
INTRODUCTION 

Life is raucous. Our world is plagued by storms, grief, 

betrayal, unanswered prayers, and brokenness that 

reverberate more loudly than we are able to absorb. And yet, amidst the cacophony, there are sanctuaries of silence. Spaces where God speaks softly, where healing begins, where love and trust are reignited. 

Quiet Places is not just a romance between two broken 

hearts. It is a story of God's pursuit, the power of His 

restoration, and how He takes the ashes and makes 

something beautiful. In the small coastal town of 

Havenbrook, you'll meet Charis Raymond, a seeker of 

healing, and Ryan Seth, a man who has lost his faith 

through grief. Their lives cross in ways they never 

expected, putting them into danger, reconciliation, and 

ultimately, closer to God's love. 

As you turn these pages, I hope that you'll be drawn into a story that's true, unfiltered, and honest. That you'll weep, hope, and believe once more. And that you'll find your own quiet spot beside the One who mends souls. 

With love and appreciation, 

Dr. Mercy Edewor.
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A QUIET INVITATION 

This book was written for unhurried moments. 

For pauses between responsibilities. 

For the quiet spaces where the soul exhales. 

You do not need to read quickly. 

You do not need to understand everything at once. You only need to be present. 

Here, grace speaks softly. 

Healing is gentle. 

And growth unfolds in its own time. 

May these words meet you where you are. 

May they remind you that becoming whole 

is not a race, 

but a journey walked with patience, faith, and love. 

Welcome to this quiet place. 

Dr. Mercy Edewor 
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Chapter One 

 

The whistle pierced the air as the train 

glided into Haven-brook's worn station, the silver shriek echoing off the cliffs beyond. Charis 

Raymond rested her forehead against the cold 

glass, looking out at the flash of gulls dropping 

along the coast. The sea. She hadn't seen it in 

years. For a moment, she forgot how to breathe. 

As she descended to the platform, a spout of salt wind whipped through her hair, carrying with it the odour of ocean, rust, and something sweet and 

distant, lavender perhaps, from the fields she'd 

glimpsed beyond the town. Havenbrook was not as large as she'd anticipated. A group of slate-hooded cottages was clustered near the harbour, their 

chimneys emitting ribbons of smoke. The 

lighthouse stood watch across the way, paint 

peeling white, but its lens caught a flash of 

sunlight as if the sea itself leaned to its dignity. 

She tied her cardigan. "Shh," she whispered. That was why she'd done this. Not to start over, not to prove something just to live. Just to be quiet. 

Her phone hummed against her pocket. She didn't glance down. She couldn't. At home in Riverton, where the trust breach had wounded her more 

deeply than she ever thought possible, others 
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continued to ask for explanations she wasn't yet ready to give. Former colleagues at the counselling center. Friends who had caught glimpses of the 

reality. Even her parents, their voices choked with questions. She hadn't answered. Not yet. 

The cab driver waiting by the station respectfully nodded and stored her bag in the trunk. "Seaglass Lane cottage, then?" he asked, his accent the 

comforting mix of seaside twang and some old, weathered quality, like the town itself. 

"Yes. That's it." 

The car bounced along the twisting road, by the harbour where fishermen were mending their nets, their fingers moving fast and hard. The sea went on forever, its surface flashing between steel-gray and green. Waves pounded against dark rocks at the bases of the cliffs. It was harsh, untamed, a bit dangerous and for reasons she couldn't explain, Charis found that comforting. 

Most people in for the summer," the driver 

responded after a silence so great it had taken on almost a physical presence. "You here on 

vacation?" 

Charis smiled faintly but did not answer right 

away. How did she explain that she wasn't here to play or to unwind? That she was running, but not 
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from someone who could be seen? "Something 

like that," she replied finally. 

The cottage appeared at the terminus of the lane, stone walls blanketed with vines, shutters a soft blue. The driver placed down her bag and touched the brim of his hat before departing, leaving her to herself. Charis merely stood for a moment, her 

chest in constriction. This is it. A beginning. Or at least an ending. 

The cottage smelled faintly of cedar and dust 

inside. A worn Bible rested on the mantel, as if 

purposefully removing itself from wherever it had come from. She traced her fingers over the cover but didn't open it. Not yet. She unpacked her things deliberately, allowing the quiet to seep in around her like a delicate blanket. 

By late afternoon, the clouds shrouded the sun, 

coming over from a distance. Charis imagined she would take a walk down to the beach. Her boots trampled the gravel path to the beach, where pools of tide glittered like glass bowls full of mystery. Children's distant echoes of laughter could be 

heard, but aside from that, no one was on the 

beach. 

And then she saw him. 
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A man, broad-shouldered and tall, stooping on the edge of the tide. His little girl who was probably six or seven, was with him, clinging to a small 

bucket full of shells. The child's laughter echoed as the man pointed to something in the sand, his smile dividing the seriousness of his profile. 

Charis stopped, not wanting to intrude. She should have gone back. But then the little girl suddenly slipped on the slippery rocks. The bucket clanged out. She gave a shocked shriek. 

Without time to think, Charis ran. Her boots 

splashed in the shallow water as she caught up 

with the child, bracing her upright just in time 

before she crashed to the ground violently. 

“It’s okay, I’ve got you,” Charis murmured, 

brushing damp strands of hair from the girl’s face. The child stared at her, wide-eyed, silent. Not a single word. 

The man was there in an instant, his storm-gray eyes, his frosty breath. "Lila," he said, his voice low but urgent, "are you hurt?" He stooped to 

inspect her hands, her knees, and then came up to regard Charis. They stood locked in each other's eyes, something unsaid between them gratitude, wariness, perhaps both. 

"She's all right," Charis murmured. "Just startled." 
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He nodded once, briskly, as if he didn’t quite know how to soften. “Thank you.” 

Lila clung to his arm, her silence pressing heavier than her small frame. Charis noticed the way the man’s shoulders stiffened when the girl refused to speak, though her eyes said much. 

Charis forced a small smile. “She’s precious. I’m glad she’s okay.” 

The man regarded her for a moment, as though 

trying to read who she was, why she'd come. Then, with a small nod, he walked back toward the cliffs, cinching the bucket under his arm and holding her small hand in his other. 

Charis watched them depart, her heart racing for reasons she could not understand. There was 

something about his eyes, not just sadness, but a barrier. A barrier built against something so sad to bear. 

As the first raindrops fell, Charis whispered softly, as though to herself, "What are you running from?" 

But the question remained, inwardly. Maybe it 

wasn't even for him. Maybe it was for her. 

It was during that evening that Charis sat next to the window of the cottage, listening to the rain 
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"The Lord is near to the broken-hearted and saves the crushed in spirit." 

Her throat closed up. She slammed the book 

closed, keeping her hand across her eyes. 

The sea thundered outside, relentless, and wild. Havenbrook was not going to let her have quiet without a battle. But maybe that was the point. 

Maybe stillness wasn't the absence of storms, but the presence of God in their midst. 

Charis was not yet aware that the man she had met by the shore, Ryan Seth, possessed secrets that 

could ruin what little normality she was left with. She was not yet aware that his daughter's silence was an ache deeper than words. 

All she knew was that the quiet sanctuary she had been yearning for was not quiet. 

It was patiently waiting. Observing. Soon to be something much bigger than she could have ever imagined. 
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