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	THE APOSTLES


	 




 


	IMMANUEL’S SONG


	 


	This is a song for the hurt


	afflicted, the damned


	but don’t be glum


	just run to the sea


	pray, pray, pray,


	and listen to the waves


	that God is coming back


	on shore


	I know


	I know


	and if you don’t believe


	just focus on dawn


	dusk


	as the colors astound


	your senses


	lure you to Him


	He’s coming soon


	I know


	I know


	I know




 


	A HYMN TO YOU


	 


	He’s calling you


	He is


	in a whisper


	a soft wind


	something in the air


	and just listen


	To the hymn


	it is Him


	sing it


	sing it


	sing it loud


	louder…..louder


	do you hear it


	hear Him


	his hymn to you




 


	IMMANUEL’S SONG TO YOU


	 


	Breathe in


	breathe out


	it’s all about you


	all about me


	a song written to us


	for us


	so give it all


	take it all


	it’s all for you


	 


	Breathe in


	breathe out


	around about


	about you


	about me


	a song for you


	to me


	sing it


	sing it loud


	sing it all day long


	 


	inside


	outside


	it’s so clear


	it’s all about you


	all about me


	and never stop


	never stop


	singing




 


	---------------01--------------32ND AVENUE 2


	 


	Immanuuel had accomplished many things and left a mark on many people. A park had been constructed in his honor, Lomas park, and many came to enjoy its serenity. An arch was built near the ramp, 32nd Avenue, north, as a tribute to his work. Many people contributed money to the church and it was used to build a bigger building to house all of the patrons. Many claimed that other monies were unaccounted for, given to the county, and it was a bit of a mystery.


	 


	Jeremy Floss married Heather and had a son which they named, Corrie. He was seventeen, a graduate from Islands High School, but wasn’t sure what he wanted to do with his life. He was a musician and played a guitar and sang at many clubs, parties, and also at the prom. The band was called, Eclipse. Jeremy continued working as a manager at Smarty Arty’s, a restaurant and surf shop, and his wife still at nursing.


	 


	Colton Trane married Kaitlin and had a son who they named, Cooper, and he was a drummer in the band. He was Corrie’s best friend. Colton managed many shoe stores called Shoeshore, and his wife helped him


	to run the stores.


	 


	A new lighthouse called, St. Marten, had been constructed and took place of the old one. A brick sidewalk in the front had many stones which people bought and placed their names and messages. Immanuel had a block inscribed in front since he once lived in the remnants of the La Sabana, the previous one.


	 


	Many of the homes destroyed by the tornado were rebuilt, restored, and purchased. Many new stores, restaurants, and hotels were built around the villa. The island was progressing and becoming a metropolis. Get ready for suspense, tragedy, drama, and get lost in part two of 32nd avenue, north.




 


	TIME AT THE GRAVEYARD


	     I would often accompany my mom to the grave of Immanuel Lomas. I had no idea who he was or why she would often go to it with plants and flowers. She went when my father was not home or working and told me not to tell him. Mom would often visit her parents, my grandparents, and they had died when I was very young.


	 


	     When I was around five or six, I heard my mom praying at Immanuel’s grave. I meandered around without a care in the world, but stopped when I heard her say, “Manuel, you should see how your son has grown. I just can’t believe it.”


	 


	     This caught me by surprise as I jumped from behind, “Whose son?”


	 


	     Mom looked startled and breathless.” Just look at how the bright sun glows and grows,” she said, pointing at the sky. I didn’t understand what she was talking about or why she sat in front of a stone and prayed. There was something inscribed on it, but I couldn’t read yet.


	 


	     This bothered me and I did ask her one day about this man. She looked quite squeamish as she replied, “Immanuel, was a good friend of mine who had died very young. I wish that you could’ve met him.”






 


	    “Yes, me too. But dad doesn’t think too highly of him.”


	 


	     “Yes, he doesn’t understand praying to a stone,” she told me.


	 


	     “Well, I won’t pray to one and don’t want him mad at me.”


	 


	     “That will be fine.”


	 


	    I was young but still felt that it was a made up story, but when you’re a child you believe everything. “How did he die, the man in the grave,” I inquired.


	 


	     She paused and seemed teary eyed as she answered, “He was caught in a rip tide, was submerged a long time, and got an earth shattering nerve disorder which killed him.”


	 


	     I felt sad, overwhelmed, and I had no idea why. I had never even met this man, yet I felt like I was a part of him. I didn’t know the truth until later on in my life.






 


	     It all began one day when my friends and I were playing soccer. I lost my balance, tripped and fell, and smacked hard against my shoulder. My friends were worried but I continued playing. I started home on my scooter, felt excruciating pain, and decided to go to see Doctor Colby, our family physician. I parked at the office, went into the corridor, checked in, and they immediately took me in for testing. The nurse took my vitals, x-rays, and declared that I had a broken collar bone, clavicle. My arm was raised and put in a sling.


	 


	     “When will I see Doctor Colby?”


	 


	     “He’s quite busy and you need to make an appointment,” she told me.


	 


	    I huffed and sat in silence.


	 


	     “You will need to elevate your arm, wash it and keep it wrapped, and no active sports,” she said, looking over a chart.


	 


	     “I’m in a band, a guitarist, and will that be okay?”


	 


	     “No, the pressure might be too much,” she told me, fumbling with her glasses, scratching her head.


	 


	     “Is something wrong?”


	 


	      “Is your father named Immanuel?”


	 


	     “No, my father is Jeremy Floss.”


	 


	      “Oh. Of course. I’m sorry. I’m looking at the wrong chart,” she said, putting it aside.








 


	        I recalled the name, one my mom had mentioned to me, and I Wanted to know more. “Are you sure? Can I see it?”


	 


	     “No, these papers are private and confidential, only for your parents,” she said, muffled


	 


	     I glared at the nurse without a response. I wasn’t buying her answer, doubted it, and wanted the truth. “Can I see Doctor Colby? I did come here to see him.”


	 


	     “No,  he’s quite busy right now.”


	 


	     “I can wait. I’ll be in the waiting room,” I told her.


	 


	    “It might be a while.”


	 


	     “Listen, I want to see him now,” I scolded, taking a seat in the lobby.”


	 


	     “It didn’t take long before my name, Corrie Floss, was called and I was ushered to his office.


	 


	    The room had a weird odor, chloroform, and a ceiling fan rattled about the area. There was a plush chair where I sat down. Many pictures of guests, family, and diplomas in frames were hung about the room. I fumbled with the apparatus securing my arm. It felt very itchy but I couldn’t get to it to scratch it. I looked at the doctor and recalled times when my mom would meet with him in private. It always seemed liked there was something going on, maybe even an affair, and they would often argue.


	 


	     “Corrie, I haven’t seen you in a while. What happened,” he inquired, noticing my arm in a sling.






 


	    “I had fallen and broke my collarbone. I just wanted you to look at it,” I said, struggling to lift it. 


	 


	   “Didn’t the nurse inform and tell you what to do?”


	 


	   “Yes, but I’d rather have a professional look at it.”


	 


	   “Sure, no problem,” he said, fumbling with his medical tools, touching it, and checking it.


	 


	    “Does it seem okay?” I said, still remembering times that my mom would correspond with him. I often heard them talking about someone else, their past history, and what had killed them. I struggled sometimes to listen but couldn’t make out their conversation. They would stop when I had approached them.  


	 


	    “You will be fine. Just keep your arm elevated and don’t do anything very strenuous. You won’t be able to swim or participate in sports for a while.”


	 


	    “What about surfing?”


	 


	    “I wouldn’t. It could cause more pain and injury to the collar bone.”


	    “Doc, am I adopted?”


	 


	    A shock look covered his face, sweat beaded his brow, and he looked bewildered. “What makes you say that?”


	 


	    “The nurse mentioned the name Immanuel, my father.”


	 


	    “She has spoken to me and made a mistake.”


	 


	    “Why would his name be on my chart? He had died years ago.”


	 


	     “I wouldn’t worry about it. Have you asked your parents about it?”


	 


	    “Wasn’t my mom involved with a man who had






 


	     died, Immanuel, and didn’t you know him?” I recalled, hearing my parents talking about him.


	 


	    “Yes, I knew him.”


	 


	    “I have often heard you talking to my mom in private about someone; history, parents, background, health issues. He died of a nerve disorder, right?” I inquired, trying to get an answer.


	 


	    “Yes, but that was because he was swept up into a rip tide.”


	 


	    “So, why talk about a dead man?”


	 


	    “Corrie, why all of this questioning?”


	 


	     “Just curious. I was just rattled about the name on a chart. I just want to know the truth and you have always been upfront and honest with me,” I said, prying.


	 


	    “You have wonderful parents who love you. Why question such a thing. You’re a very lucky man,” Doctor Colby told me.


	 


	    Somehow, I wasn’t buying it and it just appeared too strange, and the doctor seemed to be hiding something. I sensed something and wasn’t positive of the outcome. Often when my dad was with me, mom seemed to fade into a trance, and it was like she was looking at us but away from us. She would smile and slowly fade back to reality. It was beginning to happen more and more. “Yes, I guess I am,” I smiled.


	 


	     “Come again to see me if your arm gives you more pain. Just be careful.”


	 






 


	    I looked at the doctor and shot out, “Who do you think I look like?”


	 


	     The doctor looked stunned as he replied, “Why, of course, both of your parents.” 


	 


	     ‘I have seen pictures of Immanuel and think that I resemble him.”


	 


	     “Corrie, I don’t know what else to tell you.”


	 


	     I left the office, thanked the doctor, and drove home. I often looked at myself in a mirror and didn’t think I looked like my parents at all. They both had dark hair, striking features, muscular, and Jeremy was handsome and mom very pretty. I was just average with a thin body, nice features, and light gnarled hair like a surfer dude.


	 


	    When I arrived home, I walked through the front door and my mom jumped at me. “Corrie, where have you been? What happened?” she scolded.


	 


	   “I fell playing sports with the guys, felt pain on my way home, so I went to see Doctor Colby. They diagnosed that I had broken my collarbone.,” I explained, showing her my sling. 


	 


	    “And you didn’t even call me. I thought that maybe you had been kidnapped and was ready to call the police,” she bolted.


	 


	    “Mom, you worry too much.”


	 


	    “Corrie you need to be more considerate especially after getting injured at play. Cooper’s mom called me.”


	 


	     I stood alert and listened. ‘here we go’ I thought to myself.


	 


	     “Cooper always keeps in touch with his parents.”


	 


	     ”I know. I wasn’t thinking and should have been more considerate,” I said, not really meaning it but telling her what she wanted to hear.


	 


	      “Tell me everything that happened.”


	 


	     “I went to see the nurse first and she mentioned something which alarmed me.”


	 


	     “What was it?”


	 


	     “She mentioned the name Immanuel on a chart and it puzzled me. I asked to see Doctor Colby.


	 


	     “She probably just looked at the wrong chart.”’


	 


	     “She refused to let me see it. She also mentioned something about odd blood types,” I lied, prying.


	 


	     “She was only doing her job. Don’t let it worry you. Why did you want to see the doctor?” she replied, shaking,


	 


	    “Just to know the truth.”


	 


	    “The truth about what?”


	 


	    “What does it mean? Am I adopted?” I shot out.


	 


	     Mom looked at me in surprise and disgust. “No, you’re my biological son, period.”


	 


	    “What about Jeremy?”


	 


	     An intense look covered her face.  “Of course, so why the indecisiveness?”








 


	     “When I was younger there were many photos of Immanuel, but then they were all taken away. Why?”


	 


	    “Because I love Jeremy, your father, and felt that it was time to move on,” she explained.


	 


	    “I know that it must’ve been hard for you since you were very much in love with him.”


	 


	    “Yes, but life goes on.”


	 


	    “Why do I look like him?” I shot out.


	 


	    She looked at me in shock, trembled, and seemed lost for words as she answered, “I don’t think you look like him.”


	 


	    “I have noticed lately that when you look at me you stare, looked stunned, and almost look like you’re going to cry.”


	 


	     “Corrie, I can’t handle this right now,” she said, standing and looking away from me.


	 


	     “Mom, I have a right to know. Is Jeremy my real father, or not?” I announced, jumping in front of her.


	 


	    She paused for a moment, trembled, and muttered, “I had wanted to take this to my grave. Corrie, after Immanuel died, I got pregnant, and didn’t know what to do.


	 


	     “Oh my God! So, Jeremy is not my biological father. Does he know?”


	 


	    Tears rolled down mom’s cheeks as she struggled to explain, “Jeremy has always loved me, remained with me all during the loss of Immanuel, and I had fallen in love with him. He stood by me all during the pregnancy, and I didn’t have the heart to tell him that you weren’t his son. “
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