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PRONUNCIATION GUIDE 
 
Adon Olam (Ah-DAHN Oh-LAHM): the Master of the 
World, the Master of Eternity, the Master-Whose-
Kingdom-Extends-Beyond-the-Horizon (the Taernan 
name for God) 
Yeshua (Yeh-shoo-ah): the Son of Adon Olam; the Hebrew 
name for Jesus, also used by the Taernans 
 

The kostan Family 
Rhiaen Kostan (RYE-an KAW-stan): the fifty-five-year-old 
husband and father of the Kostan family 
Acaecia Kostan (A-CAY-see-ah): the fifty-five-year-old 
wife and mother of the Kostan family 
Carita Kostan (Cah-REE-tah): the thirteen-year-old 
daughter of the Kostan family 
Ellisia Kostan (Ell-EE-see-ah): the two-year-old daughter 
of the Kostan family 
Martia Kostan (Mar-TEE-ah): Rhiaen’s enstranged sister





But what things were gain to me,  
those I counted loss for Christ.   

Yea doubtless, and I count all things but loss  
for the excellency of the knowledge of  

Christ Jesus my Lord:  
for whom I have suffered the loss of all things,  
and do count them but dung, that I may win  

Christ,   
And be found in him,  

not having mine own righteousness,  
which is of the law,  

but that which is through the faith of Christ, 
the righteousness which is of God by faith:   

That I may know him,  
and the power of his resurrection, 
and the fellowship of his sufferings,  

being made conformable unto his death. 

Philippians 3:7-10
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“A NOTE FROM your sister, my beloved.” Acaecia Kostan’s 
smile—the one reserved only for Rhiaen—flashed for a 
moment before her eyes returned to the little dress of 
Ellisia’s, half-finished in her lap. 

“Ah…my sister.” The sigh issued from the depths 
of his heart. “I would give anything—anything—to know 
that she…” 

“Yes, I know,” Acaecia agreed. “As would I. And 
yet we cannot force her heart. The anything we can do 
now is continuing in prayer.” 

“Indeed.” Rhiaen lowered himself to his knees, 
grimacing from the bone-wearying effects of the day’s 
labors, and clasped his wife’s hands within his own. A fer-
vent prayer issued from his lips, beseeching the Master of 
the Universe, the all-loving Creator, the one who said, “If 
ye shall ask anything in my name, I will do it,” for the soul 
of his sister.  

Even as the prayer rose, discouragement threatened 
each of their hearts. It had been so many years since they’d 
even heard from Martia—years since the furious words 
and spiteful glances had shut them out of her life. 
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Yet as the closing “So be it, even so” echoed softly 
from both their throats, Acaecia opened her eyes and 
gazed confidently into the face of her husband. “Our 
Adon Olam will not forsake her as He has not forsaken 
us. Don’t forget His promises now.” 

“I won’t.” Rhiaen’s mouth lifted in a smile. “How 
could I, when He gave me you after all those years?”  

“In spite of ourselves.” Acaecia’s needle slipped in 
and out of the long seam. “But aren’t you going to read 
the note? It could be that our prayers have already been 
answered.” 

Weary footsteps shuffled towards the table, yet the 
gentle eyes softened into a loving glance at his wife before 
opening the note. A few moments’ silence sufficed to scan 
the lines, then life and color sprang to his face as he turned 
the tenderest of glances upon Acaecia. 

“She’s living in The Crorys. She’s ill. She wants us 
to come.” 

Light sparked in Acaecia’s eyes and wonder vi-
brated through her voice. “After all these years.” 

His eyes locked with hers. “After all these years.” 
Three beats of silence swept away the calm in her 

heart, replacing it with something akin to panic. “But we 
can’t go. The plague has been down in The Crorys. Travel 
isn’t advised. The doctor said so himself, and we have the 
girls to think of…” 

“I know. But we’ve prayed about it so long, even 
just now—is this not Adon Olam’s reply?” 

Again the silence stretched. Deep within, Acaecia 
knew the answer. It was the same as it had always been—
when she’d given up the idea of marriage as a youth, when 
she’d devoted herself to the poverty-stricken population 
of Frydael, while she’d suffered in loneliness as the lifestyle 
of all the other townsfolk her age had become enthralled 
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with the new pleasure-houses and entertainment centers, 
when at thirty-eight she’d laid down what she had 
thought was her life’s work in order to follow Adon Olam 
in marrying the only man whose purpose aligned with 
Adon Olam’s for her, when she’d thought she’d never 
have children, and again when she thought she’d never 
have another. It had been the same when her parents had 
passed, the same during each heartbreaking miscarriage, 
the same as she’d taken up her cross in the ordinary duties 
of life. She couldn’t help a small sigh as it all rolled upon 
her. It was so tempting to feel bitter. Nothing about her 
life had been normal or even fun compared to the rest of 
Taerna. She’d missed out on so much. She hadn’t known 
her own family. She’d never traveled. Even at fifty-five, she 
still hadn’t been able to save up enough for a pianoforte, 
let alone learn to play. Every time she’d asked Adon Olam 
a question, His answer had rung back clearly and plainly 
in the quietness of her heart: 

 
But what things were gain to me, those I 
counted loss for Yeshua. Yea doubtless, and I 
count all things but loss for the excellency 
of the knowledge of Yeshua Masheach my 
Adon, for whom I have suffered the loss of 
all things, and do count them but dung, that 
I may win Yeshua. 
 
An old hymn burst to life in her heart, its refrain 

repeating in her soul:  
 
I’d rather have Yeshua than silver or gold.  
I’d rather be His than have riches untold.  
I’d rather have Yeshua than houses or lands.  
I’d rather be led by His nail-pierced hands  
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Than to be king of a vast domain,  
And be held in sin’s dread sway.  
I’d rather have Yeshua than anything  
This world affords today. 
 
She swallowed the words, treasuring them to her 

heart. She might be a king’s granddaughter, now forgotten 
and poor, but she’d found His promises true. Despite all 
she’d missed—all the fullness of personal enjoyment, 
comfort, and new experiences that her years so far might 
have held—she couldn’t say she wished it any differently. 
She had indeed found and grasped Yeshua, and the One 
who had sacrificed Himself for her was surely worth a 
thousand sacrificed years and pleasures. Whom indeed had 
she in heaven but Him! And truly there was none in 
Taerna she desired besides Him. She’d promised anything 
for the close, sweet, intimate knowing of and fellowship 
with Him, and to continue within it—to perhaps offer it 
to another soul and oh! perhaps to see that soul fully 
embracing the knowing of Him, she’d still give just that. 
Anything. 

“I’ll go with you,” she said to Rhiaen. “Adon 
Olam is stronger than a plague. This is His work, His call.” 

His grin was her favorite. “I knew you would.” 
 

 
 
“Brother Rhiaen, glad you’ve come, glad you’ve 

come. And Acaecia, too. Only wish I could be up and 
’round and welcoming you properly after these many 
years.” A cough interrupted the greeting. “Well, I’m fear-
ful ill. I’ll just say it. Never been so scared in all my born 
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days. But I won’t make you wait. Come tell me ’bout 
everything—anything, all of it—you know, after…the 
beyond.” Martia Kostan’s voice sank to a tremulous and 
mysterious whisper.  

Acaecia sank to her knees next to her sister-in-law, 
her heartbeat coursing through her, pulsing reverence, 
courage, hope, and fear. “He is.” 

“He?” 
“The Lord of the beyond.” Pure veneration 

shimmered in Acaecia’s tones. 
“Lord of the beyond?” Martia’s brow wrinkled. 
“Adon Olam.” Sheer reverence set the tips of 

Acaecia’s fingers tingling. 
“Adon…” 
“Adon. Lord. Master. Ruler. King. Authority.” 
“Olam?” 
“An ancient word.” Acaecia’s lips lifted as she 

grasped Martia’s hands within her own for an instant. 
“Beyond the horizon. To the vanishing point. Past what 
we can see in this moment. Sometimes indicating some-
thing of eternity, a concept our weak minds can never 
fully grasp. Adon Olam.”  

The richness of the name uttered in the still room 
seemed to tremble with a power greater than heaven or 
earth.  

Rhiaen stepped forward to kneel beside his wife. 
“A King whose kingdom is forever, extending out of 
sight. A Lord whose dominion is outside time and beyond 
space. A Master whose rulership is just, tender, and 
righteous.” 

“Truly?” Martia’s word emerged as but a whisper 
that ended in a cough. 

The couple locked eyes for a momentous instant, 
then nodded as one.  
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“Then you—” Martia stared into Acaecia’s eyes, as 
if she could pierce into her soul. “You gave up your 
inheritance—from the king—your grandfather—for 
another one. Another kingdom. Another King. A forever 
King…” 

“And an inheritance incorruptible, and undefiled, 
and that fadeth not away, reserved in heaven for us—for 
you—who are kept by the power of God through faith 
unto salvation.” Acaecia quoted the Book softly, her mind 
fixed on the “eternal weight of glory” far beyond the 
temporary king’s riches of earth. How her fleshly heart 
still wanted to repine at the memory of that day—the 
disappointment in her parents’ eyes, the promise of riches, 
the realization and acceptance of poverty, the wedge 
driven between her and the rest of her family as she 
quietly declared her allegiance to Adon Olam and 
witnessed the burning of her name out of the family 
legacy.  

“But—you could have had the comforts of life 
too.” 

“We could have,” Rhiaen agreed, “but Yeshua said, 
‘He that loveth father or mother more than Me is not 
worthy of Me,’ and ‘Whosoever would come after Me, let 
him deny himself, take up his cross, and follow Me.’” 

“And also, He said that whoever denies Him be-
fore men, He will deny before His Father,” Acaecia added. 
“And so we reckon that the sufferings of this present time 
are not worthy to be compared with the glory set before 
us—indeed, the glory we even now find by living in and 
for Him.” 

“And the added glory of suffering for His sake—
the fellowship of His sufferings, that I may know Him.” 
Rhiaen clasped Acaecia’s hand. “And that knowing—
intimate, true, complete—is well worth the loss of all else.”  
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“Worth everything,” Acaecia breathed. 
“But you denied yourself not only luxury, but the 

ability to do good. Could you not have accepted it and 
used it to tell others about Him? Wouldn’t He have been 
pleased by that? And now you’re living nearly in 
poverty…no one even knows you anymore.” 

Rhiaen touched his sister’s hand. “You are 
forgetting the beyond, Martia. The beyond. What good 
does an earthly inheritance do on a deathbed?” 

Silence reigned for a moment. “Adon Olam.” 
Martia whispered the word, then seemed to fall into 
cogitations.  

Rhiaen and Acaecia squeezed hands, each know-
ing that the other’s heart ascended in silent plea to Adon 
Olam for the soul of Martia. No matter that the doctor 
had warned them to make their visit short; more crucial 
matters lay at stake. They would continue faithful in prayer 
for this sister until Adon Olam granted them the peace 
that indicated an answer of one kind or another.   

 

 
 
The peace came. The sister wept and prayed and 

laughed and believed and rejoiced.  
The illness came. Rhiaen and Acaecia were struck 

to their beds, unseen forces of disease introduced by the 
first fall of mankind warring within their systems.  

The end came. It came softly, quietly, as dawn 
breaks to daytime, promising the hope of a full sunlit 
heavenly morning after the earthly dimness of the night. 
It came gently, wrapped in bands of hope and promise and 
new, exalted life. It came with the touch of a smile to each 
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face, and even Carita, the older daughter, could not weep 
for herself as she witnessed the radiated, immortal joy that 
lit up the faces of her parents at the call of their Master. 
Their Lord. Their Adon Olam. Their King.  

“Carita,” Acaecia whispered faintly. “I love you—
love you so much, daughter. Do not grieve for us as those 
who have no hope. Seek Him with all your heart.  He is 
the Father to the fatherless; He will bring you to peace. 
Throw your whole life upon Him—knowing Him. Lov-
ing Him. Listening to Him. All for Him.” 

Carita’s form bowed in suppressed sobs, but she 
nodded, squeezing her mother’s hand tightly. “I love you 
too. I will take care of Ellisia, I promise, and teach her as 
you did me. Go with Adon Olam. Where He calls you 
now.” 

Acaecia smiled, her gaze and focus now raised 
above. “Adon Olam, I trust You. You—you are worth it 
all. Anything.” 

  



 

Dear Reader, 
 
This short story from Taerna came to me all at 

once—though not without much hard work. While 
brainstorming short story ideas, Carita’s parents strongly 
impressed themselves on my mind. Within a few hours of 
dedicated brainstorming, their story clicked into place. 
There is so much about their lives that I have not had 
space to dive into in these pages, but I hope that this brief 
window into their characters has encouraged you in your 
own pursuit of knowing our Lord Jesus Christ. If you 
liked this story, I’d love it if you could leave a review! 

For those of you who are already devoted Taerna 
fans, I hope you have enjoyed this glimpse into Carita’s 
early years. If you haven’t yet discovered the truths of 
Taerna, start with Promise’s Prayer to read Carita’s story 
of hope, fear, trust, a divine calling, and saving the world—
one prayer at a time. 

May you receive the love of our Father and know 
that He is indeed worth anything.  
 
Resting in Christ, 

Erika Mathews 
With Many Thanks TO 
 
• Jesus Christ: for revealing Himself to me 
• Joshua Mathews and Danny and Heidi Wenzel: for 

encouraging me and being my biggest fans 
• Katja, Andrea, Tiffany, and Rebekah: for superb 

brainstorming assistance and for being available to 
chat about ideas, plots, and characters 

• All the ladies of the King’s Daughters Writing Camp: 
for brainstorming, encouragement, and love 
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