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A storm was coming. It threatened to crash ashore and shatter Calek's life forever. The first warning came on the day his father hit him for the first and only time.

Calek’s father wasn’t the kind of man to strike his only child – in fact, Josiam the Painter was a gentle, melancholy artist, who had painted portraits for most of the people in Refuge, along with the mural on the west wall of the Hall Of Meeting. His wife had died giving birth to Calek, leaving Josiam with just his work, his modest cottage, and an only son to keep him company. 

At age eleven, Calek was old enough to know that he represented all the love that was left in his father’s life. And he loved his father, of course. But something deep inside of Calek gnawed at him and made him think about things differently from anybody else on the island. He had inherited creativity from his father, but in Josiam those talents were simply practical – how to capture the light and the colors in just the right way, so that when you looked at one of his paintings, it was almost like looking at real life. 

But Calek’s talent was to divine how things worked, and more importantly, how they could work if done in a completely new way. His mind was full of combinations – how to take one thing here and another there to come up with a completely different thing. Sometimes his ideas were breathtaking. 

And so it was that he found himself standing next to his father on top of Notch Hill on a clear autumn day. 

Josiam inhaled deeply. “Smell that air, Son. Ripe apples, newly cut hay. I used to dream about things like this.” He put a large, graceful hand on Calek's shoulder.

Below them, the silos of Refuge swelled to the brim. Villagers bustled back and forth, getting things ready for another long winter on the Lake. Dogs barked and the sound echoed up through the forested hills behind them. Wood smoke trickled up from the chimneys of the sturdy cottages and shops that lined the paved street of Heaven’s Way.

Calek smiled and tossed his head back, the cool breeze ruffling his thick, red hair. Late autumn was his favorite time of year, of that he was sure. It meant an end to harvest chores. It meant that on the days when he didn’t have watch duty, there was time to run through the meadows, to explore the forbidden Stone Hill Caverns, to play outdoors before the snows came. It meant there was time to tinker with things in the shed. And in a little over a year he would turn thirteen. That was when all his questions would be answered.

A shrieking hawk flew by overhead and Calek watched it dwindle into the distance. “I love the birds,” he said to his father. “Sometimes I have a dream where I’m flying, just like them. I can see the ground far below and everything looks so small, like when I climb trees. Only I’m not in a tree, I’m just up there in the sky. I can feel it in my stomach as I soar through the air, back and forth and up and down. I’m always sorry to wake up and find out it was only a dream.”

“I wish you wouldn’t climb trees,” said Josiam in a stern voice. “What would happen if you fell?” But Josiam didn't sound angry. Calek had heard him talk many times about how he had climbed trees himself as a young man, back when he’d run away and lived alone in the deep woods.

“I’ve been watching the birds a lot,” Calek continued. “Watching them real close. Last week I found a dead hawk out in the meadow. I don’t know how it died, but it must have just happened because its body was still warm. It was a lot lighter than I thought it would be. Its wings stretched out more than four hands. I think that’s why it could ride on the air. Like this.” Calek picked a brown leaf from the ground and held it aloft in the palm of his hand. The wind caught it and carried it away down the hill.

“But there’s more to it than that. A hawk weighs a lot more than a leaf so it needs something else to keep it in the air. I think that’s why it flaps its wings, so it can go forward. It’s the forward motion that keeps it up.”

As his excited words ran one into another, Calek failed to notice the color rise in his father's cheeks. 

“It’s nearly time for dinner,” said Josiam. "Time to head back to the...”

But Calek wasn't finished. “If I could build a carriage that was light enough, and I put big enough wings on top, and then I found a way to make it go forward fast enough, I think I could make a carriage that flies.”

That’s when Josiam turned on Calek as quick as a snake and slapped his cheek.  The harsh sound echoed like a thunderclap down the hill, shattering the peace of the autumn afternoon. “Don’t ever speak like that again!” shouted Josiam. “Never! Do you understand?”

Calek fell to the ground with the force of the blow. He looked up and tears welled in his eyes. What had he said? Why had his father hit him?

Josiam bent down and gently stroked his son’s hair. “You will understand soon – when you’re thirteen. But for now you must take those thoughts and bury them deep, like you would bury an unclean animal. Unclean! And you will tell no one what you have been thinking. No one. Is that clear?”

Calek swiped at his face with his sleeve. The cool breeze dried his tears. He looked up into his father’s brown eyes, which were darting left and right like a frightened deer; this shocked Calek nearly as much as being slapped, because it seemed to him that his father was never afraid. 

“Okay, Father,” mumbled Calek.

His father pulled him to his feet and hugged him for a long moment. “It’s all right,” he whispered in Calek’s ear. “It’s going to be all right. As long as you listen to what I say.”

By now tears had come to Josiam’s eyes as well. "I never meant to hit you," he said. "I promised myself I would never do that. Never. But you have to know how important this is. How much danger you could get us both into."

Calek pulled away and nodded and it seemed that the storm had passed. Josiam took Calek's arm and the two of them started down Notch hill towards home, Josiam limping because of a fall from a horse two years ago, and Calek helping to support him.  

Calek’s mind churned as they walked. His cheek still stung. And of course his pride was hurt as well.

But mainly, Calek's mind had already moved on. Without even being aware of the change, he had turned his thoughts back to the problem of how to make a carriage that would fly...
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Chapter One
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“The island is the body and the people are the heart. Just as the heart cannot survive outside the body, the people cannot survive away from the island.”

Book Of Salvation 1:1

***
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The town was called Refuge, an apt name, for it nestled on the south shore of a large island on a deep, cold water lake, over five miles from the Mainland. In spring and summer, when warm air mixed with the cool, moist air over the Lake, fog shrouded the island in mist, hiding its forests of maple and ash and oak, making it nearly undetectable from the outside, yet still allowing sunshine from straight above to nourish the crops. In the winter, ferocious, icy winds blasted the shorelines, swirling snow around the beaches like a wall of tornadoes, causing the island to blend in with the whiteout conditions on the frozen surface of the Lake. It was only in autumn, when the air cooled and the skies turned a deep blue, that the island was usually visible from the outside, appearing as if by magic out of the water. It was then that the people of Refuge had to be on guard, when they had to watch the shores.

Calek had drawn watch duty today, assigned to the section of rocky beach just below the stables. Watch duty was one of the most boring chores a boy of eleven could do. What was he supposed to watch for? None of the Forsaken had invaded these shores in his lifetime, at least as far as he knew. Yes, he had heard all the stories about the time just after the Fall, when the Forsaken found their way to the island and brutally killed some of the people that now lay in the Refuge cemetery near the Summit. Like every other child, his sleep had been disturbed with visions of the men-who-are-no-longer-men, creatures with wild eyes, shrieking with raspy, unearthly voices, drooling from the sides of their mouths. He shuddered over what a Forsaken might do to a boy if it ever caught up to him, because the Forsaken were given over to whatever evil desires popped into their heads and they had no more sense than rabid dogs. But he’d never seen one.

Calek skipped a pebble across the water. The first skip took it over the top of a splashing wave and it bounced three more times before sinking out of sight. His record was 29 skips, but there was enough of a breeze today to ruffle the water and prevent that. It was the clearest of autumn days, one of those rare times when the wind blew away any last vestige of mist. 

He took a deep, cleansing breath, inhaling the crisp, freshwater smell of the Lake. Far in the distance, at the place where the edge of the water met the very bottom of the sky, Calek could just make out an uneven line, slightly darker than either the sky or the Lake. That was the Mainland. His people didn’t go there because, like the rest of the world, it had been made uninhabitable by the Forsaken.

Calek had a lot of questions about the Forsaken. If they were really like rabid dogs as they’d all been told, how would they have the sense to build boats to come to the island? If they did nothing but kill and destroy, how had any of them survived? Wouldn’t there eventually be only one left in the whole world because they killed each other off? That’s what rabid dogs would do. And even more importantly, if they were simply people who had been punished for turning away from God, why hadn’t God just killed them all off? Why did he allow them to go on the way they were? And why would God allow them to come to the island and harm the only people who hadn’t turned away? 

As Calek gazed out across the water, his mind pondered some questions that he never dared to ask out loud. What if the whole thing was just a story? What if the Forsaken were simply the product of somebody’s imagination, like trolls and goblins in children’s books, used to scare children into behaving? But then again, if that was the case, why did adults need to invent the Forsaken, when they already had trolls and goblins? And what of those graves in the cemetery, the ones all from the same year, before Calek was born? Had they died from something else? It was all much too confusing. He supposed that he’d find all those answers during his Ceremony when he turned thirteen.

“Looking for rainbows?”

Calek nearly jumped out of his shoes. He turned to see his friend Elther standing behind him. Her bicycle leaned against a maple tree at the edge of the gravel that made up the Shoreline Road. The leaves were already tinged with yellow.

“Do you enjoy sneaking up on people?” Calek asked.

Elther laughed, and the gentle sound of it melted any annoyance that Calek might have felt. Elther was also eleven years old, and the two of them had been friends since they were both toddlers. But lately, it seemed there was something else in their friendship. When Calek looked at her long, tied-back chestnut hair, and the spattering of freckles that graced her cheeks and neck, he was noticing things he’d never noticed before.

“It’s easy to scare you,” she said. “You’re always having such deep thoughts that you probably wouldn’t notice if a carriage ran over your head.”

“Very funny,” he said, but the corners of his mouth turned up in a slight smile because anything Elther said to him these days sounded pleasing.

“So what were you thinking just now?” she asked.

“Nothing,” he said. “I was just wondering how long until Aras comes to relieve me. It’s soooo boring standing here all day.”

Elther gazed out across the water to where Calek had been looking. Her blue eyes got a faraway look. “I want to go to the Mainland someday.”

Calek gazed at her sideways. “Why? You’d die if you went there. Everybody knows that.”

Elther looked down at the rocky sand and shuffled her sandaled feet. “That’s what Father says. But he says a lot of things. I don’t think they’re all true.”

Calek knew that Elther was speaking heresy, for her father was Hezekiah. He was the Interceder, a large, ponderous man with a salt and pepper beard, who spoke to God on behalf of the People. He was head of the Refuge Council and the Keeper of the Sacred Books. Even though the men of the Council voted on anything and everything, and no decision could be made without a majority, when it came to spiritual matters, very few things could be done without the approval of Hezekiah. His name was one of the sacred names; no one besides the Interceder, his wife Bathsheba, or his son Solomon could have a name like that. As Hezekiah’s only daughter, Elther had always been expected to be a model of respect. She had chafed at that since she had been old enough to talk. But since she was his only daughter, she also got away with saying and doing things that no one else would have been able to say.

“I just wonder sometimes,” Elther said, “if all the people in the world died or were turned into Fors...” Her face flushed. She never wanted to say the name. It was a superstition she had had ever since she was small. She thought that simply saying the name would call them somehow, make them come to the island. “There would have to be some real people left in the world besides us, don’t you think? In spite of what Father says.”

Calek’s chest swelled. He was proud of Elther because it took a lot of courage to question Hezekiah, even if you were his daughter. He had seen her do it to his face, although not as blatantly as this, because she was always clever enough to leave him a way to give her the benefit of the doubt. 

“I’d like to travel across the water someday to see for myself. It would be an adventure.” She looked straight into Calek’s eyes. “Would you go with me someday?”

Calek tried to say something but his mouth didn’t want to work. The thought that she would want to leave the island was breathtaking enough, but the thought that she would want him to come with her was almost making the buttons on his shirt pop.

“We’d need a boat,” he finally managed to sputter, and his words sounded stupid and clumsy in his own head. There was only one boat on the island. It was mainly for the fishermen, but Calek knew that Hezekiah used it sometimes, although he didn’t know what for. Calek had been in it just one time for his birthday last year, when his father had arranged a ride. It had been a windy day and the motion had made him seasick.

“You could build us one,” she answered, and there was that smile again. “You can make anything.”

Standing there, looking into Elther’s eyes, Calek felt at that moment like he could do anything – at least anything that Elther asked him to.

“We’re gonna get into trouble,” he said.

“Of course,” she answered.
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Chapter Two 
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“The lost sheep must be gathered, for surely the wolves will come.”

Book Of Salvation  1:4 

***
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BEFORE THE FALL

––––––––
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ADAM HARDCASTLE RAN away from home to live in the woods when he was fifteen years old. He was twenty now – a skinny, forlorn-looking waif with an untrimmed beard and the deep-set eyes of a beaten-down dog. 

The people of Hedonsky were familiar with Adam, because he usually set up a booth at the outdoor market on Saturdays during the summer tourist season. He sold his paintings there, and it was supposed that the money he made was able to support his modest needs throughout the rest of the year. Not that the paintings brought in much – all his pictures were of rocks – fields of pebbles along the beach, boulders in the hills, canyons. There were never any people in his paintings – no animals, no movement of any kind, just cold, still rocks. The paintings were faithfully done, and could have been photographs, because Adam had talent. But most of the people who flocked to the Peninsula in their SUV’s to escape the heat of summer in the cities would rather buy paintings of flowers or children than the pictures Adam had to offer.

On one particularly hot, muggy Saturday in July, the outdoor market in Hedonsky was nearly empty. Most of the tourists had opted to sit in air-conditioned restaurants, shops, or movie theaters, or had gone down to the rocky beaches to cool off their steaming bodies in the still-icy waters of the Lake. More than a few of them went to coffee houses to sip lattes and try out their new Nanonet connections.

Three men strolled through the nearly deserted town square, dressed in white robes and sandals. In spite of their odd dress, they didn’t draw much attention from the people inside the shops; the people of Hedonsky were used to seeing men from Mishwaukee Island. No one knew much about them, except that they were part of some religious sect, and they came into town about once a week to sell their produce and to buy supplies. But it was unusual for them to come in on a Saturday in the summer, when there were bound to be tourists overrunning the streets.

The three men approached Adam, who had set up his easels under a canopy as he did on most Saturday afternoons. He sat on one of the folding chairs the town supplied for all the artists, engrossed in the paperback novel on his lap.

“Brother, may I look at your paintings?” asked a large, young man with a black-as-pitch beard.

“Suit yourself,” muttered Adam, not looking up.

The three men wandered around in the shade of Adam’s booth. They looked over all the paintings, two of the men rather impatiently and the large man taking his time. After a few minutes, the two impatient men turned away to head for another booth.

“Wait,” said the large man in a deep, commanding voice. The two men stopped and turned back, hands folded down low in front of them. They waited.

The big man ran his hand over the surface of one of Adam’s paintings, the largest one. It was an oil painting of a large, dark gray boulder at the edge of a rocky field. Above the boulder was an angry-looking sky filled with black storm clouds. Like all of Adam’s works, there was no signature at the bottom. The overall effect of this particular painting was to convey a feeling of anger, and an ominous sense of fear and desperation. It wasn’t a surprise that no one had bought it.

The big man examined the picture a bit longer, checking out minute details, noticing every brush stroke. Finally, he moved away from the painting and approached Adam, kneeling down at his feet.

“That picture of the large boulder, the big one – that is you, is it not?” he asked.

Adam looked up from his novel and met the big man’s gaze for a brief second. He quickly dropped his eyes back down towards his book. “Pictures are whatever you think they are,” he mumbled. 

The big man put a large hand over Adam’s book, blocking his view of the pages. “I think that picture is you,” he insisted.

Adam should have pushed the man’s hand away because he wasn’t the kind of person to let anyone invade his space; most of the time, he didn’t let anyone get within miles of his space. But for some reason, he let the man’s hand be and looked up into his eyes, something he immediately regretted. He began to squirm and tried to look away.

The big man began to recite some words in a whisper, keeping his hand over the paperback novel in Adam’s lap. “For my days are consumed like smoke, and my bones are burned as an hearth. My heart is smitten and withered like grass; so that I forget to eat my bread.”

The other two men gasped as if the big man had spoken something forbidden. Adam pushed his chair back and tried to stand up, knocking the paperback down into the dust. The big man put his hand on Adam’s knee and held him down. He seemed to be very strong. “Look at me,” he said.

“Hey man, stop...” Adam’s words ended abruptly when the big man’s gaze finally caught his eyes. It was like being trapped in the searchlight from the Bear Channel Lighthouse. 

“Thou hast searched me, and known me,” whispered the big man slowly. “My life is spent with grief, and my years with sighing.”

Adam gaped open-mouthed, like a fish on a rock. He had never seen this man before, he was sure of that, but the words were cutting into his heart like a scythe. He sensed that the big man was feeling what he was feeling, that he knew about the awful, desperate nights he had been spending in the dark forest. He somehow sensed that the other man even knew what he had been considering lately, about how he planned to jump from the highest cliff on the Peninsula, just to stop the pain. To stop it forever.

The big man took his hand from Adam’s knee and reached it up to cradle Adam’s face. “Some terrible things have happened to you,” he said, no longer whispering. It was not a question but a statement.

Tears came to Adam’s brown eyes and he simply couldn’t speak.

“Do you want to shatter that rock in your painting?” the big man asked.

By now the tears were streaming down Adam’s cheeks. He nodded his head, ever so slightly. 

“We will replace it with a much better rock,” the big man said. He got to his feet and his voice dropped back down to a whisper. “He is the Rock, his word is perfect: for all his ways are judgment.” 

He reached his hand down to Adam, whose hunched shoulders shook with sobs. “My name is Hezekiah,” he said in full voice, as if calling Lazarus from the tomb. “Will you take my hand?”

There was a long pause as Adam sniffled a few times and got himself back under some semblance of control. He again looked into Hezekiah’s gray eyes, reached up slowly, and allowed the big man to pull him to his feet. It had been a long time since he had allowed anyone to touch him. But after he got to his feet, it took a real effort for him to let the big man’s hand go.

“Great deliverance giveth he to his king,” said Hezekiah under his breath, as Adam followed the three men away from the market square, leaving his paintings untended and unwanted on their easels. The four of them made their way down to the shore, where a small rowboat waited for them in the dripping heat of July.
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Chapter Three
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“If you spend your time trying to please man, it will lead you down the road to destruction. Only by striving to please God will you find true happiness.”

Book Of Salvation  1:14

***
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Calek looked up into his father’s face. “Are you proud of me?” he asked in an uncertain voice.

The lanterns were dimmed and his father was tucking him into bed, a nightly ritual they both loved more than anything. Soft light flickered against the maple paneling of Calek’s room and reflected in the window glass, which would soon frost over. Calek snuggled under one of the down comforters his father had brought out from the closet just last week. Calek had decorated all of his bedroom walls with his father’s paintings, including a portrait of Calek’s mother, which was placed so it was the first thing Calek saw every morning when he woke up.

“What kind of question is that?” asked Josiam. “Of course I’m proud of you. More than you’ll ever know.” As he said this, Josiam pushed away thoughts of his own father, still a source of pain after all these years.

“Tell me a story,” said Calek.

“About what?” asked Josiam.

“A story about me. A true one. About how I made you proud.”

Josiam chuckled. The boy had a need for encouragement. Hezekiah called that unhealthy, and said that you should never praise a child, lest they get puffed-up with themselves. But weren’t fathers supposed to encourage their sons? He knew what it felt like when they didn’t, and it had once made him a bitter and lost young man. So he decided to ignore Hezekiah’s advice, at least about this one thing.

“Well, let’s see,” he said, rubbing his chin. “I don’t think you’ve really done anything good around here, have you?”

Calek looked surprised, and then hurt, until he figured out his father was only teasing. He picked up a pillow and smacked his father in the head.

“Okay, okay,” laughed Josiam. “I guess you’ve done a few things. Why don’t I tell you the story of the Road?” 

Calek’s eyes lit up, for if there’s one thing children love, it’s to hear a story where they are the main character. Josiam began speaking as if reading from a book: 

“Once upon a time there was a boy - a very smart and resourceful boy. He lived in a small village called Refuge, which was on a large island. The main street of Refuge was called ‘Heaven’s Way.’ It was called that because all the Saints that walked on it were certain to go to Heaven, as long as they kept on following the rules of God. But even though they were all Saints, washed white as snow, they usually got muddy whenever they went on that Road. It was made of gravel, and when the rains came as they often did, water cascaded down the hillside and washed the gravel away, leaving muddy potholes big enough to swallow a cow.”

Calek laughed loudly, picturing a huge cow simply disappearing into a muddy hole.

“In the springtime it was worst of all because the snows melted and thawed, melted and thawed, so the road became a washboard, bouncing carriages around on it like popcorn kernels in a pan.”

Calek chuckled again.

“But then this boy...his name was Caler, or Calem, or something like that...”

Calek hit his father with a pillow again.

“Okay, okay. His name was Calek. He was out wandering around the island one fine summer day, as ten-year-old boys are apt to do. He came upon the tar pits, a place where he had often gone. But this morning he sat down, rested his chin on his hand, and pondered the tar. He was probably the only one on the island who had ever pondered dried-out tar before, but as I said, he was a very resourceful boy.

“After a while, he reached down and broke off a piece. It was hard, but not as hard as a rock. And in the places where the sun was warming it up, it was getting a little bit softer. And that’s when he got a big idea.”

A smile creased the corners of Josiam’s mouth, for he was truly proud of what his son had done. Hezekiah would disapprove of that pride, of course. But what father wouldn’t be proud?

“The boy knew that the men of Refuge were very unhappy with the condition of Heaven’s Way, for he’d heard them complain loudly about how much work it took to keep it smooth, about how tired they were of doing it over and over. Calek had examined the Road and thought that if there was a way to bind the gravel together, it wouldn’t wash away so much. And now, looking at the piece of tar in his hand, he thought he might have found the answer. He didn’t know much about tar, but he decided to find out.

“He broke off several large chunks and carried them home. When he got home, he made a cooking fire in the kitchen, even though it wasn’t time for dinner. And he proceeded to completely ruin his father’s kettle.”

“But they gave you a new one,” said Calek excitedly, getting ahead of the story. By now he was sitting up, and Josiam knew it would take a while for the boy to get to sleep that night. But he didn’t care because he was having as much fun telling the story as the boy was listening to it. 

“So Calek heated up the tar in the kettle and watched it go soft, just like he hoped it would. He brought in some gravel from outside and mixed it with the gooey tar, until it all turned into a thick, black, lumpy mess. Calek took the kettle outside and poured the mixture onto a smooth patch of dirt behind the house. He spread it out as best he could with a shovel, which also got ruined, but he knew he still needed to find a way to pack it down tighter. 

“He looked around the yard and found a large, flat stone, almost too heavy for him to lift, and placed it on top of the tar. He jumped up and down on the stone as hard as he could. Then he moved it around until all the sections of tar were as smooth and flat as he could make them. He went inside to let it sit overnight, not planning to tell his father until morning. He even hid the ruined kettle in the bushes, which was pretty sneaky.

“But like all great thinkers, Calek tended to get so focused on what he was doing that he didn’t notice anything else – like how bad the smell was in the kitchen. His father however, who wasn’t such a great thinker, noticed it right away when he got home.

“’Calek? What have you been doing?’ the father shouted in a deep, booming voice.”

Calek unconsciously flinched at that part, remembering how scared he had really been when his father had come home that day.

“So Calek’s father made him tell him all about it. He made him show him where he had hidden the ruined kettle. And most importantly, he made him show him the small section of road he’d made, which was already getting solid as it cooled. The father went to the well and brought back a bucket of water. When he dumped it on the road’s surface, the water simply ran off the edge without taking any of the tar mixture with it.

“And that’s how Calek invented the Road. With wheelbarrows full of melted tar and gravel, and teams of horses pulling toboggans weighted down with boulders, the men of Refuge paved all seven blocks of Heaven’s Way. And it was all because of Calek, a ten-year-old boy. And Calek’s father was very proud of him. The end.”

Calek reached up and hugged Josiam, waiting a little longer than usual before he let go. He had been hesitant with his father lately, ever since Josiam had slapped him up on Notch Hill. But now he knew it would be okay.

“Time to get some sleep,” Josiam said. He pulled the covers up to his son’s neck and blew out the lantern. There was a Hunter’s moon outside the window, coating everything in the room with a soft, blue light.

“Goodnight, Father,” said Calek happily.

“Goodnight.”

Josiam closed the door to his son’s room and tried not to think about how hard it had been to get the Council to adopt his son’s idea. Hezekiah had pronounced the whole thing dangerous and possibly contrary to God’s will. But everyone had been so tired of constantly maintaining the road, that when they all went home and prayed about it sincerely, as they had been instructed to do, they came back the next day and voted the new road in over Hezekiah’s objections, something that rarely happened.

“It is God’s will,” stated Hezekiah after the vote. Then he had run his hands through his beard and said, “Even the Interceder can sometimes misread the signs.” 

But he hadn’t sounded convinced. And after Heaven’s Way had been finished, and there had been talk of paving the entire length of the Shoreline Road, Hezekiah had thundered against it so strenuously that the idea was eventually dropped.

And even though Josiam’s chest swelled with pride every time his feet touched the firm footing of Heaven’s Way, there had been disquiet in his heart ever since the Road was finished. On nearly all the occasions when Hezekiah and Calek had been in the same room, the Interceder now looked at the boy with an anger that would be hard to miss. 

Josiam owed everything to Hezekiah – they all did. The big man had rescued them from the Old World before it destroyed itself. He had plucked Josiam out of his lost life like you would pluck a child from deep water at the moment of drowning. Through the long, agonizing months of change, Hezekiah had never given up on him. He’d shown him grace, eventually changing him from a solitary, crumbling rock into a man who had learned how to love. He owed his very life to the man. 
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