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And if the Spirit of him who raised Jesus from the dead is living in you, he who raised Christ from the dead will also give life to your mortal bodies because of his Spirit who lives in you. (Rm 8:11 NIV)
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CHAPTER 1
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He hated this place. The stale smell. The general air of discomfort. Forbidding. Plasticky. As if nothing living should enter here and he’d broken some rule by opening the door.

Josiah Crews held his breath, for a reason he wasn’t sure of, and approached the young man guarding the chapel. 

He was mid-twenties, wearing his dad’s suit, too large for his small frame and decades out-of-date. Garnet polyester slacks bunched at his heels, the matching coat’s wide lapels reaching to the tips of his shoulders almost. His white button-up fit, but the pin-striped vest didn’t. Strangely, he’d parted his hair on the side and brushed it to fit the age of the outfit.

Josiah exhaled. “My name’s Josiah Crews. This is Isaac Fielding.” He pointed his thumb at his father-in-law. “We’re here to pray over the body of Antonio Varela. His wife okayed it.”

The young man stared at them for a minute, then took a step to the right and aimed for a hallway perpendicular to the chapel entrance. “I’ll speak with my uncle,” he said. He vanished, his pant legs whistling with his movements.

Josiah shivered, shaking his head. “Maybe it’s the chemicals in here ...” The air of disuse, cold and lifeless.

Isaac laid a broad hand on his shoulder and squeezed. 

An older man appeared in the hallway, thick, gray hair sticking out in every direction. “Mr. Crews. Mr. Fielding. This way.” He motioned them to follow.

Josiah suppressed a sudden need to run, the walls of the narrow hallway closing in. 

A series of doors aligned either side, a door with a code box at the end. The older man pressed a four-digit number, and the lock clicked. He twisted the knob and waved them through. 

He’d never been this far inside a funeral home and so had no idea if this one was normal or not. The room was clinical in feel:  metal tables, racks of tools, tile everywhere. But then, it wasn’t made for comfort, but to get the job done.

“Mr. Varelo is in the cooler,” the older man said.

He’d seen death many times, and he’d been to funerals before, of course. He’d gone to Officer Dennihey’s out of respect. A body prepared for burial was distinctly different from someone who’d just dropped in their tracks. Even if there’d been an hour or two’s time, they were typically as they’d been the moment death had happened. 

Whereas Varelo had been positioned, his eyes shut, his arm flat at his sides. Though not embalmed. That mattered. He needed his organs and fluids for this to work. Still, all trace of life and death had been wiped away. He appeared as nothing more than any other object in the room.

The old man eyed them, taking a place by the door. 

Josiah focused on the power of Christ in his heart. He’d come to please God, not men.

Without confidence or bravado. What gave him strength to call back the dead wasn’t him at all, but the words of the apostle Paul in Philippians, That I may know him, and the power of his resurrection. And again, in the book of Acts, And with great power gave the apostles witness of the resurrection of the Lord Jesus.

What God’s power did, raising the Savior back to life long ago, He gave all men to do, to perform miracles, as Stephen, as Phillip, as Simon, and Barnabas and Paul. To use faith to move mountains and enforce death’s defeat.* 

At the same time, Varelo had been dead three days, and Josiah did not step into this lightly. 

He raised his hands toward heaven and called to God in prayer. Isaac joined in, their words filling the room with God’s presence. What’d been desolate when they’d entered, within minutes, overflowed with life, the heat of it enfolding his palms.

Josiah walked closer to Varelo and laid his right palm flat above the heart, his other on the body’s forehead. Antonio lay stiff, motionless beneath his grasp, yet Josiah looked not at the things which are seen, not at the room or Varelo’s lifeless state, but at the unseen, at what his friend would be. Raising his voice, he called that which was not as if it already were.** 

“Antonio Varelo,” Josiah said, leaning over him. “I speak life into you.” The heat in his hands flowed outward but, at first, seemed to bounce back. Josiah pressed in deeper. “I call to you,” he said. “Every cell, every organ, every tissue springs forth. Your heart beats again. Your blood pumps through your veins. Your lungs expand.”

“I don’t think this is appropriate ...” the older man said.

Isaac laid his palm in the center of Josiah’s back. Heat raced through him from his father-in-law’s touch, flying outward through his fingertips. 

Josiah grasped Antonio’s cheeks and bent over his lips.

“Your words will be those of the Savior,” he said, “and this miracle, a sign to those who do not believe. Antonio, live!” His voice deepened, his tone spoken from the Holy Spirit, and a flash of color spread across Varelo’s chest. 

“That’s enough there,” the older man said. He stepped forward, one hand outstretched, but his fingers glancing Isaac’s sleeve, his feet lifted from the ground, and he tossed backward against the wall, pinned there. 

Light suffused the room, blinding, and the color rose further into Antonio’s cheeks, then sank downward into his limbs. He warmed beneath Josiah’s touch. His lips pinked. His pulse flickered, sputtered. Stopped and sputtered again.

“Antonio,” Josiah called. “Come forth!”

A tremble crisscrossed the body, Varelo’s fingers wriggling, his arms flexing. His mouth opened and the sound of tremendous wind rushed through the room. His chest distended. His eyes opened, and his pupils expanding, he blinked.

With his next gasp, peace settled on him, his breaths coming even. He shifted his gaze, and Josiah reached for his hand. “Welcome back,” he said.

*Mk 11:24; Heb 2:14

**Rm 4:17
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“Mom? Joe’s in the news.”

Veronica released the saucepan in the sink, and it floated to the bottom. She wrapped her hands in a dishtowel and made her way into the living room. A news program showed shaky footage of Josiah, shielded by other men, escaping inside a low-slung building. 

“Turn it up,” she said.

The newsman stared into the camera, his expression blank. “Resurrectionist, Josiah Crews, the son-in-law of former president, Isaac Fielding, raised a man to life today, who’d been dead for three days. The event was witnessed by the funeral home director, Manfred Persons and his nephew, Phil.”

The footage cut to an old man in a gray suit, posed in front of a pair of large white double doors.

“He said he was there to pray,” the old man said. “I got nothing against prayin’, but it was like the whole room lit up ... and I’m tellin’ you, that man was frozen!”

The scene moved to a medical doctor, wearing rumpled scrubs. 

“Dr. Savage ...” the newsman continued.

“Nice name,” Aleesa said.

Veronica shushed her, flapping one hand.

“... worked on the victim, Antonio Varelo, for an hour last Friday, to repair damage done from multiple gunshot wounds. Time of death was 8:35 p.m.”

“Too much bleeding,” the doctor said. “We couldn’t save him.”

The screen returned to the newsman’s candid face. “The perpetrator of the crime has not been caught. Police say the investigation is ongoing. We reached out to Mr. Crews and the head of the organization, Ben Mulhauser, but neither one has returned our phone calls.” 

He paused. “This weekend is the big onion festival ...”

Veronica reached for the remote and switched the TV off. “Three days,” she said, one hand pressed at the base of her throat. “That’s ...”

“Awesome.”

It was awesome. But why did he do it?

Leaving Aleesa on the couch, Veronica made her way down the hall and retrieved her cell phone. She took a seat on the bed, her daughter joining her. She dialed Josiah, but he didn’t answer, and the system kicked her to voicemail. 

“It’s Joe. Leave a message.”

“Hey, it’s Veronica. I saw the news. I’m worried about you. Give me a call.”

“Hi, Joe!” Aleesa called out.

Veronica smiled and hung up. In her next breath, a sigh escaped. 

Aleesa stood, aimed for the door. Veronica grasped her wrist and pulled her back. “Wait. I want to talk to you.” Her stomach flipflopped. She’d delayed mentioning this. Maybe, in light of what was going on with Josiah, now was the right time.

“I’ve been thinking about you and me ...”

“If this is about the vacation, I’m good with it. I kind of want to go, and you said you’d drive me.”

Veronica smiled. They had agreed on that. “Yes, and I will. But that’s not it.”

Aleesa’s brow furrowed. “If it’s me trying out for the junior cheer squad ...”

“I want to move back to Eastwick.”

The words fell out, tumbling over one another, and Aleesa’s face suffused. 

“I think it’s better for us. Your dad is there ... and Joe.”

Aleesa opened and closed her mouth, but nothing came out. Her knees folded, and she sat on the bed. “Mrs. Hammond,” she finally said.

Veronica sighed. That was the one hang-up. She hated leaving their elderly neighbor. Mrs. Hammond had become like a mother and grandmother to them, and she had no one else to care for her if they left. They’d formed a routine. She’d watch Aleesa sometimes, and Veronica would run errands for her. No one else in the building would do that.

“Why can’t she come with us?” Aleesa asked.

Veronica started at the idea. “She’s lived here so long ....” Thirty plus years. She wouldn’t be interested, would she?

“She has a hard time going up and down the stairs. We could get a place on ground level, and it’d be easier on her. Plus ...” Aleesa stood taller. “She could help with the rent. Maybe we could get a house.”

Could they? Would she be interested?

“We should pray about it,” Veronica replied. At least, Aleesa wasn’t pitching a fit. She’d been more settled since Joe had come back into their lives, more mature. Of course, her fifteenth birthday was approaching. She had to talk to Shane about that.

Moving was a big deal. She’d need a job, although the Resurrectionists would probably help her with that. After saving the life of a young girl, hit by a car, she’d begun attending meetings.

“You pray, and I’ll go talk to Mrs. Hammond.”

“Wait. Aleesa ...” 

But the front door clicked, and her daughter was gone. Veronica sighed. Her cell in one hand, she followed behind, exiting into the hallway and entering Mrs. Hammond’s place without knocking. Their voices rose from the kitchen, and Veronica made her way there through the narrow trail formed between the older woman’s things. 

“... so you could live with us and not have to climb the stairs. Please? Please, Mrs. Hammond?”

Veronica paused out of view.

Mrs. Hammond made no reply for quite some time. “I should talk to your mother first,” she finally said.

Veronica retraced her steps to the doorway and, from there, called out. “Hello? Aleesa?”

“We’re in the kitchen.”

Once more she weaved through the apartment, this time walking into the tiny kitchen space. She glanced at Aleesa, then looked at Mrs. Hammond. If she agreed to go with them, it’d take them weeks and weeks to go through the older woman’s things. No way she could take all of it along.

“I guess she asked?” Veronica said.

Mrs. Hammond knew how spontaneous Aleesa was.

“She said you’re thinking about moving closer to Mr. Crews.”

Veronica’s cheeks warmed. “Well, yes, but also to Aleesa’s father. It’s been a tough experience, living in the city. I think I’m tired. It makes sense to move closer to people who know us, but ...” She paused and strengthened herself. “We love you so very much and feel it’d be to both of our benefits if you’d come with us.”

“You don’t need an old woman along,” Mrs. Hammond replied.

“We need you.” 

Aleesa’s statement brought a smile to Mrs. Hammond’s face. She raised one palm to the girl’s cheek. “Never had a grandchild and always wondered what it’d be like.”

“Like me.”

Laughter circled the room, Veronica’s blending in with Mrs. Hammond’s. 

“Exactly like you, and thinking of you being so far away ...” She drew in a breath and released it. “I need to think on it, but I admit it has an appeal.” She looked past Veronica toward the living room. “What will I do with everything?”

“We’ll help you sort through it,” Aleesa said. “You said you wanted to. This will be your chance ... and think, we can find someplace with flowers. You always say you want to sit outside.”

Mrs. Hammond smiled. “I would like that.”

“And we’ll be there all those nights you say you dream things and the ones where you don’t feel good.”

“You know, you’re quite the salesman, young lady.”

Aleesa smiled, her face glowing.

Mrs. Hammond raised her gaze to Veronica’s. “I’d be a burden, and you with your life looking up.”

“You would be a blessing, and the three of us, perfect for each other,” Veronica replied. “I admit Aleesa suggested it, but the more I think about it, the more it feels like God’s will. I’ll give you time to decide, though.” She switched her gaze to the stove. “Are you hungry? Can we get you something?”

Her cell phone’s ring answered. She brought the screen into her view. “Joe,” she said. She raised it to her ear. “Hello?” 
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