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From #1 New York Times bestselling author Karen Kingsbury comes a new romantic story featuring

everyoneâ€™s favorite familyâ€”the Baxtersâ€”which tells the story of how John and Elizabeth first

fell in love.From the day they met, John and Elizabeth were destined to fall in love. Their whirlwind

romance started when they were young college students and lasted nearly thirty years. So when

John Baxter is asked to relive his long-ago love story with Elizabeth for his grandson Coleâ€™s

heritage project, heâ€™s not sure he can do it. The sadness might simply be too great. But he

agrees and allows his heart and soul to go places they havenâ€™t gone in decades. Back to the

breathless first moments, but also to the secret heartbreak that brought John and Elizabeth

together. At the same time, Baxter family friend Cody Coleman is working through the breakup of

his complicated relationship with Andi Ellison. He is determined to move on when a chance sighting

changes his plansâ€”and heart. Can Cody convince Andi to give their love another try, or is it time

for them to say goodbye for good? As school comes to an end, Cole presents his report on the love

story between his grandparents John and Elizabeth Baxter. It is a tale that touches the hearts of the

entire family, and one that causes Cole to better understand his own beginning. Whether youâ€™re

meeting the Baxter family for the first time or finding them all over again, Love Story will stir your

heart and remind you of the generational impact of love and the eternal bond of family.
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Karen Kingsbury, #1Â New York TimesÂ bestselling novelist, is Americaâ€™s favorite inspirational



storyteller, with more than twenty-five million copies of her award-winning books in print. Her last

dozen titles have topped bestseller lists and many of her novels are under development with

Hallmark Films and as major motion pictures. Her Baxter Family books are being developed into a

TV series slated for major network viewing sometime in the next year. Karen is also an adjunct

professor of writing at Liberty University. In 2001 she and her husband, Don, adopted three boys

from Haiti, doubling their family in a matter of months. Today the couple has joined the ranks of

empty nesters, living in Tennessee near five of their adult children.

Love Story   2>  Cody Coleman took the football field alone, the way he did most things these days.

The Southern California sunshine landed on his shoulders and worked its way through the winter in

his heart. It was the first day of spring training for his Oaks Christian High School team and Cody

was ready. Ready for something new. Even if it was only another season on the gridiron. He

adjusted his baseball cap, slung the bag of footballs over his shoulder, and walked to the

coachesâ€™ bench. Along the way he lifted his face to the sun. Whatâ€™s next for me, God? Is this

really where You want me? Cody waited. Sometimes when he talked to God, he heard an answer.

Or felt one. Words would appear on the screen of his soul and he would know deeply, intimately,

that he had received an actual response from God. Not this time. Cody sighed and dropped the bag

to the ground. He grabbed a stack of orange cones and walked toward the twenty-yard line. His

football coaching days had been extraordinarily successful. God had blessed his professional

endeavors at every turn. His time at Lyle High School, an hour outside of Indianapolis, had seen him

take a losing team and turn it into a winning program. Sports Illustrated had even covered the story

and for a short time everyone knew Cody Coleman. They called him Americaâ€™s favorite high

school football coach. But then he felt God calling him away from Lyle. He took the job here at Oaks

Christian for a lot of reasons. But the one that was most compelling was a blue-eyed girl with long

blond hair and a laugh that stayed with him still. Andi Ellison. He pictured her, months ago, standing

in front of him saying goodbye. He could hear her voice and feel the way he had been lost in her

eyes. Cody straightened and drew a slow breath. He couldnâ€™t think about her here. Not Andi. Not

today. Four cones along the twenty-yard line, four more at the thirty. Cody made his way up the

field. His assistant coaches would be here in an hour. The players, an hour after that. Spring training

lasted just five weeksâ€”right up till the end of the school year. He had to take every minute

seriously. Otherwise the team would pay come fall. After spring training, theyâ€™d take a month off

and in July theyâ€™d start summer two-a-days. Just like last year and the year before. The

difference between Lyle and Oaks Christian was something Cody had figured out this past



weekend. The thing that set them apart was purpose. The Lyle High football team had needed him.

Before he showed up no one wanted to work with those kids. And Cody had seen a little of himself

in the Lyle players. A potential that took some work to find. Whatever the reason, Cody felt like he

was walking in the center of Godâ€™s will at Lyle High. Here, though, he was starting to have a

sense that the Oaks Christian football team didnâ€™t really need him. They were a powerhouse in

the Santa Clarita Valley before he took the job, and they would remain a powerhouse long after he

left. Which might be soon. He finished placing the cones, returned to the bench and opened the

gear bag. His clipboard was at the bottom of the bag of footballs. He grabbed it, sat down and

studied the list of names. Blake Miller, Hawk Austin, Sam Knell, John Vaught. The seniors had

come a long way playing for him, no doubt. Ten of the players met every Monday night for Bible

study with Cody, a time where the focus was on faith in God and friendship off the field. That had

been his prayer from the beginning. He smiled. Okay, so maybe he had made a difference. Even

still, most of the students wanted for nothing. If he moved on, someone else would fill his shoes. A

coach or a parent. Oaks Christian had dozens of mentors. Cody peered across the field. Yes, he

definitely needed a change of pace. Another state, another school. A different challenge. Or maybe

he was only missing Andi. He never imagined living in Southern California without her. But two

broken engagements were too much. For both of them. Somehow like every other relationship Cody

had been a part of, his love story with Andi had fallen apart. Crashed and burned. And some days

his broken heart felt like it would never mend. Not ever. She had moved away after the last breakup.

These days she worked for a Christian aid organization that helped people in the midst of national

tragedies. Andi was on the disaster relief team. Ironic, since she hadnâ€™t done anything about the

very personal disaster between the two of them. Something moved near the fieldhouse. Cody

lowered his cap and squinted. Aaron Baylor, junior wide receiver, was walking toward him. Cody

watched the boy. Skinniest kid on the team. Baylor was still wearing his school uniform, khaki pants

and a white button-down shirt. His hands were sunk deep in his pockets, his shoulders stooped.

The player looked the way Cody felt. A minute later he reached Cody and took the seat beside him.

â€œCoach.â€• â€œBaylor.â€• Cody leaned over his knees and looked at the kid. â€œYou all right?â€•

â€œKind of.â€• Baylor ran his hand through his red hair. â€œOkay, not really. Not okay.â€• This was

easily Codyâ€™s favorite part of the job. Being here for the guys. â€œYou wanna talk?â€• â€œIf

thatâ€™s okay.â€• Baylorâ€™s eyes looked nervous. â€œOf course.â€• Cody sat up and shifted so he

could see the boy better. â€œWhatâ€™s on your mind?â€• â€œProm.â€• Baylor winced, as if the word

had stung his lips on the way out. â€œPeople are starting to ask.â€• He stood and raised his hands,

then he exhaled hard and let his arms fall back to his sides. â€œI wanna ask Macy Withers. You



know Macy Withers, Coach?â€• Everyone knew Macy. Cody smiled. â€œYou think you arenâ€™t the

only one who wants to ask her.â€• â€œAre you kidding?â€• He laughed, but his voice cracked in a

way that sounded pinched and anxious. This was really stressing the boy out. â€œLikeÂ .Â .Â . I

donâ€™t know, six guys on the football team wanna ask her.â€• â€œOkay, so you be first.â€• The

conversation was pushing Andi back to the bottom of his heart. Where Cody liked to keep her.

â€œYouâ€™re a good guy, Baylor. Sheâ€™ll say yes.â€• â€œNo she wonâ€™t.â€• The kid paced ten

yards out onto the field and spun around. â€œHave you seen my face? Every time I work out, I get

another zit. And then thereâ€™s thisÂ .Â .Â .â€• He grabbed a handful of his hair. â€œThis carrot

top.â€• He shook his head, his words tumbling out faster now. â€œIâ€™m the biggest nerd on the

team, Coach, and I canâ€™t bulk up to save my life. My dad jokes that if I turn sideways I disappear.

No matter how many times I think it through, the facts are the same. Macy Withers will never say

yes, even if I ask her first. Even if I dye my hair or my face clears up orâ€”â€• â€œBaylor.â€• Cody

patted the bench beside him. The boy stopped. He was breathing hard from the rant. â€œYes,

Coach?â€• â€œCome sit down.â€• Cody waited. After a few seconds the fight left Baylor. His

shoulders slumped and he did as Cody asked. â€œItâ€™s impossible, Coach.â€• Advice rushed at

Cody, but he took his time. He wanted to say the right thing. â€œI remember when I was your age. I

knew exactly who I wanted to ask to prom.â€• Cody leaned back on the bench and pictured himself,

a football player with a crush on one particular girl. The coachâ€™s daughter. Bailey Flanigan.

â€œYeah, well, look at you, Coach.â€• Baylor slumped a little. â€œNo girl would ever say no to

you.â€• â€œExcept this one girl.â€• Cody looked at Baylor. â€œI always thought she was better than

me. She seemed perfect. And meÂ .Â .Â . I was just some mess-up football player.â€• For the first

time the kid seemed to really listen. â€œYou were a mess-up?â€• â€œDefinitely. Really bad.â€• He let

that sink in. â€œThat was before I decided to follow Jesus. Iâ€™m a different guy now.â€• â€œGot

it.â€• Baylor nodded slowly. â€œSo the girl? Did she talk to youÂ .Â .Â . even though you were such

a mess-up?â€• â€œShe did.â€• A lifetime of Bailey memories circled him, demanding to be

recognized. He tried to stay in the moment. â€œShe helped me understand something.â€• Cody put

his hand on the playerâ€™s shoulder for a few seconds and then crossed his arms. He needed the

boy to understand this next part. â€œYouâ€™re a child of God. No matter what you see when you

look in the mirror. No matter what youâ€™ve done or might do in the future. God loves you. Heâ€™s

crazy about you.â€• Cody grinned. â€œThereâ€™s only one Aaron Baylor.â€• Cody wasnâ€™t sure

Baylor wanted this heavy of a response. But Baylor was still watching him, still waiting. Cody

continued, â€œSeeÂ .Â .Â . value comes from within a person. Those who believe in God find their

value in Him, what He wants for their lives.â€• The kid was quiet. Then gradually he started to nod



and after a while he turned to Cody. â€œYou believe that?â€• â€œBailey helped me see itÂ .Â .Â . a

long time ago.â€• He lifted his eyes to the sunny California sky, those sweet yesterdays alive again.

â€œShe told me about the Bible. I began to read it and there it was in black and white. The truth

about Godâ€™s love. Iâ€™ve believed it ever since. Itâ€™s what keeps drawing me back to the

Lord.â€• Baylor smiled and shook his head. His eyes shifted to the ground and for a long moment he

rubbed the back of his neck. â€œDeep stuff, Coach. Real deep.â€• â€œBut true.â€• He turned to

Cody, his eyes marked by the beginning of hope. â€œSo youâ€™re saying I need to know who I am,

how much God loves me. Thatâ€™s why I should feel good about asking Macy Withers to the

prom?â€• â€œThatâ€™s why youâ€™ll feel good about anything.â€• Cody grinned. â€œPlaying

football. Getting good grades. And yeah, even Macy Withers.â€• Baylor nodded again. A breeze

drifted across the football field and for a minute they were both quiet. Baylor spoke first. â€œYou

and BaileyÂ .Â .Â . it didnâ€™t work out, right?â€• â€œIt didnâ€™t.â€• Cody steeled himself against

the reality. â€œShe married someone else.â€• Baylor winced. â€œSorry.â€• â€œItâ€™s okay.â€• Cody

exhaled. â€œShe married the guy she was supposed to marry.â€• â€œWhat about the blond girl who

used to come to the games?â€• Baylor wasnâ€™t being rude or pushy. He seemed genuinely

curious. â€œAndi Ellison.â€• â€œRight.â€• Baylor hesitated. â€œWerenâ€™t you engaged?â€•

â€œTwice.â€• A familiar ache came over Cody. â€œIt was my fault. I couldnâ€™t get it right.â€• He

forced a smile. â€œShe deserved better.â€• Baylor stood and for a long time he looked at Cody.

Then he shrugged, his heart clearly lighter than it had been. â€œI donâ€™t know, Coach.

Thereâ€™s only one Cody Coleman.â€• Cody chuckled. â€œTouchÃ©.â€• He pointed to the field

house. â€œGo get your homework done. Practice in ninety minutes.â€• Baylor jogged off, but ten

yards out he turned around. â€œHey, Coach.â€• â€œYeah?â€• â€œThanks.â€• His smile lit up his

eyes. â€œIâ€™m gonna ask her. And heyÂ .Â .Â . maybe itâ€™s not too late with Andi.â€• He lifted

his hands. â€œJust saying.â€• â€œGo on, Baylor.â€• â€¢Â Â â€¢Â Â â€¢ CODYâ€™S TOWNHOUSE

SAT on a quiet tree-lined street a few blocks off Hillcrest Drive, not far from the Oaks mall. If he had

to live alone in Southern California, this was the place to do it. He had come to love his homeâ€”him

and his dog, Riley. The townhouse was lodged between a park and a botanical garden and as many

open miles of trails in the Santa Monica Mountains as he couldâ€™ve ever wanted. Quiet places he

could go to think and pray on days like today. Practice had gone great, better than he had hoped.

Most of his starting lineup had enough experience and talent to go the distance in the fall. Maybe all

the way to state. And his coaching staff was the same great group of guys heâ€™d had last year.

They knew each otherâ€™s styles and play-calling, and the way they had clicked today was proof of

the winning days ahead. But none of that could rein in his wayward heart. Ever since the



conversation with Baylor, Cody had barely gone through the motions. There had been times in his

life when football had taken off the edge, made the sad and lonely less of a burden. Back when he

and Bailey first went their separate ways, or when he lost his next girlfriend, Cheyenne, to cancer.

Yes, he hurt and yes he lay awake at night asking God why things had gone so wrong. But at least

on the football field he could see straight. His passion for the game was a respite from the pain that

surrounded him. Not so today. It wasnâ€™t the loss of Bailey Flanigan or Cheyenne that

wouldnâ€™t let up today. God had different plans for each of those girls. Cody couldnâ€™t argue

with that. He was at peace with how things had turned out. No, the face he couldnâ€™t push from

his mind today was the one Baylor had asked about. The sweet face of Andi Ellison. Cody parked

on the street in front of his condo, went inside and greeted Riley. The black mixed Lab was three

years old, and he lived for the time he spent with Cody. â€œHey, boyÂ .Â .Â . how was your day?â€•

Cody bent down and patted the dogâ€™s head, scratched the soft fur behind his ears. â€œYou

ready for a run?â€• Riley knew what that meant. He barked and ran to get his leash. When Riley

wagged his tail, he did so with all his body. Like he might break in half he was so excited. â€œGive

me a minute.â€• Cody laughed. His dog was his best friend these days. The best thing about coming

home. Cody changed into his running clothes. Then he attached a specially designed running shoe

over his prosthetic lower left leg. The missing limb was the result of an explosive device in

Afghanistan. The phantom pain from his injury only hit him every once in a while nowâ€”and never

while he was running. Out on a run it was easy to forget the injury had ever happened. And today,

Cody couldnâ€™t wait to get out there. Five miles on the mountain trails would help him sort through

his feelings. He and Riley set out and from the first few steps the memories joined him. Memories

he couldnâ€™t shake. He didnâ€™t want to even if he could. The past he shared with Andi Ellison

was complicated. Again and again. Theyâ€™d met in college, of course. Back when Andi had been

Baileyâ€™s roommate. Back when Cody was too in love with Bailey to even notice anyone else.

Andi was wild and rebellious back then. Her parents had been missionaries turned Christian

filmmakers. Andi wanted none of it. She ran against everything she knew to be right and true and

she spent her days at Indiana University on her own terms. Cody remembered the first time he

understood how bad off Andi had gotten. He had found her on campus late one night, laying on the

ground so drunk she was nearly unconscious. He helped her back to the dorm room she shared

with Bailey, and he stayed long enough to make sure she was okay. For an hour Andi had mumbled

things to Cody sheâ€™d never said before. When the night was over, Cody knew two things. First,

Andiâ€™s drinking was as dangerous as Codyâ€™s had once been. And second, Andi was in love

with him. Back then it was easy to dismiss, easy to think she didnâ€™t really have deep feelings for



him. Her confession had only been the alcohol talking. Thatâ€™s what Cody told himself. Especially

since back then his heart belonged to BaileyÂ .Â .Â . and only Bailey. Andiâ€™s behavior got worse

after that. She took up with a foreign exchange student, a dark-spirited guy with wrong intentions.

They dated for a few months and the guy found a way to get Andi to do things she never meant to

do. Cross lines she had never imagined she would cross. Andi wound up pregnant. She told Cody

later that only then did she realize what sheâ€™d done, how far sheâ€™d run from the faith

sheâ€™d been raised with. She had the babyâ€”a boyâ€”and put him up for adoption. Luke and

Reagan Baxter adopted the child and Andi had a dramatic change of heart. She returned to God,

made things right with her parents, and moved home. Not long after, Andiâ€™s family left

Bloomington for Southern California. It wasnâ€™t until much later, when Cody flew to Los Angeles

for the interview at Oaks Christian, that he ran into Andi again. This time things were different.

Sparks flew and the chemistry between him and Andi was undeniable. By then both Cody and Andi

had been sober for years, and Andi was strong in her faith, trying her hand at acting. It made sense

since her dad was a producer. After the interview at Oaks, Cody flew back to Bloomington but he

and Andi talked every day. A month passed before Cody made a decision. He called Bailey, picked

her up at her parentsâ€™ house, and took her to Lake Monroe. They walked their favorite trail, and

that morning he did what he had tried and failed to do for years. He ended things with Bailey

Flanigan. He told her that no matter how close they had been, no matter how they had felt for each

other or how much they still cared, it wasnâ€™t right between them. It never had been and it never

would be. And he told her to find her way back to Brandon Paul. The guy who had given Bailey far

more time and attention than Cody ever had. His words that day were not because he didnâ€™t

care about Bailey. But because Brandon really was better for her. And because of one other reason:

Cody had fallen in love with Andi Ellison. Cody breathed deep and kept running. Riley panted as he

kept up beside him. A stream wound its way beside the trail at the top of the hill, a place where Riley

could cool down and get a drink. The past lingered in Codyâ€™s soul as he and Riley continued on

the familiar dirt path into the mountains. He had taken the job at Oaks in part because he was

certain that his future belonged to Andi. For the next year thatâ€™s exactly how things had played

out. They rode bikes along the path at Redondo Beach and they walked to the end of the Santa

Monica Pier. They swam in the chilly surf and spent Saturdays in Santa Barbara, strolling the stretch

of shoreline where artists and craft vendors set up their wares each weekend. After a year, Cody

talked to Andiâ€™s father. He wanted to do more than date Andi. He wanted to marry her. He was

sure. Cody would never forget the manâ€™s reaction or the words he said that day. â€œWhen you

came into Andiâ€™s life, I had a chat with God,â€• Keith Ellison told him. â€œGod assured me you



were the one.â€• He chuckled. â€œObviously that wasnâ€™t something I ever shared with Andi. But I

believed Iâ€™d really heard from God.â€• He smiled. â€œAnd now I know that I did.â€• The man had

hugged Cody. â€œYouâ€™re like a son to me. You always will be.â€• Andiâ€™s mother was also in

agreement. Everything seemed like it was headed for the most beautiful happily-ever-after. And

when the time was right Cody took her to an early dinner at Bella Vista, the prettiest Santa Barbara

restaurant perched high on a bluff overlooking a perfect stretch of the Pacific Ocean. After the meal

they walked along the water, hand in hand, and as the sun melted over the sea, Cody pulled a

simple solitaire diamond ring from his pocket and dropped to one knee. He asked Andi to marry him

and she said yes. The happy moment lasted only a few hours. Later that night, back at Andiâ€™s

house, they learned the terrible news. As Cody was proposing, thousands of miles away in Indiana,

a semitruck hit the van carrying Erin Baxter Hogan; her husband, Sam; and their four daughters.

The family had been headed to Bloomington for a family reunion. Only Amy Hoganâ€”one of the little

girlsâ€”survived. The news rocked Codyâ€™s world. Years earlier, Bailey Flaniganâ€™s family had

been best friends with the Baxters, which made them Codyâ€™s friends, too. At least back then.

Which made the accident a little too close to home. Maybe it stirred up memories of Codyâ€™s days

in Afghanistan, or maybe it reminded him of the frailty of life. Whatever it was, he couldnâ€™t

rebound. Sometime after the accident he called Bailey and the two talked about what had happened

that day, how the people of Bloomington were handling the tragedy, and how the Baxter family was

doing. Toward the end of the call, Cody realized he was doing everything he could to keep the

conversation going. As if only Bailey could understand him, only Bailey could talk him through his

angst and sorrow. Whatever confusion his heart had felt during that time, when the call was over he

was no longer sure of his feelings for Andi. He let a week pass, and then two. But at the end of that

month he knew he was wrong to keep walking blindly toward a wedding date. He had lost his

certainty. Lost his way when it came to Andi and the future he had imagined for the two of them. On

a heartbreaking day late that summer, he drove with Andi to a secluded spot in the mountains. â€œI

canâ€™t do this, I canâ€™t marry you,â€• he told her. â€œIâ€™m sorry.â€• Tears filled his eyes. â€œI

need time.â€• Codyâ€™s feet pounded the path. He stared at the fading sunlight ahead of him. His

decision back then had been both unnecessary and cruel. At least from the vantage point of today.

He shouldâ€™ve told her how he was feeling, why he was breaking things off. He shouldâ€™ve

talked about the accident and the sadness it evoked. Instead after he broke off the engagement,

Andi had cried and asked him why, what had she done? What had he done? He had no good

answers for her then. He had none now. Confusion, thatâ€™s all it was. Heartache and hurt for the

people he knew so well and a mixed-up sense of what the future held. Maybe he just needed



someone to talk to. Someone other than Bailey. Either way, the wedding was off. And that was only

the beginning of Andiâ€™s and his crazy, tragic love story. The top of the path came with a view of

the setting sun over Thousand Oaks, flickering lights from the residential streets, the haunting

transition between day and night. Riley jumped into the shallow stream and Cody stopped for a few

seconds to catch his breath. Thatâ€™s how his life had always been. As far back as he could

remember. Flickering lights, catching him in the transition between day and night. Mostly night.

Father, whatâ€™s wrong with me? Why did I let her go? Twice? An ocean wind from the other side

of the mountain range drifted through the scrub brush and cactus plants that dotted the mostly

barren mountainside. Cody stared at the vast sky. Are You there, Lord? Do You see me? I see you,

My son. Youâ€™re never alone. I am with you. Always. Peace flooded Codyâ€™s veins. There it

was, the familiar voice of God. The sureness that no matter how quiet and lonely the nights, Cody

was never truly alone. He let the assurance wash over him like sunshine on a winter day. God

would see him through this seasonâ€”no matter how long it lasted. Riley ran up to him and shook off

the stream water, dousing Cody, head to toe. â€œThanks, Riley.â€• Cody laughed and wiped his

face with the back of his hand. â€œLetâ€™s get home.â€• He and Riley jogged back and Riley found

a cool spot on the bathroom floor while Cody took a shower. Like he did every day after his late

afternoon run. â€œJust you and me again tonight, buddy.â€• Cody wrapped a towel around himself.

Once he had changed into sweats and a T-shirt, Cody found the most comfortable spot on the sofa.

Maybe Baylor was right. Maybe it wasnâ€™t too late for Andi and him. He considered it for a minute

and then dismissed the thought. No way. It was definitely too late. Things couldnâ€™t be worse

between them. Not just the broken first engagement, but his recurrence of post-traumatic stress

disorder. The PTSD was like a snake in the grass, ready to strike at any moment. And so their

relationship had suffered deeply. His episodes of anxiety and moodiness were something he

hadnâ€™t explained to Andi. Didnâ€™t want her to know he was still struggling. A misstep for sure.

A mistake. Cody sighed. If he had it to do over again, he would be more honest, more open. But

there was no going back now. God had shown him so much since then, ways to handle the

terrifying flashbacks and phobic fears that almost always came without warning. A guy at church

had told him about a group for wounded soldiers that met at a home close to Codyâ€™s. For five

months he attended two meetings a week and over time Cody learned how to deal with the

episodes. How to live with them. So why not call Andi and explain the situation? How messed up his

mind had been and how much better he was doing? He thought about it but after a while he let the

possibility die and settled in with his book. She would never pick up. Not if he texted or called. In

that way, there was nothing different about this night compared to the others. Riley lay on his feet as



Cody read three chapters in C. S. Lewisâ€™s Mere Christianity and then the entire book of James in

the Bible. Cody kept the TV off and turned in early. Like most nights lately as he fell asleep he saw

the blue eyes of the girl he still loved. The one he missed with every breathâ€”even if there was no

chance heâ€™d ever see her again. The eyes of Andi Ellison. --This text refers to the Hardcover

edition.

Love Story by Karen Kingsbury held my heart as I reunited with the Baxter Family and learned

about the not so perfect John and Elizabeth Baxter.Cole has a heritage project for school and wants

to talk to his grandfather, John Baxter. As you can imagine there are mixed emotions in the family

as John will have to relive his life with Elizabeth Baxter. Since John is remarried, this creates an

even more awkward situation for him.I absolutely loved the concept for this story. I thought the class

project was a brilliant and interesting way for the story to play out. In what could be a long drawn out

family history lesson-turned into a trip to the past where I was standing and watching a love story

blossom.Through ColeÃ¢Â€Â™s project, we learn how John and Elizabeth met and their

relationship. Many times we can view John as a picture perfect individual who seems to do what is

right, but in this story, we get to see a different side of him.I love how beautifully Karen wove

together this story with tenderness, hurt, sorrow, forgiveness, and love.It was fun to reconnect with

the Baxters, a family so many readers have come to know and love. While the story focused a lot on

John and Elizabeth, we were able to connect with other members in the family as well.This story

inspired me to take a look at my own heritage, which is something I had been considering doing for

a while.This was truly a story only Karen Kingsbury could write. One that drew me in, took me back

in time, and melted my heart all at the same time.

As usual, Karen Kingsbury has brought the Baxter family back into our lives in a wonderfully written

book about John's and Elizabeth's "Love Story." Skillfully weaving other characters through the

book, Karen has John relive his courtship and marriage to Elizabeth, thereby letting her readers in

on the tender love story from their first meeting. Visiting others such as Ashley's and Landon's

family, Bailey and Brandon, Andi, and Cody Coleman, with updates to them all, lets us see what has

gone on in the lives of the Baxters and their "extended families." They are right back in our lives as if

they never left! The Baxters are our families and friends, and Karen's readers love reconnecting!

I have read the entire series about the Baxter family, so I was thrilled when Karen Kingsbury came

out with Love Story. I loved it, and since I have read all of the other books in this series, I enjoyed



getting to learn the background of how Elizabeth and Dr. Baxter got together and their amazing love

story. Very good book!!!

This book brings back the iconic Baxter family from Karen Kingsbury's series. In this book, it takes a

look back at John and Elizabeth Baxter's meeting and how the Baxter family started. It also looks at

the present day lives and struggles of several other characters including Cody and Andi (will they

get back together); Bailey and Brandon (the upcoming birth of their baby); and how will Ashley deal

with telling her son Cole the story of his beginning. This is a must read for anyone who has read the

other books in the series! It is like "getting together" with old friends.

It is always exciting to be able to continue reading about the Baxter Family! Karen Kingsbury is an

exceptional Christian writer. As you read the books pertaining to the Baxter's, you feel as though

you are one of their personal friends! It was great to be able to read the "back story" of the Patriarch

and Matriarch of the family! Thank you again, Karen Kingsbury, and keep them coming!!!

This story touches the heart and shows how in our "humanity" we may think we have really messed

up but God can take our "mess" and turn it into something special! The author shows this again and

again through her characters. We are always on time, in God's time!

If you have followed Karen Kingsbury's Baxter family through the years, this book is the perfect way

to see the history and background of John and Elizabeth. If you have not followed this story, it is a

wonderful story! I highly recommend this book!

Love the new series. The only problem I have is....Karen can't write these books fast enough!!!! LOL

I have never read a book by Karen Kingsbury that I have not loved and I have read everyone except

the children's books!!! Keep them coming Karen!
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