
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


“And the sixth angel sounded, and I heard a voice from the four horns of the golden altar which is before God, saying to the sixth angel which had the trumpet, Loose the four angels which are bound in the great river Euphrates. And the four angels were loosed, which were prepared for an hour, and a day, and a month, and a year, for to slay the third part of men."

Revelation 9:13-15
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THE PILL KNOCKED ME out by ten every night and I woke up at five fifteen anyway.

That was the anxiety. The doctor said the medication would eventually fix that, the waking, the heart that slammed me upright before my eyes were open. Such is life with a body that had decided every morning was an emergency. He said give it time. He'd been saying give it time for a month and in the meantime I woke at five fifteen with my heart doing its thing and I lay in the dark beside Yusuf and deep breathed until the thing passed.

Five fifteen in the morning in Mahdia in February sees me lying on my side so Yusuf doesn't see me reading my Bible app. It's how I start every morning.

The notebook was for prophecy tracking. Yusuf would say I started it out of boredom. He'd be wrong. I studied prophecy more on than off for over a decade. Blue for current events mapped against scripture. Amber for historical fulfillment. Red for timeline markers. Purple for things that didn't fit anywhere else, which was always the fullest category.

Irvin Baxter had been doing the same thing for thirty years from his ministry in Richmond, Indiana with his whiteboard and marker. Daniel and Revelation held up against the morning's headlines with the patience of a man who understood that the text was accurate and the world would eventually prove it and his job was to keep showing people the connection until it became undeniable. I had been listening to Irvin Baxter since I was in my twenties.

In February the blue column of my notebook was very full. The Euphrates region. Iran pushing back. Turkey mobilizing. Iraq fractured again. Every week something new going into the blue column and the blue column saying the same thing it had been saying for months which was: soon.

I didn't tell anyone. Yusuf would have changed the channel. Emmaline hadn't called since December. I'd left a voicemail, careful and warm, said I was thinking about her and loved her and hoped December was good. She hadn't called back. I checked my phone every morning like the checking would change something and it never changed anything.

My own mother hadn't spoken to me in five years. Not since I came back to the faith and she decided the woman who came back was not the woman she'd raised and she was partly right about that.

I had my Bible app. I had my notebook. I had the pills on the nightstand that knocked me out at ten and the ones I took in the morning that were supposed to stop my heart from announcing emergencies that weren't emergencies.

Supposed to.

—-
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WE LIVED WITH HIS MOTHER.

Her house is in Mahdia, three minutes from the sea. She accepted me as part of the furniture.  I was here. I was not going away. She fed me and she spoke to me in slow careful French. 

His sister Nadia came monthly from Tunis, their shrill voices reverberating against the walls. I have a noise tolerance and I'm maxed past my threshold here. She didn't dislike me exactly. She thought I was fragile in a way she found mildly contemptible, which was fair in the sense that I was fragile and unfair in the sense that she didn't know what I was being fragile about or what I was holding upright while being fragile about it.

When I'd asked Yusuf to take me to the doctor about the heart symptoms she'd been there and she'd said, in English, directly to me: you're scared of pills but you want the doctor to give you pills. She'd laughed when she said it, she mocked my voice,  “Im scared im scared.” 

I'd taken the pills when the doctor gave them to me. But you can't mix pills.

—-
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THE FERTILITY OPERATION was in January.

Yusuf had wanted it for a year. I understood wanting it. I wanted more children too, eventually, in the way you want things that are real and good and not yet possible because the timing is wrong and the world is wrong and your body is staging daily emergencies and your bank account is underwater and the blue column of your notebook is filling up in a way that says clearly this is not the moment to bring a child into anything.

I had seven hundred dollars in the account Yusuf didn't know about. The one I'd been building for months for the flight home. Fifty dollars here, eighty there, whatever I could move without it being visible. The flight money. The get-out-if-you-need-to money.
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