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      This book is dedicated to God and my Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, and to my family and friends. Without you all, life wouldn’t be nearly as colorful.

      

      John 14:12-14 ESV

      “Truly, truly, I say to you, whoever

      believes in me will also do the works that

      I do; and greater works than these will

      he do, because I am going to the Father.

      Whatever you ask in my name, this I will

      do, that the Father may be glorified in

      the Son. If you ask me anything in my

      name, I will do it.
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      I don’t remember the day he left. It was just a normal day. Selection happened, people left, and after a few months passed, they came back. Maybe they weren’t the same when they came back, but I was too young then to really understand. The two things I can still picture with perfect clarity from that day is the snow and the hard line of my mother’s mouth.

      I remember the last because it never left there once it came. In fact, it just got worse and worse and other things started joining it. That minute line of worry between her eyebrows. The semi-circle wrinkles of skin on either side of her lips that made it look as though she wore a perpetual frown. Mostly she did. The dark circles under her eyes that said she never slept. After that, she started getting pale and thin, frail even. She didn’t go outside as much and she wouldn’t eat—even when we had food. Her hands started to shake and she began to mutter things to herself.

      Things I didn’t understand then and things I hardly remember now.

      I don’t remember the day my dad left, but I will never forget the day I realized he wasn’t coming back.

      Mom stood staring out the window. Snow had begun to melt but it was still somewhat cold, so everything outside was watered down, washed out and slushy.

      I remember I tried to reach something too high for me to grasp, so I stood on a rickety stool three wobbles away from falling to pieces in an unwise attempt to make me taller. I don’t recall what I had been reaching for, but I know I never got it.

      There was a knock at the door—then my mother screamed. I fell off the stool, bloodying a knee on the warped wood floor, and then I ran to the front.

      I got there just in time to see my mother fighting tooth and nail against three men from the insane asylum who were trying to pull her away.

      She yelled at them, “No! No!” over and over again, but they didn’t listen. They dragged her out the door, kicking and screaming. Another man in a white coat caught me around the middle when I tried to go after her. He hauled me to the Girl’s Home and that’s when I knew I would never see either of my parents again.

      Which is why, even though he looks like my father and his eyes plead with me, beg me to believe he is, I know he can’t be. My father went away years ago and took my mother with him. This man, whoever he is, can’t be that man.

      That man is dead.

      “Dad?” I croak, the word slipping out of my dry mouth before I can think about what I’m saying.

      A ragged, broken smile slides across his gaunt face. He’s thinner than my dad was. His cheeks are sunken in and there are deep, dark circles under his eyes. He’s pale and the whole look reminds me so much of how my mother looked the day they took her away, I take an involuntary step back.

      My movement makes his smile fall and his shoulders slump. I can see in his eyes he had hoped for a better response from me.

      But how can he? This man can’t be my father.

      “My dad is dead,” I whisper, shaking my head.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I can see Alex’s head swiveling between me and the man. He’s confused, but I’m unable to explain things to him. I have no words to explain this man can’t be my dad, no matter how much he looks like him. No matter how much his eyes plead with me.

      “No, honey,” the man says to me, his gruff voice cracked, old and worn sounding. But despite that, it’s hauntingly familiar and I know it’s his. “No, I’m not dead. I’ve been gone for so long, but I’m not dead.”

      His eyes search my face, looking for something. I don’t know what and don’t care right now, because inside I can feel floodgates start to open. I can feel myself losing control and turning into that little girl who took months to realize she would never see her father again. When my eyes begin to water, I know I’ve lost whatever internal war I’ve been waging.

      “Daddy?” I say plaintively. “Why didn’t you come home?”

      My voice is so little, so high, and I feel so small.

      His face crumples and he comes to me, stepping over the guard lying on the ground. He drops his shovel and envelops me in his arms. I shudder and let out a sob into his shoulder. His clothing smells awful and he feels greasy, unwashed, but beneath all of that, he feels like my father.

      “I wanted to,” he whispers into my hair, squeezing me hard with bony arms. “Oh, I wanted to so much, but I couldn’t. They weren’t ever going to let me go.”

      I sniffle and hiccup against him.

      “I knew if I ever wanted to see you again, I was going to have to get myself out here.” His long fingers comb through my hair. “I’ve been trying for years and was beginning to lose hope…”

      His hands go to my shoulders and he pulls me away gently so he can look into my eyes. “And then tonight something happened. I… I knew that if I tried tonight, I would make it.” A small smile quirks his mouth and I see now there are tears on his face, too, tracking through the grime, making clean streaks along his cheeks.

      I start to shake my head. “How?” I ask. “How could you know?”

      His smile broadens and there’s something in his eyes. Wisdom, maybe. He looks as though he’s about to tell me a secret I’m not yet old enough to understand when a sound behind him drags us all back to current reality.

      “We need to go.” It’s Alex, his voice low and urgent. I had almost forgotten he’d been standing behind me this whole time, supporting Jacob’s full weight on his shoulders.

      It’s a force of will for me to glance back at the two men and away from my father, because there’s a big part of me that’s worried the moment I look away, he’ll be gone again. But once I’m assured Alex and Jacob are still there, waiting for me—albeit looking grim—my eyes dart back to my father. He didn’t disappear and my heart tells me with certainty now he’s definitely real.

      I notice him staring at Alex, a mixture of distrust and anger swimming in his normally gentle, sweet eyes. “The soldier is right,” he mutters.

      I had nearly forgotten Alex is an Elite soldier. Of course my father wouldn’t trust him. Under normal circumstances, he would be the enemy.

      “Okay,” I say, nodding. “Then let’s go.”

      A quick look at Alex’s face tells me he’s about to argue with me and I think it has something to do with taking on another person. He didn’t appear all that interested in saving Jacob, only me, so I have to assume he’s not exactly into sticking out his neck for anyone else either.

      I gear myself up to argue and convince him otherwise, to tell him I won’t leave without my father, when the man in question speaks up before either of us can even start an argument.

      “They’re already coming,” my father growls. I can hear a mix of tension and anxiety in his voice, but also something else. Something that scares me. He glances behind him and I follow his gaze. Flashes of bright light swivel around in the darkness behind us, getting closer every minute. “There’s no time. They know there’s an escapee, but they don’t know who has escaped.”

      I frown and already I’m shaking my head. I know what he’s about to say, and I don’t want to hear it. “No,” I protest, but he’s already nodding his head, a look of acceptance upon his face, even as pain and sadness lurk in his eyes.

      “If they at least find one of us, there will be time for the rest of you to get away.”

      Beside me now, Alex begins nodding his head too. “That’s a good idea,” he agrees, his tone disturbingly casual. I feel my anger well up, unable to comprehend his nonchalance, as though he doesn’t care a fig we’re talking about leaving behind the man who raised me. I bite down hard on the inside of my cheek, tasting blood. “But are you willing to do that? You know what they’ll do to you.” I can see Alex staring at my Dad, a brow raised in question.

      My father smiles grimly, bravely, his eyes shuttered and veiled now as he nods. “I am. And I do.”

      I’m shaking my head. “No, I won’t let you!” But no one will listen to me. Some decision has already been made and I’ve been left completely out of it. My father has made a choice and I have no say. I feel a sense of terror and loss coupled with powerlessness, threatening to overwhelm me.

      “Dad, please!” I don’t even care I’m begging. I grab at his grungy sleeves and try holding on to him, but it’s no use. I know the look on his face. I remember it well, and I know he’s already made up his mind. Once he’s done that, he can’t be budged. He’s like an elephant with his feet planted. I know it’s where I get my own stubbornness from, and the wayward thought makes my heart ache.

      “I have to Bean,” he says, his gruff voice quiet and ripe with emotion. “I didn’t understand why I had been left here for so long, why, no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get away. And then tonight happened. I thought it happened because I was meant to finally come home to you⁠—”

      “That is why!” I interrupt, fear gripping me again at the idea of losing him already, when I just got him back.

      He shakes his head. “No, it’s because I was meant to be here when you needed me. I wasn’t meant to get myself out of this place. I was meant to get you out.”

      I’m about to argue with him some more and tell him if he’s staying, I am, too, but just then we hear voices coming from somewhere behind him. They creep closer, rotating beams of light cutting through the heavy blanket of darkness still shrouding us from view. But not for long. If we don’t get moving soon, they’ll be on top of us and no one will get out.

      “I love you, sweetheart.” He clears his throat, his voice gruff with emotion before smiling sadly. He reaches out a hand and strokes my cheek, the touch achingly brief. “And I will see you again,” he vows, his voice suddenly hard and as implacable as steel.

      Then, before I can do anything, say anything more to try to change his mind, he spins away from me and runs—straight toward the oncoming soldiers. I try to run after him, reacting instinctively to the wave of loss immediately flooding through me, but Alex grabs my arm before I can even take a step. He starts dragging me backwards.

      “You can’t help him now!” he hisses at me in an urgent whisper. “If you follow him, then there was no point to any of this. He’ll still be stuck in Rehab, and so will you. Will you make him give up his life for you, only so you can throw it away?”

      Still, I try shaking him off, not wanting to hear what he’s saying, even though I know he’s right. A shout from the soldiers drifts our way along the night air, signaling my father has reached them. There are heavy sounds then, like someone being hit… I squeeze my eyes shut, my body stiff with pain, as tears trickle down my face once more. I can’t even move the pain is so heavy.

      “And what about Jacob?” Alex demands desperately, his words finally cutting through my haze of grief.

      Jacob. He is the reason I came here in the first place. He is the reason I got thrown into Rehabilitation. He is the reason for all of this. If I let him stay a prisoner now, what will be the point of any of this? His sister will grow up like I did, alone and without the people she loves most.

      It breaks my heart to do it, but I take a step back and let Alex pull me the rest of the way. I swallow a sob. Turning to them both, my jaw clenched with determination and the struggle to hold back more tears, I shove myself under Jacob’s other arm and wrap mine around his waist.

      “Let’s go.” Alex and I start running as fast and quietly as we can, if a little awkwardly, half dragging Jacob between us. I hear the shouting die down as we run and try not to think or wonder how my father will be punished for what I have done tonight. Against my will, a tiny sob escapes, and I bite my lip as a distraction, picking up the pace.
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      I keep looking back over my shoulder as we move. I’m convinced there are dozens of Elite soldiers following us, that my father has been recaptured in vain and that we are only wasting time and energy now.

      And possibly Jacob’s life.

      But Alex never looks back. Not once. He stares resolutely ahead, searching the barren wasteland of snow broken only by the wall in the distance that’s surrounding us and the Rehabilitation compound. I think he’s looking for something, but I don’t know what it is or what it could be. It’s just emptiness before us, so unless he’s looking for snow—which we’re sloshing knee deep in right now, can’t exactly miss it—then there’s nothing to look for.

      I’ve still got one of Jacob’s arms around my shoulders while Alex remains holding up the other. Between us, Jacob feels warm. Hot even, despite the freezing temperatures around us. That worries me, and I try to unsuccessfully to shove the worry aside.

      I left my father behind to save Jacob and now I wonder if I’ll be able to save him after all. If his fever doesn’t go down soon, I’m not sure he’ll make it. And there’s still so much space between us and the wall surrounding Rehabilitation. Can he make it out here in the freezing cold and snow the entire distance?

      Can we? My teeth clack together as a shiver wracks my body, as if emphasizing my worried thoughts.

      “…just testing us…” Jacob’s been mumbling incoherently for a while now. The farther we walk, the hotter his fever feels and the less sense he seems to be making. “…failing, but it doesn’t matter.” He shakes his head, which is more like lolling it around between my shoulder and Alex’s. “Because we’ll all come home to Him in the end.”

      I clamp my lips together in an effort to stop my teeth from continuing to chatter, and my brow creases as I listen to Jacob’s rambling.

      He keeps talking about ‘him,’ but I don’t know who he means. He mentioned a ‘him’ when Alex and I rescued him from his cell, but it didn’t mean much to me then either. It wouldn’t make any sense that he would be talking about Alex, because Alex is a soldier and definitely hadn’t been interested in going in to save Jacob until I came along and insisted.

      I wasn’t even sure what Jacob meant about sending. I frown harder. It sounded kind of like Jacob had been expecting me or something. No, wait… not so much me as someone. Like maybe Jacob had been planning to escape all along and was just waiting for the person he’s talking about to break him out…

      Had I botched two escapes tonight in my amateur attempt to save Jacob? I swallow back a bitter taste, feeling sick to my stomach at the thought.

      I glance past Jacob over to Alex. “He’s getting worse,” I pant, in between my teeth clacking together. At first it worried me to talk about Jacob with Alex since my friend is hanging right between us, but I realized pretty quickly he isn’t hearing anything that’s going on around us anyway. He’s so delirious nothing he says makes any sense to us and nothing we say makes it through to him.

      That scares me more than a little.

      Alex only grunts back in response, not even looking at me. He’s still searching the wastelands for something.

      I can feel my anger start to boil inside of me, festering. My friend is sick, so sick he could die and Alex doesn’t even care. The same way he didn’t care about leaving my Dad behind. I feel hot tears burning behind my eyelids again, and blink them back.

      “There’s nothing out there!” I finally screech at him, almost shouting in frustration. I stop in my tracks causing Alex to do the same. Jacob slumps between us. “Just snow and more snow and some of your Elite soldier buddies out there hunting for us like animals!”

      It’s not fair to take my frustration out on him, I know, but I can’t help it. I’m cold and scared, I’ve lost my Dad for a second time, and Jacob very well may die before tonight. My heart aches in my chest at the thought. It kills me to know there’s nothing I can do about it.

      “You think I don’t know that?” Alex shoots back, his face twisted into an expression of irritation. “They’re coming and we’re surrounded by snow and a wall that no one can climb! So shut up and let me find it!”

      “Find what?!” I demand and just as I do so, I slide my right foot back through the snow and hit something solid.

      At first I think it’s ice or maybe a rock, except it’s a smooth flat surface that doesn’t feel slick like ice. “What is that?” I ask before Alex gets the chance to ramble about what it is he’s looking for.

      “What?” he barks, still irritated with me.





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/inkedplotmedialogo.jpg
.

1NKedpLok
Moo





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-2.jpg
/

£ .
UNBELIEF BOOKII' =

C.B. STONE






OEBPS/images/heading-fell-flower-abc-screen.png






