and not only am I supposed to watch out for my little brothers and sisters, I’m
supposed to be their model of proper behavior.“Rachel! Rachel!” Someone is yelling my name
from across the parking lot. I turn and spot my older sister, Faith, waving me over with the one



arm she isn’t using to hold her infant son, Caleb. It’s early May in Texas and five hundred billion
degrees, but somehow Faith isn’t sweating, and her lavender blouse and knee-length denim
skirt don’t have a spot of baby puke on them.“Hi,” I say, joining her and some of the other young
mothers of the congregation, several just a few years older than me. They stand in a loose circle
holding their little ones, and their carefully groomed appearances and enthusiastic smiles make
me run my fingers through my long, dark curls so I don’t look too disheveled. I wish not for the
first time that my hair were straighter like Faith’s, but almost immediately I hear my father’s voice
reminding me that a sound heart is the life of the flesh: but envy the rottenness of the bones. I
imagine my bones strong and pure, constructed of nothing but molecules of good thoughts,
absent of any vanity. I smile at everyone and wiggle my fingers at my little nephew Caleb,
choosing to give him my full attention while the other girls chatter around me.“I was just saying,”
Faith starts, shifting Caleb from one hip to another with ease, “that James’s testimony really
moved me, really moved us all, actually, and I think the Lord has laid it on our hearts to try and
organize some time for fellowship, where some of us older girls get together with some of the
younger girls and talk about, you know, modest dress. About helping the boys and the young
men in their struggle to remain spiritually pure. Just, you know, recommitting to that idea of
biblical femininity.”Faith’s voice is filled with enthusiasm, each sentence practically spilling on top
of the next one. The other girls are nodding. Faith has always been good at helping us think of
others. When we were little, she taught me to flip over magazine covers in the grocery checkout
line if they had immodest images of girls and women that might tempt the eyes of our
brothers.“That sounds like it would be nice,” I say. Faith is talking on excitedly when my eyes spot
James Fulton by the side of Calvary Christian. He’s alone. The quick smile he shared with his
parents at the end of the service is gone now, and he leans against the church wall, staring out
at a cinder-block building in the lot next door. The building used to house a tractor-and-lawn-
mower repair service, but it was abandoned a long time ago, and now it’s just a crumbling mess
of a place. It’s not anything to look at, that’s for sure, but James is watching it like it’s something
worth watching.His cheeks still appear red—maybe this time from the heat outside—and he
takes a big gulp of air and tips his head back against the side of the church, shifting his gaze to
the blue, cloudless sky. I imagine myself stepping up in front of the entire congregation to admit
my deepest sins, and I know that James feels an embarrassment so painful he can barely stand
to look any of us in the eye.We should show compassion toward sinners, and James looks so
pitiful standing there all by himself that I want somebody to walk over to talk to him about the
weather or where he got his yellow polyester shirt or something that doesn’t have to do with his
sinful behavior or Journey of Faith or how proud we are of how he’s walking with Jesus. But
nobody goes to him, least of all me.“I mean, I think we would be really honoring James’s
testimony if we put his words into action, don’t you think?” Faith continues, almost breathless in
her excitement.“Oh, definitely,” I answer, offering a quick smile.When my father finds me a few
minutes later and tells me it’s time to leave, James Fulton is still standing there alone.* *
*“Rachel, are the beans almost ready?”“Just about done,” I answer, giving them a nudge with my



fork.My mother smiles at me and nods. “What were you looking at out there?” she asks,
motioning toward the kitchen window.I shrug my shoulders and mumble, “Nothing, really.” I don’t
want to admit I’ve been distracted from my work and staring at some hummingbirds darting back
and forth at the shrub of yellow bells in the front yard. They love to swoop and swerve at one
another to get the best flower, like little kamikaze pilots. Everyone thinks hummingbirds are these
sweet little birds, but they’re really hateful, actually.“Are you feeling okay?” I ask her, pouring the
beans into a serving dish. She looks paler than normal, and there’s a parade of pimples
marching up her normally clear complexion.“Yes, praise God,” she answers, touching her belly.
Walker baby number eleven is just a couple weeks along, and the first few months are always
the worst for my mom when it comes to being pregnant. With Sarah, she spent what felt like
forever trapped in the bathroom, throwing up during what should have been school time at the
kitchen table.This baby surprised us. I mean, as much as babies can be a surprise in a family
with ten children. But my mom is forty-four, and it was sort of understood that two-year-old Isaac
would be the last addition. Then this spring during evening Bible study, Dad read those familiar
verses from Psalms that always serve as an announcement that a new Walker baby is on the
way: “‘As arrows are in the hand of a mighty man, so are the children of the youth. Happy is the
man that hath his quiver full of them!’” When Dad said it, everyone turned to look at Mom, and
she nodded, smiling shyly.I smiled, too, of course, but my stomach sank just a bit at the same
time. Mom had more time for all of us now that Isaac was sleeping through the night and would
soon be out of diapers. And how was I supposed to keep up with my chores and help teach the
little ones with my mother preoccupied with the new baby? I had to reprimand myself as soon as
I had those thoughts. In all things give thanks, Rachel, I reminded myself.With Sunday dinner
finally ready, everyone sits down to eat at the three tables pushed together. There are so many
of us that the end of the long table is practically in the hallway leading to my parents’ bedroom. I
set down a platter of rolls.“What a lovely meal, Rachel,” says Paul in the same loud voice that he
uses to say everything. Paul is my sister Faith’s husband. They live with baby Caleb about thirty
minutes away in the next town over, but that doesn’t stop them from spending almost every
Sunday afternoon with us. Paul is five years older than me, but he acts like it’s fifty years instead
of five. His face is always pinched up like a spider’s, and he loves to quote Scripture like he’s a
pastor even though he’s not. He gets on my nerves. No—that’s unkind. Paul’s a good Christian
husband and father, and Faith is blessed to be under his protection. And yet, I wish he would
lower his voice just a little.“Thank you, Paul,” I respond, dishing out food for the little ones before
we all sit down to pray. I let myself wonder for a moment about my future husband and what he
will be like, and I try to imagine myself returning here to my parents’ house in just a few years
with my own children. It’s what’s meant to be, but when I try to picture it, my head goes blank and
my stomach twists.My father sits at the head of the table, and we bow our heads as he thanks
the Lord for food that will nourish our bodies so we can continue to spread His word. As Dad
gets to the end of the prayer, he adds, “And Father God, we ask you to keep your child James
Fulton under your careful watch, and that you renew a steadfast spirit within him and create in



him a clean heart. In the name of Jesus, amen.”Everyone responds with an amen, but Paul’s
amen is the loudest.I’m passing the butter to my younger sister Ruth when Paul brings up James
again.“It’s so wonderful that you reminded us how much we need to pray for those who’ve
strayed,” he says to Dad.“Well, we’re all capable of straying from the love of Jesus,” my father
answers.“Amen,” Paul says, nodding vigorously. Faith is seated at his side trying to eat and feed
baby Caleb at the same time. Her hand slips and she drops her napkin, but Paul is too busy
talking to notice. I crawl under the table to reach for it.“I was thinking of another person who has
abandoned Christ’s path and who also desperately needs our prayers,” he continues as I sit up.
Faith looks over at him.“Oh, yes,” she says. “Paul’s talking about Lauren Sullivan. She’s back in
town.”There’s a shift in the room, and I realize I’ve stopped chewing.“Really?” my older brother
Andrew asks. “She left years ago. She moved to the city, right? I mean, that’s what I heard.”“Yes,
but someone saw her at the drugstore,” Faith answers, holding back on her source. “And
someone else saw her moving her things into that little apartment complex near the animal
hospital. You know, the one on Rice Street? It looks like she’s back for good. Or at least for a
while, anyway.”Whispers. Bits of whispers. It’s how we find out everything.“Lauren Sullivan?”
Ruth asks. “Something about that name sounds familiar. Who is she?” She tries to pry our little
brother Isaac’s fingers off the butter knife.“Lauren is someone who needs our prayers, honey,”
my mom answers, and she smiles at Paul and Faith in a way that’s clear this conversation is over.
“Let’s hope this move brings her back home to the Lord.”Ruth is thirteen now, which means she
was barely seven when Lauren left, so it makes sense she wouldn’t remember her clearly. But I
do. I remember the morning she showed up at Calvary Christian with her long blond hair dyed
candy-apple red. I remember prayer requests for her soul after the stories that she’d snuck out of
the house, met boys, and drank alcohol. I remember the Bible verses the pastor would use
during sermons that seemed to be directed straight at her: “‘The eye that mocketh at his father
and despiseth to obey his mother, the ravens of the valley shall pick it out, and the young eagles
shall eat it.’”I remember after that sermon how she stood up and calmly walked out.She was like
a grenade that had sat quietly for years and then, suddenly, exploded. But Lauren Sullivan didn’t
go to Journey of Faith.She disappeared before anyone could make her.1James Fulton is
sweating like a sinner in church.Which, of course, is exactly what he is.All of us—the older kids
my age and the mothers and the fathers and even the little toddlers whose feet don’t touch the
floor yet—all of us congregants of Calvary Christian Church of Clayton watch wide-eyed and
silent from our metal folding chairs as James shifts his weight from one barrel-thick leg to the
other, his ruddy face covered in a slick coat of perspiration. He squeezes his hands together as
he sways back and forth, and a little map of sweat starts to form on the front of his yellow
polyester short-sleeved shirt. Pastor Garrett stands off to the side, clutching his enormous Bible
and nodding along with everything James says.“I’m here before you with a purified heart,” James
continues, looking at his feet. His white-blond hair is newly shorn, making his flushed face seem
even more scarlet. “I know I need to live radically for the Lord again. And I’m asking you to help
me walk with God again because I know the punishment for sin is separation from the Lord and



eternity in hell.” Exhaling shakily and squeezing his hands together again, he makes the briefest
of eye contact with the congregation before gazing back down at his feet.My four-year-old sister
Sarah is sitting in my lap, and she turns her little head to look at me and whispers too loudly,
“Rachel, what’d that boy do?”People shift in their seats around us at her question, but nobody
says anything. “Shh, Sarah,” I whisper back. “He’s talking about how much he loves Jesus.”What
James Fulton did was gratify the desires of the flesh, but I can’t say that to Sarah. And I can’t tell
her that he looked at pictures of naked women on a computer and he got caught, and I can’t tell
her that he just got back from two weeks at Journey of Faith, a camp in east Texas where he
spent hours in prayer and physical labor and repentance. Sarah’s too little to understand about
Journey of Faith.She won’t be too little to understand for much longer, of course. But for now, at
least, it doesn’t take much to distract her.It seems one or two of us are sent to Journey of Faith
every few years. By us I mean the older kids at Calvary Christian. Some are as young as thirteen
or fourteen when they’re sent away, and they always leave suddenly, spirited off by Pastor
Garrett or a church elder, leaving the rest of us to consider the rumors we’ve heard about what
Journey of Faith is all about. Long, forced hikes, little sleep, and endless, backbreaking physical
work, along with hours spent alone studying Scripture. Those of us who’ve never gone put the
pieces together from testimonies like the one James is delivering now. We know that Journey of
Faith is a place where life is hard, but the Lord is supposed to work on your heart and transform
you.Everyone comes back looking like James.His cheeks are cherry red, and the shame he
carries radiates off him. He hasn’t come out and explicitly stated his sin, but he knows we must
know about how he’s strayed. He knows we know about his stumbling block. We’ve learned
about the sins that send some of us to Journey of Faith in the same way we’ve learned about the
camp itself. In whispers and bits of whispers. In requests for prayers during youth fellowship and
at evening Bible studies.In the Scripture used by those who’ve fallen upon their return to the
flock.“So in closing,” James continues, “I want to say that the Lord is leading me to share with
you this verse from Psalms, a verse that the pastor at Journey of Faith shared with me in one of
our sweet fellowships.” I can tell he has practiced this part many times from the way his voice
picks up speed and volume. “‘Wherewithal shall a young man cleanse his way? By taking heed
thereto, according to thy word. With my whole heart have I sought thee. O let me not wander
from thy commandments.’” There’s a ripple of nodding heads, and at last James makes his way
back to his row to join his parents. His mother squeezes him around his broad, beefy shoulders
and his father nods approvingly, and I see how James smiles at them, a quick upturned smile
that disappears as quickly as it arrives.Pastor Garrett makes a commanding motion toward the
corner where Mrs. Carter sits at the upright piano, and as I hear the opening notes of “It’s
Through the Blood,” I lift my little sister in my arms and stand up to get ready to sing.* * *After
the service ends, all of us spill out onto the weedy patch of grass and gravel in front of the
church. I put Sarah down and watch her speed off and start racing around with some of the
countless other small kids her age.I weave through the crowd, smiling back brightly at everyone
who smiles at me as I try to keep watch on my younger siblings. When I was little like them I



could climb back into the family van after services with my worn-out copy of Anne of Green
Gables, but the last time I tried that, Dad said I wasn’t showing a sweet spirit. I’m seventeen now,
and not only am I supposed to watch out for my little brothers and sisters, I’m supposed to be
their model of proper behavior.“Rachel! Rachel!” Someone is yelling my name from across the
parking lot. I turn and spot my older sister, Faith, waving me over with the one arm she isn’t using
to hold her infant son, Caleb. It’s early May in Texas and five hundred billion degrees, but
somehow Faith isn’t sweating, and her lavender blouse and knee-length denim skirt don’t have a
spot of baby puke on them.“Hi,” I say, joining her and some of the other young mothers of the
congregation, several just a few years older than me. They stand in a loose circle holding their
little ones, and their carefully groomed appearances and enthusiastic smiles make me run my
fingers through my long, dark curls so I don’t look too disheveled. I wish not for the first time that
my hair were straighter like Faith’s, but almost immediately I hear my father’s voice reminding me
that a sound heart is the life of the flesh: but envy the rottenness of the bones. I imagine my
bones strong and pure, constructed of nothing but molecules of good thoughts, absent of any
vanity. I smile at everyone and wiggle my fingers at my little nephew Caleb, choosing to give him
my full attention while the other girls chatter around me.“I was just saying,” Faith starts, shifting
Caleb from one hip to another with ease, “that James’s testimony really moved me, really moved
us all, actually, and I think the Lord has laid it on our hearts to try and organize some time for
fellowship, where some of us older girls get together with some of the younger girls and talk
about, you know, modest dress. About helping the boys and the young men in their struggle to
remain spiritually pure. Just, you know, recommitting to that idea of biblical femininity.”Faith’s
voice is filled with enthusiasm, each sentence practically spilling on top of the next one. The
other girls are nodding. Faith has always been good at helping us think of others. When we were
little, she taught me to flip over magazine covers in the grocery checkout line if they had
immodest images of girls and women that might tempt the eyes of our brothers.“That sounds like
it would be nice,” I say. Faith is talking on excitedly when my eyes spot James Fulton by the side
of Calvary Christian. He’s alone. The quick smile he shared with his parents at the end of the
service is gone now, and he leans against the church wall, staring out at a cinder-block building
in the lot next door. The building used to house a tractor-and-lawn-mower repair service, but it
was abandoned a long time ago, and now it’s just a crumbling mess of a place. It’s not anything
to look at, that’s for sure, but James is watching it like it’s something worth watching.His cheeks
still appear red—maybe this time from the heat outside—and he takes a big gulp of air and tips
his head back against the side of the church, shifting his gaze to the blue, cloudless sky. I
imagine myself stepping up in front of the entire congregation to admit my deepest sins, and I
know that James feels an embarrassment so painful he can barely stand to look any of us in the
eye.We should show compassion toward sinners, and James looks so pitiful standing there all
by himself that I want somebody to walk over to talk to him about the weather or where he got his
yellow polyester shirt or something that doesn’t have to do with his sinful behavior or Journey of
Faith or how proud we are of how he’s walking with Jesus. But nobody goes to him, least of all



me.“I mean, I think we would be really honoring James’s testimony if we put his words into
action, don’t you think?” Faith continues, almost breathless in her excitement.“Oh, definitely,” I
answer, offering a quick smile.When my father finds me a few minutes later and tells me it’s time
to leave, James Fulton is still standing there alone.* * *“Rachel, are the beans almost
ready?”“Just about done,” I answer, giving them a nudge with my fork.My mother smiles at me
and nods. “What were you looking at out there?” she asks, motioning toward the kitchen
window.I shrug my shoulders and mumble, “Nothing, really.” I don’t want to admit I’ve been
distracted from my work and staring at some hummingbirds darting back and forth at the shrub
of yellow bells in the front yard. They love to swoop and swerve at one another to get the best
flower, like little kamikaze pilots. Everyone thinks hummingbirds are these sweet little birds, but
they’re really hateful, actually.“Are you feeling okay?” I ask her, pouring the beans into a serving
dish. She looks paler than normal, and there’s a parade of pimples marching up her normally
clear complexion.“Yes, praise God,” she answers, touching her belly. Walker baby number eleven
is just a couple weeks along, and the first few months are always the worst for my mom when it
comes to being pregnant. With Sarah, she spent what felt like forever trapped in the bathroom,
throwing up during what should have been school time at the kitchen table.This baby surprised
us. I mean, as much as babies can be a surprise in a family with ten children. But my mom is
forty-four, and it was sort of understood that two-year-old Isaac would be the last addition. Then
this spring during evening Bible study, Dad read those familiar verses from Psalms that always
serve as an announcement that a new Walker baby is on the way: “‘As arrows are in the hand of
a mighty man, so are the children of the youth. Happy is the man that hath his quiver full of
them!’” When Dad said it, everyone turned to look at Mom, and she nodded, smiling shyly.I
smiled, too, of course, but my stomach sank just a bit at the same time. Mom had more time for
all of us now that Isaac was sleeping through the night and would soon be out of diapers. And
how was I supposed to keep up with my chores and help teach the little ones with my mother
preoccupied with the new baby? I had to reprimand myself as soon as I had those thoughts. In
all things give thanks, Rachel, I reminded myself.With Sunday dinner finally ready, everyone sits
down to eat at the three tables pushed together. There are so many of us that the end of the long
table is practically in the hallway leading to my parents’ bedroom. I set down a platter of
rolls.“What a lovely meal, Rachel,” says Paul in the same loud voice that he uses to say
everything. Paul is my sister Faith’s husband. They live with baby Caleb about thirty minutes
away in the next town over, but that doesn’t stop them from spending almost every Sunday
afternoon with us. Paul is five years older than me, but he acts like it’s fifty years instead of five.
His face is always pinched up like a spider’s, and he loves to quote Scripture like he’s a pastor
even though he’s not. He gets on my nerves. No—that’s unkind. Paul’s a good Christian husband
and father, and Faith is blessed to be under his protection. And yet, I wish he would lower his
voice just a little.“Thank you, Paul,” I respond, dishing out food for the little ones before we all sit
down to pray. I let myself wonder for a moment about my future husband and what he will be like,
and I try to imagine myself returning here to my parents’ house in just a few years with my own



children. It’s what’s meant to be, but when I try to picture it, my head goes blank and my stomach
twists.My father sits at the head of the table, and we bow our heads as he thanks the Lord for
food that will nourish our bodies so we can continue to spread His word. As Dad gets to the end
of the prayer, he adds, “And Father God, we ask you to keep your child James Fulton under your
careful watch, and that you renew a steadfast spirit within him and create in him a clean heart. In
the name of Jesus, amen.”Everyone responds with an amen, but Paul’s amen is the loudest.I’m
passing the butter to my younger sister Ruth when Paul brings up James again.“It’s so wonderful
that you reminded us how much we need to pray for those who’ve strayed,” he says to Dad.“Well,
we’re all capable of straying from the love of Jesus,” my father answers.“Amen,” Paul says,
nodding vigorously. Faith is seated at his side trying to eat and feed baby Caleb at the same
time. Her hand slips and she drops her napkin, but Paul is too busy talking to notice. I crawl
under the table to reach for it.“I was thinking of another person who has abandoned Christ’s path
and who also desperately needs our prayers,” he continues as I sit up. Faith looks over at
him.“Oh, yes,” she says. “Paul’s talking about Lauren Sullivan. She’s back in town.”There’s a shift
in the room, and I realize I’ve stopped chewing.“Really?” my older brother Andrew asks. “She left
years ago. She moved to the city, right? I mean, that’s what I heard.”“Yes, but someone saw her
at the drugstore,” Faith answers, holding back on her source. “And someone else saw her
moving her things into that little apartment complex near the animal hospital. You know, the one
on Rice Street? It looks like she’s back for good. Or at least for a while, anyway.”Whispers. Bits of
whispers. It’s how we find out everything.“Lauren Sullivan?” Ruth asks. “Something about that
name sounds familiar. Who is she?” She tries to pry our little brother Isaac’s fingers off the butter
knife.“Lauren is someone who needs our prayers, honey,” my mom answers, and she smiles at
Paul and Faith in a way that’s clear this conversation is over. “Let’s hope this move brings her
back home to the Lord.”Ruth is thirteen now, which means she was barely seven when Lauren
left, so it makes sense she wouldn’t remember her clearly. But I do. I remember the morning she
showed up at Calvary Christian with her long blond hair dyed candy-apple red. I remember
prayer requests for her soul after the stories that she’d snuck out of the house, met boys, and
drank alcohol. I remember the Bible verses the pastor would use during sermons that seemed to
be directed straight at her: “‘The eye that mocketh at his father and despiseth to obey his mother,
the ravens of the valley shall pick it out, and the young eagles shall eat it.’”I remember after that
sermon how she stood up and calmly walked out.She was like a grenade that had sat quietly for
years and then, suddenly, exploded. But Lauren Sullivan didn’t go to Journey of Faith.She
disappeared before anyone could make her.2In a family with ten kids, bedtime is nothing short of
total chaos. We do it every night, so I think we should be a lot better at it than we are. But we’re
not. Trying to get all those bodies cleaned up, dressed in pajamas, and tucked into bed requires
a formula I haven’t perfected yet, try as I might.Of course, Faith doesn’t live with us anymore and
my three older brothers—Matthew, Andrew, and David—can take care of themselves, but Ruth
and I are responsible for Sarah, the twins Jeremiah and Gabriel, and Isaac. That’s eight hands,
eight feet, four faces, and four sets of baby teeth.“Sarah, stand still, so I can get your molars,”



Ruth says, trying to manipulate Sarah’s green and white toothbrush into our little sister’s mouth.
I’m sitting on the edge of the bathtub trying to wipe down Isaac’s face and hands. Ruth is better
at all of this than I was when I was her age. When I was thirteen and supposed to be helping at
bedtime, my mom and Faith sometimes found me flipping through the encyclopedia or drawing
pictures to go along with the stories I had written during school lessons. Faith would reprimand
me and remind me I was supposed to be practicing to be a good helpmeet, and I’d guiltily shove
my books and papers aside and start whatever task I was supposed to be doing. I’m grateful
Ruth is so motivated to please others and to do what’s right. I wouldn’t have the heart to correct
her if she misbehaved.We lead the little ones downstairs to the family room where Dad is
reading a devotional guide. He smiles as we walk in and find our places around the room for our
nightly Bible study. Isaac snuggles into his place in our mother’s lap. Not for long, I think to
myself, picturing the new baby on its way.“My children,” Dad begins, taking his well-worn Bible in
his hands and flipping through the onionskin pages, “I was thinking of a verse from Proverbs
tonight that I wanted to share with you.” His finger expertly traces the columns until he finds the
verse he’s looking for. “Here it is. Chapter 13, verse 20. ‘He that walketh with wise men shall be
wise, but a companion of fools shall be destroyed.’”All of us nod, and my father asks if we know
what the words might mean.“That if we allow ourselves to be caught up in a God-hating culture
with those who don’t follow Christ, we will make poor choices,” my older brother David answers
immediately. “Choices that don’t honor the Lord.”My father offers us a brief smile. “Yes,” he says.
“That doesn’t mean that Father God doesn’t want us to pray for those who are lost and who’ve
strayed, but we must be careful not to be led from Christ. We must choose our company
carefully.”I know the reason he’s chosen this verse. I’m only curious if he’ll mention her
name.“Earlier today Paul and Faith brought up a former member of our church family who has
moved back to town,” my father continues. “Lauren Sullivan. Some of you may be old enough to
remember her.” Little Sarah is sitting in my lap, and I’ve buried my nose into her still damp,
freshly shampooed hair. But when Dad mentions those of us who might remember Lauren, I
glance at him. His steady gaze is on me. Maybe it’s because I’m around the same age Lauren
was when she left, but his eyes make me feel like he can somehow read my mind from earlier in
the day, when I thought unkindly about Paul and didn’t trust in God’s future plan for me.“It’s
important to remember that we must pray for Lauren and for all those who have discarded the
path Christ has set for them, but we must also remember what Scripture tells us about walking
with the wise. We must remember that we should avoid speaking with or interacting with those
who have left the flock.”“Amen,” Mom whispers, her eyes pressed shut.“Amen,” we all echo.Then
the little ones form a line in front of Dad, and he stands up so he can lay his hands on them for a
nightly blessing. His rough, callused palms are so large that one alone covers each small
head.“Lord, let salvation spring up within my children, that they may obtain the salvation that is in
Christ Jesus, with eternal glory,” he murmurs over and over as each little one approaches.The
younger ones kiss Mom good night, and, even though it will be hours before we’ll finish our
chores and go to bed ourselves, Ruth and I stand for a blessing from Dad. He stops in front of



each of us individually, so he can lay both his hands on us. My dad’s hands are so heavy on my
head that sometimes I imagine myself sinking under their weight, folding in on myself straight
into the house’s foundation.“Submit yourselves therefore to God,” he says in his quiet, confident
voice. “Resist the devil, and he will flee from you.”One night, after we had gone to bed in the
room we shared with Sarah, Ruth whispered to me from her bed, asking why Dad always used
the scarier verses with the two of us. The ones that mentioned hell and the devil.“Because the
devil is real,” I whispered back. “And it’s Dad’s job to make sure we stay vigilant against
temptation.”Tonight, after we read stories and tuck in little bodies and bring last minute glasses
of water and kiss and kiss and kiss good night, I carefully shut my baby brothers’ bedroom door
behind me and step into the upstairs hallway, stretching my arms up over my head in an attempt
to unwind. I want to curl up in bed with my favorite book, A Wrinkle in Time, but instead, I head
downstairs to the family room, sit down at the desk in the corner, and start up our ancient
computer. It whirs pitifully as it struggles to come to life, but eventually the log-in page pops
up.My dad is still sitting on one of our old, well-loved couches, reading his devotional. He
glances toward me, watching as I carefully type in the log-in and password everyone in the
family shares. Once I’m logged in, his eyes go back to his book.A few years ago, I talked my
parents into buying a how-to book for online businesses at the resale shop, and with its help I
built a website and an online billing and appointment system for the landscape and tree trimming
business Dad runs with my older brothers. I even set up a way to keep track of the books online
with some simple accounting software I downloaded for free. It’s a sin to be prideful, but I can’t
help but feel proud of myself for figuring it all out on my own.When I got the idea to do this, there
was a lot of concern from my dad about whether or not this was appropriate or even safe. After
all, God’s plan for me is to be a wife and mother, not a businessperson, and the Internet is a
dangerous place full of temptation—I only need to remember James Fulton’s embarrassed face
in front of the congregation to know as much. But after praying over it with Pastor Garrett, Dad
decided to let me use the computer to work on the business as long as someone was always
monitoring me. And anyway, I’m helping Dad, and I think that’s practicing to be a good
helpmeet.My fingers have been clicking away for about twenty minutes when my father puts
aside his devotional and gets up from the couch.“Are you going to be much longer, Rachel?” he
asks. We try not to do too much on the Sabbath besides church and family time, but if work has
piled up, Dad allows me to spend a little time on the computer on Sunday evenings.“Not much,” I
say. I have a few more appointments to set and that’s it.“I’m going to bed then,” he says, walking
over and patting me on the shoulder. “Don’t stay up too late.”“Yes, Dad, of course,” I answer.It’s
been three years since I started working on the computer for the family business, and Dad is
often so tired he dozes off while he’s sitting up with me. Sometimes he’s so exhausted he allows
me to work alone. Tonight, although he’s sleepy, I can still feel his watchful eyes on the screen as
he stands over me, as if he’s debating whether he should leave me alone. I let my fingers hover
over the keys as though they’re itching to get back to work. Finally, he nods and leaves, flipping
off the light in the hallway as he makes his way down to his bedroom.It’s so rare that I find myself



alone in my house that for a second I just sit there, listening to the sound of my own breathing
and the air conditioner cycling on. I’m sure it’s wrong to feel this way, but this moment of solitude
feels pleasant. Delicious, even. The light from the computer screen shines onto my fingers,
making them look like skeleton hands tapping on the keyboard.I finish up the work I need to do,
and I open up a search engine. I’ve done this before when Ruth or my mom or dad can’t be
sitting next to me watching me work. I usually look up questions that come up during school
lessons or when I’m reading our ancient encyclopedias. I confess there was a not-so-small part
of me that was hoping my dad would go to bed early this evening, and I look at the blank search
screen and run my tongue back and forth on the back of my teeth. My father’s words from a few
hours before have been playing over in my brain. “‘He that walketh with wise men shall be wise,
but a companion of fools shall be destroyed.’”James Fulton was a fool. That’s why he had to go
to Journey of Faith. Does that mean he’s now wise? I know it didn’t make him happy—at least he
didn’t seem happy this morning. But his happiness isn’t the point. His submission to God is
what’s important. If you care about being happy, about pursuing pleasures of the flesh, maybe
that makes you a fool. But I’m not looking for the same material James was caught looking at. I
don’t think I’m being a fool.I stare at the long blank rectangle of the search engine and the
blinking cursor sitting inside of it, winking at me. My heart outpaces the cursor three beats for
every wink. I lean back and look over my shoulder and down the hall. No light shines out from
under my parents’ bedroom door. I peer up at the ceiling. No noises echo from the bedrooms
upstairs.With a touch so light I’m surprised it works, I type four words.Lauren Sullivan Clayton
Texas2In a family with ten kids, bedtime is nothing short of total chaos. We do it every night, so I
think we should be a lot better at it than we are. But we’re not. Trying to get all those bodies
cleaned up, dressed in pajamas, and tucked into bed requires a formula I haven’t perfected yet,
try as I might.Of course, Faith doesn’t live with us anymore and my three older brothers—
Matthew, Andrew, and David—can take care of themselves, but Ruth and I are responsible for
Sarah, the twins Jeremiah and Gabriel, and Isaac. That’s eight hands, eight feet, four faces, and
four sets of baby teeth.“Sarah, stand still, so I can get your molars,” Ruth says, trying to
manipulate Sarah’s green and white toothbrush into our little sister’s mouth. I’m sitting on the
edge of the bathtub trying to wipe down Isaac’s face and hands. Ruth is better at all of this than I
was when I was her age. When I was thirteen and supposed to be helping at bedtime, my mom
and Faith sometimes found me flipping through the encyclopedia or drawing pictures to go along
with the stories I had written during school lessons. Faith would reprimand me and remind me I
was supposed to be practicing to be a good helpmeet, and I’d guiltily shove my books and
papers aside and start whatever task I was supposed to be doing. I’m grateful Ruth is so
motivated to please others and to do what’s right. I wouldn’t have the heart to correct her if she
misbehaved.We lead the little ones downstairs to the family room where Dad is reading a
devotional guide. He smiles as we walk in and find our places around the room for our nightly
Bible study. Isaac snuggles into his place in our mother’s lap. Not for long, I think to myself,
picturing the new baby on its way.“My children,” Dad begins, taking his well-worn Bible in his



hands and flipping through the onionskin pages, “I was thinking of a verse from Proverbs tonight
that I wanted to share with you.” His finger expertly traces the columns until he finds the verse
he’s looking for. “Here it is. Chapter 13, verse 20. ‘He that walketh with wise men shall be wise,
but a companion of fools shall be destroyed.’”All of us nod, and my father asks if we know what
the words might mean.“That if we allow ourselves to be caught up in a God-hating culture with
those who don’t follow Christ, we will make poor choices,” my older brother David answers
immediately. “Choices that don’t honor the Lord.”My father offers us a brief smile. “Yes,” he says.
“That doesn’t mean that Father God doesn’t want us to pray for those who are lost and who’ve
strayed, but we must be careful not to be led from Christ. We must choose our company
carefully.”I know the reason he’s chosen this verse. I’m only curious if he’ll mention her
name.“Earlier today Paul and Faith brought up a former member of our church family who has
moved back to town,” my father continues. “Lauren Sullivan. Some of you may be old enough to
remember her.” Little Sarah is sitting in my lap, and I’ve buried my nose into her still damp,
freshly shampooed hair. But when Dad mentions those of us who might remember Lauren, I
glance at him. His steady gaze is on me. Maybe it’s because I’m around the same age Lauren
was when she left, but his eyes make me feel like he can somehow read my mind from earlier in
the day, when I thought unkindly about Paul and didn’t trust in God’s future plan for me.“It’s
important to remember that we must pray for Lauren and for all those who have discarded the
path Christ has set for them, but we must also remember what Scripture tells us about walking
with the wise. We must remember that we should avoid speaking with or interacting with those
who have left the flock.”“Amen,” Mom whispers, her eyes pressed shut.“Amen,” we all echo.Then
the little ones form a line in front of Dad, and he stands up so he can lay his hands on them for a
nightly blessing. His rough, callused palms are so large that one alone covers each small
head.“Lord, let salvation spring up within my children, that they may obtain the salvation that is in
Christ Jesus, with eternal glory,” he murmurs over and over as each little one approaches.The
younger ones kiss Mom good night, and, even though it will be hours before we’ll finish our
chores and go to bed ourselves, Ruth and I stand for a blessing from Dad. He stops in front of
each of us individually, so he can lay both his hands on us. My dad’s hands are so heavy on my
head that sometimes I imagine myself sinking under their weight, folding in on myself straight
into the house’s foundation.“Submit yourselves therefore to God,” he says in his quiet, confident
voice. “Resist the devil, and he will flee from you.”One night, after we had gone to bed in the
room we shared with Sarah, Ruth whispered to me from her bed, asking why Dad always used
the scarier verses with the two of us. The ones that mentioned hell and the devil.“Because the
devil is real,” I whispered back. “And it’s Dad’s job to make sure we stay vigilant against
temptation.”Tonight, after we read stories and tuck in little bodies and bring last minute glasses
of water and kiss and kiss and kiss good night, I carefully shut my baby brothers’ bedroom door
behind me and step into the upstairs hallway, stretching my arms up over my head in an attempt
to unwind. I want to curl up in bed with my favorite book, A Wrinkle in Time, but instead, I head
downstairs to the family room, sit down at the desk in the corner, and start up our ancient



computer. It whirs pitifully as it struggles to come to life, but eventually the log-in page pops
up.My dad is still sitting on one of our old, well-loved couches, reading his devotional. He
glances toward me, watching as I carefully type in the log-in and password everyone in the
family shares. Once I’m logged in, his eyes go back to his book.A few years ago, I talked my
parents into buying a how-to book for online businesses at the resale shop, and with its help I
built a website and an online billing and appointment system for the landscape and tree trimming
business Dad runs with my older brothers. I even set up a way to keep track of the books online
with some simple accounting software I downloaded for free. It’s a sin to be prideful, but I can’t
help but feel proud of myself for figuring it all out on my own.When I got the idea to do this, there
was a lot of concern from my dad about whether or not this was appropriate or even safe. After
all, God’s plan for me is to be a wife and mother, not a businessperson, and the Internet is a
dangerous place full of temptation—I only need to remember James Fulton’s embarrassed face
in front of the congregation to know as much. But after praying over it with Pastor Garrett, Dad
decided to let me use the computer to work on the business as long as someone was always
monitoring me. And anyway, I’m helping Dad, and I think that’s practicing to be a good
helpmeet.My fingers have been clicking away for about twenty minutes when my father puts
aside his devotional and gets up from the couch.“Are you going to be much longer, Rachel?” he
asks. We try not to do too much on the Sabbath besides church and family time, but if work has
piled up, Dad allows me to spend a little time on the computer on Sunday evenings.“Not much,” I
say. I have a few more appointments to set and that’s it.“I’m going to bed then,” he says, walking
over and patting me on the shoulder. “Don’t stay up too late.”“Yes, Dad, of course,” I answer.It’s
been three years since I started working on the computer for the family business, and Dad is
often so tired he dozes off while he’s sitting up with me. Sometimes he’s so exhausted he allows
me to work alone. Tonight, although he’s sleepy, I can still feel his watchful eyes on the screen as
he stands over me, as if he’s debating whether he should leave me alone. I let my fingers hover
over the keys as though they’re itching to get back to work. Finally, he nods and leaves, flipping
off the light in the hallway as he makes his way down to his bedroom.It’s so rare that I find myself
alone in my house that for a second I just sit there, listening to the sound of my own breathing
and the air conditioner cycling on. I’m sure it’s wrong to feel this way, but this moment of solitude
feels pleasant. Delicious, even. The light from the computer screen shines onto my fingers,
making them look like skeleton hands tapping on the keyboard.I finish up the work I need to do,
and I open up a search engine. I’ve done this before when Ruth or my mom or dad can’t be
sitting next to me watching me work. I usually look up questions that come up during school
lessons or when I’m reading our ancient encyclopedias. I confess there was a not-so-small part
of me that was hoping my dad would go to bed early this evening, and I look at the blank search
screen and run my tongue back and forth on the back of my teeth. My father’s words from a few
hours before have been playing over in my brain. “‘He that walketh with wise men shall be wise,
but a companion of fools shall be destroyed.’”James Fulton was a fool. That’s why he had to go
to Journey of Faith. Does that mean he’s now wise? I know it didn’t make him happy—at least he



didn’t seem happy this morning. But his happiness isn’t the point. His submission to God is
what’s important. If you care about being happy, about pursuing pleasures of the flesh, maybe
that makes you a fool. But I’m not looking for the same material James was caught looking at. I
don’t think I’m being a fool.I stare at the long blank rectangle of the search engine and the
blinking cursor sitting inside of it, winking at me. My heart outpaces the cursor three beats for
every wink. I lean back and look over my shoulder and down the hall. No light shines out from
under my parents’ bedroom door. I peer up at the ceiling. No noises echo from the bedrooms
upstairs.With a touch so light I’m surprised it works, I type four words.Lauren Sullivan Clayton
Texas3I’m not just rereading A Wrinkle in Time, I realize, I’m breathing it. Breathing the familiar,
comforting smell of the used paperback’s yellowed pages, a scent more delicious than Ruth’s
from-scratch chocolate-chip cookies. I’m at one of my favorite parts, when Mrs. Whatsit
announces that there is such a thing as a tesseract.Ruth pokes at me with the eraser end of her
pencil.“I can’t figure out this problem, Rachel,” she says. “Can you help me?”I hide A Wrinkle in
Time under my notebook and lean over Ruth’s math workbook. She’s struggling with some basic
multiplication problems.“This isn’t too tricky,” I tell her, and I pick up her pencil and make a few
marks. “See? Like this.”Ruth purses her lips at me. “You make it look easy.”“Rachel goes too fast,”
announces Jeremiah. He and his twin, Gabriel, are working at the other end of the table,
quizzing each other on their spelling list for the week. Sarah and Isaac are on the floor of the
family room playing with the ancient set of Legos that’s been in our family since my older
brothers did their lessons in this very room.“I don’t mean to,” I answer. I hand the pencil back to
Ruth. “I just do the problem how I do it.”But I do go fast. Faster than anyone else in my family,
anyway. Mom’s been our teacher since we were tiny, but even though she took algebra and even
chemistry as a teenager, she’s forgotten most of it. She focuses on the basics with us during our
daily lessons—the stuff we’ll really need to run homes and be good witnesses for the Lord—and
she stopped teaching me around Ruth’s age when there wasn’t anything academic left for her to
explain that I didn’t already know. When I’ve asked her about ordering more advanced
workbooks or worried about whether Ruth struggles too much with figures, she likes to quote
Proverbs in order to remind me that the knowledge of the Lord is the real beginning of wisdom. I
try to remember that when I’m sucked into an interesting encyclopedia entry or a difficult math
problem.Of course, Mom’s latest pregnancy has her so tired she’s resting in bed this morning,
leaving me to run the lessons. I’m tired, too, I realize, probably from staying up too late the night
before. I glance shamefully at the computer in the corner and wonder if there’s any way my dad
will be able to tell I typed in Lauren Sullivan’s name last night, even if I didn’t hit Enter.Stop being
so paranoid, I tell myself in a different, sterner voice. It was nothing. You just hit a bunch of letters
on a keyboard. You aren’t a sinner. You’re a good girl.I go back to A Wrinkle in Time, which I
convinced my mom to buy me on a trip to the resale shop last year even though she wasn’t sure
it was appropriate. Meg Murry is my favorite character of all time, even more than Anne Shirley.
But as I turn the pages, I worry if I shouldn’t put it away. Even though it’s school hours and I like to
use the time to read novels or interesting topics in some of our textbooks, I’m almost eighteen



now, and my focus really should be on the little ones and learning how to be a wife and mother, a
helpmeet with a cheerful countenance. To try and remind myself of what’s most important, I rub
the bracelet I wear on my wrist as I read—the bracelet my dad gave me on my twelfth birthday
that’s inscribed with a verse from the book of Titus: To be discreet, chaste, keepers at home,
good, obedient to their own husbands, that the word of God be not blasphemed.It doesn’t say
anything about loving to read or being really fast at math.What might my future husband think
about the fact that I’ve read A Wrinkle in Time three times in the past few months and that I
taught myself algebra? My future husband. I’ve been hearing about him since I was nine or ten, a
shadowy figure God will deliver to me one day. He’ll want a woman who submits to his authority.
A woman who is confident that God is working through his decisions. I discover I’m holding my
breath like I always do when I dwell on my future for too long. Right now, I’m just a year younger
than Faith was when she got married. I rub my bracelet a little more and manage to pull myself
away from the book. I need to help Ruth with her math lessons before starting lunch.But just as I
pick up the pencil, I hear my mother’s voice coming from the back bedroom.“Rachel, come
quick, I need you!”My mother never yells. In fact, no one in our family ever yells—it’s not godly
behavior. I jump up, but the looks of confusion on the little ones’ faces make me hesitate. Ruth
doesn’t stop. She starts for the bedroom and something about seeing her running shakes me
awake, makes me run right after her.My mother calls for me again, her voice shaking now, filled
with fear. Ruth is bolting down the hallway with me close behind.“I’m in here,” Mom shouts, and
we head through our parents’ bedroom to their attached bathroom. The door is half open, and
when we look inside, we see our mother sitting on the toilet, doubled over. Her long brown hair
hangs all the way down to the white tiled floor. I can’t see her face.“Rachel,” she gasps, “I’m
cramping, and it hurts so much. Oh, Lord, Oh, God, I think I’m losing this baby. Lord Jesus,
please be with my baby. Oh, Lord Jesus, save my baby.”Ruth’s dark blue eyes are wide open.
She moves past me and kneels down by Mom’s feet.“Lord, Father God, we ask you to be with us
right now, Father God,” she begins. I stand mute, trying to take in what’s happening in front of me.
A trail of bright red blood is snaking its way down my mother’s inner thigh. The sight of it turns my
stomach. I have to do something.“You stay here with her, Ruth. I’m going to call Dad.”* * *The
baby is dead. My little brother or sister is gone, and I never even got to know him. Or her.I feared
the baby was dead this morning, the second I stared at my mom bent over in the bathroom,
blood pooling at her feet. I feared it was dead when I was calling my dad at his work site and
begging him to hurry home. But I knew it was dead the moment my parents came back from the
doctor, my mom’s face buried deep inside my father’s shoulder. Only the loss of her child could
make my mother so despondent.“The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away,” my father tells
all of us as we stand in the kitchen, the little ones looking at our mom, their faces covered in
confusion. Our mother’s body shakes with soft sobs.Now the sun is setting, and I’m curled up on
my parents’ bed across from my mom, who’s dressed in her white cotton nightgown with the tiny
purple flowers all over it. I push her hair back as she stares out at nothing. My mom has such
beautiful hair. There are tiny streaks of gray around the temples, but mostly it’s still dark brown.



Straight and thick like Faith’s. She has fine, baby wrinkles around her big blue eyes, but even
with those, a person would have to be blind not to realize my mother is beautiful.“Rachel, I need
your help.”It’s my sister Faith. She came over with Caleb as soon as I called her, right after our
parents left for the doctor’s office.“Mom, are you okay to be alone?” I ask. I can tell she’s been
crying, but now her face is just empty, her eyes staring at something I can’t see. But she nods
slightly at my question, and I slip out into the kitchen.Faith is making tuna salad sandwiches for
supper, and Ruth is setting the table. My older brothers aren’t home yet. They’re finishing up the
job my dad had to leave when I called him this morning. My dad has gone to meet with our
pastor so they can plan a memorial service for the baby. My parents will have to pick out a name,
too.I take my place next to Faith at the kitchen counter, just like I used to when she wasn’t
married yet and still lived at home. As I scoop some of the tuna salad onto white bread, Faith
places her hand over mine, closes her eyes, and prays loudly, “Our help is in the name of the
Lord, who made Heaven and earth. Father God, be with our mother right now in this time of loss.
We know our little one is with you now, Lord, safe in your arms for all eternity. Help us in this time
of overwhelming grief. Amen.”I plop the tuna salad onto the bread. “Amen,” I whisper.I smush the
tuna salad down with a fork. I haven’t prayed for my mother or my unborn little baby brother or
sister all day long, and the realization fills me with guilt. I’d been too busy cleaning up the
bathroom and trying to read up on why miscarriages happen—first in the encyclopedia and then
on the computer. But it wasn’t just busyness that kept me from praying. I hadn’t even stopped to
call out to God like Ruth did when Mom first yelled for us—I’d just stood there until I thought to
phone Dad. I shake my head a little, frustrated with myself.“Are you okay?” Faith asks.“It’s just so
awful,” I say.“This happened one time before,” Faith tells me. “When you were tiny. Before Ruth
was born. That’s why there’s that big gap between the two of you.”I put down my fork and look at
Faith, my eyes wide. Four years is a pretty big gap between kids in my family, it’s true. We believe
that it’s up to God to decide how large our family will be, and with babies coming every year or
two, that space between Ruth and me stands out. But I thought that was just how God worked
things out. I never knew about a miscarriage.“She was further along that time,” Faith says, not
looking at me as she continues to make supper, her movements quick and precise. “And she
stayed in bed for almost a month after. All the women from church helped, but it was so bad Dad
even had to call Aunt Marjorie to come help us out.”I stare at Faith. “Aunt Marjorie? Dad’s sister
who lives in Dallas? I’ve never even met her.” Dad rarely communicates with his family because
they aren’t believers.“Yes,” Faith answers. “She came down for a few days, but it was a disaster.
She showed up and started insisting that Dad take Mom to a mental doctor or something. I don’t
remember all of it. I was really little at the time.”“Why did she want Dad to take Mom to a…”—I
search for the word—“psychiatrist?”“Because Aunt Marjorie doesn’t know the healing power of
the Lord,” Faith responds, stacking the finished sandwiches on a plate and heading for the table.
“She said Mom had depression.” Faith rolls her eyes just slightly. “Of course she was sad. Of
course she was depressed. Her baby went to Heaven before she’d even had a chance to hold
him. But he went to Heaven.” Faith pauses and looks at me before continuing. “And that’s what



helped Mom, eventually. I think that’s what helped her get up out of bed. She realized by living
her own life in a manner that glorifies God, she knew that one day she’d see her baby again. And
then she had Ruth, and eventually she got pregnant with twins. I believe it was God’s gift to her
for enduring so much.”Faith nods definitively and puts down the plate, then crosses the kitchen
to peek out the window.“Dad’s late at Pastor Garrett’s house,” she says. “I would stay, but I have
to get home with Caleb before Paul makes it back. He’s up in Huntsville with his father
ministering to prisoners this afternoon.”“I can handle things,” I say. But my stomach knots up at
the idea of having to handle supper and bedtime with just Ruth helping me.“Well, call me if you
need me, all right?” Faith untucks the blue-and-white-checked dishtowel she’s been using as an
apron and folds it neatly into thirds before laying it on the kitchen counter. She gives it a quick
double pat like she’s reminding it to stay put.“I’ll call you if I really have to, but I’m sure we’ll be
okay,” I answer. “Thanks for coming over.”I really want her to stay. To reassure me that Mom will
be all right. That everything will go back to normal. But I’m too ashamed to talk to Faith like that.
Faith doesn’t doubt God’s will. Faith is a living embodiment of her name. Steadfast and resolute,
unlike me who flounders.In the Bible, Rachel was always jealous of her older sister. I wonder if
I’d have been different if my parents had chosen to call me something else.After Faith collects
Caleb in her arms and we exchange a quick hug, she walks out the back door, and I slip into my
parents’ bedroom to check on my mother. She’s asleep, huddled in a ball under the covers. I
watch her quietly for a moment, my heart hurting for her. And then I turn around and head back
into the kitchen, so I can make sure the little ones are washed up and ready to eat.3I’m not just
rereading A Wrinkle in Time, I realize, I’m breathing it. Breathing the familiar, comforting smell of
the used paperback’s yellowed pages, a scent more delicious than Ruth’s from-scratch
chocolate-chip cookies. I’m at one of my favorite parts, when Mrs. Whatsit announces that there
is such a thing as a tesseract.Ruth pokes at me with the eraser end of her pencil.“I can’t figure
out this problem, Rachel,” she says. “Can you help me?”I hide A Wrinkle in Time under my
notebook and lean over Ruth’s math workbook. She’s struggling with some basic multiplication
problems.“This isn’t too tricky,” I tell her, and I pick up her pencil and make a few marks. “See?
Like this.”Ruth purses her lips at me. “You make it look easy.”“Rachel goes too fast,” announces
Jeremiah. He and his twin, Gabriel, are working at the other end of the table, quizzing each other
on their spelling list for the week. Sarah and Isaac are on the floor of the family room playing with
the ancient set of Legos that’s been in our family since my older brothers did their lessons in this
very room.“I don’t mean to,” I answer. I hand the pencil back to Ruth. “I just do the problem how I
do it.”But I do go fast. Faster than anyone else in my family, anyway. Mom’s been our teacher
since we were tiny, but even though she took algebra and even chemistry as a teenager, she’s
forgotten most of it. She focuses on the basics with us during our daily lessons—the stuff we’ll
really need to run homes and be good witnesses for the Lord—and she stopped teaching me
around Ruth’s age when there wasn’t anything academic left for her to explain that I didn’t
already know. When I’ve asked her about ordering more advanced workbooks or worried about
whether Ruth struggles too much with figures, she likes to quote Proverbs in order to remind me



that the knowledge of the Lord is the real beginning of wisdom. I try to remember that when I’m
sucked into an interesting encyclopedia entry or a difficult math problem.Of course, Mom’s latest
pregnancy has her so tired she’s resting in bed this morning, leaving me to run the lessons. I’m
tired, too, I realize, probably from staying up too late the night before. I glance shamefully at the
computer in the corner and wonder if there’s any way my dad will be able to tell I typed in Lauren
Sullivan’s name last night, even if I didn’t hit Enter.Stop being so paranoid, I tell myself in a
different, sterner voice. It was nothing. You just hit a bunch of letters on a keyboard. You aren’t a
sinner. You’re a good girl.I go back to A Wrinkle in Time, which I convinced my mom to buy me
on a trip to the resale shop last year even though she wasn’t sure it was appropriate. Meg Murry
is my favorite character of all time, even more than Anne Shirley. But as I turn the pages, I worry
if I shouldn’t put it away. Even though it’s school hours and I like to use the time to read novels or
interesting topics in some of our textbooks, I’m almost eighteen now, and my focus really should
be on the little ones and learning how to be a wife and mother, a helpmeet with a cheerful
countenance. To try and remind myself of what’s most important, I rub the bracelet I wear on my
wrist as I read—the bracelet my dad gave me on my twelfth birthday that’s inscribed with a verse
from the book of Titus: To be discreet, chaste, keepers at home, good, obedient to their own
husbands, that the word of God be not blasphemed.It doesn’t say anything about loving to read
or being really fast at math.What might my future husband think about the fact that I’ve read A
Wrinkle in Time three times in the past few months and that I taught myself algebra? My future
husband. I’ve been hearing about him since I was nine or ten, a shadowy figure God will deliver
to me one day. He’ll want a woman who submits to his authority. A woman who is confident that
God is working through his decisions. I discover I’m holding my breath like I always do when I
dwell on my future for too long. Right now, I’m just a year younger than Faith was when she got
married. I rub my bracelet a little more and manage to pull myself away from the book. I need to
help Ruth with her math lessons before starting lunch.But just as I pick up the pencil, I hear my
mother’s voice coming from the back bedroom.“Rachel, come quick, I need you!”My mother
never yells. In fact, no one in our family ever yells—it’s not godly behavior. I jump up, but the
looks of confusion on the little ones’ faces make me hesitate. Ruth doesn’t stop. She starts for
the bedroom and something about seeing her running shakes me awake, makes me run right
after her.My mother calls for me again, her voice shaking now, filled with fear. Ruth is bolting
down the hallway with me close behind.“I’m in here,” Mom shouts, and we head through our
parents’ bedroom to their attached bathroom. The door is half open, and when we look inside,
we see our mother sitting on the toilet, doubled over. Her long brown hair hangs all the way down
to the white tiled floor. I can’t see her face.“Rachel,” she gasps, “I’m cramping, and it hurts so
much. Oh, Lord, Oh, God, I think I’m losing this baby. Lord Jesus, please be with my baby. Oh,
Lord Jesus, save my baby.”Ruth’s dark blue eyes are wide open. She moves past me and kneels
down by Mom’s feet.“Lord, Father God, we ask you to be with us right now, Father God,” she
begins. I stand mute, trying to take in what’s happening in front of me. A trail of bright red blood is
snaking its way down my mother’s inner thigh. The sight of it turns my stomach. I have to do



something.“You stay here with her, Ruth. I’m going to call Dad.”* * *The baby is dead. My little
brother or sister is gone, and I never even got to know him. Or her.I feared the baby was dead
this morning, the second I stared at my mom bent over in the bathroom, blood pooling at her
feet. I feared it was dead when I was calling my dad at his work site and begging him to hurry
home. But I knew it was dead the moment my parents came back from the doctor, my mom’s
face buried deep inside my father’s shoulder. Only the loss of her child could make my mother so
despondent.“The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away,” my father tells all of us as we stand
in the kitchen, the little ones looking at our mom, their faces covered in confusion. Our mother’s
body shakes with soft sobs.Now the sun is setting, and I’m curled up on my parents’ bed across
from my mom, who’s dressed in her white cotton nightgown with the tiny purple flowers all over it.
I push her hair back as she stares out at nothing. My mom has such beautiful hair. There are tiny
streaks of gray around the temples, but mostly it’s still dark brown. Straight and thick like Faith’s.
She has fine, baby wrinkles around her big blue eyes, but even with those, a person would have
to be blind not to realize my mother is beautiful.“Rachel, I need your help.”It’s my sister Faith. She
came over with Caleb as soon as I called her, right after our parents left for the doctor’s
office.“Mom, are you okay to be alone?” I ask. I can tell she’s been crying, but now her face is
just empty, her eyes staring at something I can’t see. But she nods slightly at my question, and I
slip out into the kitchen.Faith is making tuna salad sandwiches for supper, and Ruth is setting
the table. My older brothers aren’t home yet. They’re finishing up the job my dad had to leave
when I called him this morning. My dad has gone to meet with our pastor so they can plan a
memorial service for the baby. My parents will have to pick out a name, too.I take my place next
to Faith at the kitchen counter, just like I used to when she wasn’t married yet and still lived at
home. As I scoop some of the tuna salad onto white bread, Faith places her hand over mine,
closes her eyes, and prays loudly, “Our help is in the name of the Lord, who made Heaven and
earth. Father God, be with our mother right now in this time of loss. We know our little one is with
you now, Lord, safe in your arms for all eternity. Help us in this time of overwhelming grief.
Amen.”I plop the tuna salad onto the bread. “Amen,” I whisper.I smush the tuna salad down with
a fork. I haven’t prayed for my mother or my unborn little baby brother or sister all day long, and
the realization fills me with guilt. I’d been too busy cleaning up the bathroom and trying to read
up on why miscarriages happen—first in the encyclopedia and then on the computer. But it
wasn’t just busyness that kept me from praying. I hadn’t even stopped to call out to God like Ruth
did when Mom first yelled for us—I’d just stood there until I thought to phone Dad. I shake my
head a little, frustrated with myself.“Are you okay?” Faith asks.“It’s just so awful,” I say.“This
happened one time before,” Faith tells me. “When you were tiny. Before Ruth was born. That’s
why there’s that big gap between the two of you.”I put down my fork and look at Faith, my eyes
wide. Four years is a pretty big gap between kids in my family, it’s true. We believe that it’s up to
God to decide how large our family will be, and with babies coming every year or two, that space
between Ruth and me stands out. But I thought that was just how God worked things out. I never
knew about a miscarriage.“She was further along that time,” Faith says, not looking at me as she



continues to make supper, her movements quick and precise. “And she stayed in bed for almost
a month after. All the women from church helped, but it was so bad Dad even had to call Aunt
Marjorie to come help us out.”I stare at Faith. “Aunt Marjorie? Dad’s sister who lives in Dallas?
I’ve never even met her.” Dad rarely communicates with his family because they aren’t
believers.“Yes,” Faith answers. “She came down for a few days, but it was a disaster. She
showed up and started insisting that Dad take Mom to a mental doctor or something. I don’t
remember all of it. I was really little at the time.”“Why did she want Dad to take Mom to a…”—I
search for the word—“psychiatrist?”“Because Aunt Marjorie doesn’t know the healing power of
the Lord,” Faith responds, stacking the finished sandwiches on a plate and heading for the table.
“She said Mom had depression.” Faith rolls her eyes just slightly. “Of course she was sad. Of
course she was depressed. Her baby went to Heaven before she’d even had a chance to hold
him. But he went to Heaven.” Faith pauses and looks at me before continuing. “And that’s what
helped Mom, eventually. I think that’s what helped her get up out of bed. She realized by living
her own life in a manner that glorifies God, she knew that one day she’d see her baby again. And
then she had Ruth, and eventually she got pregnant with twins. I believe it was God’s gift to her
for enduring so much.”Faith nods definitively and puts down the plate, then crosses the kitchen
to peek out the window.“Dad’s late at Pastor Garrett’s house,” she says. “I would stay, but I have
to get home with Caleb before Paul makes it back. He’s up in Huntsville with his father
ministering to prisoners this afternoon.”“I can handle things,” I say. But my stomach knots up at
the idea of having to handle supper and bedtime with just Ruth helping me.“Well, call me if you
need me, all right?” Faith untucks the blue-and-white-checked dishtowel she’s been using as an
apron and folds it neatly into thirds before laying it on the kitchen counter. She gives it a quick
double pat like she’s reminding it to stay put.“I’ll call you if I really have to, but I’m sure we’ll be
okay,” I answer. “Thanks for coming over.”I really want her to stay. To reassure me that Mom will
be all right. That everything will go back to normal. But I’m too ashamed to talk to Faith like that.
Faith doesn’t doubt God’s will. Faith is a living embodiment of her name. Steadfast and resolute,
unlike me who flounders.In the Bible, Rachel was always jealous of her older sister. I wonder if
I’d have been different if my parents had chosen to call me something else.After Faith collects
Caleb in her arms and we exchange a quick hug, she walks out the back door, and I slip into my
parents’ bedroom to check on my mother. She’s asleep, huddled in a ball under the covers. I
watch her quietly for a moment, my heart hurting for her. And then I turn around and head back
into the kitchen, so I can make sure the little ones are washed up and ready to eat.4“Rachel, are
you asleep?” Ruth’s voice whispers to me from across the room.I sit up on my elbows and shake
my head no, then hold my finger up to my mouth. Ruth throws her covers back and waits for me
to nod, giving her permission to tiptoe across the room and crawl into my twin bed with
me.“Don’t wake Sarah,” I whisper. Our little sister is passed out on her tummy, her arm dangling
off the edge of her bed and her sad, little stuffed sheep named Sheepie wedged under her
face.Ruth slips into the bed next to me, and we both turn on our sides to face each other. Ruth
and me, we’re the snugglers and the cuddlers in my family. My dad gives us pats on the head,



and my mom doles out brief hugs and fast kisses in quick succession—after all, there are so
many of us to hug and kiss. But when Ruth was around two or three and I was six or seven, she’d
have a bad dream or couldn’t drift off and I’d roll over in the middle of the night to find her sweet
face peering up at me from the side of my bed, her hands gripping the edge of the mattress in
hopes that I’d invite her in. I always did, and I didn’t even mind when her ice-cold toddler feet
bumped into my shins as she slid under the covers in the middle of winter.But tonight, Ruth
doesn’t slide under the covers; she kicks them off. It’s hot. The air conditioner in our house
doesn’t work too well, but the borrower is slave to the lender, Pastor Garrett likes to remind us.
Money has been extra tight lately, and my mind has already jumped ahead to worry about what
I’m sure will be Mom’s expensive medical bills. Until we can save up for a new air conditioner, we
need to be grateful for what we have, but Texas summers are so brutal it’s hard not to feel at
least a little miserable. And frustrated.“It’s so sad about the baby, isn’t it?” Ruth whispers. Her
mouth smells of mint toothpaste and ChapStick.“So sad,” I whisper back. I give her a hug, and
we press our foreheads together for a moment.“Mom looks terrible,” she continues. “I don’t think
I’ve ever seen her like that. It scared me.”“I know,” I answer. “It scared me, too. You know what
Faith said?” In a hushed voice, I tell Ruth about Mom’s first miscarriage. I want to share it with
someone, to get it off my chest, but I leave out the part about Aunt Marjorie coming to help
because I’m not sure Dad would like it if I told Ruth about that. I don’t think Ruth even knows
Aunt Marjorie exists.“So we have another brother or sister waiting for us in Heaven,” Ruth says,
her forehead wrinkling in curiosity. “But Mom never told us that. Don’t you think that’s
strange?”“Kind of,” I say. “Maybe it was too sad for Mom to talk about. But we know we’ll see him
again. Or her. I just hope that Mom doesn’t need a whole month to recover this time.” That’s
selfish, I realize. Whatever the Lord needs us to do as Mom gets better, we’ll do it. And we’ll do it
with grace, I promise myself.“Rachel, will Mom be okay?” Ruth whispers, her eyes worried.“Yes,
Ruth,” I answer, even though I’m not entirely sure. “Mom will be okay. Everything will be okay.”“Do
you think we should pray?” Ruth asks.“Yes, that’s a good idea,” I tell her. Ruth squeezes her eyes
tight and says, “‘And the prayer of faith shall save the sick, and the Lord shall raise him up.’” She
opens her eyes, and I smile at her, grateful for a little sister whose righteousness is an example
to me.* * *It’s the Sunday after my mother’s miscarriage, and she’s spent all week in bed. After
she had a dream the baby was a boy, Mom and Dad decided on the name Joshua, but she still
didn’t get up. As my own duties around the house mount in her absence, I check on her
regularly, and she’s always the same; a lump on the bed, sometimes weeping a little, but more
often than not staring out into space. One morning after Sarah spilled her orange juice twice and
the twins fussed about starting their schoolwork, I found myself questioning why my mother
would even want to be in charge of so many of us all the time, day after day. Then I found myself
holding my breath out of anxiety again as I thought about my future children. I gave my forearm a
firm smack to snap myself out of it.As my brothers and sisters finish getting ready for church, I
find myself standing by the kitchen counter, dish towel in hand, staring at the peeling green and
white linoleum of the kitchen floor. Mom and Dad are talking to each other in their bedroom, and



I know I shouldn’t be listening but I’m not able to stop. What if Mom doesn’t get better? What if
this is worse than the time Faith told me about? My parents’ voices slip from behind the cracked-
open bedroom door into the kitchen where I’m cleaning up after breakfast.“It’s time to go now,
Elizabeth,” Dad says. Quiet but urgent. Soft but insistent. “We have to leave now.”“Jacob, I can’t,”
Mom answers in a sharp, still voice I’ve never heard her use before. “I honestly cannot go.”“Yes,
you can. You will.”“Please don’t make me go.” I can’t see her, but I can hear her. She can barely
get the words out.“‘Be strong and of a good courage; be not afraid, neither be thou dismayed:
For the Lord thy God is with thee whithersoever thou goest.’”“Jacob, talk to me,” my mother begs,
her voice on the verge of breaking. “Please talk to me. Please don’t preach to me. Not now. Just
talk to me. Talk to me, please.”I’m holding my breath, shocked at what I’m hearing. Mom’s always
taught us that a woman’s role is to submit to her husband because the husband is the head of
the family just like Christ is the head of the church. I don’t think I’ve ever heard her ask my father
for something she didn’t already know he wanted to give.And Dad doesn’t want to give her the
chance to stay home from Sunday services at Calvary Christian.The bedroom door shuts, and
my parents’ voices are too muffled to make out. I finish up in the kitchen, and a few moments
later Dad walks out, his face more stern than normal.“Your mother is still recovering,” he says,
“and she’ll be staying behind today. We need to make sure we really pray for her and for Joshua
today at church. They need us to lift them up to the Lord.”“Of course,” I respond, unable to
remember the last time my mother didn’t come to services at Calvary Christian.In our ancient,
fifteen-person van on the way to church, Dad asks us what the Bible tells us about Joshua.“God
let Joshua approach Mount Sinai when all the other Israelites weren’t allowed,” Ruth answers.
“Joshua was special.”“And that’s why we chose that name for such a special soul as our baby,”
Dad tells us. “So special God called him home early.”“So special,” Ruth repeats,
nodding.“Special!” Sarah mimics, clapping her hands.I scan the faces of my siblings, but
everyone wears the same neutral expression. The same soft half smiles we always wear to show
a cheerful countenance. Besides Dad, I’m the only one who really knows how much Mom
resisted coming to church. Dad just explained to the rest of my brothers and sisters that God
needed her to heal at home today, so they don’t seem worried. But I picture Mom all alone,
crying in bed with no one to sit with her. I swallow hard and try to ignore the image. Am I the only
one who’s thinking of Mom? The only one who’s really worried?At church, the service goes on
as it normally does until Pastor Garrett asks Dad to come stand with him, at the same place
James Fulton stood the week before. Pastor Garrett lays his hands on Dad’s head, just like Dad
does to us when he blesses us before bedtime.The pastor’s voice booms from the front of the
church. It’s a loud, sure voice that doesn’t seem to match the reed-thin body that carries it, but
when Pastor Garrett preaches, he doesn’t even have to use a microphone. The first time he
preached a Sunday sermon I was ten years old and jumped half an inch in my seat when he
opened his mouth. Dad says Pastor Garrett was born knowing how to proclaim Christ.“Proverbs
reminds us to trust in the Lord with all your heart, and do not lean on your own understanding!”
he bellows. “And how we must lean now, Lord. How hard it is to understand the loss of a child,



Father God. But by faith we receive the unending peace of your presence, Lord, knowing that
while Joshua’s life on Earth was brief, he dwells forever in your light as you once promised
Abraham. Let us pray for this father and for Joshua’s mother, your servant Elizabeth, who is still
recovering at home and who by the power of your command can have strength restored to her
body and joy to her spirit.”The pastor and Dad are a little huddle at the front of the church. Pastor
Garrett’s hands press into Dad’s skull as he faces the congregation. Dad is stoic, firmly planted
into the floor, nodding along with everything Pastor Garrett says.I hear Faith’s muffled crying
from the row behind me. “Father God, give us your peace,” she whispers, loudly enough that I
can hear it. I want to turn around to comfort her, but I’m not sure what to say. I shift in my seat,
waiting for my tears to fall, but they don’t.All around me women are wiping away tears and
pressing napkins dug out of their purses to the corners of their eyes. I should be crying, too, and
I worry that people won’t think I’ve been moved by the pastor’s message. I am touched by his
words, of course, but I just want to go home and check on Mom and make sure she’s all
right.Lord, let my mother be all right, I pray, but I’m frustrated that I can’t come up with better
words to reach out to God. Long, elaborate phrases full of just-right Scripture that sound like
something Faith or Pastor Garrett might say. But since it’s all I have, I repeat my prayer in my
mind over and over again, letting the words flow along with my breathing.Lord, let my mother be
all right.Finally Pastor Garrett is finished, and Dad moves back down the aisle to a chorus of
“Amens” and “Yes, Lords.” We sing “How Great Thou Art” to close the service. Clutching Sarah’s
hand in mine, I exit the church, but in the gaggle of people, we get separated from my dad and
the rest of my brothers and sisters. All the women who were crying before now smile brightly at
Sarah and me. A merry heart maketh a cheerful countenance, Proverbs tells us, and our hearts
should be merry all the time because we’ve been saved and born again. But how I wish people
wouldn’t smile right now. I know they’re all smiling because Joshua is with the Lord, but I wish my
family could have a few minutes to feel sad about it, at least. Would that have been too selfish?
As I gaze out over the crowd searching for Ruth and the other little ones, I lose my footing and
run smack into the person in front of me.“Oh, I’m so sorry,” I manage, gripping Sarah’s hand to
make sure she doesn’t trip.“It’s all right,” says a woman’s voice. The figure turns, and it’s Mrs.
Sullivan, standing there with her husband.Mr. and Mrs. Sullivan. The parents of Lauren Sullivan.
The girl we’re not supposed to talk about.I quickly glance behind them, almost expecting to see
Lauren’s dyed red hair and the firm, set expression she always wore to church. Lauren Sullivan
never smiled unless she really wanted to. And toward the end of her days with us, she never
seemed to want to.But of course Lauren isn’t with them. She’s moved back to town, but not to
Calvary. It’s ridiculous to expect her to be here, absurd to even be looking.“Rachel, that was a
beautiful laying on of hands for your father and a wonderful way to give thanks for the
homecoming of your baby brother’s soul,” Mr. Sullivan says.“Thank you, yes, it was,” I
answer.Mrs. Sullivan is older than Mom and looks it, her long, waist-length hair gone totally gray,
the space between her light eyes etched with deep lines. “We have several babies we never got
the chance to hold who are waiting for us in Heaven, too,” she adds, her smile fixed, and I



remember that Lauren was an only child.“Well,” I say, searching my brain for the right response,
“the Lord’s steadfast love always endures.” Like the rest of us, the Sullivans don’t mention
Lauren. It’s as if she’s been erased.“Yes, the Lord’s steadfast love always endures,” Mr. Sullivan
repeats, his voice flat, the skin covering his long face turned into a thick leather from hours of
working outside in the torturous Texas sun. The Sullivans make a motion to go, promising to pray
for us.As I follow the flow of the crowd outside, I remember how we prayed for Lauren Sullivan
years before. Pastor Garrett laid hands on her and proclaimed, “Your adversary the devil prowls
around like a roaring lion, seeking someone to devour. Be vigilant! Your adversary the devil
prowls around like a roaring lion, seeking someone to devour! Be vigilant!”Although I was eleven
and knew better, I expected a lion to stalk up the aisle, baring bloodstained teeth. Some of the
little children started crying at Pastor Garrett’s repetitive, forceful shouts of Scripture, but the
moms didn’t make a move to leave like they sometimes did when babies started fussing. No, we
all stayed and watched as Mr. Sullivan, Pastor Garrett, and some of the other men of the church,
including my dad, circled Lauren as she sat in a folding chair at the front of the church, her
hands folded in the middle of her lap, her eyes staring straight ahead. We all watched as Pastor
Garrett and her father laid hands. We all watched as Lauren kept staring at us like she could see
through us, unmoved.The devil already has her, I thought to myself. It’s too late.“Rachel? Rachel,
are you listening?” I feel an arm touch me. It’s Faith, standing with the other girls her age, Caleb
drifting to sleep in her arms. “Are you all right? You look like you can’t catch your breath.”“I’m
okay,” I answer. “It’s nothing.” Little Sarah spots Ruth and the twins and drops my hand, running
off to join them.Faith nods, continuing eagerly. “The girls and I were just saying that Mrs. Garrett
wants to help us with that modesty workshop we talked about last Sunday. Focusing on biblical
femininity? We set the date for next Wednesday.”“Oh, that’s good,” I say. “I’m looking forward to
it.” It’s what Faith wants to hear.Faith smiles, the tears she cried during the service all gone now.
Her trust in the Lord must be so strong. She glides easily from correct emotion to correct
emotion, where I always have the wrong ones.4“Rachel, are you asleep?” Ruth’s voice whispers
to me from across the room.I sit up on my elbows and shake my head no, then hold my finger up
to my mouth. Ruth throws her covers back and waits for me to nod, giving her permission to
tiptoe across the room and crawl into my twin bed with me.“Don’t wake Sarah,” I whisper. Our
little sister is passed out on her tummy, her arm dangling off the edge of her bed and her sad,
little stuffed sheep named Sheepie wedged under her face.Ruth slips into the bed next to me,
and we both turn on our sides to face each other. Ruth and me, we’re the snugglers and the
cuddlers in my family. My dad gives us pats on the head, and my mom doles out brief hugs and
fast kisses in quick succession—after all, there are so many of us to hug and kiss. But when
Ruth was around two or three and I was six or seven, she’d have a bad dream or couldn’t drift off
and I’d roll over in the middle of the night to find her sweet face peering up at me from the side of
my bed, her hands gripping the edge of the mattress in hopes that I’d invite her in. I always did,
and I didn’t even mind when her ice-cold toddler feet bumped into my shins as she slid under the
covers in the middle of winter.But tonight, Ruth doesn’t slide under the covers; she kicks them



off. It’s hot. The air conditioner in our house doesn’t work too well, but the borrower is slave to the
lender, Pastor Garrett likes to remind us. Money has been extra tight lately, and my mind has
already jumped ahead to worry about what I’m sure will be Mom’s expensive medical bills. Until
we can save up for a new air conditioner, we need to be grateful for what we have, but Texas
summers are so brutal it’s hard not to feel at least a little miserable. And frustrated.“It’s so sad
about the baby, isn’t it?” Ruth whispers. Her mouth smells of mint toothpaste and ChapStick.“So
sad,” I whisper back. I give her a hug, and we press our foreheads together for a moment.“Mom
looks terrible,” she continues. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen her like that. It scared me.”“I know,” I
answer. “It scared me, too. You know what Faith said?” In a hushed voice, I tell Ruth about Mom’s
first miscarriage. I want to share it with someone, to get it off my chest, but I leave out the part
about Aunt Marjorie coming to help because I’m not sure Dad would like it if I told Ruth about
that. I don’t think Ruth even knows Aunt Marjorie exists.“So we have another brother or sister
waiting for us in Heaven,” Ruth says, her forehead wrinkling in curiosity. “But Mom never told us
that. Don’t you think that’s strange?”“Kind of,” I say. “Maybe it was too sad for Mom to talk about.
But we know we’ll see him again. Or her. I just hope that Mom doesn’t need a whole month to
recover this time.” That’s selfish, I realize. Whatever the Lord needs us to do as Mom gets better,
we’ll do it. And we’ll do it with grace, I promise myself.“Rachel, will Mom be okay?” Ruth
whispers, her eyes worried.“Yes, Ruth,” I answer, even though I’m not entirely sure. “Mom will be
okay. Everything will be okay.”“Do you think we should pray?” Ruth asks.“Yes, that’s a good idea,”
I tell her. Ruth squeezes her eyes tight and says, “‘And the prayer of faith shall save the sick, and
the Lord shall raise him up.’” She opens her eyes, and I smile at her, grateful for a little sister
whose righteousness is an example to me.* * *It’s the Sunday after my mother’s miscarriage,
and she’s spent all week in bed. After she had a dream the baby was a boy, Mom and Dad
decided on the name Joshua, but she still didn’t get up. As my own duties around the house
mount in her absence, I check on her regularly, and she’s always the same; a lump on the bed,
sometimes weeping a little, but more often than not staring out into space. One morning after
Sarah spilled her orange juice twice and the twins fussed about starting their schoolwork, I found
myself questioning why my mother would even want to be in charge of so many of us all the time,
day after day. Then I found myself holding my breath out of anxiety again as I thought about my
future children. I gave my forearm a firm smack to snap myself out of it.As my brothers and
sisters finish getting ready for church, I find myself standing by the kitchen counter, dish towel in
hand, staring at the peeling green and white linoleum of the kitchen floor. Mom and Dad are
talking to each other in their bedroom, and I know I shouldn’t be listening but I’m not able to stop.
What if Mom doesn’t get better? What if this is worse than the time Faith told me about? My
parents’ voices slip from behind the cracked-open bedroom door into the kitchen where I’m
cleaning up after breakfast.“It’s time to go now, Elizabeth,” Dad says. Quiet but urgent. Soft but
insistent. “We have to leave now.”“Jacob, I can’t,” Mom answers in a sharp, still voice I’ve never
heard her use before. “I honestly cannot go.”“Yes, you can. You will.”“Please don’t make me go.” I
can’t see her, but I can hear her. She can barely get the words out.“‘Be strong and of a good



courage; be not afraid, neither be thou dismayed: For the Lord thy God is with thee
whithersoever thou goest.’”“Jacob, talk to me,” my mother begs, her voice on the verge of
breaking. “Please talk to me. Please don’t preach to me. Not now. Just talk to me. Talk to me,
please.”I’m holding my breath, shocked at what I’m hearing. Mom’s always taught us that a
woman’s role is to submit to her husband because the husband is the head of the family just like
Christ is the head of the church. I don’t think I’ve ever heard her ask my father for something she
didn’t already know he wanted to give.And Dad doesn’t want to give her the chance to stay
home from Sunday services at Calvary Christian.The bedroom door shuts, and my parents’
voices are too muffled to make out. I finish up in the kitchen, and a few moments later Dad walks
out, his face more stern than normal.“Your mother is still recovering,” he says, “and she’ll be
staying behind today. We need to make sure we really pray for her and for Joshua today at
church. They need us to lift them up to the Lord.”“Of course,” I respond, unable to remember the
last time my mother didn’t come to services at Calvary Christian.In our ancient, fifteen-person
van on the way to church, Dad asks us what the Bible tells us about Joshua.“God let Joshua
approach Mount Sinai when all the other Israelites weren’t allowed,” Ruth answers. “Joshua was
special.”“And that’s why we chose that name for such a special soul as our baby,” Dad tells us.
“So special God called him home early.”“So special,” Ruth repeats, nodding.“Special!” Sarah
mimics, clapping her hands.I scan the faces of my siblings, but everyone wears the same neutral
expression. The same soft half smiles we always wear to show a cheerful countenance. Besides
Dad, I’m the only one who really knows how much Mom resisted coming to church. Dad just
explained to the rest of my brothers and sisters that God needed her to heal at home today, so
they don’t seem worried. But I picture Mom all alone, crying in bed with no one to sit with her. I
swallow hard and try to ignore the image. Am I the only one who’s thinking of Mom? The only
one who’s really worried?At church, the service goes on as it normally does until Pastor Garrett
asks Dad to come stand with him, at the same place James Fulton stood the week before.
Pastor Garrett lays his hands on Dad’s head, just like Dad does to us when he blesses us before
bedtime.The pastor’s voice booms from the front of the church. It’s a loud, sure voice that
doesn’t seem to match the reed-thin body that carries it, but when Pastor Garrett preaches, he
doesn’t even have to use a microphone. The first time he preached a Sunday sermon I was ten
years old and jumped half an inch in my seat when he opened his mouth. Dad says Pastor
Garrett was born knowing how to proclaim Christ.“Proverbs reminds us to trust in the Lord with
all your heart, and do not lean on your own understanding!” he bellows. “And how we must lean
now, Lord. How hard it is to understand the loss of a child, Father God. But by faith we receive
the unending peace of your presence, Lord, knowing that while Joshua’s life on Earth was brief,
he dwells forever in your light as you once promised Abraham. Let us pray for this father and for
Joshua’s mother, your servant Elizabeth, who is still recovering at home and who by the power of
your command can have strength restored to her body and joy to her spirit.”The pastor and Dad
are a little huddle at the front of the church. Pastor Garrett’s hands press into Dad’s skull as he
faces the congregation. Dad is stoic, firmly planted into the floor, nodding along with everything



Pastor Garrett says.I hear Faith’s muffled crying from the row behind me. “Father God, give us
your peace,” she whispers, loudly enough that I can hear it. I want to turn around to comfort her,
but I’m not sure what to say. I shift in my seat, waiting for my tears to fall, but they don’t.All around
me women are wiping away tears and pressing napkins dug out of their purses to the corners of
their eyes. I should be crying, too, and I worry that people won’t think I’ve been moved by the
pastor’s message. I am touched by his words, of course, but I just want to go home and check on
Mom and make sure she’s all right.Lord, let my mother be all right, I pray, but I’m frustrated that I
can’t come up with better words to reach out to God. Long, elaborate phrases full of just-right
Scripture that sound like something Faith or Pastor Garrett might say. But since it’s all I have, I
repeat my prayer in my mind over and over again, letting the words flow along with my
breathing.Lord, let my mother be all right.Finally Pastor Garrett is finished, and Dad moves back
down the aisle to a chorus of “Amens” and “Yes, Lords.” We sing “How Great Thou Art” to close
the service. Clutching Sarah’s hand in mine, I exit the church, but in the gaggle of people, we get
separated from my dad and the rest of my brothers and sisters. All the women who were crying
before now smile brightly at Sarah and me. A merry heart maketh a cheerful countenance,
Proverbs tells us, and our hearts should be merry all the time because we’ve been saved and
born again. But how I wish people wouldn’t smile right now. I know they’re all smiling because
Joshua is with the Lord, but I wish my family could have a few minutes to feel sad about it, at
least. Would that have been too selfish?As I gaze out over the crowd searching for Ruth and the
other little ones, I lose my footing and run smack into the person in front of me.“Oh, I’m so sorry,”
I manage, gripping Sarah’s hand to make sure she doesn’t trip.“It’s all right,” says a woman’s
voice. The figure turns, and it’s Mrs. Sullivan, standing there with her husband.Mr. and Mrs.
Sullivan. The parents of Lauren Sullivan. The girl we’re not supposed to talk about.I quickly
glance behind them, almost expecting to see Lauren’s dyed red hair and the firm, set expression
she always wore to church. Lauren Sullivan never smiled unless she really wanted to. And
toward the end of her days with us, she never seemed to want to.But of course Lauren isn’t with
them. She’s moved back to town, but not to Calvary. It’s ridiculous to expect her to be here,
absurd to even be looking.“Rachel, that was a beautiful laying on of hands for your father and a
wonderful way to give thanks for the homecoming of your baby brother’s soul,” Mr. Sullivan
says.“Thank you, yes, it was,” I answer.Mrs. Sullivan is older than Mom and looks it, her long,
waist-length hair gone totally gray, the space between her light eyes etched with deep lines. “We
have several babies we never got the chance to hold who are waiting for us in Heaven, too,” she
adds, her smile fixed, and I remember that Lauren was an only child.“Well,” I say, searching my
brain for the right response, “the Lord’s steadfast love always endures.” Like the rest of us, the
Sullivans don’t mention Lauren. It’s as if she’s been erased.“Yes, the Lord’s steadfast love always
endures,” Mr. Sullivan repeats, his voice flat, the skin covering his long face turned into a thick
leather from hours of working outside in the torturous Texas sun. The Sullivans make a motion to
go, promising to pray for us.As I follow the flow of the crowd outside, I remember how we prayed
for Lauren Sullivan years before. Pastor Garrett laid hands on her and proclaimed, “Your



adversary the devil prowls around like a roaring lion, seeking someone to devour. Be vigilant!
Your adversary the devil prowls around like a roaring lion, seeking someone to devour! Be
vigilant!”Although I was eleven and knew better, I expected a lion to stalk up the aisle, baring
bloodstained teeth. Some of the little children started crying at Pastor Garrett’s repetitive,
forceful shouts of Scripture, but the moms didn’t make a move to leave like they sometimes did
when babies started fussing. No, we all stayed and watched as Mr. Sullivan, Pastor Garrett, and
some of the other men of the church, including my dad, circled Lauren as she sat in a folding
chair at the front of the church, her hands folded in the middle of her lap, her eyes staring
straight ahead. We all watched as Pastor Garrett and her father laid hands. We all watched as
Lauren kept staring at us like she could see through us, unmoved.The devil already has her, I
thought to myself. It’s too late.“Rachel? Rachel, are you listening?” I feel an arm touch me. It’s
Faith, standing with the other girls her age, Caleb drifting to sleep in her arms. “Are you all right?
You look like you can’t catch your breath.”“I’m okay,” I answer. “It’s nothing.” Little Sarah spots
Ruth and the twins and drops my hand, running off to join them.Faith nods, continuing eagerly.
“The girls and I were just saying that Mrs. Garrett wants to help us with that modesty workshop
we talked about last Sunday. Focusing on biblical femininity? We set the date for next
Wednesday.”“Oh, that’s good,” I say. “I’m looking forward to it.” It’s what Faith wants to hear.Faith
smiles, the tears she cried during the service all gone now. Her trust in the Lord must be so
strong. She glides easily from correct emotion to correct emotion, where I always have the wrong
ones.
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Emily, “Intriguing story…but lacking. Having read this story a few times, I can honestly say I
enjoy it and would welcome a sequel (which I told the author after my first reading). Upon
rereading it more than once, I am struck by oddities that make me question the series of events
that lead to Rachel’s need to find out about Lauren and reach out to her.The isolation of the
entire family appears very strange. There is virtually no friendship between Rachel, or her
siblings, and anyone else in her church. Yes, there’s fellowship after Sunday services, and the
modesty workshop, but no meals with other families? Ruth or Sarah never spend time with other
girls their age—even if it means younger siblings might tag along? I am not a member of the
fundamentalist church described, but this sort of fellowship between likeminded peers seems
universal.Which leads me to wonder about the lack of involvement in the community when
Rachel’s mother has her miscarriage. No one comes over to deliver meals or speak with her?
Not even Mrs. Garrett? If Rachel was out of the house more, you could view this as the
limitations of first person narration, but she and Ruth are home nearly the entire time, taking care
of the younger siblings. Why would no one in their church come over to help relieve the burden?
This seems like another fault of the story.I also found it odd that Rachel had no interest in boys
(well, until Mark) at nearly 18 years of age. Sure, it’s understandable that she wouldn’t want to
marry someone like Paul, but wouldn’t there have been any boy at her church who was decent
and relatively attractive? She’s not a lesbian (again, see Mark), so surely as a teenager with
hormones, she would have felt some attraction to someone her age before now. Instead, the
idea of marriage is lumped in with automatically being saddled with a dozen or more kids
immediately after “I do.”All in all, a good and provocative read…yet I wonder at the character and
plot flaws that ultimately lead to Rachel’s leaving her family.”

Emma the Bookworm, “Poignant, Raw, and Relevant. Grade: AThis e-galley was provided by
Roaring Brook Press in exchange for an honest review.The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly: I'm
always leery how Christianity will be treated in books. Often, I don't find that it's viewed positively
or portrayed correctly. So going into Devoted, I was nervous but hopeful. The Quiverful
movement is at an extreme end of the spectrum, and I knew it would need to be handled
carefully but addressed full-on. Devoted was an eye-opening book that was surprisingly
pleasing. Rachel is a wonderful character. She isn't super naive but she does realize how wrong
certain beliefs can be. I loved how she found a balance between extreme Christianity and
atheism. To escape her controlling family and cult, she befriends Lauren, a girl who previously
left the Calvary Christian Church group. Lauren is about 24 and a vet tech who has recently
moved back from Houston to the small town of Clayton. It warmed my heart to see how she took
Rachel under her wing. She's not perfect; she's made mistakes and my heart went out to her
since she feels she can no longer believe in God or pray. It made my heart ache that she couldn't
disassociate a loving God with a father who was so blind. Because of the Quiverful cult, Lauren



is an atheist but I think she came to respect why Rachel could still believe. When the escape
from Calvary Christian happened about halfway through the book, I worried the rest of the plot
wouldn't carry smoothly. But it did! I read Devoted in one day and enjoyed every minute of it. The
whole book felt very real with sincere emotions and realistic outcomes. None of the endings
were happily ever afters, but there wasn't overwhelming sadness or dismal results - just hope for
the future and a sense of freedom and strength. I appreciated that there wasn't much of a
romance (hints of one, but nothing big). I liked that there was no forced marriage for Rachel but
the reform camps were touched upon. Overall, I was just very impressed and touched by
Devoted. (And more importantly, I was glad that Christianity wasn't vilified. Homeschooling
wasn't viewed completely positively, perhaps, but I think it can be excused, given the
circumstances.)Some foul language - mostly on Lauren's part - and talk of physical abuse,
sleeping together, and drugs and drinking.The Verdict: Do yourself a favor and read this book.
Wow.”

Emily Coleman, “Handles the Subject of Religious Devotion Delicately. I bought this one for the
sole reason that Jennifer Mathieu was coming into town for the Fierce Reads tour. As soon as I
read the blurb, I realized I needed to read it.Books about religion are tricky, especially when they
are critical. Sometimes, by telling a sensational story about a girl (or woman) trapped in a
patriarchal religion, it becomes a spectacle. It's relatively easy for those who aren't raised in
these kinds of environments to watch a TV show about someone's "weird" religion and feel
isolated from it and superior to it. It's a form of entertainment to watch the strange beliefs of
these people and treat them like a zoo animal—gawked at or pitied. But doing this further
victimizes women.I've taken a special interest in patriarchal Christian religions lately. I've done
extensive research on polygamy and its effects on my own Mormon culture and in so many ways
it rocked me. I've read books, listened to podcasts, and really immersed myself in this very dark
part of my religion and even family history.This book isn't about polygamy, but some of the same
rules apply. Tread lightly and don't eviscerate the beliefs of others, but don't hide the
truth.Mathieu does this beautifully. This is a kinder, gentler book than I was expecting and it was
refreshing. Of course it's devastating, sad, and riveting. But, Rachel doesn't get caught in an
endless cycle of victimization. This is more a story of rebuilding rather than wandering through
darkness. It's a book that would be appropriate for younger teens as well, given how sensitive
Mathieu is with this subject. I was truly moved by Rachel's story. If you'd like a glimpse of what
it's like to leave a religion that rules with a tight patriarchal structure, pick up this novel. It's going
to give you a clearer picture of survival than Kimmy Schmidt ever would.”

Annalena, “Amazing book. I should preface this review by saying that I usually don't use
amazon.com because I don't live in the US, so that's the reason there are no other reviews from
me. Because this book wasn't published in my Native language, I read it in English and am
writing the review here because I think more people will see it this way.I should also say I am



oddly obsessed with Christian cults in general and Quiverfull in particular, so any (hopefully
constructive) criticism is criticism on a very high level - it's just tiny aspects.Devoted is one of the
best books I have recently read. I usually almost exclusively read thrillers, so coming from me,
that means something. Jennifer Mathieu did an amazing job of grasping the concept of the
Quiverfull reality (as far as I can judge as an outsider), and the strict rules that these kids (mostly
girls) grow up with.I usually do not like coming-of-age stories, but I finished this within two days.
It was not a thriller, but it kept the suspense up because I wanted to know what happens to
Rachel. It is more of a character study, but because everything that happens to Rachel is so new
and foreign to her, it is exciting all the time because the reader feels with her. I also really liked
both the main characters of Lauren and Rachel.I would LOVE to read a sequel, knowing what
happens to Rachel after she starts her own life (can't say more than that without spoilers).
Mabye her sister also starts questioniing the parental values? That would make for a good story
line, I think.OK, the following could contain spoilers!Now for my very few critical aspects:- It, to
me, seems unlikely that a girl who hasn't really questioned her life too much just runs away at the
prospect of going to "Journey to Faith". In these communities, these camps are sold as "time to
focus and pray". The negative view mainly comes from (worldlier) outsiders. It seems more likely
to me that she would go and the tension between her and her parents would build up over time,
erupting in her leaving. Then again, that would have made for a much longer book, maybe that
had to be sacrificed for the sake of the novel length.- Calvary seems to be used often as an
example for a fundamentalist church in books and movies. I have only ever been to one Calvary,
but it was fairly mainstream. Women wore pants, shorts even; people had tattoos. Maybe
Calvary is not the best example. Also, the extreme fundamentalists often home-church (control
about everything!).- It as mentioned that one of Rachel's friends went to public kindergarten.
Fundamentalists who home-school ususally don't send their kids to public kindergartens/pre-
schools either.Again, all this I only realized because I know a lot about this topic. Any other
reader probably doesn't even notice.Thank you, Jennifer Mathieu, for writing this amazing book
about one of my favorite topics, and please don't leave us hanging and write a sequel!”

Fiona Millar, “Powerful and sensitively handled.. Rachel has lived her entire life as a member of
the Calvary church, a reclusive Christian sect who believe that women's purpose is simply to be
a good wife and mother, and to be obedient in all things to the male figures in their life. As she
nears the age where she was will married off and expected to bear a large family, she begins to
question her fate. This feeling is only exacerbated by the story of Lauren, who escaped the
community. Soon Rachel is forced to decide what she really believes and what she'll risk for her
own freedom.This could have been a typical book about a religious cult, where the cult members
are depicted as slightly deranged and dangerous, but the author handles things far more
sensitively than that, and we get a clear sense of the struggle Rachel goes through to find her
own freedom while trying not to lose her family. Her family aren't painted as religious lunatics, but
simply as people who are in many ways good and caring, but whose beliefs are, for Rachel at



least, too controlling and limiting. It's a really absorbing book which I couldn't put down - it's easy
to care about the characters and sympathise with the situations, and it's even possible to see
Rachel's family's side of things, even if most readers absolutely wouldn't agree with their
handling of things or their extreme beliefs.Excellent book for young adults, very thought-
provoking and well written.”

Lilyfae, “Compelling, unsettling and empowering tale of awakening feminism within a
Fundamental Christian sect. Devoted by Jennifer Mathieu is both a compelling but unsettling
read focusing on the pressures of growing up a girl in a fundamentalist Christian sect; a direct
allusion with a Biblical quote is made to the Quiverful movement without ever naming the ‘flock’
as such.Viewers of reality tv may be acquainted with Quiverful or similar groups from the shows
depicting super-sized devout families where the girls have long hair, no make up and wear
demure clothing usually long denim skirts, not allowed to ‘court’ unless their fathers have
basically agreed that they will get married soon after and a happy family in Jesus vibe is firmly
extolled.But online, in recent publication, and indeed in the news a darker side emerged of
abuse and suppression within the Quiverful and similar movements with many escaping to find
they can’t return but struggle to fit into the ‘worldly’ society they’ve been taught is
wicked.Matthieu has clearly researched deeply into this and takes a cautious but an incredibly
respectful and tactful tone to exploring the real feelings of young women who have been raised
in this movement without degrading them nor the personal beliefs of these women but still
enough to leave the reader quivering with anger at the injustice of it all.Rachel is 17yrs old the
second daughter in a ultra-conservative Christian family and is basically terrified of becoming
her mum and older sister Faith who is 19, married with a child and another on the way and
equally of not being good enough to be a good wife and mother in Christ like them.After her
mother sinks into depression after a miscarriage, Rachel has to take on her mother’s chores
alongside her own. Rachel begins to get frustrated and questioning things especially her own
feelings ignited by the return to the district of a girl who ran away from the church which leads
her to use the family computer without supervision.Guilt and Shame are a major theme
throughout as Rachel is in a constant state of guilt and shame; that she is not a good enough
Christian, daughter or sister; that she dreams of more than being a wife; that she wants to leave;
that she isn’t quite ready to shake off her manners and behaviours; that she is curious about a
boy; that she is immodest; that she still wants a relationship with God.Along with a unbearable
need to please or ‘be sweet’; her parents; siblings; the preacher; and in time Lauren.The inner
turmoil of Rachel burns and sears through the page and across your heart, I think it’s a book that
caring parents should read as much as young people should to assess their own intentions,
vocabulary and behaviour for its potential impact on the long term happiness of their
children.Jennifer Mathieu has written a deep, compelling and powerful book here in the quiet but
earthshaking rebellions of feminism as the awakening of such feelings can challenge, unsettle
and even destroy worlds of existence.I found this an emotional read on several levels, my heart



breaks for the mindset of guilt and shame for any feelings of individualism or desire to be
anymore than a wife and mother, I raged at the injustice of the indoctrination and misogyny by
the movement and my heart burns with pride for those who like Rachel have the courage to free
themselves from these thought shackles.”

Mr. D. L. Rees, “BORN TO BE FREE?. Texas. Seventeen year old Rachel Walker narrates, her
family members of the Calvary Church cult. Life is dominated by prayer and quotes from the
Bible, father determined all shall remain on the path to eternal glory. Any hint of wavering means
being sent to the "Journey of Faith" programme, to return cleansed after a thorough
brainwashing.This is chilling fare, Rachel understandably wondering if God really intended for
women to exist simply to be wives and mothers, everybody to be hemmed in by so many
restrictions. She knows of one who managed to get away, Lauren Sullivan now a pariah as far as
the cult is concerned. Can she similarly make the break?Movingly she tries. Can she cope in a
world so new to her, able to do things hitherto so strictly denied - speak to boys who are not her
brothers, watch television, read books like Madeleine L'Engle's "A Wrinkle in Time"? Soon to be
eighteen, can she enrol herself at school? Will her family ever forgive, the cult forever to try
drawing her back in?Many may find this read thoroughly disturbing, horrified at the
straitjacketing inflicted by extremists in the name of the Lord. Hopes will be high Rachel can still
be faithful to God whilst developing talents which will be so appreciated by others.MIssion
impossible?  Here we find out.”

catsholiday, “A very interesting and thought provoking novel. This is a novel and it reminded me
a bit of 'A Song for Issey Bradley' or the memoir ''Educated ' by Tara Westover as they are all
children brought up in homes where religion has taken far too prominent a part in their lives.In
the book, the family is Calvary Christian which seems to me to be not a lot different from the
Mormons as women are there to be homemakers and baby machines. They don't argue with
men and dress in a way that is not tempting to men!!Sadly these Christian sects do seem to
exist in parts of the USA and their views are repressive and controlling of women. Children are
homeschooled , do domestic duties and go to church and that is about it. They don't mix with
anyone outside their church circle. They are not allowed to read novels and bible study takes
place every evening as a family led by the father. They are not allowed to use the computer and
certainly not the internet.Rachel is the second daughter who is just 17 and she and her younger
sister Ruth seem to almost run the house as mother is either pregnant or in the latest pregnancy
she miscarries and takes to her bed with depression for months.Rachel battles with her faith and
her desire for knowledge.I found it a very easy read and really empathized with both Rachel and
felt her anxiety and stress as she battled with keeping her family going while Mother took to her
bed and her burning desire to learn.It was a real eye-opener and I know it is a novel but I do
suspect that there are all too many families like this where control is exerted over the females in
the family under the name of religion.”
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