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Dedication


	 


	For Sharen, my miracle baby, I love you from the bottom of my heart


	 


	For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life. John 3:16, KJV


	 


	 


	




Chapter One


	 


	Becca Martin stepped up to the foot of an unusual rope ladder. “What am I supposed to do?” 


	"Climb up to the top, where you will find an unexpected blessing waiting," a voice called. 


	Okay, I'll see where this takes me. She began placing her feet and hands in the loops someone had tied into the ropes. The further she climbed, the more nervous she became. "I need to climb down. I need to go back!" she cried.


	"Becca, come on! You need to climb all the way to the top." 


	"Mama, is that you?" Becca turned and looked back, but she only saw emptiness below.


	"Come on honey, you can do it!” her father called from higher up the ladder. 


	"God Help Me! Daddy? Why do I see nothing but emptiness below me, and more rope above?"


	"You must keep going; if you try to turn back now, you shall fall to your death!" an unfamiliar voice whispered in her ear.


	"God Help Me!"


	"No! No! I don't want to die!"


	Becca awoke with an inexplicable urge to go mountain climbing. Instead of getting dressed for work, she put on her jeans, sweat shirt and hiking boots. I don't get it, I haven't been mountain climbing since I was a teenager and here I am getting ready for a trip. Why in the world do I feel like going mountain climbing, and where in the world am I supposed to go? Can I do this? Really, after all these years?


	"Follow the signs that point the way to the North coast hiking trail," a voice whispered from somewhere deep within her soul, followed by an odd tingling sensation that spread throughout her body. "Lord, is that you? Are you really there after all this time?" The tingling sensation grew stronger as her heart shifted into an unfamiliar rhythm. She wondered if the dream had some significance in her life. She often heard a voice calling to her from somewhere deep within the inner recesses of her mind.


	Becca tiptoed through the apartment to the hall table to get her cell phone and car keys. She stopped short when she heard a voice calling out to her from the bedroom off the kitchen. "Where do you think you're going so early this morning, Becca?"


	"I had another one of my horrible nightmares and I feel the need to go on some strange climbing excursion." Becca picked up her keys and iPhone as she trudged to the door.


	"You know Ashur won't be happy if you leave, don't you?"


	"Well, maybe that's true, but I'm doing this for reasons neither he nor you will ever understand. I hate my dead-end job and Ashur Brooks is impossible to please, so if I lose my job, then it's for the best. I got to go."


	"Don't say I didn't warn you," Shelly called as Becca headed out the door.


	"Consider me thoroughly warned. Goodbye, Shelly."


	***


	"Follow the signs that will take you to your chosen destination."  


	When Becca heard that strange whisper from out of nowhere again, she began to pray in earnest. "Father in heaven, if you are really there like the Bible says you are and if you want me to climb this mysterious mountain, you'll have to get me to my destination because I'm scared out of my wits and I don't think I can do this alone."


	"Fear thou not; for I am with thee: be not dismayed; for I am thy God: I will strengthen thee; yea, I will help thee; yea, I will uphold thee with the right hand of my righteousness." A familiar verse from the book of Isaiah filled her heart with peace.


	A few miles up ahead, she spotted the first sign that directed her to turn right onto a long winding country road. "Hmm, this doesn't look like any road I've seen before." She slowed to a crawl looking for more signs ahead. Seeing nothing but open road in front of her, she increased her speed. Her heart began to pound as the memory of a church camping trip came crashing down around her.


	***


	Hey Becca, are you going to Sweet Water Park with us? The church is planning a special outing to celebrate your birthday today, and maybe we can get in some rock climbing while we're there." Amanda Martin stood to her full height of six feet after packing her climbing gear for the church's Saturday youth retreat.


	"Of course I'm going; I love to hang out with everybody. But I don't think I'll go climbing this time."


	"Come on Beck, you haven't climbed in four years. It's time you get back on the rocks. Remember what they say, if you fall off a horse, you got to get back in the saddle or you will never ride again. So you got to get back out on those rocks or you'll never be able to enjoy climbing like you did when we were kids."


	"I don't know. Well okay, I'll go out on the rocks again, but only if you go with me."


	"Of course I'll go with you silly girl. I was with you back then and I'll be there for you this time." Amanda gave her younger sister a playful swat on the arm.


	"Listen Mandy, I'm not saying I can climb the rocks again, but I'll try. If I can't do it for some odd reason, I just can't, okay?"


	"That's fine; all I ask is that you give it your best shot."


	"Well, I got my backpack all packed up and ready to go. What about you?"


	"I'm ready when you are." Amanda picked up her phone and keys after hoisting her pack onto her shoulders and led the way out to her car.


	When the Martin sisters arrived at the park about an hour later, Amanda saw several of their friends from Middle Creek Community Church youth group working their way up the rocks, bike paths, and hiking trails. "Come on, let's do this thing."


	"God Help me! God Help Me!"


	"Becca, are you okay? You look a little green around the gills." Amanda placed an arm around Becca's shoulders.


	"I thought I heard someone crying for help."


	"I didn't hear anything."


	"I swear I heard a woman crying for help. Oh well, maybe it was just my imagination. Come on, let's do this.”


	As the girls walked over to what used to be their favorite rocky slope, Becca thought she heard the distant echo of a woman crying for help. "God Help me!" Her heart began to pound and her stomach lurched for a moment.


	"Come on Becca, don't wig out now," she muttered under her breath as she and Amanda stepped onto the rock. All at once, her heart shifted into overdrive as a wave of panic threatened to overwhelm her.


	"God help me!"


	"Come on Beck!"


	"God Help me! God Help Me!"


	"Becca, are you all right?"


	"Mandy, I can't do this! I got to get off this rock now because I think I'm going to be sick!" Becca turned and ran off the slope into the grass.


	***


	Shelly Marcus walked into Ashur Brook's office that morning as a frisson of fear crept up her spine. "Well, well, well! Look who's here this morning," a voice called from the little alcove where Ashur always sat.


	"Good morning to you, too, Mr. Brooks. What do you need me to do today?"


	"First of all, I don't see your sidekick Becca Martin. Where is she this morning, I wonder?"


	"She said she had to go on some climbing trip. She had another one of her nightmares again."


	"Well, that's just too bad, because nobody and I mean nobody walks out on Ashur Brooks." Ashur's evil laughter set Shelly's teeth on edge. "Now get back to your desk and answer the phone, because your workload just doubled!" He picked up the phone on his desk and called Becca's cell phone."


	***


	Becca slammed on brakes as the ringing of her iPhone jolted her from her reverie. "Hello?"


	"Becca Martin, you'd better get your butt back in my office and get to work, right this minute!"


	"I can't come in today Ashur because I have something I need to take care of."


	"Yeah, I know what you have to take care of! You know that nobody walks out on me, not even you. I hope you fall flat on your face during this climb because you're fired!"


	"Fine!" As she ended the call, a flashing neon sign pointing to a wooded area caught her eye. She pulled off the road into a small parking lot, about a mile off to her right, and sat for a long moment as the reality of what Ashur said to her sank in. "Oh God, what am I supposed to do! I know I didn't get permission to come out here but I felt this strong desire to take this journey. Please help me." Tears streamed down Becca's face as the loss of her job hit her full force.


	"Fear not, for I am with you my child."


	"God Help me! Becca, find out what happened to me, please!" The distant echo in the back of her mind made her shiver.


	"Lord, who is this calling out to me?"


	"Follow me!" The whispered words of comfort deep within her heart gave her the strength to take on the challenge looming before her. She got out of her car, grabbed her backpack from the back seat, and stepped out into unknown territory.


	***


	"Hey Ted, what can I do for you?" Zac Johnson, Chief Investigator of the Tensiltown Police, leaned back in his swivel chair as Ted Morris waltzed into his office.


	"Well Zac, I got a problem, and the Springville posse ain't about to get their hands dirty. I called them sixteen years ago, when we had our first big incident on the stepping stones, no thanks to Ashur Brooks. Now, the problem has just gotten out of hand, I tell you."


	"Well, come on in and have a seat. Your park may not be in my jurisdiction, but I'll do what I can to help you out. Now tell me what seems to be the problem."


	Ted flopped down in the chair across from Zac and poured his heart out to his long-time friend and favorite police chief. "Now things have gotten worse. People are using the rocky slope beside the stepping stones as a slide. I put rails up around those steps, by the way, and it ain't helped keep the scoundrels from oiling them down, and slicking them up with ski wax. Sweet Water ain't a playground. I was hired as the park ranger, so I could have a nice clean place for serious climbers to bring their families to get a taste of what it's like to go mountain climbing before they take on the real mountain trails. I ain't happy about this at all Zac, not one bit happy about it.


	"Well now Ted, I'll just have to go up there and take a look around and see what's going on for myself. By the way, what ever happened to that Peabody girl that went blind?"


	"You know Zac, that's a funny thing. I saw that girl’s body lying in a heap on the rocks, down below the top step of the stone staircase. I don't know exactly what happened but Charles Martin brought his family up to the park to do some climbing. I did happen to notice little Becca Martin standing on the slope beside the stepping stones, just a shaking like a leaf, and crying her little eyes out."


	"Do you think she had something to do with the accident out on the stepping stones?"


	"Naw, but the way she looked gave me a strange hunch, Zac. I believe that the Martin girl saw what happened that day. She may not know it now, but she may know how the Peabody girl died. One question that keeps nagging at me is this. Did the Peabody girl fall off the steps by accident, or did somebody pour oil on those stone steps on purpose?"


	 


	




Chapter Two


	 


	Becca Martin hefted her pack onto her shoulders and stood waiting for further instructions. As she waited, she felt a frisson of fear begin to wrap itself around her like a sheet of ice. "I can't do this! I simply can't do this."


	"God Help Me!"


	"There goes that voice again. I really can't do this!" Her stomach felt queasy all over again, as panic threatened to overwhelm her. Before her fear could completely overcome her, several familiar verses of scripture from her childhood flowed into her mind and soothed her frayed nerves.


	"I know the thoughts I think toward you, thus saith the Lord, thoughts of peace, and not of evil, to give you an expected end." She began to relax as a feeling of peace washed over her.


	"Come unto me and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you and learn from me; for I am meek and lowly in heart. My yoke is easy, and my burden is light." In me you will find rest in your weary soul."


	"Dear Jesus, I feel your presence and if you still love me after I turned away from you, please help me take this journey you have chosen for me because I can't climb this mountain alone. I don't know what happened to turn me away from those rocks, but I need you right now. Thank you for taking away my doubts and fears. Amen."


	In the silence of the open country air, she felt a gentle voice whisper deep in her soul, "Come daughter. Follow the trail up ahead." She immediately saw a wooded trail that started out with what looked to be a wall of some kind with foot and hand holds for her first climb. "I can't do this, Lord. I really can't!" Her heart pounded and her stomach pitched as she stepped toward the rock wall.


	"Come."


	"That voice calls me to do something I know I can't." She turned to run back to her car when a hand gripped her upper arm. "Who's there? Why must I climb this wall? I feel sick at the thought of climbing!" Tears began streaming unbidden down her face.


	"Come my child. Fear not, for I am with you always." The voice and the hand on her arm guided her back to the wall. "Climb with me."


	"I'm very scared Lord, but I'll do it for you." The frisson of fear turned into excitement as she began her long ascent up the odd wall. "What will I find at the top?" She saw a landing a few yards up ahead.


	She climbed upon the top of the wall and flopped down with a deep sigh. "Rest and drink plenty of water my child, for you have a steep climb ahead of you," the voice whispered as she pulled her water canteen toward her and took a refreshing drink.


	"How much further do I have to climb?" Becca munched on a peanut butter cracker while waiting for a divine answer from deep within.


	"The journey has just begun. You will have miles to go before the mission is complete. Follow my lead and take courage. No harm shall come to you my child."


	"Okay, so I'll just have to keep climbing and see where this path takes me. What choice do I have?" As an afterthought, she looked back down at the ground below her. "What if I need to go back down for something? What if I just want to turn tail and run back home? What if I get sick again like I did ten years ago when Amanda and I tried to climb the rocky slope at Sweet Water Park? Oh God, I'm so scared, but yet I'm getting a bit curious too. What do I do?"


	"Your task will fail if you try to turn back. You must move ahead and face your fears. My grace is sufficient for you. Your needs will be supplied during your long perilous journey of faith my child."


	"Well, at least I have an answer to my questions." She pulled herself to her feet and trudged up the path ahead of her. 


	"God help me!" 


	Becca almost tripped over a shiny object lying on the ground at the foot of a steep slope to her left. "What in the world is this?" When she picked up the metal object, she discovered a carabiner with a rope tied to one end of it. "I wonder who could have left that here." Before clipping the rope to her harness, she tested it for sturdiness and stability. When she gave the rope a good hard yank, it neither broke nor careened down the steep incline. She began the long grueling ascent up the mountain with the aid of the rope. 


	A few paces up ahead, she felt herself begin sliding back down the slippery incline.


	"God help me!"


	"Don't fall back down the mountain. Don't fall! Don't fall!" She knelt down on all fours to crawl up the steepest part of the rise. The higher she crawled, the easier her climb became, or so she thought. However, upon rising to her feet, she started slipping back down the mountain. She knelt down on all fours and made the steep climb to the landing above while grabbing the rope for support. She collapsed in a heap and unclipped the rope from her climbing harness, sending it careening back down the slope. "Thank God that's over," she muttered to herself as she sighed in relief.


	While pausing to catch her breath, she spotted a small shack about fifty feet away.  She stepped through the open door into the tiny kitchen. "Hello! Is anyone in there?" She listened for a moment, hearing nothing but her heart pounding in her ears. "I guess not." She stared in awe at the various food items piled high on the dining table and the kitchen counter. She jumped when her cell phone jangled to life inside her jeans pocket. "Hello?"


	"Becca, you have made the first step in a long journey of faith. Partake of the meal, but only pack what you will need for another day's climbing. The rest will be provided for you. Follow your heart my child."


	Before she had a chance to utter a reply, the phone went dead in her hand. She slipped her phone into the side pocket of her pack, and prepared to rest for the night.


	***


	Sunlight streaming through the open window woke Becca bright and early the next morning. "Where am I?"


	"You are in the little cabin at the top of a very steep mountain. Arise my child. You must eat and pack up some food for your long journey today. Be sure to fill your canteen with water for the climb ahead is long and difficult." She ate a quick breakfast before filling her pack for the day's journey.


	Stepping out into the bright sunlight, she gasped in surprise upon seeing a hooded figure near the doorstep. "Come." 


	She followed the hooded figure up a gentle slope, away from the little cabin where she'd spent the previous night. After a long while, the figure took a sharp right hand turn where the grade became much steeper. All of a sudden, she stopped short for a fleeting moment to listen to the beautiful music filling the air. The figure turned and whispered, "Follow me."


	"Where is that beautiful music coming from?"


	"Follow the heavenly music to your resting place for the night." Becca felt that still small voice whispering within her heart again. She followed the hooded figure up the steep, uneven slope. Although the grade didn't seem to be as steep as the one she'd climbed the day before, the rocks and roots in her path made climbing seem much more difficult. 


	The figure held up a hand to signal a meal stop at midday. "Eat, rest, you have miles yet to go before you sleep my child." 


	Becca dropped her bag on the ground and unpacked the ingredients for the noon meal. The figure placed several armloads of firewood a few feet from where she stood.  "Before you can eat, you must light a fire."


	"I don't know how."


	"Here, let me show you." The hooded figure picked up a couple of flint stones and struck them together to create a spark. "This girl will never make it out here on her own."


	Becca watched the figure struggle to get the fire started. The figure grunted and grumbled in frustration as she struck and scraped the stones together, with no sign of a spark. After what seemed like hours, the figure finally gave the stones to Becca. “I give up! Here, you try."


	Becca scrubbed and scrubbed the stones together and blew on the wood for what seemed like hours. All of a sudden, the flame engulfed the pile of wood. "Yes!" they cheered in unison.


	The hooded figure produced a cast iron pot which Becca filled with water from her canteen. She chopped the few vegetables she'd packed, and dropped them into the pot, along with a few slices of dried beef, herbs and spices. While the meat and vegetables simmered on the fire, she toasted several slices of bread on a large flat stone.


	After they ate their luncheon, Becca cleaned the picnic area while the hooded figure doused the fire. "Who are you?" she asked.


	"My name is not important. I am a shepherd who has been sent to lead you to the church at the top of this long steep hill. We must move out quickly, for we have several miles to go before sundown. The evening service begins in the worship hall at dusk, and we mustn't be late.”


	"Look, I don't know who you are or why I'm here, but I do know that every time I climb one of these steep mountain ranges, I constantly hear a voice crying, 'God help me!' and then I get so scared that all I want to do is turn tail and run. I just wish the nightmares I've had for the past sixteen years would go away!" Becca blinked back the tears that threatened to spill down her cheeks. "I'm trying to carry on a conversation with you to somehow distract myself from the fear I have of climbing these mountains!"


	"Peace be with you my friend. Do not be afraid, for there is nothing in your path to harm you. God is in control of your travels because He has chosen the path you must take. I only say that who I am is not important to you because I am just a lowly servant of God led to guide you to the big church where you shall partake of a feast and rest for the night. Follow the heavenly music and let it fill your heart with joy! Rest assured that you are in my prayers and you always will be. Now, let us travel onward, for dusk will be upon us before we know it."


	Becca followed her guide up the steep mountain, allowing the beautiful music to fill her heart with a heavenly glow. She began to sing the hymn that her mother sang to her as a small child. The memory of being wrapped in her mother's arms warmed her heart. "Lord, if you're still there after all these years, please help me make it through this journey you have chosen for me. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for sending this guiding angel to me. In Jesus' name, Amen."


	The love of God flowed all around her as the Holy Spirit spoke to her troubled soul. "Sing praises unto the Lord my child and you will be richly blessed." She continued to sing along with the beautiful voices as they grew ever closer.


	A short time later, the hooded figure stepped aside motioning Becca through the door of a large building, before disappearing into the woods. "Well hello my dear! You must be Becca Martin. We've been expecting you for some time now. Our pastor has kindly asked me to greet you and welcome you into our village perish. Please come in and join us for a nice hot meal before our evening worship service. I'm sure we can find you a place to rest for the night. Won't you join us?" A matronly woman greeted Becca at the entrance to the church.


	"I'd love too."


	"Come and sit by the fire. The evening meal will be served momentarily after which we will all proceed into the chapel to sing praises, and give thanks to our Lord and savior for the blessings we have received in days past, and for the blessings He has in store for us in the days ahead." The matronly woman led Becca into a large room with several dining tables and chairs placed in rows in the center of the room. Several comfortable looking armchairs lined the East wall. "Have a seat my child while I get you something cool to drink."


	"Thank you ma'am," Becca replied as she placed her heavy pack beside her chair.


	"Oh my goodness! I never introduced myself, did I? Please forgive my forgetfulness dear. You can call me Hannah. While you wait, kindly remove your shoes and stockings, and I'll have a serving girl bring out a tub of warm water in which to soak your tired feet."


	As the matronly woman stepped from the room, Becca removed her boots and socks. "Ok, that's strange that she thinks these cheap socks are stockings." She stretched her legs out to rest them after the long walk she had endured for the past two days.  


	While she awaited Hannah’s return, she pulled her cell phone out of the side pocket of her bag. "Hmm, I wonder why I can't get a signal up here."


	Becca looked up at the sound of approaching footsteps to see a young lady carrying a pail of warm water. "Hello Miss, my name is Annette and I will be your serving girl during your visit in our humble hall of worship." Annette placed the pail in front of Becca and helped her slide her feet into the refreshing water. She looked up and saw the phone in Becca's hand. "Cellular phones don't work up here. We live a much simpler life here than down below where you come from. Should you need to contact anyone during your stay, there is a public phone in the clerk’s office down the hall.  When I take you to your room in our visitor's dorm, I will be happy to show you the way."


	Thanks for the offer but that won't be necessary. I have received a few unusual calls here lately."


	"Ah, I see. Well, I'm pretty sure you won't get any unusual calls up here in these mountains." Annette patted Becca on the shoulder. "By the way, I brought you a nice refreshing cup of iced tea. It will help you relax."


	"Thank you kindly for the foot bath and refreshing drink." Becca put the phone back in her bag and took a tentative sip of the iced tea. "Mm, this is so nice!" She emitted a long, contented sigh and leaned back in her chair.


	"God bless you my child. If there is anything you need, please let us know. We are here to serve our visitors." Annette slipped out of the room as a peaceful feeling unraveled Becca's jangled nerves.


	"Thank you Lord for keeping me safe on my climb thus far, please help me to find peace with you and with myself once again."


	"Well done, my good and faithful servant. Eat and rest in this place tonight, for you have miles to go in the days ahead."


	Several moments later, Hannah stepped into the room once more. "Oh, hello my dear. I see Annette has brought you some tea and your foot bath." She gave Becca a pair of clean woolen stockings as she lifted her feet from the pail and dried them on a towel..."These stockings will keep your feet warm but they are light enough to make your journey much easier.”


	"Will my hiking boots fit over them?"  


	"Oh yes my dear. However, Nanette will wash your clothing so you can take it with you when you leave."


	"What was that?" A happy and joyous melody rang out filling Becca's heart with gladness. 


	"That is the bell that calls the villagers to come dine and worship with us. Doesn't it sound like a joyous call?"


	"It does!" Becca donned her boots and followed Hannah over to a seat at one of the tables.


	Hannah placed a gentle hand on her shoulder. "You must wait for our minister to bless the food before you can be seated and partake of the meal. It won't be long now."


	Becca glanced over her shoulder as a robed figure sidled up to her hostess. "Who is this young lady joining us for dinner tonight, Hannah?" The minister gave Becca a friendly smile.


	"This is our friend, Becca Martin, who has been called to take a journey up into the mountains beyond our little village."  


	The priest shook Becca's Hand, "I am Father Michael Miller, and I am the minister of this wonderful church. It is so nice to meet you my dear. God bless you."


	"God Bless you too, Father. I'm so glad to have made it here in one piece. I had a scary trip up the mountains so far."


	"Welcome my child." Father Michael walked up to a large podium and a hush fell over the room as he prepared to bless the food. "Father in Heaven, Hallowed be Thy name. We come to you tonight to thank you for the food, ask for your blessing as we partake of it, and allow it to nourish our bodies while you fill our souls with the Holy Spirit. Bless the hands that prepared this meal and give these nice ladies the strength to continue to do thy will. I also ask that you bless young Becca as she embarks upon the journey you have set for her. Teach her to open her heart and do your blessed will.  Keep her safe and lead, guide, and direct her in the path she must follow to fulfill your plan for her life. I ask all these things in the name of Jesus, for all things are done to glorify you, for thine is the power, the kingdom, and the glory forever, Amen." Everyone took their seats and began to pass around the fine dishes prepared by the ladies of the church. Hannah introduced Becca to several other people seated at their table. As she ate, she told her fellow diners about the journey she had been led to take and how she had been safely guided by a hooded figure up a steep and treacherous hillside to the church for a meal and evening worship. She also informed them about the strange dream that had led her on her perilous journey. Wiping her hands on the beautiful handcrafted napkin she stated, "I don't understand where I am to go or what I am to do during my travels."


	The church secretary laid a gentle hand on her arm. "Have patience and be not afraid my dear, you will discover God's plan for you in due time. Be grateful for each day the Lord blesses you with and take one step at a time. God has a purpose for this journey and it shall be revealed according to His will. For now, we must clean up and go into the chapel for evening worship."


	As Annette gathered the dishes and proceeded to the kitchen, Becca and her table mates made their way into the sanctuary. "I heard the choir practice this afternoon as I made my way up the hillside. The hymn they sang sounded so beautiful that I began to sing along." The ladies smiled warmly at the girl as they found their seats and sang along with the choir.


	***


	Nanette led Becca down a long dark hallway and up a flight of stairs to the nearest guest room. "This is where you will spend the night. I have placed a wash basin on the dressing table and a night dress at the foot of your bed. Is there anything else you will need before I leave you?"


	"No, that will be all.” Becca turned on a lamp and spotted her backpack lying under a small table in the center of the room. A suit of freshly laundered clothing lay neatly folded on the bureau at the foot of the bed.  


	"All right then, if there is nothing more, I will bid you a blessed and peaceful night's sleep."


	"Thanks for your assistance, Nanette, and you have a blessed night also," Becca called as Nanette eased the door shut behind her.


	Becca took a moment to mull over the events of the day. "How nice these people are to live such a simple life as they do. I wonder what it would be like to live in a world where electricity is rarely used except when absolutely necessary." She slid between the warm sheets and drifted into a deep sleep.


	***


	She walked up a long stretch of hilly roadway. In the distance, she heard a cry, "God help me!" She turned in the direction from whence the cry came and crept through the snow without seeing any sign of life.


	"Lord, please help the poor soul crying for help.”


	"God, please help me!"


	"Who are you and where are you? I can't see you!" Becca spun in circles looking for someone, anyone to help her find the distraught woman.


	"God, please help me!"


	"No! No, don't leave.” 


	“Show me where you are and I'll help you.” 


	"Don't go!"


	She sat upright in bed gasping for air. She felt as though her heart would pound right out of her chest. 


	"Miss Becca? Are you all right?" She heard a gentle knock on her door before she saw a lady in a white robe standing in the entry way.


	"Who are you? You look like an angel." Becca shivered in the darkness.


	"Oh no, I'm not an angel," the woman laughed as she lighted the oil lamp on the bedside table. "My name is Mary. I too am a visitor needing a place to rest for the night. I heard you cry out in your sleep so I came to see if I could be of service to you."


	Becca told the kind lady about the dream she'd had and the nightmares she'd experienced for the past sixteen years. "I don't know if God is sending me on this strange journey to find out what happened so long ago but I do know that this whole climbing expedition scares me. I haven't been climbing since I was twelve. I just want the distant cries for help to stop and I want to go home!"


	"There there, child. You've had a long climb up here, and you have miles ahead of you." Mary wrapped her arms around Becca as tears fell unbidden down her cheeks. "Let me pray with you for our heavenly Father has a purpose for sending you on a journey such as this. All you have to do is listen to the still small voice whispering in your heart and follow the people he has chosen to guide you along your way. You shall find the answers you seek. Shall I pray with you now?"


	"Certainly, thank you for coming to my aid."


	"The pleasure is all mine." Mary took Becca's hands in hers. "Father in heaven, hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come, thy Will be done, in earth as it is in heaven. Father, I come to praise your Holy name for the blessings we have received during the meal and the evening worship. Thank you for sending this lovely young lady into our midst. Father, I ask that you guide her down the path you have chosen and heal her wounded spirit. Keep her safe and give her the strength to do your blessed will. Lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil, for Thine is the kingdom, the power and the glory forever in the name of Jesus we pray. Amen."

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
A STEPPING
STON ES MYSTERY

17% Harrison






OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





