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DEDICATION 
 

This book is dedicated to young people everywhere. 
May God help you to find His perfect will 

 for your life, and may He grant you the courage 
 to meet the challenge. 
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CHAPTER ONE 
 

ALONE ON THE BEACH 
 

 Twelve-year-old Paul Fisher shoved his hands deep into his jacket 
pockets to keep them warm. Earlier, when he had started walking down the 
beach, it had been calm. Now a strong wind began to blow off of the ocean. The 
roar of the waves seemed louder, and Paul knew that the tide was turning.  
 I guess I better walk back to the house, he muttered to himself as he 
turned around. 
 Paul was tall for his age. But, that didn’t keep Joe Rossi, the school bully, 
from picking on him. Ever since Paul had moved in with his uncle Fred and Aunt 
Trudy two months ago, that school bully had picked on him. The very thought 
made him mad. 
 That’s not my biggest problem, Paul thought to himself. Tears pooled in 
his brown eyes. It’s just that I miss my mom and dad so much! Why did they 
have to go to China anyway? Why did they have to be missionaries? Couldn’t 
they just stay home and live like normal people? It’s not that I don’t like Uncle 
Fred and Aunt Trudy; it’s just that I miss my parents. I miss my school, and I miss 
my friends .It’s just not fair!  Paul frowned. On top of that, I can’t stand living with 
my cousin, Dana. She drives me nuts! Thank God my other cousins, Johnny and 
Billy, are too young to be much of a bother! 
 Dana, on the other hand, adored her cousin Paul. She was top of her fifth 
grade class, and one of the most popular kids in the school. She was outgoing 
and fun, with a great sense of humor. When she first heard that Paul was going 
to come and live with them, her blue eyes lit up with excitement. She had looked 
forward to showing him the mysterious caves along the beach that they could 
explore when the tide was out. She could show him the big sand dunes that a 
person could play on and hide behind. And, she could show him how to hunt for 
pretty shells and rocks along the shoreline. Dana made sure that she thanked 
God for letting Paul come live with them.  
 Paul didn’t realize how far he had walked until he turned around. He 
peered down the beach in the direction he had come, hoping to see the Fisher’s 
house. But, all he saw were miles of shoreline edged by jumbled driftwood, and 
mounds of sand.  
 The wind tugged at Paul’s jacket and hair as if trying to pick a fight. Salt 
spray stung his eyes. “I hate this place!” Paul blurted out loud. A young gull 
suddenly swooped low in front of him, its shrill cries seeming to mock him. At that 
moment a rush of water caught him off balance, nearly sending him toppling into 
the wet surf. 
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 Paul clamped his teeth together in anger as he beat a quick retreat to 
higher ground. “I just don’t get it,” He muttered to himself, “why anybody would 
want to live in this noisy, wet place!” 
 After what seemed like hours, Paul looked up and spotted the gray, shake 
house. He tried to pick up the pace, but with every step the sand closed in 
around his shoes as if trying to suck him downward. Finally he reached the back 
door. He stomped the sticky sand off his shoes before entering the cozy kitchen. 
Aunt Trudy was busy stacking pancakes on to a plate. She looked up and smiled 
at him. “Good morning, Paul. Did you enjoy your walk on the beach?” 
 “Uh-hmmmm” he mumbled as he plopped down at the table. 
 “Hi!” Dana said with a grin. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a 
ponytail, and she was wearing her old jeans and sweatshirt. Great! Paul thought 
to himself. She probably expects me to spend all day with her on the beach. He 
rudely ignored her. 
 “You’re just in time for breakfast, Paul,” Mr. Fisher said. “Let’s pray and 
thank the Lord for His provision.” He bowed his head and began to pray. 
 Paul stared at his plate. I don’t believe in prayer! Not anymore! He thought 
angrily. And, somehow, some way, I’m going to get out of here! 
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CHAPTER TWO 

 

THE LONG SATURDAY 
 
 After breakfast, Uncle Fred turned to Paul. “We have a lot of work to do 
today, Paul. I need you to help me replace some shingles on the garage roof, 
and then we need to also replace some boards on the old shed out back. If we 
have time, we need to build some new shelves for the shed.” 
 Paul stared at his plate of half eaten pancakes and frowned. He pressed 
his lips together to stop the rush of angry words that threatened to burst forth. He 
so badly wanted to scream, “No! No! No! This is Saturday! I want to do what I 
want to do!” Instead, he said in an unemotional tone, “Well, Uncle Fred. I have a 
lot of homework to do for school.” He lifted his head and squinted at his uncle. 
 Mrs. Fisher and Dana quietly got up and began clearing the table. Mr. 
Fisher set down the coffee cup he was holding and looked intently at Paul. 
“Paul,” he said firmly, “I realize that you have homework to do, but it can be 
finished this evening. Besides, I happened to see your teacher in town last night, 
and she said that you didn’t have much homework to do this weekend.” 
 Paul dropped his eyes. This time he stared at his crumpled napkin. Why 
do I have to work? He thought to himself. This isn’t my house, and Uncle Fred 
and Aunt Trudy aren’t my parents. I don’t care about the leaky garage, or that 
stupid old shed either. As Paul sat there thinking about his former life with his 
friends and school, self-pity took over.  
 Uncle Fred interrupted his thoughts. “Paul,” he said, “I know that it has not 
been easy for you to come and live with us while your parents are in China, but I 
think that if you give us half a chance, you’ll find out that it’s not all that bad. 
Besides, Paul, God has it all under control, and He has you here for a reason.” 
 Paul jumped up, almost knocking his chair over. As far as he was 
concerned, God didn’t care about him at all. If God cared, then his life wouldn’t 
have been turned upside down. “May I be excused, please?” 
 “Of course,” Mr. Fisher said. “I’ll meet you in the garage in ten minutes.” 
 Dana was drying the dishes as Mrs. Fisher washed them. She watched 
Paul stomp into his bedroom and slam the door. “Mom,” she said as she dried a 
plate, “do you think Paul really knows Jesus? I mean, I know that his parents are 
saved, but Paul is so angry and unhappy since he came here.” 
 Mrs. Fisher shook her head sadly. “Honey, only God knows Paul’s heart, 
but he sure is having some major problems. We need to really pray for him.” 
 Mr. Fisher showed Paul how to lay the shingles and nail them into the 
roof. After awhile, Paul discovered that it was sort of fun laying them out so that 
the rain couldn’t get in between them. He was almost sorry when that job was 
done. 
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 “Good job, Paul!” Mr. Fisher said with a wide grin. “Let’s take a break, and 
then we’ll work on those boards.” 
 After a quick snack, Mr. Fisher taught Paul how to remove the old boards 
and measure the new ones. Then he showed Paul how to use the skill saw to cut 
them. Paul found that he was thoroughly enjoying this job. He was proud of the 
way that old shed looked when they had finished, and he was even sorry when 
Mr. Fisher wanted to take a coffee break. Paul was eager to learn how to make 
those shelves. Maybe woodworking was something he’d like to learn more about! 
 Together Mr. Fisher and Paul measured, cut, leveled and installed the 
rows of shelves. Paul was surprised when Mrs. Fisher called them in for dinner. 
He couldn’t believe that he had worked all day, and that he had actually enjoyed 
it. The feeling of accomplishment had greatly changed his mood. 
 “I’m hungry!” he said with a grin as he sat down to a plate heaped with 
mashed potatoes, gravy, green beans and roast beef. “This looks so good!” 
 After dinner, Mrs. Fisher reached into her apron pocket and drew out 
something that was pale blue with red around the edges. Paul instantly 
recognized the thin paper used to send air mail messages overseas. “This came 
in the mail today for you, Paul,” she said, her blue-gray eyes twinkling. “It’s from 
your folks.” 
 Paul excused himself, took the letter, and closed himself in his bedroom. 
He couldn’t wait to open and read it. His mother’s handwriting made his heart 
leap. How he missed her! She wrote: Dear Son, Your father and I are all settled 
in a small village several miles from Hunan. The people have been very friendly, 
except for a couple of the leaders. We are hoping to be able to share the Lord 
Jesus with them soon. Of course, they have to learn to trust us first. Your father 
is letting his hair grow long so that he can wear it in a single braid like the 
Chinese do. We dress like the Chinese people. I hope I can send you a picture 
some day. The food is very different. I am not sure if you would enjoy the food 
very much. We just have to get used to it, and thank God for whatever there is to 
eat. The people are very poor here. We miss you so very much and hope that 
you are doing well in school, and enjoying your stay with Uncle Fred, Aunt Trudy 
and your cousins. You can write to us here, but it will take a long time to reach 
us. We are not sure how long we will be stationed here, so please do not worry, 
Paul, but pray hard for us. We love you, and pray for you daily. Please give our 
love to the family there. With hugs and blessings, Mom and Dad. 
 Paul read the letter three times before carefully folding it and placing it in 
the bottom of a blue box that he used to store his most prized possessions. Then 
he lay down on his bed, and tried to picture what it looked like where his folks 
were. His mother had asked that he pray for them. But, the words never came. 
Instead, he drifted off to sleep. It had been a long Saturday. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
 

THE SAND DUNE SCUFFLE 
 
 Paul stared at the hymnbook in his hands. Sundays were the hardest day 
of the week for him because that was when he missed his parents the most. He 
was glad when the song service was finally over so he could slip out the back as 
fast as he could. He hoped nobody stopped him to ask how he was doing. He 
hated giving the same old pat answer of “I’m fine, just fine” when his heart was 
heavy as a rock. 
 “Paul,” Aunt Trudy touched his arm. “Could I ask you to do us a big favor 
and walk Johnny and Billy home this morning? Your Uncle Fred and I have to 
stay for a brief meeting, and Dana has been invited to go over to the Harrison’s 
for lunch.” 
 Paul shrugged his shoulders. “Sure, I’ll see to it that they get home okay.” 
 Aunt Trudy smiled her gratitude. “Could you also make them, and yourself, 
a tuna sandwich for lunch?” 
 Paul nodded, and then ushered Johnny, who was seven, and Billy, who 
just turned five, out the door.  
 The small church was only a short walking distance to the Fisher home. 
Paul sighed as he looked up at the overcast sky. At least it’s not raining yet, he 
thought to himself. He led the boys around to the back of the church, and down a 
narrow path that led to the beach. Paul figured it would be safer and faster to 
walk home on the beach rather than try to make sure that the two energetic little 
boys didn’t run out in front of a car. Besides, Paul didn’t want to see people who 
might want to talk to him. He figured that by walking along the beach there 
wouldn’t be any nosey people bugging him and the boys could run and jump all 
they wanted on the way home. 
 The ocean waves washed up on the sandy shore, forcing Paul and the 
boys to walk along the edge of the sand dunes. “Be careful!” Paul yelled at the 
boys as they ran ahead and zigzagged along the shore. “The tide is high! Don’t 
get into the water!” Paul knew that a wave only a few inches deep could knock 
even an adult off their feet and sweep them out to sea. 
 “Wheeeee!” Johnny yelped as he ran away from the water’s edge. He 
dodged behind a towering sand dune with Billy in hot pursuit. Paul strained his 
eyes and ears in the direction the boys had disappeared. He began to feel 
irritated. After all, he just wanted to be left alone, and now he was responsible for 
his two little cousins. He began to walk faster. 
 Suddenly, over the gurgle of the crashing waves, came the chilling sound 
of piercing screams and cries. Paul broke into a run. “Johnny! Billy!” he yelled as 
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he rushed around the sand dune where he had last seen them. “Where are you? 
What is wrong?”  
 “Over here, church boy!” roared a gruff voice. Paul turned to see Joe 
Rossi. He was standing with his feet feet spread, and his hands on hips. His lip 
curled into a snarl. In a glance Paul saw Johnny and Billy, each within the strong 
grasp of Joe’s two followers, Ralph and Harry. Billy was crying, and Johnny’s 
face had a red mark where someone had slapped him.  
 Paul fought the urge to flatten Joe. After all, he was not only outnumbered, 
but the little boys could be seriously hurt by their captors. In a level voice he said, 
“Let the kids go.” 
 “Why should we?” sneered Joe. “We caught them trespassing fair and 
square.” 
 “Trespassing?” Paul said angrily. “This is a public beach. You don’t own it! 
And you have no right to scare and beat up helpless little kids.” 
 “Oh, really? Who says?” Joe took a step towards Paul.  
 Johnny, trying to be as brave as a seven-year-old can be yelled, “Stop! 
Don’t you dare hurt my cousin Paul!” 
 Ralph, a stocky red-headed boy with beady gray eyes, twisted Johnny’s 
arm behind his back. Johnny squealed in pain. 
 Paul instinctively reacted. He lunged at Ralph, but instead found himself 
plunging head first into the sand as Joe’s foot shot out, tripping him. Ralph let go 
of the squirming Johnny and together, with Joe, jumped on Paul, fists flying.  
 Harry decided that a crying five-year-old wasn’t worth hanging on to when 
there were more exciting things to do, like gang up on Paul. He shoved Billy to 
the side and jumped on top of the pile of bodies. 
 Paul struggled to breathe. Sand filled his nose and mouth, suffocating him. 
Joe was shouting orders to Ralph and Harry. “Get off of me! I can handle this 
church boy all by myself!”  
 Paul felt the weight on his back lighten, and he managed to lift his head 
enough to gasp in some air before Joe shoved his face deeper into the sand. In 
his mind he screamed, God help me! Jesus help me!  
 Just as Paul felt himself drift into unconsciousness, he heard the sound of 
an engine, and someone shouting. He felt Joe’s weight lift off of him, then strong 
hands pulling him up to a sitting position. Blinded by the stinging sand, Paul 
didn’t dare open his eyes. He spit out a mouthful of sand, and gulped in fresh air. 
“Here,” a man’s voice said. Paul felt cold water pour over his head and face. 
Then a gentle hand dabbed at his burning skin with a damp cloth. “You’ll be 
okay, son. Your attackers ran away when I came over the sand dune on my dune 
buggy.”  
 “Thank you…” Paul muttered weakly. He was still afraid to open his eyes, 
but he gratefully held the damp handkerchief to his face. He was still breathing 
hard, trying to catch his breath. “Where’s the little boys?” he managed to ask.  
 “They ran home,” the man said gently. “They are safe.” 
 Paul sat quietly for a few moments. The man pressed a bottle of water into 
Paul’s hand, and then Paul heard the dune buggy’s engine start. “Wait! Wait” he 
yelled, still blinded. “Who are you?” He tilted his head back and flushed his eyes 
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with the water. Finally he could see. Where was his rescuer? He stumbled out of 
the dunes on to the flat, sandy beach. “Where…?” he muttered aloud, “who?....” 
 Paul strained to hear the sound of a dune buggy over the incessant growl 
of the ocean. But, the only other sound to meet his ears was the cries of a lonely 
seagull circling overhead.  
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CHAPTER FOUR 
 

QUESTIONS 
 
 Paul stumbled over the sand dunes toward home. He was still shaking the 
sticky sand out of his thick, dark hair when he reached the back porch. With 
trembling fingers he unbuttoned his jacket, kicked off his shoes, and removed his 
socks. After all, Aunt Trudy worked hard trying to keep the fine sand off of her 
sparkling clean floors, and she sure wouldn’t appreciate coming home to a house 
full of sand. 
 “Paul, Paul,” yelled Johnny as he rounded the corner of the house. Billy 
followed, his face still streaked with tears. “Are you all right, Paul?” 
 “Yeah, I’m okay,” Paul said. “Are you boys okay?” 
 “We ran home and hid in the shed,” Johnny announced. 
 “I’m scared,” pouted Billy.  
 Johnny put his arm around his younger brother. “We’re okay,” he said, 
trying to appear brave. 
 Paul pulled the house key from his pocket. “Let’s go inside and have lunch 
after we all clean up, okay?” He tousled Billy’s hair. “You can help me make 
sandwiches.” 
 “Can we have peanut butter and jelly?” Billy asked hopefully. 
 Paul figured that after their frightening experience, they could have 
whatever they wanted. “Sure, Billy! That would be just fine!” So much for the tuna 
fish. Paul was sure Aunt Trudy wouldn’t mind one bit. 
 By the time Paul washed all the sand off of himself and the boys, and 
made sandwiches, Uncle Fred and Aunt Trudy drove up. “Mama, mama,” Billy 
shouted as he ran for the door. 
 “What happened?” A frown creased Aunt Trudy’s smooth brow.  
 “That bully!” Billy gasped, breathlessly. “He tried, he beat…”  
 Johnny blurted out, “Joe Rossi and his gang tried to kill Paul! And, they 
hurt me and Billy too!” 
 “What? Is that true?” Uncle Fred turned to Paul. “What in the world 
happened?” 
 Between bites of his sandwich, Paul told them the whole story. He even 
told about how he cried out to God, and how the stranger came from nowhere 
and helped him while Johnny and Billy made their escape. Uncle Fred’s face 
turned a dark shade of red. “I’m going straight to the principal tomorrow morning 
about that trouble maker Joe Rossi and his little gang!” he declared. 
 Paul gulped. He knew that the principal, Mr. Winkler, was the type of 
person who avoided confrontation at any cost. Besides, if Uncle Fred went to the 
school that would probably just make Joe Rossi madder and meaner than ever. 
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No telling what he and his little gangsters would do then. On the other hand, 
somebody had to do something, somehow about that kid. As if to echo Paul’s 
thoughts, Uncle Fred said, “Paul, do you realize that if it hadn’t been for that 
stranger, you could’ve suffocated to death? You had a close call out there! Praise 
the Lord He heard your cries for help, and sent that stranger to the rescue.” 
 “I know, Uncle Fred,” Paul said as he swallowed the last of his sandwich. 
“It was a…well…kind of a miracle.” 
 “I’ll say it was!” Uncle Fred exclaimed. 
 Paul gulped his milk, wiped his mouth with a napkin, and then added 
thoughtfully, “I don’t know about going to the principal. “What can he do about it?” 
 Uncle Fred stared out the window. He knew that Mr. Winkler didn’t have 
much influence with certain parents, such as Joe’s. He shook his head slowly, 
and said, “Well, Paul, let me pray about it, and then we’ll see what the Lord 
says.”  
 Late that night, long after everyone in the house was asleep, Paul laid in 
bed thinking about what had happened that day. Questions began to form in his 
mind, and he asked himself, Why was Joe Rossi such a bully, and what does he 
have against me? I’ve only lived here for two months. Why did he call me “church 
boy?” Lots of kids go to church around here. Paul wondered what kind of a home 
life Joe and his friends had. Something had to be wrong, he reasoned. And if the 
principal came down hard on Joe, how would he react? Would he really kill Paul 
the next time he got the chance? Paul’s face grew hot even though the night air 
was cool. A rush of fear tingled its way up his spine. Nagging questions tugged at 
his mind. What if I HAD suffocated out there on the beach, and died? Am I really 
saved? Would I have gone to heaven, or…hell? And, who was the mysterious 
man on the dune buggy? Where did he come from? Where did he go? How did 
he know the boys got home okay? Could he be an angel? 
 Paul sighed, and whispered to himself. “Get a grip, Paul. This is the 21st 
century, not Bible days. You’re just lucky, that’s all. It was just a coincidence.” 
But, he couldn’t really be sure of that, could he? 
 Finally, a blanket of weariness wrapped Paul in its sleepy embrace. 
Perhaps tomorrow would hold some answers to his questions. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 

THE VISIT TO THE SHACK 
 
 Dana’s cheerful voice rang through Paul’s bedroom door. “Paul! Breakfast 
is ready! Hurry! You’ll be late for school!” He listened to her footsteps as she ran 
down the hallway.  
 Paul’s mood matched the gloomy gray sky hanging low over the sandy 
landscape. The last thing he wanted to do was go to school and face Joe Rossi 
and his loyal followers. Paul’s emotions rocked back and forth between extreme 
anger, and outright fear. Somewhere in between the anger and fear was 
depression and self-pity. Right now he would give just about anything to have his 
mom and dad back home so he could live with them and return to his old school 
and close friends. 
 Why did they have to go to China, anyway? That was a question he’d 
asked himself a thousand times. It’s just not fair!  
 “Paul…” Aunt Trudy’s breakfast call interrupted his thoughts.  
 Paul tucked in his shirt, ran a comb through his thick wavy hair, grabbed 
his school books and made his way to the kitchen. One thing he couldn’t 
complain about was Aunt Trudy’s cooking. It was always tasty and filling. 
 Uncle Fred glanced sideways at Paul’s troubled face. “Let’s thank the 
Lord,” he said, and began to pray. When he was finished, they dug into their ham 
and cheese omelets. “I’ll drive you to school this morning, Paul,” Uncle Fred said. 
 Paul’s face reddened. “Uh…” he stammered, “Uh, you’re not going to go 
see the principal are you?” 
 “As a matter of fact, no, I’m not. I don’t think that there is anything Mr. 
Winkler can do because the attack on the beach happened on public property, 
not on school property.” 
 Paul breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe if he was careful, and kept a sharp 
eye out for Joe, nothing more would happen. The truth was that Paul, having 
been raised in a Christian home, was not into fist fighting. The Christian friends 
he had at his old school were all happy, fun-loving kids whose interests ranged 
from sports to scientific experiments to reading books. Brad, his best friend, was 
interested in farming and raising vegetables. And, Paul’s other friend, Tommy, 
enjoyed rock hunting. None of those kids were interested in the darker side of life 
that involved drugs, gangs, violence and even witchcraft stuff, like that awful 
Harry Potter. So far, Paul hadn’t met any kids in this new school that he really 
wanted as a close friend. After all, it took time and energy to make friends. Paul 
knew the secret to a good friendship was being a genuine friend first, and 
somehow he just didn’t feel like putting out the effort right now. 
 It was raining hard by the time Mr. Fisher dropped Paul off at school. He 
drove the big green pickup around the school building, and then headed towards 
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the edge of town. Paul caught a glimpse of him as he hurried into the school and 
wondered why he was going the opposite direction from where the hardware 
store was where he worked. 
 The big pickup bounced and jerked down the narrow dirt road. “Lord,” Mr. 
Fisher said aloud, “You know all about Joe Rossi and his family. Please help me 
find his house, and give me the right words to say.”  He braked to a stop, and 
pulled out a piece of yellow paper with an address scribbled on it. Squinting 
through the windshield and the pounding rain, he saw a row of small wood 
houses that seemed to be begging for someone to come and either prop them up 
or mercifully tear them down. “Number 9,” Mr. Fisher said with finality. “That’s the 
one!”  
 He turned the steering wheel and urged the truck into the muddy front 
yard. “God help me!” he prayed as he grabbed his hat and sloshed towards the 
front door. 
 Before he could knock, the thin wood door opened a crack. He found 
himself staring into a pair of dark eyes. “Yeah, what do ya want?” growled a 
woman’s voice. 
 “Are you Mrs. Rossi?”  
 “Yeah, I’m Mrs. Rossi. What do ya want? You a cop?” 
 “No, I’m Fred Fisher, and I need to talk to you, if I may, about your son 
Joe.” 
 Mrs. Rossi hesitated. Finally she said, “Well, ya might as well come in. No 
use standin’ out there in the rain.” She opened the door and he followed her thin 
figure into a dark, cluttered room. In a glance he noticed two worn chairs, a dirty 
couch, a broken lamp, a battered table, two very frightened cats, and several 
holes in the walls. He stared for a moment at a crucifix hanging on one of the 
walls. The tiny kitchen could be seen through an open doorway. Stacks of dirty 
dishes covered the counter, and a garbage container overflowing with beer cans 
and rotten food stood in the center of the floor. The stench made Mr. Fisher’s 
head spin. He dug for a handkerchief and blew his nose. 
 “What about Joey?” Mrs. Rossi asked bluntly as she tried to smooth the 
wrinkles from her old, faded, cotton dress. “What kinda trouble is he in now?” 
 Mr. Fisher’s heart began to break for this family. He knew that “the 
shacks,” as they were called locally, housed the poorest of the poor, but he had 
no idea it was this bad. What could he say? Oh God, he silently prayed, give me 
the right words. 
 “Mrs. Rossi, Joe seems to have a serious anger problem. Sunday 
afternoon he and his friends attacked my nephew, and my two small boys, in the 
sand dunes. It could have ended up very badly if someone hadn’t come along in 
time.” 
 “Ah!” she said. “So, that’s where he was! Well, I’m sorry to hear that Mr. 
Fisher. I don’t know what to say. I have no control over my Joey. Can you please 
go now?”  
 He saw tears pool in her sad eyes. “Mrs. Rossi, where is your husband? I 
need to talk to him about Joe.” 
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 Suddenly she became afraid. “He is not the one to talk to. He is not here. 
Please go! Now! You need to go!” She motioned him towards the door. “It will do 
no good to talk to him. It will only make things worse than they already are!” 
 Mr. Fisher thought he heard a noise coming from the back of the shack, 
but he had no choice but to quietly leave. As he went out the rickety door, he 
thanked her for her time. There was so much he had wanted to say—so much he 
wanted to share about the love of God and the life that Jesus offered to any who 
would come to Him. How he longed to tell her that the crucifix on her wall 
represented a dead Jesus and that the real Jesus was alive, and waiting for her 
to put her trust in Him. 
 As he put the truck into reverse and backed out of the muddy yard, he 
prayed that God would open up a way to present the Gospel to Joe and his 
family. He had come to talk to them about disciplining Joe, but now he knew he 
needed to talk to them about their need to receive Jesus as their Lord and 
Savior. Perhaps, somehow, some day, God would open up the way.  
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CHAPTER SIX 
 

A SHADOW IN THE NIGHT 
 
 It was still raining when Paul got home from school. He felt tired and as 
gloomy as the weather. He dropped his backpack inside the kitchen door, and 
tried to ignore Aunt Trudy’s cheerful greeting. But, the wonderful aroma of fresh-
baked chocolate chip cookies drew him in like a hungry fish going after a baited 
hook. 
 “Help yourself, Paul,” Aunt Trudy’s blue-gray eyes twinkled. Her smile was 
contagious. Paul couldn’t stop himself from grinning at her. 
 “Thank you!” he said as he grabbed three warm cookies and a glass of 
milk. “These are great,” he said between bites.  
 “Hey, Paul!” Dana said as she bounced into the kitchen. She helped 
herself to a handful of cookies, and plopped down beside him at the kitchen 
table. Paul grunted a response. He wasn’t in the mood to talk. He glanced at 
Johnny and Billy who were in the living room watching some Christian kids’ 
video. He hoped they stayed in there and didn’t start bugging him. 
 “How was school today, Paul?” asked Aunt Trudy as she removed a sheet 
of cookies from the hot oven. 
 “Oh, it’s okay,” Paul said.  
 “Did you see Joe Rossi?” Dana piped up. 
 Paul began to feel irritated. “Yeah, I saw him in the lunchroom. He had a 
cut on his face and a black eye. Serves him right!” He finished his milk, got up 
and put the glass in the dishwasher. “I have homework to do,” he said as he 
snatched up his pack back and retreated to his room, closing the door behind 
him. 
 “What’s wrong with him?” Dana asked in a whisper. 
 Aunt Trudy sighed. “Honey, he’s just got a lot of things on his mind right 
now. After all, how would you feel if your dad and I were called by God to another 
country and had to leave you with relatives where you’d go to a different school? 
Wouldn’t you miss the life you are used to, and your friends?” 
 Trudy’s mouth puckered. “Oh, Mom! I’d hate that! I sure hope that never 
happens!” 
 “But,” Aunt Trudy sat down beside her daughter, “you do remember what 
Jesus said about leaving all to follow Him, don’t you? And, how we are to put Him 
first, above everyone and everything else, no matter what?” 
 Dana’s eyes filled with tears. “Yes, Mom, I do know that in my heart. I 
want Jesus to be first, always. I know He loves me, and will never leave me or 
forsake me. But, I still hope you and Dad don’t have to go somewhere, like to 
China!” 
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 Aunt Trudy laughed. “I’m very proud of you, Dana. You are mature for 
your years. Besides, God has led us to this beach town, and it looks like we’ll be 
staying here for a long time to come.” She got up and began putting the cooled 
cookies in a cookie jar. “You also have to think about the terrible thing that Joe 
and his friends did to Paul and the boys out on the beach Sunday.” 
 “I know, Mom. But, they really, really need Jesus in their lives. And, Paul 
needs to forgive them, doesn’t he?” 
 Aunt Trudy thought her heart would burst with joy. Dana had a good 
understanding of real Christianity—more than a lot of adults she knew. Dana’s 
heart was pure and simple; the kind of heart that God loves. “Yes, Dear, your 
cousin Paul has to find it in his heart to forgive all the mean things that those 
boys have said and done to him. We need to keep praying for them all!” 
 Later that night after Paul and the rest of the children were in bed, the 
Fishers sat at the kitchen table, talking. Mr. Fisher told his wife about going to 
see Joe’s parents so he could confront them about Joe’s behavior. “I have to 
admit,” he said in a low voice, “that I was still angry and upset over what 
happened on Sunday to our boys, but…” he swallowed hard, “if you could’ve 
seen those awful, terrible living conditions…” he dropped his head into his hands. 
After a long pause he said, “I had no idea that those shacks on the edge of town 
were so horrible. I guess I just shoved the idea of the poor people who live out 
there in the back of my mind, and….and, ignored it.”  
 Mrs. Fisher watched tears form in her husband’s blue eyes. “God forgive 
me,” he said, “for the sin of omission.  I failed to do what is right!”  He dug out a 
handkerchief and wiped his face. “I should’ve been aware of them and brought it 
to the attention of the church so people could get together and pray about how to 
help those poor people.” 
 There was a long silence. Finally, Mrs. Fisher spoke. “Honey, it’s not your 
fault. I mean, there are a lot of people in the church that could have taken a 
closer look at the needs of those people. And, it’s not your fault that Joe is a 
mean bully, and little gang leader! After all, poor or not, he needs discipline!” 
 “Well, you’re right about that,” Mr. Fisher said hoarsely. “Most Christians, 
me included, get caught up in our own little worlds and forget to see as God 
sees. I pray that the Lord forgives me for that, and opens my eyes. As for Joe, 
the truth is, his mother is very afraid of something, and I have a suspicion that 
her husband drinks and is mean to both her and Joe. I didn’t see him…but, it 
sure looks like that is the case. If that’s true, then how can they bring instruction 
to Joe when their own lives are such a mess? The bottom line is, Trudy, they 
need Jesus!” They clasped hands and prayed for a long time. 
 Later, in the early hours of the morning Paul was suddenly awakened by a 
strange noise outside his bedroom window. He sat up, straining to hear the 
sound again. Was he dreaming, or had something awakened him? There it was 
again! Thud, thud, thud. Paul bolted out of bed, and ran to the window. He 
peeked through the half closed blind. The March wind had chased the rain clouds 
out of the sky. Moonlight flooded the yard surrounding the house. Strange 
shadows seemed to dance across the lawn and splash against the old garage 
and shed. Paul shivered in the cold night air. Thud, thud, thud. He squinted into 
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the moonlit yard. He saw it now—the shed door had somehow come unlatched 
and was banging in the wind.  
 Paul stood there for a moment trying to decide what to do. If he crawled 
back into his nice warm bed, the banging would keep him awake. Who left that 
door unlatched anyway? He angrily thought to himself. Now I have to put on my 
shoes and go out there and shut it.  
 Suddenly, his heart froze as the shed door flew wide open and a shadowy 
figure darted through the opening and disappeared behind the garage. Paul’s 
heart began pounding in his chest and his mouth went dry. Who was out there in 
the middle of the night, and what were they doing in Uncle Fred’s shed?  
 Paul sprang into action. Flipping on the bedroom light, he shoved his feet 
into a pair of sneakers, grabbed his jacket, and ran for the back door. Ignoring 
potential danger, he flung the door open, and raced across the soggy lawn 
towards the shed. What he saw just before he got there stopped him in his 
tracks. The shed door was tightly shut…and latched. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
 

THE TOUGH QUESTION 
 
 Paul paced his bedroom floor. He was wide awake after his mad dash 
through the cold night air. Questions raced through his mind. Who could be 
messing around the shed in the middle of the night? What did they want? He 
really wanted to tell Uncle Fred, but what good would that do now that the 
shadowy figure was gone? He shivered in the cold air as he sat on the edge of 
the bed. He stared gloomily out the window.  
 Paul’s heart skipped a beat when he heard the doorknob turn. But then a 
familiar voice whispered, “Paul? Are you all right?” It was Uncle Fred. 
 “Yeah, but you sure did scare me!” 
 “I’m sorry, Paul, but I thought I heard you go outside a few minutes ago, 
and I was just checking to see if everything is okay.” Uncle Fred switched on the 
light. 
 Squinting in the brightly lit room, Paul said, “I heard a banging noise, so I 
looked out the window and saw the shed door blowing in the wind. There was 
something…uh…somebody out in the yard, messing around the shed. So, I ran 
out there, but they were gone.” 
 “Did you get a glimpse of who it was?” Uncle Fred asked. 
 “No. But, the strange thing is, whoever it was took the time to latch the 
door shut before I got out there!” 
 “Hummmmmmm,” Uncle Fred said as he stroked his chin thoughtfully. 
“Well, try to go back to sleep if you can, Paul. I’ll check things out first thing in the 
morning. Good night.” He flipped off the light, and closed the door, leaving Paul 
alone with his thoughts. 
 The next morning Paul staggered out to the kitchen. It was obvious to 
everyone that he wasn’t going to be able to stay awake at school. “Stay home 
today, Paul,” Uncle Fred said compassionately. “Get some rest. I’ll swing by the 
school and pick up any homework lessons your teacher may have for you, and 
maybe you can catch up tonight.” Paul nodded his thanks.  
 Aunt Trudy smiled at Paul as she hastily packed lunches for her family. 
“I’m going to drive the kids to school,” she said. “It’s too cold, wet and windy for 
them to walk this morning.” She helped Billy into his jacket. “Dana, Johnny, come 
on!”  
 Paul watched as they all crowded through the door and piled into the old 
Chrysler. Gusts of rain blew against the house and seemed to swallow up the car 
as it headed down the street. 
 “By the way, I want to talk to you about Joe Rossi.” Uncle Fred’s 
statement seared its way through Paul’s foggy mind. 
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 Paul jerked to attention, his eyes narrowing to slits. “What about Rossi? I 
just bet it was him sneaking around last night!” 
 “I’m not saying that at all, Paul” Uncle Fred said calmly. “Number one, we 
have no clue who was out in the shed. Whoever it was, though, they stole some 
of my best tools. We’re going to have to start locking things up around here. 
We’ve never had a theft problem in this town before, but…things are changing.” 
 “Well, what do you want to talk to me about then?” Paul asked 
defensively.  
 “I am asking you to forgive him,” Uncle Fred stated flatly. 
 Paul pressed his lips into a thin line. “Are you asking me to forgive that 
creep, after what he and his buddies did to me, and the boys? You’ve just got to 
be kidding!”  
 “Paul, you know I’m not kidding. This is serious. You surely must know 
what the Bible says about forgiveness!” 
 Paul snorted and looked away. He was tired, hungry and disgusted. The 
last thing he wanted to do this morning was discuss what the Bible had to say. 
 Mr. Fisher realized too late that he had not been wise in bringing up the 
subject of Joe Rossi and forgiveness on this particular morning. Mentally kicking 
himself, he said, “Look, Paul, I know that was a terrible, horrible thing that Joe 
and his friends did. But, it’s not worse than what Jesus suffered on the cross, and 
He forgave those who nailed Him there.” He took a sip of coffee, and gazed out 
the window for a few moments. In his mind’s eye he was seeing the filthy shack 
Joe lived in and his frightened mother. “Paul, I haven’t had time to sit down and 
tell you, but I visited Joe’s sha…….I mean where he lives. I met his mother.” 
 “You whaaaaaaaaat?” Disrespect and anger edged Paul’s voice. 
 “If you could’ve seen it, Paul,” Uncle Fred said as he shoved back his 
chair, “you would be utterly shocked. We need to help these people, Paul. That’s 
the Christian thing to do.” He took his jacket from a hook on the wall, picked up 
his lunch box and truck keys, and walked to the door. Turning, he studied Paul’s 
downcast face. “I apologize for bringing this up this morning. Let’s talk tonight, 
when you’re not so tired, and I have more time, okay?” He turned, walked out the 
door, and softly closed it behind him.  
 Paul felt tears sting his eyes. That does it, he thought to himself as he 
slapped his hand down on the tabletop. I can’t stand it anymore! I’m going to 
pack my stuff and hitchhike back to see my old friends, and . . . 
 Paul’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the Chrysler pulling into 
the driveway. Drat it anyway! Paul muttered under his breath. It’s Aunt Trudy, 
home already! 
 He made a hasty retreat to his bedroom, climbed into bed, pulled the 
covers over his head and pretended to be asleep. Maybe later that day, when 
she went to pick up the kids, he could make his escape. 
 Paul listened to Aunt Trudy bustling about in the kitchen. She must be 
baking something for them, he thought. He began to drift off to sleep, but soon 
the wonderful aroma of peanut butter cookies and warm chocolate floated into 
his bedroom. His mouth began to water. How could a guy resist such temptation? 
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 Paul threw back the covers and found himself drawn to the kitchen. “Hi, 
Paul,” Aunt Trudy said with a grin. “Are you up to a few cookies?” 
 “Yes, please!” Paul helped himself to a handful of warm peanut butter 
cookies. He especially liked it when she baked them with chocolate chips. “These 
are great!” 
 “Glad you like them,” she said. He watched her with interest as she began 
piling the remaining cookies into a basket. “I’m taking these over to Mrs. Rossi, 
and then I’ll pick Billy up from Kindergarten before coming back home.”  
 Paul hurried back to his room, and shut the door. Anger boiled to the 
surface. All those delicious cookies going to Rossi’s? He inwardly fumed. Well, 
that was just fine! He’d be packed and out of the house before she got back.  
 Paul noticed that the rain was beginning to let up, although it was still 
windy. No matter, he thought. I’ll layer my clothes, and wear a slicker over the 
top. He began going through his dresser drawers, grabbing underwear, socks, 
tee shirts, jeans—whatever he thought he’d need, and crammed them into his 
travel bag. Then, in the bottom drawer, he saw the blue box containing letters 
from his parents. What would they think if they knew what he was planning to 
do?  
 Well, never mind, he argued with himself, his mind racing. I know what I’m 
doing! He grabbed the little box, and shoved it into his bag, making it fit. There! 
As soon as Aunt Trudy pulls out, I’m gone! 
 It seemed to Paul as if she would never leave. He lay back on the bed, 
and fought the urge to sleep. He must not mess up his chance of getting out of 
there. But, try as he might to stay awake, his eyes grew heavy. Soon he was 
sound asleep, dreaming that Joe Rossi and Uncle Fred were chasing him into 
the ocean where he chose to drown rather than forgive. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
 

THE LOW TIDE 
 
 Paul woke up with a start. Somebody was leaning over him. “Cousin 
Paul!” It was Dana. 
 “What do you want?” he muttered through his sleepy state. His head 
ached and his throat was sore.  
 Dana’s soft lips drooped at Paul’s sharp retort. “I…Mom sent me in to see 
if you were okay, and if you’d like to eat some homemade chicken soup.” Her 
bright blue eyes stared into his face as if trying to read his thoughts. Paul was 
sure she had seen his overstuffed duffle bag. After all, he told himself, he’d been 
careless and left it sitting in the middle of his bedroom floor. What a stupid idiot 
he had been! And, falling asleep! Now his chances of running away were 
ruined—at least for now. Besides, Dana couldn’t help but notice he’d packed that 
bag. 
 He turned his face into the pillow. “Yeah, okay,” he said in a muffled tone. 
“I’ll be out in a minute.” 
 Dana slipped quietly from the room, closing the door behind her. “Mom!” 
she whispered, “What’s going on?” 
 “What do you mean?” Mrs. Fisher asked. 
 Dana pulled herself up on one of the tall kitchen stools in front of the 
counter top. “Paul’s so grumpy! And, he packed his duffle bag. It’s sitting right in 
the middle of his room, stuffed full! I tripped over it when I went into his room.” 
 Before her mother could form an answer, Paul shuffled into the kitchen. 
His hair was tousled and his eyes were bloodshot.  
 “Paul!” Mrs. Fisher exclaimed. “Are you sick?” 
 “I…I…guess I am.” Paul said hazily, squinting into the cheerfully lit 
kitchen. “My head and throat both hurt.” He plopped into a kitchen chair, put his 
elbows on the table, and held his head between his hands. 
 “Well, first let’s get some healthy soup down you, and then we’ll find some 
medicinal herbs for you.” He looked up at her momentarily. Her warm eyes 
showered him with love. It made Paul squirm. Why did he have to always feel so 
guilty? 
 “I guess running out into the storm after the mysterious visitor last night 
gave you a chill,” she said as she set a bowl of steaming soup in front of him. “I 
suppose whoever it was carefully latched the shed door hoping no one would 
notice the missing tools for a few days.” She shook her head sadly. “I talked to 
Billy’s kindergarten teacher, Mrs. Bernard, this morning for a few minutes at the 
grade school, and she told me that some of their camping equipment had been 
stolen out of their garage two nights ago. So, someone is definitely busy at night 
around here.” 



The Adventures of Paul and Dana 

 23

 Paul remained quiet as he sipped the tasty soup. He had to admit to 
himself that it was delicious, and that he was hungrier than he had thought. Mrs. 
Fisher continued the one-sided conversation. “The weather is getting worse out 
there. It’s supposed to continue raining with the wind picking up. It would be 
terrible to be caught out in that storm.” She studied Paul’s face for any reaction to 
her suggestive statement. 
 “Yeah,” Paul said flatly. He kept his eyes fastened on the bottom of his 
soup bowl. No doubt Dana had blabbed to her mother about his packed duffle 
bag, the little snitch. 
 Mrs. Fisher placed the palm of her hand on Paul’s forehead. “Yep. Just as 
I suspected. You have a slight fever.” She walked over to her “pill cupboard” as 
everyone called it, and selected a bottle with a blue label on it. “These will fix you 
up,” she said.  
 After Paul had finished his soup, and swallowed down six capsules of 
who-knew-what, he went back to his room, stashed his duffle bag into his closet, 
fell into bed and slept soundly until the next morning. 
 Paul felt good enough to go to school that day, and for the remainder of 
the week. By Friday night, he was back to normal. Aunt Trudy definitely knew 
how to chase off a cold. 
 Paul didn’t have time that whole week to think much about running back to 
his old friends, and he avoided the subject of Joe Rossi when the family was 
together. He kept himself busy with homework and he began a letter to his 
parents. 
 Friday evening at the dinner table, Uncle Fred looked up from his fried 
chicken with a mischievous grin on his face. Aunt Trudy, who never missed 
anything, asked, “Okay, what’s up?” 
 Uncle Fred chuckled. “Let’s all get up at 3:30 in the morning and go razor 
clam digging. There is going to be a very low tide around 5:00 a.m.” 
 Paul wanted to groan. Were these people out of their minds? Saturday 
was his only day to sleep in. He was astonished at how excited his young 
cousins got.  
 “Oh boy!” Dana, who was sitting next to him, bubbled enthusiastically. 
“We’ll have so much fun!” She poked him in the ribs with her elbow. “Haven’t you 
ever gone razor clam digging before?” 
 “No!” he growled. 
 Ignoring him Dana made her plans. We’ll get out the rubber boots, rain 
slickers, buckets and clam guns. 
 “You shoot them?” Paul was aghast. Who ever hear of shooting clams! 
 “No silly! A clam gun is what they call a special type of shovel that is used 
to dig razor clams.” 
 “Ugh,” Paul grunted. He slumped in his chair. 
 “Paul,” Uncle Fred said, you are going to really love it once you get the 
hang of it. 
 “Do I have to go? I mean…” Paul stopped when he saw the set jaw on 
Uncle Fred’s face. He was sunk, and he knew it. 
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 Everyone went to bed early that night. At 3:30 a.m. they all hurriedly threw 
on their clothes and squeezed into the car which had been loaded the night 
before. The best beach to dig razor clams on was 45 minutes to the north. Once 
there, Uncle Fred got out camp lanterns for him and Aunt Trudy, and handed 
flashlights to Paul and Dana. They started walking the long distance to the edge 
of the water.  
 “Dana, will you take Paul and start looking for holes that way,” he pointed 
towards the north. We’ll take the boys and go the other direction. “And,” he said, 
show Paul what to do. 
 “Okay, Dad,” Dana chirped happily as she motioned for Paul to follow her. 
“Okay,” she said, here’s what you do. You have to sweep your flashlight across 
the sand looking for…Oh! Here’s a good one! See that hole? See how the clam 
is squirting?”  
 Paul bent over and squinted at it. Sure enough. There was something in 
there all right.  
 “You have to stand with your back to the ocean, like this,” Dana showed 
him just how to stand. “You stick the shovel in about four inches from the hole, 
like this. Then you dig like crazy.” She demonstrated the technique. “Ooops,” 
Dana said as the shovel made a slight crunching sound. “I think I went too fast 
and hit the clam’s shell. That’s not good.” 
 Suddenly she threw the clam gun aside, dropped to her knees, and 
shoved her hand into the cold, wet hole she had dug. Paul noticed that the water 
was beginning to fill up the hole. “I can feel him!” Dana squealed with excitement. 
“He’s digging in.” Dana’s arm was in the sandy hole clear up to her armpit. “I’ve 
got a hold of him,” she panted, but he’s not letting go!” 
 “Here,” Paul said, suddenly interested in this new sport. “Let me try.” 
 “No, no…if I let go, he’ll get away. Here he comes.” Paul heard a sucking 
sound as she finally managed to pull the clam out of the sand. It was a good 7 
inches long. “Look at his ‘digger’!” Dana pointed to the clam’s vain attempt to dig 
himself free. She proudly put it in the bucket. “This is sooooooooooo much fun!” 
She giggled. “You can chase the next one.” 
 Paul got the hang of it in no time. He couldn’t help but laugh, even when a 
large wave washed around the clam hole that he had his arm stuck in. His jeans 
were sticky with salt water and sand, but there was something about this razor 
clam digging that challenged him. 
 Soon the first rays of dawn began to light up the eastern sky. “Well, we all 
have our limits,” so it’s time to head back, Uncle Fred said as he rounded up his 
family. Even though Billy and Johnny were tired and covered with sand, they 
raced ahead of everyone to the car. 
 On the way home Uncle Fred glanced in the rearview mirror at Paul. “Well, 
Paul, what do you think about that sport now?” 
 Paul lips formed a crooked grin. “It’s not bad actually. Not bad at all!” 
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CHAPTER NINE 
 

THE CAVE 
 
 Paul was surprised at how good he felt after his first introduction to the 
physical challenge of digging razor clams. All that exercise and fresh air sure 
made a guy hungry! 
 “You kids clean up while we clean some clams for breakfast,” Aunt Trudy 
said as she tied her kitchen apron behind her back.  
 “Breakfast?” Paul heard himself ask. Who ever heard of eating clams for 
breakfast! 
 Dana joined the conversation. “They are sooooooooooooo delicious! Mom 
dips them in egg, then seasoned flour, and fries them. You are in for a real treat!”  
 By the time everyone finished cleaning up, the wonderful aroma of frying 
clams hung in the air. Paul’s stomach rumbled. Maybe razor clams weren’t the 
all-American breakfast, but he was so hungry right now he didn’t care. 
 “Wow!” Paul exclaimed after his first bite of the tender delicacy. He winked 
at Dana good naturedly, “These are absolutely awesome!” 
 Paul was still in a good mood after breakfast. He surprised Dana by 
asking her to show him the mysterious caves, as she called them. 
 “Really?” she said in disbelief. “You really want to go out on the beach 
with me today?” 
 “Yep, let’s go,” he said as he grabbed his jacket. “I’ll beat you to the sand 
dunes!” With that, he took off running. 
 Mrs. Fisher cast a sidelong glance at her daughter. “Well, I needed some 
help in the kitchen,” she said, “but since Paul seems happy today, go on, and 
have fun.” 
 “Thanks a lot, Mom,” Trudy grinned as she quickly zipped up her coat. “I 
promise to help you later today.” 
 “Be careful out there!” her mother called after her. “Don’t climb up in that 
one cave—you know which one—the tide will be coming in….” 
 Dana nodded, and rushed out the door. Paul was almost out of sight, his 
long legs churning up the sand as he ran around a row of sand dunes. But, Dana 
was fast on her feet, and she also knew the terrain of the beach well. Once she 
reached the line of sand dunes, she turned to the right and made good time at 
the base of the dunes where the ground gave firmer footing. Ducking out of sight, 
she watched Paul dodge behind a high dune. 
 Dana stifled a giggle with the back of her hand. Paul hunkered down, 
waiting for Dana to catch up with him. He was totally unaware that she was 
quietly sneaking up behind him. 
 “Yeow!” he yelled in surprise as she pounced on his back. 
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 “Gotcha!” Dana laughed, digging her fingers into his sides.  
 Paul lost his balance and rolled over in the sand. Both of them laughed 
until they felt weak. 
 “How did…” Paul panted breathlessly, “how did you…?” 
 “Oh,” Dana said with an air of importance, “I know all the shortcuts, and 
secret hideouts on this beach.” 
 Paul’s eyes searched her face. “You really love it here, don’t you?” 
 “Yep! I sure do. I love every bit of it. I think I’m the most blessed kid in the 
whole wide world.” She got up and started brushing the sand off her jacket. “Just 
wait until you see the caves!” She grinned at Paul mischievously. 
 “Okay!” he said. “You lead the way.” 
 “We have to get out of the dunes and on to the hard sand so we can walk 
faster,” she explained. “The caves are quite a ways up the beach towards the 
bluffs, and those big rocks. Can you see them?” 
 Paul nodded. He was thankful he had stuffed himself with clams. It was 
going to be a long walk, and a feller could really work up an appetite with all this 
outdoor activity. 
 By the time they reached the jumble of jagged rocks Paul was beginning 
to get irritated with Dana. It seemed to him that she stopped every ten feet or so 
to pick up stuff on the beach. “Look at this pretty rock!” she said every time she 
bent over. He was getting tired of looking at rocks of all sizes, colors and shapes, 
as well as an assortment of shells. Her innocence and exuberance, while at 
times contagious, could also be exhausting. After all, he didn’t really want to 
completely let down his wall and enjoy this experience too much. He reserved 
the right to carry his grudge much the same way that Dana carried the rocks she 
found in her pockets.  
 “Well, where’s the caves?” he snapped as she led him over the top of an 
especially high boulder. 
 Sensing his agitation, she simply pointed to a small, black opening in the 
side of the cliff.  
 “Cool! Let’s go see what’s in there,” Paul said, scrambling down the side 
of the slippery rock and heading for the cave entrance. 
 Dana looked behind her to check on the tide. She figured they might have 
another twenty minutes or so before the waves began sweeping into the caves at 
the base of the bluff. By this time, Paul had disappeared into the damp 
blackness. 
 “Wait for me!” Dana yelled as she jumped one at a time over several 
smaller rocks in front of the entrance. 
 “Aw, this ain’t nuthin’!” Paul growled as he made his way back towards the 
entrance. “What’s the big deal about this place? It only goes back about fifteen 
feet or so!” 
 “Yeah, I know, but it’s neat, I think!” Dana said defensively. 
 “Let’s go home! I’m tired.” Paul turned to go back the way they had come. 
 “Wait!” Dana called out after him. “I know another one. A really deep cave, 
but….” 
 “But what?” Paul said, turning back towards her. 
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 “But, it’s dangerous. Mom said not to go in there. Besides, the tide might 
get too high to go inside of it. People have gotten trapped in there, and drowned!” 
 “Well, where is it? Can’t we just look inside the entrance?” Paul said with a 
frown. 
 “Okay, I’ll show you, but we need to hurry!” Dana turned and started 
running further up the beach, Paul following close behind. They dodged around 
rocks and stayed close to the bottom of the cliff. Coming to a small, shallow 
creek that flowed towards the sea from underneath a jumble of underbrush, they 
carefully picked their way across, jumping from one rock to another.  
 Rounding a corner of the bluff, they came to a small cove where jagged 
rocks seemed to protrude out of the cliff. “The entrance is behind those rocks,” 
Dana said. “It’s hard to find unless you know…” Her voice trailed off. Paul was 
already scrambling over the rocks, searching for the entrance to the cave.  
 Dana hesitated. She could hear the roar of the surf behind them, closing in 
fast. Yet Paul was already somewhere inside the cave. What was she to do? 
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CHAPTER TEN 
 

A NARROW ESCAPE 
 
 Paul squinted into the inky blackness of the cave. “If only I had brought my 
flashlight!” he muttered under his breath. “This place is neat. It seems to go way 
back into the cliff. What a cool hideout this would make…” Paul’s conversation 
with himself abruptly ended as the boom swish of an extra large wave crashed 
against the rocks outside the cave’s entrance. Water began to roll inside the cave 
like the tongue of a hungry dragon searching for its prey.  
 Meanwhile, Dana, perched high on a rock outside the cave, clasped her 
hands and began to pray. “Lord Jesus! Save Paul! Oh, Lord, bring him out of the 
cave before he drowns in there. I’m so sorry Lord,” she said, tears running down 
her cheeks. “It’s my fault. I just wanted Paul to be excited over something, and—
and I knew better, but I brought him here anyway!” A voice seemed to twist its 
way into her mind, accusing and taunting, “He’s going to die, and it’s because of 
you…”  
 “No!” Dana screamed. “No! Lord Jesus, save him!” Straining to see 
through tear-filled eyes she finally saw him. He was clinging to a rock outside the 
cave entrance. She could tell that he was watching the rhythm of the waves, 
calculating his next move. 
 Several waves rolled towards shore, breaking over him as if trying to suck 
him under and swallow him. Dana stood, unblinking, praying. Then, suddenly, the 
sea seemed to fall back, as if taking a giant breath before unleashing its full fury 
at the rock Paul clung to. In that instant, he saw his chance. He dashed across 
the small sandy cove. Just as he reached the base of the rock where Dana 
stood, the next giant wave began its race towards shore as if determined to catch 
and crush Paul, and then drag him out to sea.  
 Paul somehow managed to scramble part way up the face of the jagged 
rock. Cold and wet, he clung with all his might to the unyielding surface. Dana lay 
on her stomach, straining to reach down and grab hold of his arm. Paul let go of 
the rock with one hand and reached up. Dana grasped it, and with a silent prayer 
for strength she didn’t have, helped to pull him up beside her. He plopped on his 
stomach next to her, and then rolled over onto his back, trying to catch his 
breath. He was trembling uncontrollably. Neither one of them spoke for several 
minutes.  
 “Are you alright?” Dana asked. She was also shaking, but for a different 
reason. That had been a narrow escape. 
 “Yeah,” Paul said, eyes downcast. “But, I’m really cold.” 
 “Let’s get home, as fast as we can!” Dana scrambled to her feet. Paul 
followed as she led the way off the rocky ledge.  
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 “I—I” Paul stammered through chattering teeth, “I didn’t know the tide 
could come in so fast!” 
 Dana didn’t reply. After all, she had tried to warn him, but he just brushed 
her off. What would he say if she told him that God had answered her prayers to 
spare his life? He’d probably just brush that off too, like it was no big deal. 
 They hadn’t walked very far before Dana let out a shout. “Look! There’s 
Mom and Dad and the boys!” She began frantically running and waving like a 
shipwrecked sailor. 
 On the one hand, Paul was overjoyed to see the Fishers running towards 
them, but on the other hand, he didn’t want them to know what had happened.  
 Dana ran as fast as her legs could carry her towards her parents. “Mom! 
Dad! Hurry! Paul needs help!”  
 “What happened?” Mr. Fisher called out to her as he began running faster 
towards his daughter. Clearly, something was wrong. He could see Paul 
wobbling down the beach behind Dana, and he appeared to be wet from head to 
toe.  
 Within earshot of her parents, Dana, yelled, “Paul got caught in the 
cave…the tide came in so fast…he’s all wet and cold…” She stumbled to a 
nearby log and dropped onto it. It felt so good to sit down. Her mother’s arm 
encircled her as she sat next to her.  
 “Stay here!” ordered Mr. Fisher. “I’ll go get Paul!” In a flash he was gone. 
Sand flew from the soles of his shoes in all directions as he sprinted down the 
beach. By this time Paul had collapsed from exhaustion onto the sand. 
 Mr. Fisher already had his jacket off when he reached Paul. He pulled his 
long-sleeved shirt over his head, and then began stripping Paul of his wet tee-
shirt and jacket. Later Paul vaguely remembered sitting up and trying to help his 
uncle as he put his dry shirt and jacket on his shivering body. 
  Soon they had Paul safely home, dry and tucked into several layers of 
blankets in front of the fireplace. “Hot soup.” It was more of a command than a 
question. Paul opened his eyes to see Aunt Trudy standing over him with a 
spoon in one hand and a steaming bowl in the other. “Here,” she said as she 
dipped the spoon into the hot liquid and brought it to his lips. “This will warm you 
up fast.” 
 A few hours later, after everyone had prayed for him, Paul was back in his 
own bed. He was exhausted, yet the bliss of peaceful sleep eluded him. He 
listened to the unceasing growl of the ocean in the far distance. It seemed to be a 
thing alive, a monster without a heart. It taunted his tortured mind as if to say, “I 
am the magnificent sea, powerful and strong, Paul Fisher. You can’t tame me, 
and you can’t beat me. Be very careful, Paul. Be very careful.” 
 His thoughts, like soldiers marching to a drumbeat, went around and 
around in his mind. What if I had drowned today? Where would I be? Why would 
God take me to heaven when I’ve been so self-centered and ungrateful? What if I 
had left this world, and stood before Jesus today? What excuse would I have to 
give Him for my rotten attitude?  What would my folks think if they knew how I 
feel? What am I going to do? Paul groaned and turned over on to his side. The 
drumbeat in his head, however, continued with a new theme. I feel so guilty. I 
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can’t pray. I feel so guilty. I can’t pray. Tears leaked from underneath his closed 
eyelids, and dropped onto the pillowcase.  
 Finally, after what seemed a very long time, Paul’s anguished heart and 
mind exploded with the cry: Lord Jesus! Help me! I need You! 
 Soft as the caress of an angel, peaceful as the summer breeze, sweet 
sleep gently swept Paul up in its loving arms and carried him through the night.  
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 

A NEW KID IN TOWN 
 
 “Paul?” a soft voice whispered from the doorway of his bedroom. “Are you 
awake?” It was Dana. 
 “Yeah,” Paul mumbled into his pillow. He knew it was Sunday morning, 
and that meant going to Sunday school and church. “I’m coming,” he said 
reluctantly. He was still tired. On top of that, his muscles were sore from the day 
before. Climbing those big rocks outside of that cave, and clinging to them 
against the powerful assault of the waves had taken every ounce of strength he 
had. 
 Nevertheless, Paul got ready for church. After all, God had spared his life 
two times recently. Paul figured the least he could do was to show up in church 
even though in the back of his mind he felt uneasy about his relationship with 
God. Nope, he wasn’t fooling the Lord for one second. God knew he really didn’t 
want to go to Sunday school and church. Well, Paul reasoned with himself, going 
to church never saved anybody. Lots of people go to church every Sunday, they 
call themselves Christians, but they’re not saved and they’re still going to hell. 
 Suddenly a sweet, small voice within Paul’s heart whispered, “What about 
you, Paul?” 
 The conviction of God washed over Paul like the ocean waves had 
washed over him the day before. Tears came to his eyes as he realized that the 
Holy Spirit had just spoken directly to him. A sob caught in his throat. “Oh Lord!” 
he cried in a low voice. “I’m so sorry! I know I’m not pleasing in your sight. Oh 
Lord Jesus! Help me! Forgive me!” Paul stepped into his closet and closed the 
door. He didn’t want Dana, or any one of the family to see him in this state. “God, 
you’ve got to help me! I can’t change my own hard heart. I need help!”  
 A call to breakfast rang throughout the house from the kitchen. He quickly 
wiped his face dry, combed his hair, and straightened his shoulders. “God,” he 
silently prayed, “please don’t let them see I’ve been crying!” He looked at his 
reflection in the small round mirror above his dresser. Red-rimmed, sad eyes 
stared back at him. Smile! He told himself. The mirror reflected a couple of 
crooked, half-hearted grins that were so comical he found himself actually 
beginning to chuckle. Yep, Paul thought. Laughing at oneself is a good remedy 
for a lot of things. 
 “Good morning, Paul,” Uncle Fred greeted him cheerfully. “How are you 
feeling today?” Paul thought he saw a sudden knowing flicker through his Uncle’s 
eyes before he reached for his coffee cup.  
 “Uh, I’m okay, thanks,” Paul muttered. “But, my muscles are sure sore 
today!” 
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 “I bet they are!” Aunt Trudy said as she piled a stack of French toast on a 
platter. “I sure hope everybody’s hungry, because I made a bunch this morning. I 
guess I got carried away or something.” She smiled directly into Paul’s eyes 
knowingly. 
 Dana sat in stunned silence, staring at Paul. But, before she could say 
anything, Uncle Fred cleared his throat, and said, “Dana, would you please thank 
the Lord for this good food, and then we better eat and get to the church. I have 
an important meeting with the pastor and others today after church.” 
 When Dana finished praying, Mrs. Fisher asked, “Would you like to 
explain what you want to talk to them about, Fred?” 
 “I am going to need a lot of prayer,” Mr. Fisher said between bites of 
French toast. “You see, what I have to say may not be too well received.” 
 Paul’s curiosity got the best of him. “How come?”  
 “Because I am going to challenge them from the Word of God about our 
responsibility as Christians to the poor and needy in our community, and pastors 
and church leaders are not usually happy about being told what the Bible has to 
say.” 
 “Wow,” Paul said softly. Maybe this Sunday was going to be a whole lot 
more exciting than usual. At least he’d know that for sure in a few more hours. 
 Once they got to the little church, and everyone was settled in their own 
Sunday school classrooms, Paul noticed a new kid about his age step inside the 
door to the small room. It was obvious that his auburn hair had a mind of its own 
in spite of efforts to comb it into place. The boy’s greenish gray eyes scanned the 
room nervously.  
 “Hey!” Paul surprised himself with his outburst of friendly enthusiasm. 
“Come sit over here beside me!” He patted the seat of an empty chair next to 
him. 
 A lopsided grin creased the boy’s handsome features. He made his way to 
the chair next to Paul, stuck out his hand, and said, “Hi! My name is Andrew, but 
you can call me Andy.” 
 Paul returned his firm handshake. “I’m Paul. Glad to have you visit us 
today. Are you just passing through?” 
 Andy slowly shook his head back and forth. “No. My mom, little sister and I 
just moved here this past week.” He looked down at his Bible nervously. It was 
obvious to Paul that Andy suddenly was afraid to give any more information. 
Well, that was fine with Paul, and he would respect it. After all, he had things in 
his own life that he couldn’t tell anyone either, even though sometimes he wished 
he could. Paul figured that everybody needs at least one close friend that can be 
trusted with personal stuff. Maybe he could be that kind of a friend to Andy. 
 For a change, time seemed to pass quickly in the class. Paul, much to his 
own embarrassment, couldn’t help but notice that Andy’s Bible was well marked, 
and that he knew the answers to every question the teacher asked, even though 
he politely sat back and gave others a chance to respond. By the time the class 
ended and it was time for the worship service, Paul had no doubt that Andy knew 
the Bible forward and backwards, and that he knew what he believed.  
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 After church Mrs. Fisher gathered up the kids, and drove the short 
distance home. Paul sat in the kitchen and watched as she made toasted cheese 
sandwiches in silence. Paul could tell that her mind was on the meeting that her 
husband was having back at the church. She knew that he would use the Word 
of God like a sword, and she wasn’t all that sure that the pastor and the leaders 
would be in agreement. She had to finally admit to herself that their church, like 
so many others, had become indifferent to the needs of the people around them. 
It was a rude awakening that made her feel sad and ashamed. 
 “I met a new kid today,” Paul interrupted her thoughts. “His name is Andy. 
He and his mom just moved here.” 
 She smiled at him as she scooped the hot sandwiches onto plates. “Yes, I 
met him too, right after church with his mother and his younger sister, Debbie. 
But, they seemed to be in a real hurry to leave.” She wiped her forehead with the 
back of her hand, as if trying to wipe away her concerns. 
 “I wonder where they live,” Paul said. Then, impulsively he added, “I like 
that new kid! Yep. I think I just may have a new friend!” 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 
 

TROUBLE AT THE CHURCH 
 
 Dana swallowed the last bite of her toasted cheese sandwich, and grinned 
impishly at Paul. “Want to go out on the beach and hunt for agate rocks or 
something?” 
 “Dana!” Mrs. Fisher said sharply. “Maybe Paul has seen enough of the 
beach for awhile.”  
 Paul grinned good-naturedly. “Aw, that’s okay. It’s my fault I nearly 
drowned out there yesterday.” He winked at Dana who was staring at him 
anxiously. She hadn’t meant to be insensitive to his feelings. Relieved that he 
wasn’t upset with her, she began clearing the table. 
 “I’ll help you do the dishes,” Paul said cheerfully. His mood seemed to 
match the bright sunshine that beamed through the kitchen window. “Then, after 
the dishes are done, I’d love to go out on the beach this afternoon. It’s really a 
nice day.”  
 Mrs. Fisher and Dana exchanged puzzled looks. Paul’s attitude had 
definitely changed from what it had been since he had come to live with them. 
Perhaps he was happy about meeting a new friend. Or, maybe he had made his 
heart right with the Lord. Whatever had happened, they were both thankful and 
glad to see him happy. But, they both wondered, how long would it last? 
 After making sure the kitchen was spotless, Paul and Dana happily went 
out the door for a fun time on the beach. “I’ll race you to the water!” Dana 
giggled. Before Paul could answer, she was sprinting far ahead of him. 
 Mr. Fisher pulled up in the car just in time to see Paul catch up with her, 
and tag her arm. He chuckled as he watched his daughter double over in 
laughter. “Thank You, Lord,” he said softly. “It’s wonderful to see Paul happy for a 
change.”  
 His smile had faded, however, by the time he had made his way through 
the back door into the kitchen. He sat down at the table and ran his fingers 
through his hair. Mrs. Fisher immediately knew that something was wrong. “I 
saved a sandwich for you,” she said as she poured him a cup of steaming coffee.  
 “Thanks, Honey” he muttered absently. 
 “So,” she said as she set his lunch in front of him, “it didn’t go well, did it.”  
 He shook his head sadly. “I explained to the pastor and the church board 
the situation over there at the Rossi house, and about the other poor people 
living in those shacks, and how as Christians we need to ask the Lord how we 
can help them. But, the subject kept being changed to how somebody was 
stealing tools and camping equipment and stuff, and how it was probably those 
poor people, or even the new boy, Andy!” 
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 Mrs. Fisher’s eyes narrowed with anger. “You have just got to be kidding!” 
she stormed. “Why, of all the nerve! That new family moved here after the 
stealing began! At any rate, how can people go about falsely accusing other folks 
of stealing when they don’t have a clue as to who is doing it? That is just not 
right!” 
 “I know,” he said with a sigh. “I kept trying to bring them back to the fact 
that we really need to help those poor people. Besides, it would be a real witness 
to the love of God in this small community. To be honest with you, I think the 
church has become totally self-centered. I don’t believe God can possibly be 
happy with it the way it is now.” 
 “I agree with you!” Mrs. Fisher said. “I don’t want to just go ‘play church’ in 
a ‘social club’ every Sunday. If Jesus isn’t being lifted up, and people aren’t being 
challenged to deny themselves, pick up their cross and follow Him, then how can 
the church be the salt and the light in this world?” 
 Mr. Fisher shook his head sadly. “Do you know what Pastor Rob wants to 
do with any funds that could go to help the poor?” 
 “What?” Mrs. Fisher asked as she put her arms around his sagging 
shoulders. 
 “He has plans to use it to put in a new carpet and sound system in the 
sanctuary. We don’t need those things in the church. What we have is just fine! I 
think they plan to bring rock n’ roll into the worship service, and to phase out the 
old hymns and anointed music.” He shook his head sadly. “And, to make matters 
even worse, do you know who Pastor Rob is putting in charge of the youth?” 
 Mrs. Fisher’s eyes searched his face. “Who?” 
 “His son, Donald!” 
 “No! He’s only nineteen and not anywhere near ready to take charge of 
the youth. He’s not sold out to God, nor is he mature in any way, so how can he 
lead our young people? This is not going to be spiritually good for our children 
and young people.” She was clearly shaken by this bit of news. 
 “You’re right, Dear,” he said, patting her hand. “We really need to pray 
about all of this. In the meantime, I’m not going to be very popular with the pastor 
or church board, because I believe that our offerings from now on should go to 
the poor people like the Rossi family living in those shacks instead of being used 
to buy a new sound system and carpets! In fact, let’s put together some food and 
household items and drive it over to the Rossi’s this afternoon, after Dana and 
Paul get home so they can go with us! I am not going to wait any longer to do 
what is right.” 
 “I agree!” Mrs. Fisher said. “I’ll start loading up some boxes right now!” 
 Suddenly she stood still. “But, what about Paul? I mean, are we going to 
ask him to go with us to Joe Rossi’s? You know how he feels about Joe…” 
 Mr. Fisher’s eyes searched hers. “This will be a good test to see if Paul 
has truly repented or not. If his relationship with God is finally right, then his heart 
will be humbled and changed, and God will give him the grace to love his 
enemies.” 
 Mrs. Fisher began taking cans of food out of the cupboard. “I sure hope 
you’re right about that Fred. I sure do hope you’re right.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 

THE MYSTERIOUS CHEST 
 
 
 Paul noticed, as if for the very first time, the beautiful softness of the pastel 
clouds as they seemed to merge with the shining sea on the horizon. The water 
reflected the sun like a million sparkling diamonds. His heart felt peace and joy 
because of his surrender to Jesus the night before. Only the Lord could bring 
about such a change in a person’s heart, and he knew it.  He realized that he 
hadn’t really personally experienced such peace and joy before because he had 
insisted on his right to his anger and self-pity. The heavy weight of sin and guilt 
was gone. Today, everything around him had taken on a fresh and new 
appearance. It was as if he and all of nature had been baptized into new life.  
   Paul and Dana decided to make it a contest to see who could outrun the 
waves as they broke on the sandy shore and swished their way inland towards 
the dry sand. “Okay, Paul,” Dana said, panting from her speedy sprint down the 
beach, “here comes a big one. You better watch out!” 
 “Aw pooh!” Paul bragged, “That isn’t anything to fuss about!” As soon as 
the words were out of his mouth, he realized how wrong he was. Dana was 
already racing to higher ground, and squealing with laughter as the swirling water 
flowed around Paul’s ankles. He yanked his wet pant legs up and began wading 
towards Dana as the water retreated. “Well, Cousin, you were right. You really 
know what this old ocean can do!” 
 “Hey! Look, Paul! Isn’t that Andy and Debbie up there, in the sand dunes?”  
 Paul squinted in the direction she was pointing. “I think so, but what are 
they doing? It looks like they’re trying not to be seen by somebody…” His voice 
trailed off as he spotted three boys dodging around a high dune. “It looks like 
they’re following Joe Rossi, and…hmmmm. I thought I saw Harry and Ralph 
carrying something. I’m not sure though. I wonder what’s up.” 
 “Let’s go see!” Dana said. Before he could caution her to avoid Joe Rossi, 
she was flying towards the sand dunes. 
 “Dana! Stop! Wait!” he yelled as he ran behind her. His soggy shoes and 
wet pant legs weighed him down, making it hard to run in the soft sand. Paul was 
glad when he saw her veer off and run towards Andy and Debbie instead of 
towards the three boys. 
 By the time Paul caught up with Dana, she was already chatting with 
Debbie and Andy. “Hey, Paul,” Andy grinned at Paul’s soaked pant legs and 
sandy shoes. “Looks like you’ve been having fun.”  
 “Well…yeah!” Paul chuckled. “At least it’s not too cold out here today.” 
Changing the subject he asked, “What are you guys up to?” 



The Adventures of Paul and Dana 

 37

 Andy and his sister exchanged looks. “Oh—well—um, we just thought 
we’d do some exploring.” 
 “Oh come on, Andy,” Debbie blurted. “Tell them what we saw! You can 
trust them!”  
 Andy stared at the toe of his shoe for a moment. Then he squinted at 
Paul, and said, “Okay. Well, Deb and I were out exploring around the sand 
dunes. When we climbed up to the top of that great big one back there,” he 
turned and pointed, “we saw three kids digging up something down below us. So, 
being curious, we ducked out of sight and watched.” 
 Debbie couldn’t wait to share the next bit of news. “They dug up a big 
treasure chest!” 
 “Really?” Dana said. Her blue eyes were wide with excitement. 
 “Aw come on, Deb,” Andy said. “We don’t know what was in that box! All 
we know is that they dug it up, and then two of them carried it between them. We 
were following them from a distance when you guys saw us.” 
 “Wow!” Dana said. “Maybe it’s pirate’s treasure or something like that!” 
 “Pirate’s treasure?” Andy asked? “Really? I didn’t think that many pirates 
used to sail along here.” 
 “Yeah,” Paul said. “Whoever heard of pirate’s treasure buried in Oregon? 
But, it sure makes me wonder what they’re up to! 
 Andy asked, “Do you know who those kids are?” 
 “We sure do,” Paul said solemnly. “Come on, let’s trail them and see what 
they’re up to, and on the way, I’ll tell you all about them.” 
 Like four Indians tracking wild game, they followed the footsteps of Joe 
Rossi and his two companions for nearly an hour while Paul filled Andy and 
Debbie in on what mean characters Joe and his pals were. He told them how the 
three boys had attacked him and his two little cousins on their walk home from 
church one Sunday. Paul even told them about how he feared for his life and 
cried out to God, and how a stranger on a dune buggy had suddenly appeared 
and saved him. 
 “Wow!” Debbie said in a hushed voice. “That’s really exciting. I mean, how 
God rescued you.” 
 Paul glanced at Andy who had lapsed into silence. He seemed to be 
thinking hard about Paul’s story. “Any questions, Andy?” Paul heard himself ask. 
 “Well, yes, Paul.” Andy appeared to be nervous. Paul found himself 
wishing he hadn’t asked such a dumb question. Maybe Andy didn’t believe his 
story. 
 “How do you really feel about those kids?” Andy asked. “I mean, are you 
still angry about it, or have you forgiven them?” 
 Shocked by Andy’s forthright question, Paul felt himself stiffen. He hadn’t 
really given much thought to those kids lately. Uncle Fred’s words about 
forgiveness surfaced in his mind. He realized how angry he must’ve sounded 
telling Andy and Debbie about the attack. If he said that he had forgiven Joe and 
his buddies, Andy would probably not believe him. If he said he hadn’t forgiven 
them, what would Andy think of him as a Christian? 
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  Before he had time to think of an answer, Paul realized that they were 
heading towards the cove where the dangerous cave was. Suddenly he halted. 
“Duck!” he hissed, flattening himself on the sand behind a huge pile of driftwood. 
“They’re stopping, and looking around!”  
 “Do you think they saw us?” Debbie wheezed fearfully. 
 “No, I don’t think so,” Paul said. 
 “Look at that!” Dana whispered as she lay on her stomach between him 
and Debbie. “They’re carrying that chest straight into the forbidden cave!” 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 

PUT TO THE TEST 
 
 “Where are Paul and Dana?” Mrs. Fisher asked impatiently. “They 
should’ve been home a long time ago!” 
 “Want me to go down the beach for a ways and look for them?” Mr. Fisher 
asked as he put his arm around her. 
 “Well, okay. I hope they aren’t in any trouble. You never know when Joe 
Rossi and his friends will show up. It does concern me a lot sometimes. And, we 
need to take Paul and Dana with us to the Rossi place.” 
 Mr. Fisher flashed a reassuring smile. “I’ll be back in a jiffy.” 
 Meanwhile, Paul, Dana, Andy and Debbie kept their eyes glued to the 
mouth of the cave. Finally, they saw the three boys coming out of the entrance. 
The mysterious box wasn’t with them. 
 “They left that chest in the cave somewhere!” Dana said in a low voice. 
 “Yeah, they sure did,” Debbie said as she dug her fingers in the sand. 
“Can we get up now? I’m tired.”  
 “Stay down!” warned Andy. “They might see us!” 
 Paul looked at Andy out of the corner of his eye. “Well, we can’t stay here 
either. Look! They’re starting to come back this way!” 
 “Do you think they’ll see us and beat us up or something?” Dana asked. 
 “Not if we crouch down, and hurry behind those rocks over there,” Paul 
pointed to a mound of huge weather beaten rocks.  
 Dana added, “Then we can slip around the sand dunes, and take the path 
along the swamp. It’s level, and we can travel faster.” 
 “Okay! Let’s move out,” Paul said. By now he had learned that his cousin 
knew just about every inch of this beach. It was no time to argue about the best 
route to take if they were to slip away unnoticed from the trio. 
 With Andy leading the way, they cautiously crept along, keeping out of 
sight of the three figures that were rapidly approaching. Once they were behind 
the rocks, they got to their feet and made a mad dash towards the dunes. 
 “Follow me,” Dana said as she trotted in front. “C’mon! This way!” She 
raced around one towering mound of sand, and then turned in the opposite 
direction to dip behind another dune. Suddenly the marshland came into view. 
Along its edge was a small footpath. In a flash she bounced onto the trail and 
took off in the direction of home. 
 “Wow!” Andy said as he slid down the steep, sandy bank toward the 
swamp. This is really neat. Hurry up, Sis!” He grabbed Debbie by the arm and 
lifted her up over the last part of the sand that she was struggling through.  
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 “Sssshhhh!” Paul whispered. “I can hear them talking over on the other 
side of the dunes.” 
 The four youngsters fell into silence as they trotted in single file along the 
trail. What if Rossi and his friends decide to climb over the dunes and use this 
trail too? What then? Paul thought to himself. Andy doesn’t strike me as the type 
to get into a fistfight. I only met him today in Sunday school, but he’s a real 
Christian. Then the faintest hint of a Voice spoke to Paul’s heart. “Why do you 
think Andy is a real Christian, Paul?” 
 The suddenness of the Holy Spirit speaking to Paul made him nearly 
stumble. He wanted to drop to his knees, and be alone with God. Instead, he 
glanced over his shoulder to make sure Joe, Harry and Ralph weren’t tailing 
them. Nope. Nobody was in sight. “Lord,” he whispered in a voice so low nobody 
could hear him, “Andy knows…I mean…he really knows his Bible. That means 
he really knows You. It means he really wants to please You. And, 
besides…he…he…forgives his enemies.” Paul fought against the rush of tears 
that stung his eyes. His heart was pounding, but not because of their fast retreat 
away from the cave and the three boys. No, his heart was bursting with the 
awareness that God had just spoken to him; that God knew what was in his 
heart; that God was dealing with him about the issue of forgiveness. 
 Just then, Dana, who was still in the lead, motioned for them to stop. “Get 
down and stay here a minute,” she said. Everyone did as she asked, and they 
watched her crawl slowly up a sand dune where she could get a good view of 
their surroundings. After a couple of minutes, she ran back to the others. “Well,” 
she said, brushing the sand off her shirt, “they are way behind us. Right over 
there,” she pointed off to her left, “is a small wood bridge over the marsh. It’s a 
shortcut to our house.” 
 “Oh neat!” Debbie giggled. “This is fun!” Andy nodded in agreement. Now 
that they knew they were a safe distance in front of the boys, they slowed to a 
walk. “I sure hope we can be friends, and do things together,” Debbie blurted out.  
 Paul noticed Andy suddenly stiffen as if fearful of what his little sister might 
say next. He quickly said, “I’m sure we can get together again, some time, 
Debbie. Right now, Mom’s waiting for us. We have to hurry home.”  
 Once they had made their way across the little wood bridge, Andy took 
Debbie’s hand, waved goodbye to Dana and Paul, and steered Debbie in the 
direction of town. 
 Dana frowned. “Paul, did Andy tell you where they live?” 
 “No, he didn’t. Why?” 
 “Just wonderin’” Dana said as they turned into the Fisher’s back yard. 
“You know, they never mention their dad, just their mom.” 
 “Well, we just met them, Dana,” Paul said thoughtfully. “Maybe he drives a 
long-distance truck or something and isn’t home much.” 
 “Yeah, you’re right. Well,” she said as she swung the back door open, 
“we’ll just have to ask them next time.” 
 Mrs. Fisher looked surprised to see Dana and Paul come through the back 
door. “Where’s your dad?” she looked at Dana. 



The Adventures of Paul and Dana 

 41

 “I dunno, Mom. We came home along the swamp. You know, that trail.” 
Paul was glad that she didn’t volunteer any information about Joe and his two 
cohorts. In the back of his mind he had already decided to go check out that cave 
again, when the tide was really low, to discover what became of that mysterious 
box. Just maybe he could talk Andy into going with him. 
 Just then they heard Mr. Fisher come through the front door. “Hi 
everybody! I was looking for you kids down on the beach. Well, I’m glad you’re 
back because guess what?” 
 Mrs. Fisher interrupted with a smile. “We’re all going over to the Rossi 
place to bring them some groceries.” 
 Suddenly, Paul felt his face turning red. Everyone’s eyes seemed to be 
glued to him. Even little Johnny and Billy were staring at him. “Um,” he 
stammered, “um, well, I mean…okay.” Then to the surprise of the entire family, 
he added, “I hope we see Joe because…because…” He swallowed hard. “I want 
to tell him I forgive him for what he did to me, and the boys. He really needs 
Jesus in His life!” 
 
 



The Adventures of Paul and Dana 

 42

  
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 

THE VISIT 
 
 A mother cat followed by several kittens scampered through a hole under 
the rickety wood porch as the Fisher car pulled to a stop. Paul’s eyes widened in 
amazement at the dumpy shack. How could anybody live in such a place? Mr. 
Fisher’s best attempts to describe what he would see failed to prepare him for 
what he was staring at through the car window. 
 “Okay, everybody out!” Mr. Fisher ordered as he picked up the box of 
groceries.  
 Dana grasped her mother’s hand. Her heart was fluttering like a caged 
bird. She felt fear clawing at her throat. Its bony fingers threatened to choke the 
life out of her. 
 “Don’t be afraid, Dana,” her mother whispered. “God is with us, 
remember?” 
 They stepped around several piles of trash and broken bottles, while trying 
to avoid mud puddles wide enough to sail a toy boat in. Finally, they made it to 
the front door which was slightly ajar.  
 “Hello? Anybody home?” called out Mr. Fisher. He rapped lightly on the 
door. It creaked on its hinges, and swung open as if inviting them in. 
 Paul visibly jumped when a male voice shouted from somewhere within 
the murky darkness. “Hey! Woman! Somebody’s at the door!”  
 Mrs. Rossi’s footsteps could be heard as she hurried towards them. “Oh!” 
she said in surprise. She seemed shaken to see so many people. Then the 
faintest whisper of a smile lit up her face as she recognized Mrs. Fisher. “Oh,” 
she said nervously, “hello. Those cookies you brought the other day were very 
good.”  
 Trudy smiled as she embraced Mrs. Rossi in a friendly hug. “It’s so good 
to see you again, Luella. I hope we’re not intruding, but I want you to meet my 
family.” She quickly introduced them.  
 Paul watched his aunt and uncle make Mrs. Rossi feel accepted and 
loved, just the way she was. They are so gracious, he thought to himself. She 
looks so beaten down—and her clothes are faded and worn, her shoes have 
holes in them, and this place is awful! He kept his eyes glued on a black motor oil 
stain on the porch so Mrs. Rossi couldn’t see the tears in his eyes. He didn’t want 
her to feel embarrassed.  
 “Umm,” Mrs. Rossi said hesitantly. “I’d invite you in, but . . . but my 
husband is . . . he’s sick today, and . . . um . . . I . . .”  
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 “We understand,” Mrs. Fisher said with a smile. “We just wanted to drop 
off a few groceries for you, and whatever you don’t want, could you please do us 
a favor and give them to others?” 
 Mrs. Rossi’s face brightened up. “Oh! Thank you so much. I’ll be sure to 
do that.”  
 “It’s a heavy box,” Mr. Fisher said politely. “So, I’ll just carry it to your 
kitchen for you, if that’s okay.” 
 Before she could protest, he disappeared into the musty shack. “What the 
blazes are you doing here?” Mr. Rossi’s angry voice boomed out. 
 “Hello, Mr. Rossi. I’m Fred Fisher. I’ve seen you in the hardware store in 
town a couple of times. Let me see, didn’t you buy some oil for your chainsaw the 
other day?” 
 Mr. Rossi was completely caught off guard by the friendly and sincere 
greeting of Mr. Fisher. “Yeah, that’s right,” he said. “Can I gitcha a beer?” He 
opened the old refrigerator. Mr. Fisher saw at a glance that there was only a half-
full bottle of milk and some moldy cheese. The rest of the space was full of beer 
bottles. 
 “Thanks, but no thanks. But, the next time you’re in the store, let me know 
and I’ll buy you a good cup of coffee and a donut at that new place next door. 
Okay?” 
 “Sure, ‘nuff,” Mr. Rossi said. “I’ll do that!” His eyes held a strange glint that 
Mr. Fisher recognized as something more than human, but he continued to smile. 
 “Have a good day,” Mr. Fisher said as he turned towards the door. He told 
Mrs. Rossi he was glad to meet her, then he ushered his family to the car. Once 
inside, everyone seemed to sit in stunned silence except for Johnny and Billy 
who kept asking questions about who those people were, and why their house 
was ‘like that’ and why couldn’t they have a kitten. Finally, Mrs. Fisher told them 
that some people don’t have much, that they should be thankful for what they 
had, and nobody asked them to take home a kitten.  
 Paul was deep in thought about the kind of life that Joe had, and why he 
was probably so mean and angry, when he was startled by Dana, who was 
sitting next to him. Grabbing his arm, she said, “Look! Look, over there!” 
 “Where?” Paul said, slightly irritated. 
 “There! Oh! You missed them!” her blue eyes were filled with surprise and 
sadness.  
 “What was it? Did you see Joe?” 
 “No, not Joe, but . . .I . . . I was sure I saw Andy and Debbie go into that 
old house back there!” She pointed to an old house, badly in need of repair. The 
house was barely visible, and sat behind the row of shacks that they were just 
leaving. It was surrounded by trees and bushes. In fact, most people didn’t even 
know that it was there, it was so well hidden. 
 “Oh, Dana,” Paul said, “you must be mistaken. Andy and Debbie wouldn’t 
live in an old dump like that! The place looks . . . well, it looks like it could fall 
down any minute if you ask me!” 
 “But,” Dana whimpered, “I’m sure it was them!” 
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 “You don’t know for sure, Dana. Besides, their mother is a really nice lady, 
with nice clean clothes, and she’s just not the type to live in an old haunted 
house like that!” 
 “Haunted?” Dana quipped. She was getting mad now. “What do you 
mean, ‘haunted’? You don’t know that! You never even knew that that old house 
was there until just now!” 
 Mr. Fisher held up a hand. “Okay you two. That is enough of that. I’m 
disappointed with you both! Didn’t you learn anything today?” Before either Paul 
or Dana could answer, he continued. “God doesn’t care what kind of house we 
live in, what kind of clothes we wear, what kind of car we drive, or any of that 
stuff. You should both know better! God looks at the heart. We may judge 
people, which you two are doing, by outward appearance, but God looks upon 
the heart! Now, I want you to apologize to each other, and drop the subject. Do 
you hear me?” 
 “Yes, Dad. I’m sorry, Paul,” Dana said. He could see she was crying. 
 “I’m sorry too, Dana. Your dad is right about that.” He gave her a playful 
poke in the ribs. “Aunt Trudy,” he asked, “can we roast marshmallows tonight?” 
 Mrs. Fisher laughed. “You just read my mind, Paul.” 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 

THE LETTER AND THE PHONE CALL 
 
 The final bell rang announcing the end of the school day. Paul shouldered 
his books, glanced up at the heavy gray clouds, and decided to hurry before they 
dumped their load of water on the gloomy landscape.  
 “Hey! Paul!” Dana ran up behind him. “Wait for me! It’s going to rain in a 
few minutes! Ugh!” 
 “Sure is!” They half trotted and half walked towards the shelter of home. 
 “Did you get your letter finished to your mom and dad?” Dana asked. She 
knew that Paul had been working hard on a letter, and that it was long overdue. 
 “Yep! In fact, Aunt Trudy said she’d mail it for me today. And, I told them 
about giving my life to Jesus! That should make them happy!” He grinned at her 
and picked up the pace as a drop of rain splattered on his cheek. “Hurry, Dana, 
it’s gonna pour!” 
 They ran as fast as their load of books would allow, and crashed through 
the back door into the kitchen. Just then thunder cracked and rumbled overhead, 
followed by pounding rain. 
 “I’m so glad you two are safely home!” Mrs. Fisher exclaimed as she 
retrieved an apple pie from the oven. “This is a serious storm.” The lights 
flickered off for a second before coming back on. “Oh my!” she said. “I better go 
get some candles, and a flashlight, just in case.”  
 When she returned, she found the two youngsters hovering over the pie, 
sniffing in the sweet aroma of cinnamon, nutmeg, butter and baked apples. “All 
right, you two!” she pretended to scold them. “Enough of that. You’ll sniff all the 
flavor out of it!” She grinned broadly. “But, how about some pie crust cookies to 
hold you until after-dinner dessert?” 
 Paul and Dana loved the cookies made out of scraps of pie dough. Each 
odd shaped “cookie” was sprinkled generously with sugar and cinnamon. “Yum” 
Paul said again and again. “These are soooooooooooooooo good!” 
 “Thanks, Paul. And, oh by the way, I got your letter mailed to your folks 
today. And, guess what else?” She paused and pulled a blue air mail envelope 
from her apron pocket. “You got a letter from your folks!” 
 Paul turned the thin, blue letter over in his hands. “Mind if I go read this in 
my room?” 
 “Of course not, Paul,” Aunt Trudy said. Then she added, “Take your time.” 
She knew that Paul’s heart ached for his parents, and that he missed them very 
much. It was not always easy to get letters mailed out of the interior of China. 
Each one was precious, and it had been weeks since Paul had heard from his 
folks. 
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 When he was alone in his room, Paul carefully unsealed the special air 
mail letter. His eyes swept over his mother’s neat handwriting. He gently stroked 
the ink as if caressing her hand across the miles. Dear Son, the letter began. 
Your father and I miss and love you very much. In fact, we have been impressed 
to pray for you more than ever. On one particular occasion, which would have 
been on a Sunday (at this point she gave the date and the time when Joe and his 
friends attacked Paul on the beach after church) we felt a strange urgency to 
pray fervently for your safety and welfare. We know that God heard and 
answered our prayers. 
 There are many hungry hearts here in the villages. People want to know 
about God and His salvation through His Son. I wish you could see their eager 
faces, and how they light up with joy when they hear the Good News of the 
Gospel. We are also continuing to study the language. It is very difficult, but God 
is helping us to learn quickly. Your father is busy working on a translation of the 
Gospel of Mark so the people will have it in their own language. I am involved in 
teaching the women and children from God’s Word. A small church is being built 
in spite of protests from some who do not want Christianity taught here. 
 We hope you are doing well with your schooling there, and enjoying the 
beach, as well as learning in church. We know that your Uncle Fred and Aunt 
Trudy will take good care of you, and that they love you very much. I’m sure your 
cousin, Dana, is entertaining you as well. Please give them all our love. I want to 
write more, but there are people outside in the courtyard that seem to be excited 
about something, so will close for now, and try to write more later. Always 
remember that you are always in our hearts and prayers. Love, Mom and Dad 
PS – More than anything, Paul, give it all to Jesus, and follow Him, no matter 
what happens . . . 
 Paul sat down on the edge of his bed, letter in hand. He read it through 
twice more. The part about them praying for him just when he needed it most 
was thrilling, and humbling. He knew that God had heard their prayers clear on 
the other side of the world, and answered by sending a stranger on a dune 
buggy. He whispered a prayer of thanksgiving to God. But, something about the 
letter bothered him, something vague, but very real. He sensed it, but couldn’t 
put his finger on it.  
 The storm raging outside added a sense of foreboding to his troubled 
mind. It was as if the enemy was roaring and pounding out a message of doom. 
Silently his uneasiness melted into fear. Was there a hidden message in the 
letter—a message that his mother wanted him to remember in case . . .? In case 
of what? He asked himself. He drew in a ragged breath, and let it out slowly. 
What if the people who hate Christians do something to them? What if they don’t 
come back? What then? What did his mother mean by telling him to “give it all to 
Jesus, and follow Him, no matter what happens”? Who were those people 
outside their house, and what did they want?  
 Paul dropped to his knees and began to pray. “Lord God, oh God! Hear 
my prayer! I haven’t prayed like I should for my parents. Please forgive me, Lord. 
Please help them, and keep them safe! Dear Jesus, please don’t let anything bad 
happen to them!” 
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 Just then Paul heard Mr. Fisher came in from a meeting at the church.  He 
seemed to be upset about something, but Paul couldn’t quite hear what he said. 
Then he heard Mrs. Fisher give a startled cry, and after that his ears began to 
pick up snatches of conversation that made his heart race. “. . . Mission Board 
called . . . kidnapped . . . last seen . . . don’t know where they are . . .”   
 Paul jumped to his feet, and in two bounces landed in front of the bedroom 
door. He flung it open so hard it banged against the wall. He raced into the 
kitchen. “What has happened? Who called? Is it about Mom and Dad?” In a 
glance he saw his aunt’s ashen face, the grim set of his uncle’s jaw, Dana’s tears 
and two terrified little boys. “Are they okay? Tell me they are okay!” 
 “Paul,” Mr. Fisher said, trying to sound calmer than he felt, “I got a call 
from the Mission Board.” He stopped and motioned for Paul to sit in a kitchen 
chair. He sat down opposite of Paul, and folded his hands on top of the table. “I 
am going to level with you, Paul, because you need to know.” 
 Paul felt a lump surface in his throat. Tears stung his eyes, and his heart 
fluttered like a wild thing. “It seems that no one has seen or heard from your 
parents in the Chinese village that they were working in for quite a few days,” Mr. 
Fisher said, “but that doesn’t mean anything bad. We just don’t know right now 
what is going on. There is a lot of guessing. Perhaps they traveled to another 
village for a few days. We just don’t know. But, one thing I do know for sure is 
this—we better start praying!” 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 

ANDY’S SECRET 
 
 Shivering in the damp, night air, Andy shoved his hands deep into the 
pockets of his jacket. The rain storm had finally given way to a steady wind, and 
giving up its assault on the coast, moved inland. A handful of stars shyly peeked 
through the puffy clouds that lagged behind. 
  Andy had made sure that his mother and Debbie were sound asleep 
before he slipped out of the creaky old house. His sneakers made a squishing 
noise as he carefully picked his way across the weeds that served as their lawn. 
 With the stealth of a cat stalking its prey he hunkered down behind a row 
of short, thick bushes. He held his breath, straining his ears to hear low voices on 
the other side of the hedge. After a few minutes the voices melted away into the 
distance. Andy crept from his hiding place, stepped around a large mud puddle, 
and silently followed three shadowy figures that ran across the open street to a 
drug store. He watched as they slipped around to the back and disappeared.  
 When he felt he could follow without being seen, he dashed across the 
street, and slipped behind a trash can. The sound of smashing glass told him that 
a window had been shattered. He felt sickened as a knot formed in his stomach. 
His heart pounded like a drum, and he was sure it could be heard a mile away. 
Carefully he inched his way towards the broken window. The sound of voices 
arguing nearby caused him to flatten himself against the rough brick wall. 
 “Joe, I don’t like this one bit! It was okay taking tools and jewelry and stuff, 
but breaking into a store…” 
 “Aw shut up, Harry! You are always whining. You know what we have to 
do, and we’re gonna do it! Now hurry up!” 
 “Look at this Joe! Can I keep one of these watches?” 
 “No, stupid. You know what’ll happen to us if we keep anything!” 
 “Hey, Joe! I found the drugs. Where’s the sack?” 
 Suddenly, Andy spotted the Sheriff’s car as he made his nightly rounds. 
Quietly he inched his way back towards the trash cans. It would be hard to 
explain to the crusty old lawman what he was doing outside the drug store while 
a robbery was taking place.  
 The car silently pulled up behind the store. Then Andy watched as the 
Sheriff caught sight of the broken window. If the situation hadn’t been so serious, 
it would’ve been downright funny. First the Sheriff started to shine his flashlight 
through the broken window. Then, realizing he could be up against something he 
couldn’t handle, he turned back to his patrol car to call for help. But, before he 
could grab his phone, he slipped on the glass and fell flat on his back. 
Meanwhile, Joe and his friends, realizing that they were about to be caught red-
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handed, fled to the front of the store, made their exit, and split up in three 
directions.  
 Andy carefully backed away from his hiding place while the Sheriff was 
busy picking himself up, and slipped around to the front of the drug store. Just in 
the nick of time he spotted Joe ducking into an alley. Andy tore after him. Joe 
dodged around the Post Office, but not before Andy caught a glimpse of him and 
followed in hot pursuit. As Andy closed in on him, Joe made a decision to try and 
ditch him by running through the backyards of the houses along the main street. 
Most of the yards were fenced, while many had trees, shrubs, sheds and 
garages that made good hiding places. 
 Joe may have been shorter than Andy, but he had no trouble leaping over 
a high wood fence before veering off towards the old shed in the Fisher’s back 
yard. Meanwhile, Andy scrambled over the fence, and landed on the other side 
just in time to see Joe duck behind the shed. Maybe, he thought to himself, if I 
pretend I lost him, I can circle around and sneak up on him from the other 
direction. Keeping his eye on the spot where he had last seen Joe, Andy slowly 
backed off into the darkness. Hidden by bushes, he quietly worked his way 
around to the other side of the shed. 
 Joe, sensing Andy’s presence behind him, leapt from his hiding place and 
dashed across the back yard towards the garage.  
 “Hold it, Joe!” Andy yelled in frustration. Trying to get his hands on Joe 
was harder than catching a greased pig. He listened to Joe’s footsteps retreating 
in the distance. “Okay, I give up,” Andy mumbled under his breath.  
 “Hey!” a voice hissed out of the darkness. Andy visibly jumped. He found 
himself squinting into the bright beam of a flashlight. “Hey, Andy, what are you 
doing in our back yard in the middle of the night?” Andy’s shoulders slumped with 
relief. It was Paul. 
 “Well, what are you up in the middle of the night for?” Andy asked. 
 “I couldn’t sleep a wink. Something terrible has happened. But, you still 
haven’t answered my question, Andy.”  
 “Aw, well, I couldn’t sleep either, so I was looking out my bedroom 
window, and then I spotted Joe and his pals messing around across the street 
from the drugstore. . .” Andy hesitated as he realized he had just given the 
location of the house he and Debbie lived in to Paul. He felt his face grow hot in 
the cool night air, but he kept talking, hoping Paul had missed the clue he had 
just given him. “Um. . .well. . . I sneaked out and followed them. They broke out a 
window in the back of the drugstore, and were robbing it when the sheriff showed 
up. I knew I couldn’t explain what I was doing there, so I disappeared when I had 
the chance. Then the boys split up three ways, and I saw Joe heading this 
direction and followed in hot pursuit. It sure didn’t do me any good though. He got 
away.” 
 “Well, maybe you’re better off, Andy. He’s one tough, mean kid.” 
 “So, what’s the bad news, Paul?” Andy looked genuinely concerned.  
 Paul hesitated. Could he really trust Andy? There was so much about him 
he didn’t know about—so much he hadn’t had time to ask Andy. Why did they 
live in that horrible “haunted” house? Where was his dad? On the other hand, 
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Andy seemed to be one of the most sincere Christians he’d ever met, and it sure 
wouldn’t hurt to ask him to pray for his folks.  
 “It’s. . . it’s. . . my parents. . . they’re missionaries in China. . . and, well,” 
tears stung Paul’s eyes. His throat throbbed. “They’ve come up missing! Only 
God knows where they are right now!” 
 “Oh, Paul! I am so sorry to hear that! Let’s pray, right now for them.” With 
that, Andy put a protective hand on Paul’s shoulder and began to pray. His words 
were full of power and faith. Paul found his heart greatly comforted. 
 “Thanks, Andy,” Paul said, wiping tears with the back of his hand. “I’m so 
glad that the Lord sent you here tonight!” He managed a weak grin. 
 “Well, you know what? I guess He did send me here, even though I didn’t 
know it at the time, but I better get home now before Mom finds out I’m gone. 
She may ground me for life!”  
 Paul watched silently as Andy disappeared into the night. Maybe 
tomorrow he would find answers to his nagging questions about Andy.  
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 

THE CONFRONTATION 
 
 It was Wednesday night. Paul hadn’t seen Andy for two days. Well, I’ll 
probably see him at church tonight, he thought as he grabbed his Bible and 
notebook. Maybe I can ask him about his dad, and why they live in that dumpy 
old house down by the shacks. . . 
 Paul’s thoughts were interrupted by Mrs. Fisher’s strained voice. Paul 
could tell that she was tired and that she had been crying. “Paul, I know you’re 
planning to come to church, but we’d like for you and Dana to stay home and 
watch the boys for us. We’re having a special time of prayer for your folks 
tonight, and there won’t be anyone to watch the little kids.” 
 “Well,” Paul said, trying not to let his disappointment show, “um. . . okay.” 
 “Thanks. We shouldn’t be too long, but we do need to really pray for your 
folks, and you and Dana and the boys can pray here at home. If it gets past their 
bedtime, please help them get into bed. I know you two will do a good job.”  
 On their way out the door, Mr. Fisher turned back with an unusual order, 
“Be sure you kids lock all the doors while we’re gone, okay?” 
 “We will,” Dana said. “Can we make some popcorn?” 
 “Sure, that’s fine, Honey,” Mrs. Fisher managed a weak smile. “We love 
you guys.” With that, they were out the door. 
 Dana and Paul mad sure all the doors and windows were locked. Then 
Dana got out the stuff they needed to make popcorn. “You know what?” her blue 
eyes fastened on Paul’s worried face. “I wonder if people are getting kinda 
scared of whoever is breaking into stores and things. I mean, maybe there’s 
more to it than just Joe, Ralph and Harry.” 
 “Dana,” Paul’s voice was edged with irritation. “I told you before that Andy 
saw with his own two eyes Joe, Ralph and Harry. Nobody else.” 
 “I know,” Dana said as she measured the popcorn and poured it into the 
popper. “But, why didn’t he go to the sheriff and report who it was? I just don’t 
understand that!” 
 “Well, why would he want to do that? After all, he was supposed to be 
home asleep wasn’t he?” But, in the back of his mind, Paul wondered the same 
thing. Andy was a first-hand witness. That would be enough for the Sheriff to go 
round up those boys. Things just didn’t make sense lately. 
 Meanwhile, the Fishers pulled up in the church parking lot next to Andy’s 
mother, Mrs. Merrill. “Hello, Violet!” Mrs. Fisher greeted her warmly.  
 “Hello. . . I’ve come to pray with you folks for Paul’s parents,” she said 
quietly. “Andy is home with Debbie.” 
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 “We’re so happy to have you join us,” Mr. Fisher said. “This is a serious 
matter that only the Lord can solve.” 
 “I wonder where everyone is,” Mrs. Fisher said as they walked into the 
sanctuary.  
 “Well,” the pastor must be here,” Mrs. Fisher said. “I saw his car in the 
parking lot. And, oh! There’s Donald.” She turned to Mrs. Merrill. “Donald is the 
pastor’s son,” she explained.  
 Donald, upon seeing them, smiled broadly and moved in their direction. 
“Hi everyone,” he said, rubbing the palms of his hands together. “We’re going to 
have quite a meeting tonight!” He seemed genuinely happy. 
 Mr. Fisher cleared his throat. “Well, I’d say more of a time of intense 
intercession, right?” He watched Donald’s face turn slightly red.  
 “Uh, yeah, right,” Donald muttered. His eyes narrowed to slits that 
reminded Mr. Fisher of icicles. Donald stepped back, and then retreated to the 
back of the church. 
 Within a few minutes the entire church board, elders, deacons, seventeen 
members of the congregation, and the pastor, filed through the door. They all sat 
down except for Pastor Rob who made his way to the front.  
 Mr. Fisher leaned towards his wife, and whispered, “Something is not right 
here, I can sense it.” 
 “I agree,” she whispered back. 
 Pastor Rob’s voice boomed out through the nearly vacant sanctuary. 
“Dear friends, welcome! We are here tonight to discuss some urgent community 
matters. As a community church, we need to take an active part in ensuring that 
our community maintains the high standards that we have worked so hard to 
establish and maintain so that this church will stand out as a beacon of light to 
not only the community, but for our children. Raising our children in a good, clean 
atmosphere such as this church provides is absolutely necessary if this 
community is going to grow and prosper. In other words, we can no longer 
tolerate the criminal element that has filtered into our community through that 
shameful slum. . .” He pointed a finger in the direction of the shacks. 
 “Hold it, Pastor!” Mr. Fisher jumped to his feet. “We came here tonight to 
pray and seek the face of God Almighty for the safety of the missionaries who 
have disappeared in China!” 
 “Please sit down, Brother Fred,” Pastor Rob said icily. 
 “No! This is not the time to exalt the church and bash the poor!” Mr. Fisher 
was furious. Mrs. Fisher tugged on his coat, but she knew that there was no 
stopping him now. Mrs. Merrill’s face was white as a ghost, and the other people 
seemed to have turned into frozen statues. 
 “So,” the pastor said, “you oppose maintaining a fine, upstanding 
community then? You agree that the slum dwellers in our little town have a right 
to steal so they can continue to live like drunken pigs?” 
 “That does it!” roared Mr. Fisher. “Is this the way Jesus would treat the 
poor? Is this his attitude? What does God say about how we are to treat the poor, 
and the lost?” 
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 Pastor Rob tried to protest, but Mr. Fisher’s voice drowned him out. “You 
want to turn this church into a world-friendly little circus that attracts people who 
have no desire for God or His Word or His Son. You, sir, are a hireling shepherd! 
If you were of God, you’d keep your word about praying for the missionaries, and 
you would lift up Jesus, not your own sick, pathetic program! If you were a truly 
godly man, you’d care more for the souls of the poor than for your reputation or 
how much money you can get!” He turned to the two women beside him. “Come, 
ladies! I will escort you out of this den of iniquity!”  
 “What now?” asked Mrs. Fisher once they were outside. 
 “Let’s go home and pray!” Turning to Mrs. Merrill, whose face was still 
ashen, he said, “Would you please do us the honor of following us to our house 
so we can pray?” 
 She nodded. “Yes, I’d be ever so grateful.” 
 “Very well then,” he said as he opened her car door for her, “We’ll see you 
there.” 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 

FALSE ACCUSATIONS 
 
 Dana jumped with a start when she heard the door open into the kitchen. 
“Oh! Mom, Dad! You scared me! I didn’t expect you home so soon!” Her eyes 
widened as she saw the look on each face. “What happened?” 
 “Yeah, what happened, Uncle Fred?” Paul asked as he stepped into the 
room. “I just tucked the kids into bed. They were really tired tonight.” 
 “I’ll tell you both later,” Mr. Fisher said as he hung up his jacket. “We are 
going to pray for Paul’s parents here!” 
 As everyone took a seat in the comfortable living room, Paul and Dana 
exchanged curious looks. Something really big must’ve happened at the church 
for them to come home with Andy’s mom to pray. 
  Mr. Fisher opened in prayer. Then each one took a turn at praying in 
earnest for the missing couple. Paul broke down in tears. “Oh God, I need more 
faith in You!” he sobbed. “What if I never see them again?”  
 “It’s going to be okay, you’ll see, Paul,” Mrs. Merrill said, placing a hand on 
his shoulder. “I sense that God is saying that it’s going to be all right.” 
 “I agree with that,” Mr. Fisher said. “The Lord is giving me the peace that 
only He can give.” 
 When they were through praying, Mrs. Merrill quietly said, “I have 
something that I need to tell you people, but please, please promise you will keep 
it confidential.” 
 “Of course we will, won’t we?” Mrs. Fisher said as she looked at Paul and 
Dana. Both of them nodded in agreement. 
 “First of all,” Mrs. Merrill said, “Andy told me about the other night. I wasn’t 
too happy about him going out alone at night, but he is determined to catch Joe 
and his friends in the act of stealing. I’m sure you’re wondering why he didn’t go 
to the Sheriff. Well, the reason is, people have been accusing him of being part 
of their gang.” 
 “Oh no!” Mrs. Fisher said. “How could that possibly be? You folks haven’t 
even lived here that long.” 
 “Well, people are not always kind,” she smiled wistfully. “Even the pastor’s 
son, Donald, has falsely accused Andy.” 
 “That makes me so mad!” hissed Paul through clenched teeth. 
 “Also, I want to tell you that we do live in that awful, old house behind the 
shacks.” She hung her head. “It’s the only place we could afford to rent when we 
moved here. But, tomorrow, I start as a waitress at the Gray Gull Café. So, that’s 
a start. Then, down the road, maybe we’ll be able to move into a better place.” 
 Mr. Fisher leaned forward. His blue eyes were filled with compassion. 
“Violet, we will do all we can to help you. I will drop by tomorrow after work and 
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take a look at the place, and see what I can repair. Paul’s pretty good at swinging 
a hammer too,” he winked at Paul, “and I’m sure he’ll be more than happy to 
help. And, Andy might enjoy learning a thing or two about shingles and such.” 
 “Thank you so much,” she said, blinking back the tears. She took a deep 
breath. “I have something else to tell you, something for you to pray about. It’s 
about my husband, Samuel. He. . . he’s in prison for a crime he didn’t commit.”  
 Paul held his breath. So that is why Andy has been so elusive. I get it now! 
 Dana’s eyes were big and sad. To think that her new friend, Debbie, had 
to live in such a place while her dad was in prison! How terrible that must be. 
 Mrs. Merrill went on, “Samuel was the pastor of a fairly large church in 
another state. He refused to water down the Gospel, or the reality of sin and hell. 
He preached a lot like the old-time preachers. Certain people in the church 
wanted to get rid of him. One of their daughters falsely accused my husband. . .” 
She broke down and wept. Mrs. Fisher put her arms around her. 
 Wow! Paul thought to himself. So, Andy is a real preacher’s son. No 
wonder he knows his Bible so well, and prays with such power and authority. He 
felt ashamed that he had ever doubted Andy’s character. 
 “We are going to pray that man out of prison,” said Mr. Fisher, “If we have 
to pray all night long!” With that, he got down on his knees and began to pray. 
The others joined him. Then they prayed for Joe and his family, his friends and 
the other people living in the shacks who needed Jesus. They prayed for Andy 
and Debbie, that God would protect them from false accusations and lies. They 
prayed for Pastor Rob and his son Donald, that they would repent, and for the 
church, that people would truly repent and seek the Lord. 
 It was the best prayer meeting any of them had been to in a long, long 
time. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 
 

LIFE OR DEATH 
 
 “This is it!” Paul said as he motioned for Andy, Debbie and Dana to lay low 
behind a pile of driftwood. “They’re going into the cave.” 
 The youths had decided to meet early Saturday morning behind the 
dunes, and wait to see if Joe and his buddies dug up any more buried boxes. In 
less than an hour, Joe and his friends appeared, but instead of digging up 
anything, they headed down the beach at a fast trot. Each one was carrying a 
gunnysack. The foursome wasted no time in tailing them clear to the forbidden 
cave. 
 “What do you think they’re doing in there?” Debbie asked. 
 “My guess would be,” Paul answered, “that they are digging up that chest, 
or whatever it is, that they hid somewhere in there.” 
 Andy looked at Paul. “When you went into that cave, did you see how far 
back it goes? I mean. . .are there other tunnels where the water doesn’t reach, 
where they could hide stuff, or what?” 
 “Well, I didn’t get to explore it much,” Paul grinned. “I was too busy trying 
to get out alive.” 
 “If we’re going to catch them with the stolen goods,” Andy said in a low 
voice, “we have to go into that cave.” 
 “No!” exclaimed Dana. “We’re not to go in there! Our folks will be really 
mad at us!” 
 “Well, our mom didn’t tell us not to go in there,” Andy reasoned. 
 “No! It really is too dangerous,” Paul said. “But, I do have some idea of 
how I can stay on higher ground, that is, if you stay here with the girls.” All eyes 
were on Paul’s face. “Look,” he explained, “I recall seeing some sort of a narrow 
path up along the rocky wall on the right side of the cave. If I go that way, I can 
spy on them, and still be higher than the first waves that roll in. Okay?” 
 “But,” whimpered Dana, “we’re not supposed to. . .” 
 “Dana,” Paul said firmly, “I know what I’m doing.” She could see that his 
mind was made up.  
 “Well, the tide is still out,” she said, “but. . .” 
 Paul was already making his way across the boulders towards the sandy 
cove in front of the cave’s entrance. 
 “Girls, stay put!” Andy ordered in a hoarse voice. “I’m following Paul. You 
stay here!” He crept from their hiding place, and followed at a safe distance. Paul 
had no idea Andy was keeping an eye on him. 
 Once inside the cave, Paul waited until his eyes adjusted to the dim light. 
Then as he slowly inched his way along the jagged rock wall, he spotted a way to 
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climb up to the narrow pathway. He dug his fingers into small niches in the rock, 
and carefully balanced each foot as he crept along. As the booming of the surf 
faded outside the cave entrance, he heard voices arguing somewhere ahead of 
him. 
 “Hurry up, you guys! We haven’t got all day to dig this stuff up and get it 
out of here! He’s waiting for us up on the highway you know.” Paul recognized 
Joe’s voice. 
 “Are you sure we get paid today?” Harry asked. 
 “Yeah, we get paid today. He promised,” Joe quipped. 
 Paul didn’t have a good view of the three boys, but he heard the sound of 
digging and scraping, followed by a dull thud.  
 “Here, hold the sacks open while I divide up this stuff for us to carry,” Joe 
ordered. Paul figured it was best to stay hidden until they had retrieved all of the 
stolen loot. Then, he’d follow them to whoever they were meeting up on the 
highway.  
 So, he thought to himself, somebody else is in on this. I wonder who that 
is. These kids must be working for somebody who is old enough to sell it for 
them. What a racket! 
 Suddenly Harry and Ralph let out a yelp as water rushed into the cave, 
swishing and gurgling around their ankles.  “Joe! We’ve got to get out of here! 
Fast!” 
 “Okay, grab your sacks, and head for the entrance. I just have to finish 
loading up my sack. I’ll be right behind you.”  
 Paul flattened himself against the rocky wall. He could see Ralph and 
Harry stagger out of the cave, each dragging a heavy gunny sack full of stolen 
goods. The next minute, another giant wave broke outside the entrance and 
rolled deep inside the cave. He could hear Joe cursing as he struggled against 
the powerful current. 
 Meanwhile, unknown to Paul, Andy had followed to a safe distance, where 
he hid behind a giant boulder. He was just inside the entrance. From his hiding 
place, he could barely make out Paul clinging to the rock wall, and he could also 
see the mouth of the cave, and the fast approaching water. Andy could see why 
this place was so dangerous. Things could change in a matter of minutes. 
 Before Paul knew what happened, a giant wave thrust itself deep inside 
the cave, knocking Joe off his feet. The undertow sucked him under, dragging 
him backwards. Kicking and screaming, Joe thrashed about helplessly. Paul 
instantly knew that he couldn’t swim, and was in danger of drowning.  
 Paul sprung into action, half jumping, and half sliding down the rocky wall. 
He splashed into the icy water and started swimming after Joe. Another wave 
roared into the cave, dragging both boys under in the powerful current. Paul 
managed to get close enough to Joe to grab him around the waist. “Grab that 
rock!” he yelled. “Hang on tight!”  
 Spitting and gagging on seawater, Joe grasped the rock with all his might. 
“Help me,” he stammered fearfully. “I. . .I can’t swim!” 
 “Hang on, Joe, here comes a big one!” The wave crashed over both boys, 
but somehow they managed to hang on.  
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 “The tide. . .” Joe panted. “It’s comin’ in too fast!” 
 “Hang on, Joe. I’ll help you,” Paul tried to sound reassuring. 
 “Why would you save me? I mean, after all I’ve done to you?” Joe 
wheezed. 
 “Because Jesus forgave me, I forgive you, okay?”  
 Another monster wave crashed over them. Paul, still clinging with all his 
might to both Joe and the slippery rock, cried out, “Save us, oh God! Have mercy 
on us! Help us!” He thought he heard Joe weakly say, “Yes!” 
 It seemed to Paul that they fought to cling to that rock for an eternity, when 
suddenly strong men were there, holding them up, bringing them out to dry land, 
giving them first aid. “Who? Where? How?” Paul’s teeth were chattering from the 
cold.  
 “The Coast Guard rescued you two.” It was Andy’s voice. “I saw that you 
were going to be in big trouble, and so I climbed up the bluff to the highway 
where a call was made for help.” 
 Paul squinted at his friend. “’A call was made for help?’” he repeated.  
 “Well, yeah,” Andy grinned. “And guess what else?” 
 “What?”  
 “The guy with the cell phone is the guy who was waiting to meet the boys 
with the stolen goods.” 
 “Really? And, he let you use his phone?” 
 “Yep. He knew he better cooperate or he could be accused of letting two 
boys drown.” 
 “Wow,” Paul let out a low whistle. “I wonder who that guy is.” 
 “I know,” Andy said solemnly. 
 “You do? Well, who is it?” 
 “He is none other than Donald, the preacher’s son! And, he’s on his way to 
jail this very hour.” 
 “We have our work cut out for us, Andy. A lot of damage has been done 
by people who claim to be Christians.” 
 “You’ve got that right,” Andy said. “But, with God’s help, together, we can 
do it!” 
 Paul smiled and closed his eyes. “Thank You, Jesus!” It is so good to be 
alive. It is so good to have a friend like Andy. It is so good to have a loving family 
like the Fisher’s. And, most of all, it is so good to know the Lord. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Adventures of Paul and Dana 

 59

 
 
 
 
 

EPILOGUE 
 
 
 That very week, Pastor Rob resigned as pastor of the community church. 
The leaders who had backed him also resigned and left the church. The handful 
of people who remained asked Mr. Fisher to fill in as pastor until another pastor 
could be found. 
 Two weeks later, news came that Paul’s parents had been found. Their 
captors had been overcome by the love of God shown to them by the brave 
missionaries. They gave their hearts to Jesus, and have become devout 
followers.  
 A month later, Andy’s father was released from prison. All charges against 
him were dropped. The girl, who was used to falsely accuse him, confessed that 
she had lied and made it all up. Now that he was reunited with his family, he 
moved them to a decent home, close to the Fisher’s. When asked to be the 
pastor of the community church, he prayed about it, and then accepted the 
position. He stated that he would rather have a handful of sheep with God’s 
presence, than a whole church full of goats where God was missing. 
 The church began working on practical ways to help people like the 
Rossi’s. Joe, Harry and Ralph had begun stealing in order to get money to help 
their poor families survive. Mr. and Mrs. Rossi were so grateful to Paul for saving 
Joe’s life, that they began attending Bible studies and church. As for Joe, he 
received Christ into his life that very night after nearly drowning, and, along with 
Paul and Andy, became an active witness of the love of God. 
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QUIZ QUESTIONS 
 

CHAPTER ONE 
 
1.  Where does this story take place? 
2.  Why is Paul unhappy? 
3.  Do you think he has an attitude problem? 
4.  What kind of a family does he have? 
5.  Do you think God knows where he is? 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
1.  Where is China?  
2.  Who went there to be missionaries?  
3.  Why do you suppose Paul couldn't go with them?  
4.  What is a missionary? 
5.  What is the Gospel? 
6.  In this chapter, what was Paul's attitude like at breakfast?  
7.  Did he feel sorry for himself? Or, was he thankful?  
8.  Does God want us to feel sorry for ourselves? Why not?  
9.  Did Paul begin to enjoy working with his Uncle?  
10. Does it help you to sit around thinking about yourself? Or, do you feel better 

when you have work to do?  
11. Did Jesus sit around feeling bad about his life? Did His disciples sit around 

feeling sorry for themselves? 
12. Did Jesus always obey His Father, or was He angry and unhappy?  
13. Who are we to be like? Paul in the story, or Jesus? Who are you like most of 

the time? Are you like Jesus, or are you angry and unthankful? Do you resent 
(dislike) helping your mom or dad?   

14. Did Dana wonder if Paul was a real Christian?  
15. Do you think he really knows Jesus? (Why or why not?) 
 
CHAPTER THREE 
 
1.  Why was Sunday for hard for Paul?  
3.  Did Paul feel like being around a lot of people? 
3.  Do you think Paul could be mad at God? Why?  
4.  Do you think that God knew where Paul was, and how he felt?  
5.  What would you do if you were Paul? Why?  
6.  Did Paul like having the responsibility of his two little cousins?    
7.  What did Paul want?   
8.  Why do you think Paul wanted to be left alone? Did he want to be alone with 

the Lord, or did he want to just feel sorry for himself?  
9.  What advice would you give to Paul to help him stop feeling sorry for himself? 
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10. Do you ever feel sorry for yourself? What do you do about it, make everybody 
around you miserable, or do you change your focus to something outside of 
yourself? What can you do to get yourself past yourself?  

11. What happened on the way home? 
12. Who threatened the boys? 
13. What did Paul do when Ralph hurt Johnny? 
14. What happened to Paul? 
15. Who did Paul cry out to in his mind to save him? 
16. Then what happened? 
17. Who do you think the man on the dune buggy was?  How did he know that 

Johnny and Billy ran home?   
18. What did you like about this chapter? What did you learn? 
 
CHAPTER FOUR 
 
1.  What was Uncle Fred's response when he heard what had happened?   
2.  Do you ask the Lord before making a decision? When should you ask the 

Lord what to do? 
3.  Do you know any mean kids?  
4.  Why do you think they are mean?  
5.  Should you pray for them?  
6.  What questions was Paul asking himself?  
7.  If you died today, would you go to heaven or hell? How do you know?  
8.  Why do you think Paul wasn't sure if he was saved or not? Do you think his 

attitudes this far are right? Do you think he felt guilty about it?  
9.  Have we seen yet where Paul reads his Bible or prays? Do you pray and talk 

to Jesus?  
10. Who do you think the mysterious stranger was? 
 
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
1.  How did Paul feel Monday morning about his life? Is he asking Jesus for help, 

or is he still hanging on to his bad attitudes? What would you tell Paul to do?  
2.  Where did his uncle go? What was he planning to do?   
3.  Describe Joe Rossi's house. What was it like? If you visited his house, what 

could you learn about his family and life because of the (environment) 
surroundings?  

4.  How would you describe Joe's mother?  
5.  How did Joe's mother respond to the news about Joe and his friends?  
6.  Do you think she is afraid of Joe's dad?  
7.  If you were Joe, how would you feel about your life? How would you respond 

to such a life?  
8.  Does the Rossi family know God? Why does the Rossi family need Jesus? 

What difference do you think it would make if they received Jesus into their 
hearts? How would they change?  
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9.  If you know Jesus, how has He changed your heart? Do you know when your 
attitudes are wrong? What do you do about it? Do you ask for forgiveness, or 
do you justify (defend) your sin? What should you do?  

10. Suppose somebody in your family doesn't do right before God. What should 
you do? Should you do what they are doing, or should you decide in your 
heart to obey Jesus and please Him, no matter what others are doing? 

 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
1.  Do you think Paul could change his attitude? Explain your answer. What 

would you do if you were in Paul's place?  
2.  Do you see Paul talking to Jesus or reading his Bible?  
3.  How does praying and reading God's Word help you?  
4.  What was Paul's attitude towards Joe having a cut and black eye?  
5.  Did Dana think that Paul should forgive Joe and his friends?  
6.  Is Jesus real to Dana?  
7.  What kind of a heart pleases God?  
8.  What is the sin of omission?  
9.  Did Uncle Fred repent of this sin?  What is repentance?  
10. What did Uncle Fred and Aunt Trudy agree that Joe needed?   
11. What is discipline? Does God discipline us? Do we like to be disciplined? Is 

discipline love? Why do we need discipline? What happens to people who are 
never disciplined?  

12. What do Paul's aunt and uncle do when faced with problems?  
13. What did Paul see in the night? What or what do you think it was? 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
1.  Who did Paul blame for stealing the tools?  
2.  What was Mr. Fisher's response?  
3.  What did Mr. Fisher ask Paul to do concerning Joe and his friends?  
4.  What was Paul's response?  
5.  How would you feel if you were in Paul's place?  
6.  How would you describe Paul's attitude?  
7.  What did Paul decide to do rather than face what he needed to do?  
8.  Is Paul thankful for what he has, or is he self-centered and jealous?   
9.  What does his attitude about sharing the cookies reveal about him?  
10. How does Paul's decision remind you of Proverbs 14:12?  
11. Do you think that running away will solve Paul's problems?  
12. Does Jesus forgive us when we confess our sins and ask for forgiveness?  
13. Will we be forgiven by God if we do not forgive others?  
14. Why should we forgive others? What is bitterness? What does unforgiveness 

do to you?  
15. Can we please God if we do not forgive from our heart? 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
1.  What happened to Paul? (He got sick.)  
2.  Do you think it's possible that God allowed for him to get sick so he didn't feel 

good enough to run away?  
3.  What are some of the things that can happen to kids who run away? 
4.  Is Paul still miserable with himself?  
5.  Is Paul thankful and grateful?   
6.  Would Paul really be happy if he ran back to his old school and friends? Why 

not  
7.  What is happiness?   
8.  What is our true source of happiness?  
9.  Did you like learning about razor clam digging?  
10. Why did Paul actually have a good time? 
 
CHAPTER NINE 
 
1.  What made Paul feel good at the beginning of this chapter?  
2.  What kind of a kid is Trudy?  
3.  How do you think people describe you, your behavior and your attitude? 

Why? Do people see Jesus in you?  
4.  Did Paul begin to feel irritated with Dana? Why?  
5.  Was Dana trying to show Paul a good time and keep him happy?  
6.  Was Paul acting selfish?  
7.  Did Paul care if Dana got into trouble by going into the "forbidden" cave?  
8.  What do you think Dana should do? 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
1.  Did Paul pay attention to warnings not to go into the cave?   
2.  What did Dana do?   
3.  Who do you think lied to Dana that Paul was going to die, and it was her 

fault?  
4.  Why did Dana blame herself?  
5.  Did Dana repent?  
6.  Do you think the Lord led Uncle Fred and Aunt Trudy to walk down the beach 

when Paul needed them?   
7.  Do you think they live their faith, that is, practice what they believe?  
8.  After Paul had gone to bed, what was he thinking about? Was he worried 

about if he was truly saved or not? 
9.  Did Paul feel guilty?  Who did he cry out to for help? 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
1.   Did Paul want to go to church?   
2.   Was Paul right that a lot of people who go to church every Sunday are not 

saved?   
3.   Who spoke to Paul's heart?   
4.   How did Paul respond?   
5.   How do the Fishers treat Paul?  
6.   Why was Mr. Fisher meeting with the pastor and leaders?  
7.   How did Paul treat the new kid who showed up for Sunday School?  
8.   Do you make new kids feel welcome in your school, neighborhood, etc.?  
9.   Do you think Andy is a Christian? What does his Bible say about him?  
10. How did Paul feel after seeing how well Andy knew the Word of God?  
11. Why do you think may be the reason Andy and his mom are afraid for people 

to get to know them?  
12. Did Paul like Andy? What did he decide to do?  
13. Do you see Paul's attitude changing?  
14. What was the problem with the church?  
15. Has the Holy Spirit ever spoken to your heart? If so, what did He say, and 

how did you respond? 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE 
  
1.  What was different about Paul's attitude? 
2.  How did the church leaders respond to Mr. Fisher's desire to give money to 

help the poor?  
3.  What did the pastor want to do instead?  
4.  Why was Mrs. Fisher upset about the pastor putting his young son over the 

youth in the church?  
5.  How would you feel about this situation?  
6.  What did the Fishers plan to do about it?  
7.  What do you think could happen if they go against their pastor?  
8.  Who should Christians obey and follow, people or God? 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
1.  Does everything seem "new" to Paul now that he has surrendered to Jesus? 
2.  What does the weight of sin and guilt do to a person?   
3.  How is Paul treating Dana now?  
4.  What did Andy and Debbie see Joe and his pals doing?  
5.  What did Paul and Dana do with Andy and Debbie?  
6.  After Paul told Andy and Debbie about what happened with Joe on the beach, 

what was Andy's response? 
7.  Do you think Paul needs to make a point out of forgiving them?  
8.  What does unforgiveness deep down in your heart do to you?  
9.  Where were Joe and his friends going with the chest?  
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10.  Do you think they found treasure, or is it something else? 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
1.  What do you think was in that box Joe and his friends carried down the beach 

to the cave?  
2.  Who spoke to Paul's heart on their walk home?  
3.  What was there about Andy that made Paul think he was a real Christian?   
4.  What is there about YOUR life that shows people you know Jesus?  
5.  What is there about YOUR life that you know is NOT like Jesus? What are 

you going to do about it? 
     a.  Do you mind your parents? 
     b.  Do you mind your teachers? 
     c.  Do you obey without arguing or complaining? 
     d.  Do you tell the truth? 
     e.  Are you kind to others? 
     f.  Do you pray to Jesus? 
     g. Do you love Him and want to learn about Him?  
6.  Where were the Fisher's going, and what were they going to do?  
7.  What was Paul's reaction when he heard they were going to the Rossi's?  
8.  How would you explain Paul's changed attitudes? 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
1.  How did the Fishers show Christian love to the Rossi family? 
2.  What kind of a place do the Rossi's live in?   
     (Even though they are poor, they can still be neat and clean, don't you think?)  
3.  What do you think Mr. Rossi's problem is?  
4.  What do you think the strange glint in Mr. Rossi's eyes was?  
5.  How was Paul affected by the visit to Joe's place?  
6.  Who did Dana think she saw when they were leaving?  
7.  Why do you think Paul didn't believe her?  
8.  When Uncle Fred stopped Paul and Dana from getting into an argument, what 

did he say about how God sees people? 
9.  God looks at our hearts. What does He see in your heart right now?  
10. Did Dana and Paul apologize to each other?  
11. Do you apologize to others when you are wrong? 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
1.  What did Paul tell his parents in the letter he wrote to them?  
2.  Is it important to confess that you have given your life to Jesus?  
3.  Do you tell others about Jesus?  
4.  Who did Paul get a letter from?  
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5.  Who had been praying for Paul the Sunday afternoon that Joe Rossi and his 
friends attacked Paul and his cousins on the beach? 

6.  Do you think the Holy Spirit told his mother to pray for him?  
7.  In Paul's mom's letter, what did tell him they were doing on the mission field?   
8.  Have you ever thought about becoming a missionary when you grow up?  
9.  How can you share about Jesus with others?  
10. What should you be doing to prepare to share God's Word? 
11. What did his mother write that made Paul uneasy, or fearful?   
12. What did Paul do?  
13. When Mr. Fisher came home, what news did he have?  
14. What did Mr. Fisher say that they had to do?  
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
1.  What did Andy see from his window?  
2.  Why do you suppose he followed the boys?  
3.  Were Joe and his friends wrong in what they were doing?   
4.  What does God say about stealing?  
5.  Will people who steal go to heaven?  
6.  How about lying--will people who lie go to heaven?  
7.  Can you name the Ten Commandments and tell what they mean?  
8.  Will people who try to keep the Ten Commandments, but don't know Jesus go 

to heaven?   
9.  How do you know you're going to heaven?  
10. What happened when Andy chased Joe into Paul's backyard?  
11. What did Andy do for Paul when he heard about his missing parents?  
12. Why do you think Andy is afraid for Paul to find out where he lives?  
13. Do you criticize or put other kids down because of the way they live, look, 

dress, talk, etc.? 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
1.  What did the Fishers go to the church to do?   
2.  What happened at the church?   
3.  Do you think the Pastor cares about people's souls?  
4.  Who should be lifted up (talked about, taught about) in a church?  
5.  What did Mr. Fisher do?  
6.  Who did Mr. Fisher refer to as being their example?  
7.  Where did they go to pray? 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN  
 
1.  How would you describe the prayer meeting?  
2.  Did Andy tell his mother about the night he went out of the house after Joe? 

(Yes)  
3.  Why was he afraid to tell the sheriff?  
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4.  What did Mrs. Merrill tell the Fishers?   
5.  From this story so far have you learned that not everyone who goes to church 

or who claims to be a Christian is really a Christian? 
6.  What did Mr. Fisher volunteer to do for Mrs. Merrill and her family?  
7.  Would you say that the Fisher's are real Christians? Why?  
8.  Did they pray for Pastor Rob and the church?  
9.  What stands out to you in this chapter? 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY (And Epilogue) 
 
1.  What were Paul, Dana, Andy and Debbie doing Saturday morning?  
2.  What were Joe and his friends doing in the cave?  
3.  What did Paul do when he saw that Joe couldn't swim?  
4.  Did Paul prove that he had forgiven Joe?  
5.  Who was in charge of Joe and his buddies?  
6.  What happened to him?  
7.  What did Joe do?  
8.  What did happened with Paul's parents?  
9.  What happened with Andy's father?  
10. Who became the new pastor of the little church?  
11. Did the church begin to help the poor?  
12. What did Joe's parents do?  
 
 
  
 


