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    To those who lash out at the world from the pain of the scars you carry—there is healing, and there is hope.

 

 

Special thanks to Abigail and Mac for the prompts that kept this series going, and to everyone who begged for more Anna and Lev. Here you go!

      

    


“So, is this the fall hiking you remembered?” Anna pulled her feet farther into the tiny shelter as the raindrops pattered harder on the leaves outside.

“Very much.” Lev smiled, cocking his head as if to look at her through the dark glasses that hid his sightless eyes. “Always the rain came at least once. Always the fallen leaves were plastered to the ground like a slippery wet carpet. Always we had to find shelter or make one. And most times even this had leaks.”

“Well...at least you’re used to it.” Anna grimaced as she peered out at the unexpected downpour. “But we’ll have to be extra careful on the way back.”

“I am sorry you must do this.” Lev gave a little sigh, and she turned to look back at him in concern. “Perhaps not all things from before should be done without sight, even with excellent help.”

“Are you tired? Is it too much for you?” She’d probably been too ambitious, leaving the flat, safe pavements of the park for a mountain trail strewn with rocks and roots, no matter how gentle of a climb it promised. But the longing in his voice when he’d reminisced about the lengthy hikes he used to take with his friends or his father in Russia had chipped away at her usual caution and made her willing to chance the difficulty.

“For me, Anna? What work am I doing but putting trust in you and following where you lead? This is no work for me. It is you that watches for both of us. Is this not hard for you?”

“I don’t mind.” She reached over to lay her hand on top of his, and a soft smile returned to his face.

“It is so much you do for me, just so I must not miss what I once had. Too much sometimes, I think. Too much for me to repay, I know.”

“This from the man who carved out an entire life for himself in a country he wasn’t born in and a city he’s never seen. Who still cooks better than I can, and with fewer accidents. Who’s never let an obstacle stand in the way of something he truly loves.”

“Anya...”

Lev’s low reply was interrupted by sliding footsteps on the path nearby, and a dripping girl appeared through the curtain of rain, running toward the shelter. Anna scooted closer to the wall, tugging lightly on Lev’s arm. He followed without more explanation, closing the slight gap to allow the new arrival to squeeze in on his other side.

“Hi. And thanks!” The teen sounded a bit breathless as she settled herself in the corner. She panted for a few seconds before turning to offer them a small grin. “I don’t meet people up here very often. Everyone’s glued to their electronics down in that ant farm of a city. Nobody gets what I’m talking about when I say I just want to disconnect, you know?”
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