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CHA​PTER ONE
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Carla had spent two days in Temagami, a small northern Ontario town situated on its namesake lake 300 miles north of Toronto. The old railroad track and station show why the village was here—it was once a hub for explorers, tourists, and fishermen before roads existed. Contrary to common belief, railroads preceded passable roads in the north, enabling companies to transport timber and gold to accessible markets. A steam engine could transport large quantities of logs and cargo to southern markets.  They could also bring back goods that the companies and inhabitants of the region needed. The train served as a way for tourists out of Toronto to travel for vacations such as sightseeing, hunting and fishing trips.

Since arriving, and even though it was September, she spent most days at the beach watching a man living the life she wanted to be a part of for a while. Interested in learning wilderness survival, she saw this popular local guide as a potential teacher but had not approached him yet to see if he would guide her on a canoe trip deep into the interior of the region. Her expectations were high, and she would not dream of partaking in such a journey with someone that she did not fully trust.

As she appeared to be reading magazines, she recollected an Otter bush plane—meticulously maintained and equipped with Stahl modifications—that was notable for its robust engine and capacity to operate on northern lakes. These enhancements enabled it to land and take off within considerably shorter distances. Both sides of the plane displayed the name ‘Dog’ in large letters alongside a humorous painting of a famously frightened dog.

She appreciated the modifications to the aircraft and knew the man who flew it operated at a level far beyond the average pilot. As for the guy on the beach, her thoughts were much different and far more complicated. He was the one she needed to talk to and convince to work for her. The summer had passed and the job she wanted him to do would be complicated because of the cold nights. She had gone swimming in the lake several times though and did not mind water that had some bite to it in terms of being slightly frigid. If one swam hard and worked their muscles, the cold was a friend. 60-degree water was acceptable. 32-degree water would kill you.

As for the gentleman on the beach, the locals referred to him as Jack. No one knew his full name, or they chose to not divulge it to the world for one reason or another. The northern part of Canada is a region where residents have traditionally shared limited personal information with one another, as many individuals historically relocated there for various personal reasons. Carla understood this fact, and it was not a big deal to her anyway, because she was only interested in the character, knowledge and expertise he offered up. Besides, Jack, all on his own, seemed to fit without all the other baggage names tend to drag along with them. Locals said he was the best wilderness survival teacher they had met, and he lived up to that reputation. Six walleyes were on the dock, and by the time she identified them, they were already filleted and ready to fry.  

A man who seemed to know more about him than the rest of the town said he had spent the last three or four years travelling to many physically challenging places of the world, perfecting the art of the traditional canoe and paddle against so-called angry rivers and streams that the natives, trappers, fur traders and explorers before him had mastered. He sought to experience life as others did, as it was stated that he had a challenging objective to accomplish while he was still alive.  It was also true that through all his solo adventures, Jack had remained sociable and culturally articulate with no hermit-like ideocracies. He was just one of those people who was very goal-oriented and did whatever it took to conquer situations most people wanted to avoid. He had no ties, was in terrific physical shape, extremely dedicated, totally honest and obviously universally trusted. Carla had researched his past carefully and liked everything she could find out about him. Certain character traits were shaped by previous experiences and emotional challenges, while others reflected complex backgrounds and a range of controversies. The local children appreciated his campfire stories, which reflected positively on his character and interpersonal skills. He regularly took groups of approximately twelve teenagers on canoe trips every few weeks. Parents felt honoured if their children met his requirements to join these excursions. The fact the trips were free was an added incentive because the experience was much more about the knowledge gained than anything money could buy. Very few individuals know how to stay alive in nature with nothing except the clothes on their backs. Local outfitters donated the canoes and that was about it. The fact he felt their equipment was worthy of such adventures made for huge, positive advertisement. All other necessary resources were obtained from natural sources. Other than this, there wasn’t much to talk about unless one wanted to jump into the world of ghosts, goblins and fairy tales. There had been talk about making these trips part of a school curriculum, but Jack stopped this plan rather quickly. He did it for love and wanted nothing to do with report cards and credits for school graduation. He had enough gossip going around about him without asking for more. 

A good example of this involved a couple of the local street bums who had spread a rumour a while back about him talking to a Swamp Fairy down by the lake one dark night, but the claim could not be proven and even if it was true, telling fairy tales to toads and frogs is not against the law. It is also accurate to state that the setting was Temagami, Canada, and that storytellers were highly respected due to their consistently engaging narratives.  Tales of giant bears, sasquatches, alien visitors, and trappers were common, and many people believed them. Long winters, few neighbours and simple life tend to bring out the neighbourliness in people and Temagami was no different. On a much more serious note, it was also well known that Jack had lost his lifelong canoeing partner in a tragedy a couple of years ago. A single error resulted in the loss of an individual's life due to natural causes.  Jack had paid a huge price emotionally and had disappeared for over a year to somehow figure out how to come to grips with what the future held for him. But now he was back, and people respected his privacy and gave him space. They noted he was obviously getting ready for some type of trip but left it at that. It was his business, and they would look after their own problems and leave him alone. Such is the personality of small northern towns who throughout their histories tended to take care of their own quietly and efficiently. He was asked by the media to share his story about losing his friend but politely declined.  Not everyone wants to be a hero, and Jack fitted this bill perfectly. Most men who had experienced life at his level liked it this way. They experienced danger, excitement and untold challenges with no desire to tell the world about anything about their exploits. Real men never need to brag or toot their own horn. Just accomplishing the impossible is the only reward they seem to need.

Carla dismissed conspiracy theories about Temagami because she wanted peace and relaxation at this point in her life and refused to settle for anything else.  On multiple occasions, young men approached her attempting to initiate casual conversation in hopes of establishing a connection, but each time she chose to leave without engaging further.  She did not need a beach partner and knew it. She now felt lonely and considered that sitting in a quiet place with someone or camping by a remote stream in the woods could be an engaging and interesting experience.  It had been so long since she had walked hand in hand with a man or enjoyed a glass of wine with anyone who was not trying to use her. She didn't have time for this and finally realized the extent of her problem. Her world resonated with the phrase, “Guilty as Charged” followed by hundreds of newspaper reporters chasing words that seemed to gush from their mouths with no meaning except foolishness. If only five percent of the material which was fed to the public by the media was true, the powers that ruled a land would have a chance at cleaning up the garbage they spit out to the people. Cats do not become mountain lions and gang wars do not mean that a whole city is functioning at a level of one step above hell. Propaganda is a dangerous thing when it fixates the minds of the people on lies that are only meant to manipulate them to vote certain ways or blame innocent persons for all of the trouble that happens. 

The gun laws of Canada were one of these targeted entities. The government blamed them for all deaths that can plague a city when, in truth, they are only things which are harmless if managed properly. The average person has no desire to shoot anyone. They just enjoyed shooting targets or hunting. A firearm can be compared to a car. Very few people have any desire to drive a vehicle into a large crowd and mutilate the individuals standing there. And it also holds true that motor vehicles are much more dangerous than guns and are not illegal to own. A gallon of gasoline in the right place has enough power to blow up whole buildings and everything in it. And it is not illegal to own or buy. Individuals may sometimes accept inaccurate information when seeking solutions to problems.  When legislation with limited impact is passed, it may create a public perception that the main issue has been resolved. A seasoned individual accused of an offence would undergo prosecution to establish guilt or innocence, whereas there are instances where individuals might accept inaccurate information as a resolution to particular issues. A trial ends, a verdict is given, and sentencing ensues. Her firm would then rent her out for huge fees to some new client who just had to get a guilty verdict on someone. Then it was on to the next one and another death sentence. She was only involved in homicide or crimes like human trafficking, child abuse, serial killings, or organized crime with innocent victims.

The cycle continued, but she no longer wanted any part of the chaotic and deeply flawed judicial system, which seemed beyond repair. Stricter penalties were implemented for crime, and the use of the death penalty became more common.  Canada had changed because it had to if it were to survive. The country was like a freight train out of control and criminals had far more rights than innocent people and so much money that they could bribe their way out of any problem they encountered. 

A newly elected government revised the constitution and reorganized the courts to address challenges.  If you committed murder the penalty was death. If you trafficked people or abused children, the verdict was the same. In short, if you did anything which harmed other people to accomplish an evil plan, criminals were now paying a cost which befitted the crime and rightfully so.

Progress was achieved, but it involved significant challenges for those responsible for implementing the new system.  Life had been hard on Carla lately and, after a while, death threats sent her way and assassination attempts had taken the edge off this thing called life which she had loved dearly not that long ago. Criminals, because of their own life code, would think nothing of murdering people like her in a heartbeat. If huge sums of money were provided as a reward to end her life, then her job became even more dangerous. Armed escorts followed her everywhere and she was feeling smothered because there was no such thing as freedom to do anything. Her life was becoming more like a lifelong prison sentence for being part of a group who was trying to bring sanity back to a world gone mad.

Commendable initiatives received recognition as a society weary of corruption and seeking justice began to respond; however, there remained insufficient advocates to effectively address this emerging movement aimed at retribution. Individuals had historically been held accountable for their actions by being required to face consequences for serious wrongdoing. The penalty for crime was now appropriate, and the streets of Canada were becoming safer, but this did not change the fact that life had been far too difficult for her the past four years. Although she was known throughout the judicial systems of the continent as both a teacher and an extremely successful prosecutor, it was time for a break and, at this moment, she was right on the edge of making it happen so that she could recharge her batteries. Certainly, she would continue with her trade at some point but right now, she just wanted to slip away with the prince of her dreams. Jack did not know it yet, but he was the chosen one and it was now up to her to work her magic and start the ball rolling. Jack was not even remotely aware of her scheme. It was now or never, and the time was here. Carla dug deep to produce a suitable persuasion presentation because somehow, she knew this would be her last and only opportunity to change her world for the better. She was drowning in all the slime that surrounded her and if it continued, there would be no opportunities for survival tomorrow as far as the logic of her heart was concerned. 

She looked down at the sand by her feet and reality told her that she had to carry her present plan to completion. It seemed simple but was far from it. Finding a high-end guide who was willing to take her to the edge of the earth to jump off into freedom is much more difficult than it seems.

It did not matter if she was successful, but going through the process of trying was important to her because she knew, as a prosecutor who had to understand people, that isolation can significantly and positively impact individuals lives  via the act of having someone you could trust to just talk to and share the burdens of life with. 

She prayed silently that this man working on an outward-bound canoe was the real deal and that she could somehow talk him into carrying her away to a land of peace and quiet where it did not matter what time she got out of bed, ate, swam, talked, sang. He was her target and there was no doubt in her mind that the survival expert out in front of her was not going to be an easy sell. He embodied isolation, quiet wisdom, strength, and calm. And there was very little chance that he was a mindless fool who she could just wrap around her little finger.

To add to the complexity of the situation, the man was undeniably striking in appearance. She had observed this immediately upon seeing him, and it was clear that he was anything but ordinary. His presence seemed to draw her in irresistibly, as if there was an invisible force connecting them. The intensity of her attraction was so powerful that watching him caused her to blush, overwhelmed by emotions she struggled to conceal but found impossible to control.

If only she could talk him into taking the time to train her to survive in a world she knew way too little about, that would be next thing to paradise. She would try to be her old self for a change, and the plan had to be put into gear right now. A signal went out to all her security people, and the game was on. Life looked normal even if every person on the whole beach was carrying a government issued weapon. 
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CHA​PTER TWO
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Carla

Carla's thoughts drifted to the routines that had defined her days over the past few years. She had developed an acute ability to assess any room or situation with just a single glance, a skill honed by constant exposure to complex environments. While most people might have missed the subtle cues that revealed underlying truths, Carla recognized and understood their significance. Each clue, taken alone, might seem meaningless; however, when she connected them, a complete and transformative picture of the world emerged before her.

A paint brush alone is inconspicuous until paired with paint, which sets the tone. As an artist creates a portrait or scene, details like clothing, hairstyle, posture, eyes, and facial expression shape the mood and character, guided by intuition. And to think that the creator had not even touched upon attitude, lifestyle, teeth, skin condition, fingernails, and all the innumerable things that make up a complete person. Although most people found it complex, to her it was a gift whose nature she did not fully comprehend. After years of honing it, she had found a way to put it to good use in a calling she had once wanted to cultivate. At this point, she was fatigued and no longer experienced the same level of enjoyment. She had tried to explain her frustration a while back to her superiors but had failed miserably when she had to admit that there were no perfect people and that good and evil were present in everyone. There are respectable individuals that do dreadful things while there were also nasty types who did good. The role of being judge, juror and/or just observer became a huge burden. Guilty or not guilty was like looking at black and white and left no room for speculation, especially when it came to making friends. As a result, her life became focused on professionalism, since genuine friendships were scarce and quite different from the relationships in which people learned to accept life's small issues and each other's flaws. Friendship was like an acquaintance while kindred spirits operated at a much deeper level. She had hit the point where what others called a shallow relationship had become as serious as a court trial. She just could not turn on the time out switch and often worked in a state of mistrust and paranoia. 

All too often, she had to walk away from people that she found interesting because her judgment of others took on a dark quality rather than serving as a source of light. No matter how hard she tried, it was impossible to get a handle on exactly how to manage the instant personality evaluation which raised its icy fingers way too often. 

She longed for the days when her parents had held her, hugged her, told her stories and showed so much affection. In her present world, there was no intimacy or love. She sometimes had fleeting memories of what it had been like, but they refused to hang around for long.

A couple of bad experiences as a young woman had left dark stains on her adulthood. On both occasions, young men whom she thought she could trust refused to listen to the word No! She had to use force to get away from them. Her fears vanished, replaced by confidence in her self-defense skills, but anything resembling intimacy gave way to emotional coldness.  Often, she felt nothing. People became much like imaginary creations, a character that she could identify at the drop of a hat. This did not apply only to criminals. It was also true for other individuals she encountered every day. People might look friendly, trustworthy, and even have the papers to prove it, but this did not change the fact that in the heart of every individual there is a dark side, be they lawyers, jurors, judges, witnesses, the audience or whomever. When a woman was as beautiful as she was, even the best of people can do and say some crazy things which revealed their warped inner character. 

Her perceptiveness to their nonverbal cues was always on high alert. Certainly, it saved her time and sped up trials because she spent no time listening to anyone who was a false witness or a glorified liar. Some were better at it than others, but it was a problem in the judicial system. One false story could drag on a trial for weeks, but if was rooted out quickly and exposed, the result would often save so much time.

She had her ways of ferreting out lies. Sometimes, she called them out instantly while at other times, a well-planned line of questioning exposed the rot. She had learned that everyone lied, whether they were preachers, teachers, judges, witnesses or the sweet little old lady who lived next door. It’s what people do even if they dare to deny it with their hand laying on a bible. Carla expected it from criminals but when she received negative vibrations from individuals she was expected to trust, it hurt. She occasionally questioned whether anyone truly merited the effort she invested in safeguarding them.

During her years in school, she had authored a paper about non truths and, even though its readers did not want to see the paper published, Carla did it anyway. The content was briefly effective but was removed from the system almost as quickly as it appeared. The project had been worth it to her personally, because she learned that most people’s existence revolved around false stories. Over time, they found it much easier to not tell the truth than to be honest. In many cases, their parents or their friends taught them the horrible character fault by punishing them if they admitted to a mistake. On the other hand, if they denied it, there would be no negative consequences. It was much easier for them to try to walk a tight rope from one roof top to another than to tell the truth. The result was always the same. If a person does something wrong, society has taught them not to admit it. Fools fall flat on their faces when put to the test. It was all a matter of exposure. Ultimately, everyone gets caught.

Carla smiled because she did remember the good old days when life could be lighthearted and fun, but those times were now gone, and life had moved on. She now laughed less and said the words which cut through people’s hearts like a sword. She made it a point to stay even keeled as criminals had ropes placed around their own necks before the world fell out from under them. The person on trial was the only target she was interested in and there could be no room for mercy in the new Canada. That old approach proved ineffective, and this was a period when verdicts intended to deter individuals found guilty were required. 

This was serious business when she called anyone involved in a criminal case to the stand. She went after the very soul of everything they were and left them sitting naked and exposed on a hard wooden chair in front of a jury or judge, slick, smooth, fast, merciless. She excelled in ways most people couldn't comprehend. It was not as if she was cruel but rather it was because she was thorough. Carla smiled at those who observed her, hoping to learn from her effectiveness, but they soon gave up. Her approach was unpredictable and couldn't be taught or categorized—she was gifted.

She received three rewards for her work. The first was quick trials and maximum verdicts. The second was strong resentment from individuals whom she apprehended and brought to jail or to face execution. Carla was well known by the underworld and those in it wanted her dead. It was a widely acknowledged fact that substantial financial deposits were held in banks worldwide as compensation for her services. The individuals who were compensating her aimed to prevent excessive taxation that could occur under Canadian tax regulations. The changes to taxing of the people were coming but had not made it through all the red tape yet. A time was approaching when people could keep every dollar they earned, making this law valued.

None of her work was particularly gratifying because, when all was said and done, corrupt people got hurt or destroyed and bouquets of hate do not make for nice presents. She had received a great deal of criticism in the past few months from both criminals and regular Canadians who would not give up on the philosophy that kindness and rehabilitation were the solution. Her work had caused her bank account to grow at a huge speed, but what was money when she had no reason or time to spend it? And what was life for a person of her celebrity when it took a huge team of security agents to assist her getting to and from various places? 

Her contributions to society ultimately left her life in disarray and somehow, she dreamed there had to be a way where she could escape to a place where she could rejuvenate and have time to rebuild the mentality it took to do her job from a renewed heart. This recurring message constantly haunted her.

She often thought there were more guns and security people surrounding her than there was air, and their single purpose was to keep her alive. It was not about walking out of a door to a car but instead it was about scanning every roof top, window and shadow before she could take one step out into the world she was beginning to detest. Carla knew she was making Canada a safer place to live in. But she also knew it was destroying her.  As for those who lost their lives trying to terminate her life, she felt no remorse. A bullet to the brain from a trained sniper was much faster than a drawn-out trial for a murderer and death was much less painful than life.

She had one job, and it was to deliver verdicts efficiently, without complications or distractions. Tasked with restoring law and order in Canada’s troubled judicial system, she focused solely on facts and decisions. Her work was methodical and efficient, consistently presenting cases to juries and adhering to established procedures. She noted the naivety of those who believed major organizations, banks, government contracts, or tax practices were free from illegal activity. Corruption was prevalent in financial matters, as many skilled individuals overlooked ethics and shared illegal profits, worsening systemic issues in Canada. They cared only for themselves, showing no regard for the less fortunate.

Only a small portion of welfare funds was estimated to reach those in need. These issues were often difficult to identify because individuals involved could include government officials or leaders of complex organizations 

Although these groups were not her current focus, she kept them in mind. Driven to pursue larger targets, she nonetheless hoped that future changes in law would expose the truth and lead to appropriate justice for wrongdoers. She wondered which punishments would prove most effective. She dreamed of a world aligned with biblical teachings, inspired by a verse she cherished. It was Revelation 2:27 and referred to what was coming when Christ returned to earth during a time when no one expected it.

“He will rule them with a rod of iron and shatter them like pottery.”

It would be a time of judgment against all people who opposed Christ and his teachings. She longed for that time and had searched for clues as to when it might be but so far that moment could not be determined. She always tried to be fair, but it was her calling to do the best job possible to keep the black sheep of the world in check. This could not happen without stepping on the toes of people who felt that their practices were not corrupt. In their minds, it was just good business, but in truth, it was the direct opposite. They stole money from the pockets of those who expected honesty. This could be as trivial as a company decreasing the amount of product put into a bottle while leaving its cost the same as it was before - shrinkflation. Marketing such as this was robbery, but the public never seemed to notice.

Carla was again made aware of the lack of light in her surroundings.  If you spend enough time in a pig pen there is no doubt that you will begin to smell and think like the animals that lived there. This condition was one of the reasons she could gaze into the eyes of guilty criminals while taking them apart like a jig saw puzzle. No one could match her skill. She felt no mercy for such types, but it also seemed that there was no punishment severe enough to deter others from replacing them. The death sentence was given to the majority, and this decision may lead others to acknowledge the existence of a justice system. She had learned a great deal and knew that a half dozen lashes across the back with a whip did far more than fining them tens of thousands of dollars in fines or spending months in jail. It seemed strange that something as simple as a good whipping was a better deterrent than a death sentence or a lifetime in jail. She believed corporal punishment could yield positive outcomes due to pain, humility, fear, and shame. There was no question that it worked most of the time. Every prisoner was required to receive ten lashes at the main entrance gate prior to release, and it became evident that corporal punishment had a more enduring impact than incarceration alone.  Such is the heart of a man, and it would always be that way. Was it barbaric?  Possibly, but because it worked, that was enough to justify the act. No worse than a toddler getting their butt spanked for playing out on the main road in front of traffic, or a rapist losing his testicles when the final sentence was read. She hated the fact that these punishments worked because they revealed just how depraved humanity really was. Canada had limited time to regain greatness, and shortcuts were not an option. The political backlash was also severe, and demonstrations occurred on a regular basis to get the government to hand out counselling and candy to criminals rather than the current status quo. The optimists screamed for mercy and failed to remember that such a methodology had failed miserably during the age of humanism.

Carla understood all the kerfuffle because most people are nice and wanted to give convicts another chance to mend their ways. They knew it would not work but often human nature overrides the cold hard truth. She was okay with the state of the penal system because it did not hurt innocent people while it protected them from the human animals that did not care if their targets lived or died. Canadian laws were nothing like the evil ones of places like China and North Korea. There would never be ethnic cleansing or the destruction of a whole town because someone thought they might cause trouble. Fair is fair and evil is evil. Only the guilty were punished, and trials did not extend for months or years.

Carla managed high-profile cases across North America as a contracted operative in criminal court matters. Contrary to widespread belief, she wanted the innocent of this world to have a chance to live in peace and quiet with no fear of abuse. She therefore strongly made it a point to get those people who exploited the vulnerable out of society. This held especially true for individuals and cartel leaders involved in human trafficking and organ theft. The average person knew little about the theft of human body parts, but evidence showed that up to ten percent of such procedures involved stolen body parts. The body fat from corpses was drained illegally for use in cosmetics. Barbaric cruelty beyond comprehension was a rotten sickness; these acts impossible to describe. 

The people who did these things had leaders who made the transfer of their goods happen globally within short time frames so that organs would be still alive and viable. Evil organizations always involve horrible people, but no one could come close to the sick minds of the satanic pit of the scum who controlled these operations. These masterminds ruled through fear, cruelty and heartless punishments. They needed no help from the evilest entity in the universe. These were the ultimate targets even though they were also extremely difficult to convict. They just had too many moles, too many soldiers and too many places to hide to convict without huge difficulties. Thoughts had been voiced on assassinating them, but such an action would drive Canada into a deeper cesspool than it already was in. One cannot defeat evil with evil; it never removes the problem. History shows that it only increases it.

This social carnage also served to be a part of a truth she detested more than literal death. Canada’s main issue was that criminals outnumbered honest individuals in parliament and other powerful, well-funded organizations.  This was where the head of the snake was, and she knew it. But it is hard to expose such a huge institution, much like walking into a swamp and trying to kill every mosquito you saw. There was a way but right now was not the time to wage that war. Lessons had to be learned before absolute destruction, and she was vastly outnumbered. That job would take an army she did not have, and society’s mindset was not prepared for it. 

But she did have a method which worked on a successful scale. One can do a great deal. Two on the same page can do more. But half a dozen or so dedicated individuals can, in time, take down an empire. This was the backbone of her plan. Certainly a few people could rule millions, but such methods did not work well because they operated out of fear and cruelty. When the majority made decisions, those decisions had the potential to alter historical outcomes. Communism was an example of the first type. If you execute millions of people, the public will toe the line and perform like little robots. But in a perfect democracy, the opposite could also be true. Government by the people. of the people and for the people had the potential to govern countries the way that a biblical God wanted them to run. Communism rules by fear and hate. Perfect democracy operating out of a Godly set of rules evolves out of faith, hope and love. There is a vast difference. The first has no morals at all while the second follows Gods direction. The majority often detest the directions provided biblically from out of the New Testament church of grace but, if they are allowed to operate as God wants them to, the people can overcome the evil which tends to run the world. God says that He is the way, the truth and the life and there is no way to achieve success without Him. 

Carla’s plan was nothing new. She was acting from the perspective that society should be governed strictly according to biblical principles, rather than secular philosophies. Is it possible to create a world where all of humanity lives in perfect harmony? The answer is no—because human nature is inherently flawed. That said, it is possible to build smaller communities that strive to reflect goodness and unity. History shows that these efforts often start with noble intentions, but many have faltered when corrupted by personal power or distorted interpretations of spiritual teachings.

Groups like the Quakers and Mormons, for example, sought to build societies grounded in their values, but over time even these movements have struggled with maintaining purity of purpose. Some extremist interpretations—such as radical Islam—demonstrate how powerful belief systems can be twisted in ways that reflect darkness rather than light. These patterns affirm the Christian belief that the enemy of truth still operates in this world.

To create a truly righteous example, all belief must be rooted in Christ. There can be no compromise with philosophies that claim humans are inherently good and merely shaped by bad experiences—because that view ignores the deeper need for redemption. To raise people of integrity and godliness, we must train them in truth, remain anchored in Scripture, and resist the pull of false doctrines or worldly ideologies. 

Is it possible to create such a system for a long time on this earth? The answer is no because the bible itself states that this can only occur if Christ himself takes over and rules with a rod of iron. But can it operate for a brief time where a nation can flourish under the direction of God because of revival, prayer and worshipping the real God of the universe? Yes, it can because there are examples in scripture and history where such things came to be for a time. 

This was the Canada the Carla dreamed and longed for and thus far, she had people supporting her who believed in what she was doing. Canada had once been under the blessings of God. He provided a new world for Christians to function out of but, it did not take long before people forgot and sent the country toppling into a dark sea of evil. The enemy was always the same. Power, wealth and corruption. All were enemies of the cross. When the east came to Canada, even though their people did some horrible things, God still blessed their lives. The indigenous suffered horribly but God still honoured the newcomers because they believed in him, attended church, followed most of his rules and worked hard. But in time the tide changed, and sin became more open. Canada was a multicultural mosaic that thrived for a long time but today churches are empty, and our behavior, in most cases, cannot be blessed. But God is still patient, and He will continue to be until we have proved beyond a doubt that we are indeed rejecting Him. Will He end the world? Not likely. But he could allow us to destroy our way of life and our economic success. He could send disease. He could allow for war. He could allow the rule of evil people to become a normal way of living. When it will happen is a good question. It could be tomorrow. It could be in the next second. But we will deserve every judgment we receive and what once was the greatest country in he we could join the ranks of those lands where God left them to their own choices long ago.
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CHAPTER T​HREE 
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For the past three years, Carla’s full-time job involved a small team of hand-picked individuals. She had three rules. Her team had to be honest, they could not run from trouble but had to face it, and her team had to be likeable. Looks meant nothing nor did their dress attire. They just had to be clean and not repulsive. No tattoos or clothing which would attract unwanted attention. She rewarded excellence and confidentiality and allowed no one else in the legal system to question any of her recruits. They knew the facts and no one else needed to be a part of it until she said so. She had taken the time to get each of them a full contract and a pay cheque that would make most lawyers jump for joy. She had also made sure they went on holiday during the same time slot she was now working in, and each would have security officers with them that were the best in the business. She expected they would be all right on their own but did not want to take any chances. The criminal world is one that takes care of its own people, and one could never tell who had seen or said what. It was an unmerciful system. They would think nothing of skinning one of her friends alive and then placing them over a barbecue pit with an apple in their mouth. Their tactics instilled fear, and in their sick minds, they thought that such acts were funny. But she could not think about their life in the present. Carla was on holidays, and she wanted to relax and enjoy herself, taking part in a long canoe trip in the Canadian north.

A few postponed trials had served to buy her time to enjoy the moment. Just watching Jack, for instance, served to provide her a breath of fresh air in a world on the precipice of destroying her. One does not have to be formally introduced to bring on infatuation. She liked the reports, the looks, the setting, work ethic and whatever else it took to speed up the beat of her heart. Was it all real yet? No! But she still like the feeling. She needed a guide and had already made up her mind who it would be.

It was clear that the individual named Jack held a unique significance, and the unfavorable experiences of her past did not alter the reality that her feelings for him were unprecedented. The excitement of the moment was undeniable. The profound personal attraction was genuine, and she felt no remorse regarding her natural emotions. She never so much as thought about the millions of dollars that had been tossed her way for jobs well done. Sure, she had big bank accounts all over the world, but this did not mean that she liked money. Carla had always known that it was the root of all evil. Other things were much more important. In fact, there are character traits and gifts that, if they were turned to cash, would have no top end in terms of economic value. Honour was one of them. A material thing could never come close to putting a dent in character attributes like faithfulness, truthfulness, honourability. She had been taught that by her grandmother and had even heard it in church once. Life experience had taught her it was true

Physical appeal in Carla’s eyes was determined by nature, not movies or magazines. Rugged, strong, focused men attract attention due to their survival skills and experiences, making them natural leaders. They earn the right to stay alive, teaching valuable lessons without offering free rides. Sometimes, survival depends solely on oneself, and Jack radiated all of this and much more.
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CHAPTER ​FOUR
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A songbird's trill echoed across the bay, accompanied by the early chorus of the night creatures. It was too soon for their usual calm symphony, but they sang anyway. She heard them. She loved them. She felt them. And she had to make her move and there was no time like the present. Carla heard the perfection of the music which sang in perfect pitch, but it was only Jack who noticed there was a part of the choir which was singing out of tune. He went on full alert, eyes searching, ears listening and mind racing in wonderment. Something was wrong and the negative consequences of its outcome were going to be disastrous if he could not find a solution rapidly.

Three watchers observed from the depths of the shadows in the ever-green forest on the opposite side of the bay. They were quiet except for a calm but sinister statement from the woman of the group. 

“It will be one thing to be successful in earning our pay for terminating the lawyer’s life. But if she joins forces with the man working on the beach, it will be much more difficult. In this small town, it may appear to be an accidental death, but it's important to remember that the man is skilled at preventing accidents. He is a professional survivalist and one of the best at his craft in wilderness settings. He is the one that we must be most aware of in this moment. If we make the smallest of mistakes and he is in the vicinity, we will die.

All of them had done their homework and they knew exactly who they were up against. They knew their jobs, but every good plan can go bad in a heartbeat.  
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Carla remained relaxed and unaware of the observers while Jack worked on the beach. She never noticed that he was in a state of full alert because obviously, she did not know him well enough. Carla found herself evaluating the man in terms of how he would look in a portrait. She estimated that the man was around six foot four, slightly under two hundred pounds, with no fat. His bronzed, darkly tanned skin revealed defined muscles that hinted at both power and speed. His sandy hair hung naturally down toward his shoulders, and his beard was well-trimmed, despite his otherwise rugged look. He had blue eyes and a kind face, capped by an old, deep woods green Tilly hat. She appreciated his task-oriented nature and focus, ignoring the female passersby who eyed him as an eligible bachelor. None of this group of tourist beach bunnies tried in any way to disguise their intentions. Carla understood their infatuation but loved the fact that he stayed uninterested in their social dances. He exuded intelligence and wilderness expertise. Carla was a great judge of character, and this man was a lone wolf who did not suffer fools. This was a real man who saw things that needed to be done and just did them with no rewards expected for his efforts.
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