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chapter one

Somewhere over the AtlAntic oceAn

MEG CLUTCHED THE arms of her seat as the plane bounced 
up and down. She closed her eyes and gritted her teeth. We’re going 

down; I just know it!
“We are experiencing a wee bit of turbulence,” the clipped voice of the 

British pilot assured the passengers. “Please remain seated and buckled up,”
A wee bit? Who is he kidding! Her heart pounded. When is this going to 

stop?
“Hey, hey, little lady. Relax. It will calm down. Don’t worry.” 
Meg opened her eyes and turned to glance at the man next to her. The 

older, bearded gentleman smiled.
Meg still clung on to the armrests as the plane jerked back and forth. 

“When I flew over to the UK, we didn’t have any of this.” 
“It’s just a wee bit of air turbulence.” Her seatmate sounded as British as 

the pilot.
“Well, it doesn’t feel like a wee bit at all. I’m terrified.” The plane smoothed 

out as the words left her mouth.
“See? What did I tell you? Smooth as smooth can be.” He turned back 

to his book.
Meg sighed, relieved he didn’t ask her why she had been in the UK. She 

knew too well why God had sent her on that mission trip. Now she just 
wanted to be left alone. Trying to forget what happened there wasn’t working.

Meg relived the shock of her life that she’d experienced in Birmingham. 
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Her mother, who had deserted her, Dad, and her sister Maddie over ten years 
ago, had showed up as part of the same mission team she’d been assigned to. 
She knew this was no coincidence—it was God. When her mother realized 
who she was, Meg bolted. She wanted nothing to do with this woman. But 
God intervened. Her mother retreated to the dark steps of the balcony in 
the old church where they were working. Meg watched from the shadows as 
her mother collapsed, the sobs wracking her body. Meg knew she had been 
brutal in her response. She sought counsel from a leader and then discovered 
her mother had done the same. Mother and daughter agreed to meet. It 
was a tense and strained brief meeting. Another shocker—they both lived in 
Chicago. Now it was time to face what she had tried to forget. Why couldn’t 
it just go away?

God, I know You won’t let me sleep or have any peace until I deal with this. 
I know I said I forgave her, but have I really? Oh, God . . . 

Meg closed her eyes to shut out the whole confrontation, but it felt like a 
ghost that kept visiting. The whole scene repeated in her mind.

“You’re not my mother! Mothers don’t desert their children. If you’d 
been there, Maddie wouldn’t have died.” The horror on her mother’s face was 
implanted in her memory. But Meg knew the truth. Maddie had chosen to 
get in the car that night. Who would have expected that she and her friends 
would be hit head on by a drunk driver?  Dad said it was their mother’s fault, 
which had been easy to believe after all that had gone wrong in their lives. 

I hate her for making the last ten years of my life so lonely and miserable.
Meg squeezed her eyes shut, hoping to stop the flow of tears. She turned 

her head toward the window so the man next to her would not be aware of 
her distress. She dug a tissue out of her pocket. God, I’m not over losing my 
sister, and now You’ve brought a mother into my life who deserted me. I’m freaked 
out; I don’t know what to do. 

Trust Me, My child. Trust Me.

5
chicAgo, illinoiS

Ellen was cleaning cupboards in the kitchen. She pulled a stack of plates 
out of the cupboard and set them on the counter. She checked her phone, 
knowing Meg had been back from the UK for five days. Why doesn’t she call? 
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Every day she expected to hear from her—at least an email. Ellen carried her 
cell phone with her everywhere, making sure it was always charged and the 
ringer was turned up as far as it would go.

The doorbell rang. It must be Derek. He was coming over to put shelves 
in the laundry room. She went to let him in. She peeked at him through the 
peephole and opened the door.

“The love of my life,”  Derek said, opening his arms to give her a bear 
hug. A lengthy kiss followed.

He followed her into the kitchen. “Didn’t you just clean all those a few 
weeks ago?” He put his arms around her and kissed her neck. “I’m going to 
need your assistance in putting those shelves up.”

“I never finished these two cupboards.” She turned around and leaned 
against him. “Meg still hasn’t called.”

“I know.”
“Derek, I’m so scared. I’m afraid she won’t want to have anything to do 

with me. Not that I blame her.”
“Ellen, look at me.” He put his hand under her chin and raised her head. 

“We’ve been over and over this a thousand times. I know you have been 
through a nightmare of emotions, good and bad, but we just can’t keep liv-
ing out of this. We have to leave it in God’s hands.” Derek pulled away and 
walked over to the coffeepot and poured himself a cup.

Ellen watched him put cream in his coffee and stir it, and stir it, and stir 
it. 

“I know, I know. I keep giving it to God and then taking it back.” Ellen 
went back to taking dishes out of the cupboard.

“Ellen. Please understand what I’m about to say.” Derek leaned against 
the counter and took a sip of coffee. “You know how much I love you. I can 
only imagine the trauma you have been through these last few months. But I 
really want you to get some counseling.” He took another sip. “What if Meg 
doesn’t make contact? With our wedding in a few months, I’m worried that 
you won’t really be there. Your mind will be on Meg. And not on us.” 

Ellen went cold all over. He just doesn’t understand.
Derek put his coffee down, grabbed her hand, and led her into the living 

room to the couch. He pulled her down and put his arm around her, holding 
her tight.

Ellen relaxed in his arms. Maybe he’s right. 
“I’ll talk to pastor on Sunday.”
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“That’s not what I meant. You need to make an appointment for pro-
fessional counseling, not just have a quick chat and prayer after the service.”

“Derek, I really don’t think that’s necessary. I’m fine. I promise I’ll be all 
there for the wedding.” She went back into the kitchen. Derek followed. 

“I’m sure Meg will call.” Ellen turned back to the cupboards.
“But what if she doesn’t make contact before the wedding? And what 

about now? I feel I’ve lost you . . . to what I’m not exactly sure.” He turned 
abruptly and left the kitchen.

Ellen heard him walk out the front door. She grabbed his coffee cup and 
dumped it in the sink. Coffee splashed everywhere. “He’ll never understand” 
echoed in the empty kitchen.

But Meg has to call. She just has to.

5
Derek stomped down the stairs and walked to his car. God, what am I 

going to do? I love her, and if Meg never calls . . . what then? Instead of getting 
into his car he walked, praying with every step. Maybe I need the counseling, 
especially if Meg never makes contact. He turned around and headed back to 
his car. Maybe pastor is available now. He pulled out of the parking spot and 
turned toward church. 

So much of life had changed since meeting Ellen. They had met when 
they both were living in Portland. She was a waitress and their first contact 
had been at the restaurant. He was a lawyer who frequented the restaurant 
with coworkers. She told him she didn’t date, and he wanted nothing to 
do with church. But then her best friend, Claudine, encouraged her to see 
if Derek might help her find her girls. She relented and asked for his help. 
She had been searching for her girls for over ten years, but they could not be 
found. How they both ended up in Chicago was quite a God happening. A 
mystery—some parts still to be solved.

The church was not far from Ellen’s house. Pastor Joe was getting ready 
to lock the front door of the church and leave for the day but agreed to see 
Derek.

“Thank you for seeing me. I hope I’m not holding you up or interfering 
in any way.”

“Not at all; that’s what I’m here for. Come back to the office.”
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Derek and Ellen loved this small multicultural church. It reminded him 
of the one in Portland where he surrendered his life to Jesus. 

“I can see you are stressed. Tell me what’s going on.” Pastor Joe gestured 
to an overworn chair and sat in a matching one across from Derek.

Derek poured out his frustration about Ellen’s obsession over Meg. “I feel 
I’ve lost her. Our wedding is in a few months, and until this is resolved I think 
we should postpone the wedding.” Derek looked questioningly at Pastor Joe.

“Have you suggested that to Ellen?”
“Yes, but she said she didn’t want to postpone it.” Derek looked down at 

his hands. “But our life right now revolves around if and when Meg calls. I 
suggested she come to you for counsel, but she insists she’s fine and promised 
she would be all there for the wedding.”

“But if Meg doesn’t call, or never calls, how do you think she will react?”
“I have no idea, and that’s what I’m afraid of. What should I do?”
“Derek, there is another factor that you haven’t considered.”
“What’s that?”
“Maddie. She has lost a child. And she’s afraid she’s going to lose Meg.” 
“I never thought of Maddie being part of this.”
“I know you have been praying, and I certainly will. That’s the first step. 

I think you just need to keep loving Ellen and being there for her. It will be 
hard. Ask the Holy Spirit to give you insight into how she is feeling. Ellen has 
been through a very traumatic time. Not only has she found one daughter, 
but she lost another daughter in a horrific accident. Encourage her to talk 
about Maddie and what she remembers about her.” Pastor Joe shifted in his 
chair and leaned forward. “I will see if I can talk to her about seeking some 
professional counseling, and I would also suggest a few sessions of premarital 
counseling.”

“Thank you so much, Pastor Joe. That sounds like a plan. I know I’ve 
blown it. She’s been through so much in such a short period of time.”

They stood. Pastor Joe came, put his arm around Derek, and prayed for 
him, Ellen, and Meg.

As he walked to the car, he wondered how he would be processing all this 
if it had happened to him. One day at a time I will be as patient and loving as 
I can. God, I love her. I want her whole . . . 

I know. So do I. Trust Me, Derek.


