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    Chapter 1: Orphaned




    When Cody was a child his grandmother always told him whenever he was scared or lonely to pray to God. In his 14 years of life, he’d spoken with him on many occasions, but he’d never realized, until recently, that God wasn’t supposed to be talking back. God’s rich and calming voice was always strong and clear in Cody’s ear — his personal companion whom only he could hear. God was the only one who was always there for him, even when everyone else he loved had gone away.




    So when God began asking Cody to come to him, he had no doubt about going. Grandma always said God should not be questioned. Meeting Michael, however, was forcing Cody to rethink the certainty of God because Michael could hear his prayers too, and he also spoke to him without other people hearing them talk.




    When Cody was 6 years old, he and his mother got lost in El Paso, Texas. His mother always got turned around while driving, usually finding her way home sooner or later. Cody’s dad would wait to tease her about being so absent-minded and to give his wife and son big hugs with his powerful arms.




    “I’m tired,” Cody complained. They’d attended an evening movie and had been driving around lost for more than an hour. Cody was only thinking about one thing — being out of the car and between the soft cotton sheets of his bed.




    “I know, baby, but I can’t stop here in this neighborhood. It doesn’t look safe. We just need to find an on-ramp to the freeway. I just can’t remember any of this.”




    It had been eight years since that night, but Cody could still see her face as the tears of frustration began rolling down her cheeks. “Damn it! I just don’t know where we are.”




    “It’s okay, Mom, it’ll be okay.”




    They stopped alongside a dimly lit street so shameless no one had even bothered to pick up the discarded tires, tattered newspapers or broken bottles. There was a payphone on a wall where there used to be some kind of store before the windows were boarded up and the walls spray painted with thick swirling blue and green designs. A bare bulb dangled down from a rusty metal limb casting yellow flickering light about the phone like a spotlight searching for a stage performer.




    “I’m going to call your father. Stay put.” She stepped out. “Lock the doors,” she ordered through the glass of the passenger door’s window.




    Cody pushed the lock button, and the doors locked with a pop. She hurried to the phone where she wiped off the receiver with her shirt and dialed home. Soon she began talking the way only she could talk; her arms were waving around and her hips shifting from side to side with each word that she uttered. Cody’s dad used to say she talked that way because she was half Italian, and Italians have to move their body when they speak or they’ll explode.




    Cody felt relieved. His father was on the other end of the phone line and he would come find them as he had done so many times before. Cody pictured his bed so clearly now that he could feel the cool sheets upon his skin and his favorite pillow stuffed behind his head. His father would kiss him good-night after reading to him, and he’d pull the covers over his face and then slip them down just below his nose where he liked them where he could smell the soapy sheets. Cody’s eyelids grew heavy. He was more asleep than awake when the nightmarish scream of his mother jolted him from his imagined sanctuary.




    His body froze. No air moved in his lungs. No blood flowed in his veins.




    Out on the street, his mother was encircled by four degenerate men. Her scream still hung in the air as they attacked her — their dirty hands pulling at her clothes and their boots kicking her to the ground in a frenzied assault.




    “No! No! No!” she cried, until their blows had taken the last bit of her voice away.




    Cody forced himself to move, pushing open the door and stepping out into the street. It was the first time he had tried to be a man. “Stop! Stop!” he yelled with all the force in his body, his fists clinched at his sides and his back arching as he put everything he had into his bellowing cry. He kept screaming, holding the letter ‘o’ for so long that his entire body began trembling — his voice cracking — until his lungs couldn’t support him with any more oxygen and he fell face-first onto the concrete, unconscious.




    He swam through a hellish darkness in his comatose condition. There were voices so angry they burned with hate — their sound was searing — there were terrified whimpers that scraped at his bones, and there was death — unresponsive and conclusive lifelessness.




    A flashlight shone brightly in his face as he struggled to consciousness. His mother’s arms were locked around him, her fingers dug into his shoulder in a death grip. Her chilled face was pressed against his chest, stuck to his skin with dried blood. Her thick black hair was matted in his eyes.




    “Oh, Jesus,” a police officer muttered. “They’re both dead.”




    Cody tried to speak, but his throat stung horribly and it felt as if it were swollen shut. Not an utterance cleared his lips.




    “Shit,” another voice declared. “What a mess.”




    “Wait, his eyes are opening. Get her off of him. He’s still alive.”




    Strong hands began pulling to separate them; however, his mother’s loving clutch was as solid as stone. Finally, they pried her fingers apart, one by one, where they had a hold of Cody’s arm, and then they lifted her off of him. Cody wanted to hold on to her. Why couldn’t they leave her with him, holding him? His arms didn’t respond to his mind’s command to reach out to her. He felt as rigid as a mannequin.




    “He’s in shock. Get a blanket from my trunk. We need an ambulance.”




    “It’s on the way.”




    “Jesus.”




    Then Cody fell back to sleep. He dreamed of clouds, the kind he’d seen in the desert — zooming, dark, and ominous clouds. He began to float up to them; it seemed miles of nothing fell away beneath him. The clouds moved so quickly he couldn’t possibly focus his eyes. Blindly he reached out to them, wanting to touch them, but then recoiled when his mother’s stern voice scolded him.




    “No, Cody, the clouds will take you away. They will take you far away, and it’s not time for you to use them. Stay clear.” Her voice seemed sterner than he had ever heard before, and he dared not disobey. The clouds slowed and he drifted back toward the earth as the dream faded away until he was in utter darkness.




    When he awoke, he was in a hospital bed where everything around him seemed white — the curtains, the sheets, the walls, and even the window shades. Hovering above his face, like a balloon at a carnival, was a blond mane of hair surrounding a smiling female face. He’d never seen her before, and despite her friendly demeanor, he knew her presence meant something was terribly wrong.




    “Good morning,” she whispered. “How do you feel?”




    Cody was terrified. From his toes to his scalp, he was tingling with fear. Adults only whisper and smile fake smiles when things are very bad. His throat felt like wet cement had been poured down it and allowed to harden. It hurt so dreadfully that he didn’t even consider trying to speak.




    “My name is Jean. I work here in the hospital, and I’m here to talk with you and get you anything you need, anything at all. We want you to feel comfortable. I can get you ice cream or soda pop. Just name it and I’ll get it for you.”




    Cody nodded his head.




    “Your throat is very swollen. Does it hurt?”




    He nodded yes.




    “Then just you save your voice, darling. But, can I ask you some yes or no questions? They’re questions I really need to ask if I’m going to help you. All you have to do is nod your head or shake your head.” She watched him bite at his lip. “We could wait ‘till tomorrow…if you’d like.”




    He motioned no.




    “First, is your name Cody? Is your name Cody Gallas? Okay good. Do you have any family other than your mother and father?”




    He nodded yes.




    A sigh of relief escaped her lips. “A brother?” His head went from side to side. “A sister, perhaps?” Again he shook his head. “Grandmother?” He nodded yes. “Wonderful. We’ll track her down for you. We’ll bring her here to be with you and keep you company while you’re getting better. Would you like that? Sure you would. That will be very nice to have her here. Don’t you worry, we’ll find her.”




    The question running through Cody’s mind was where was his father? He knew his mom was gone, the clouds had taken her away from him, but where was his dad?




    “Is there anything you need? If there is anything at all, Cody, you just write it down on the paper,” she concluded, motioning to a pad of paper and a pencil that lay on the bed stand. Cody nodded. She walked away from him mumbling how sad she felt for this poor boy and smacking her lips like a teenage girl chewing bubble gum.




    His father always said he loved his wife more than life itself whenever he told his son the story of how they met and how he stole her away from another guy. “We were supposed to be together,” he would always begin. “I knew it the moment I walked into the coffee shop where she was sitting with her friends. It was her laugh I loved first. It was especially her eyes when she laughed that I could not stop staring at.”




    Cody’s father was always the bedtime story teller — he had a natural knack for words and drama. The story of how his parents met was one of Cody’s most requested tales.




    Cody fell into a deep sleep that night, urged on by a big yellow pill the nurse gave him after dinner. He began to dream with such vividness, such clarity, that he felt certain he had died and entered a new reality — some sort of heaven or passageway to eternity. The dream world was bright. There were no shadows anywhere, and yet he couldn’t see the sun or any source for this light. He could walk at an incredible pace, so fast at times that he left the ground in low flight. The surface was desert-like, sandy and hard, much like the desert he had been in with his mother. However, it lacked the clouds and in fact seemed to have no cap to the sky whatsoever. The deep blue space above him felt vast, endless, and eternal.




    “Dad?” he called out, and it was then that he realized he was watching himself in the dream and not actually in it. “Dad, I’m coming.”




    He arrived at a colorful bluff with desert cactus and flowers exploding in pinks, yellows, greens, and fiery reds. Below the bluff, sitting like a dollhouse on a living-room floor, was a hotel room with three walls. He could see inside where his father sat on the bed with his head in his hands and tears pouring out of him.




    He observed himself — his dream self — sitting down beside his father. “Dad, it’ll be okay.”




    He hugged Cody hard, tears flowing unceasingly down his red cheeks. “No, son, it can’t be. It’s all ruined. Everything! Everything we worked for — loved for. Those men raped her, son. They took away everything she had — her dignity and her beauty and then her life. It can’t be okay. I can never comfort her and make it okay. They raped her and she never got to feel clean before she died. She never got to be clean.” His father set his son on his feet. “Go!” He was far too strong for Cody to fight. His father lifted him by his arms and set him outside the door. Then he slammed the door between them.




    Cody’s hammered on the door with his fists, but they fell on deaf ears. His father pulled a gun from beneath the bed and placed the barrel in his mouth. At that moment, dark, speedy clouds zoomed overhead. The bullet erupted bouncing the back of his skull against the hotel wall in a splash of crimson. His lifeless body toppled to the floor. The knocking on the door stopped. The dream Cody looked up to where Cody was. Their eyes met, and then both began to cry.




    “Cody,” a nurse’s voice said, “Cody, wake up honey. You’re dreaming and crying in your sleep.”




    “My father is dead,” he proclaimed with a voice so deep it frightened the nurse and made her drop the cup of water she’d brought for him.




    “What?” she asked. “How do you know? I mean-”




    “-I know.”




    Cody’s voice would never be the same. From that day, he spoke in a tone one octave below a bullhorn. When people heard this baritone voice coming from his tiny body, it often made them feel uncomfortable, as if he was possessed.


  




  

    Chapter 2: A Grandmother’s Love




    Cody’s grandmother, Grandma Gallas, was a dime-a-whirl dancer during the big war. When she tucked him into bed she used to tell him how men lined up and waited for hours just to get one song with her. She met his grandfather while working. He was a soldier who managed to sneak into the Army, despite a weak heart, by using his cousin’s medical report. When they met he was only a few days away from shipping out. He always believed he would die at war, but die a hero.




    When he saw Grandma Gallas, he borrowed every penny he could from the fellows in his platoon, and bought a roll of tickets so that he could dance with her all night. When closing time rolled around and the band stopped playing, they were still dancing. Until that night, Grandma Gallas said, she’d never really danced, she’d only been stepping to the beat.




    He went to war, but no longer believed in dying a hero. Instead he held to the belief that when it was all over, she’d be waiting for him. His letters never spoke of the horrors of war, but instead he described the future days they’d have together if she would wait for him. She did wait. They married three weeks after he returned from Europe and seldom were apart until his heart finally gave out just a few days after his fifty-third birthday.




    He was working in the garden when his time came. Grandma Gallas hadn’t been with him because she hated to get dirty, or soiled as she called it, so she seldom helped him out there. He died between his two prize rose bushes where he’d spent a great deal of his time during his retirement, both years of it. Grandma Gallas always said he died where he loved to work, and that’s a very good place to pass away.




    Cody never met his grandfather, so the stories she told him were all he had. She often complimented Cody by saying he shared his grandfather’s calm demeanor, good nature, and uncanny patience nurturing all things horticultural.




    After Cody’s parents died, he moved to Colorado to live with his Grandma. They lived in a little brick home amid giant houses just a few blocks from the Cherry Creek Country Club. Grandpa Gallas’ career as a tax accountant had allowed him to leave his wife with a healthy bank account and a magnificent little house with a huge backyard filled with several small gardens of different flowers, all of which was surrounded by a flagstone fence.




    Cody missed his parents, crying so many nights that his pillows were permanently tear-stained, but he loved living with Grandma Gallas. She was funny, always energetic, and beautiful. When he reflected on his upbringing, it was really his grandmother who taught him to be a young man.




    “One, two three. One, two three. One, two, three,” Grandma Gallas counted out loud as they swung around the hardwood living room, dancing to a German Waltz. “You must lead, Bull. You’re becoming a young man. It’s time you learned how to lead a lady around the floor.” She called him “Bull” because it was how she described the sound of his voice, like a bullfrog on a distant pond — a deep lonely croak.




    “Okay, Grandma, hold on.”




    Despite Cody’s poor leadership she moved gracefully.




    “That’s it! That’s it,” she encouraged. “You, my darling, are a natural-born dancer. It’s in your blood, my boy. It’s in your blood.”




    As the song finished and the needle on the record floated across the smooth vinyl, they separated and bowed low to each other — both of them out of breath and giggling. She reached behind her head, pulling a clasp from her hair and letting her silvery gray locks fall about her shoulders in loose curls. Cody always thought she looked lovely with her hair down.




    “Bed time,” she said when she’d caught her breath. She tapped on her thin gold watch that, in all their time together, Cody never saw her take off. It was a splendid Swiss timepiece with tiny diamonds at each number, a gold face, and thin gold arms that circled in a never ending race — no doubt a gift from her husband, but for what occasion Cody never knew.




    “No. One more dance Grandma. Just one more please.”




    She grinned at him with her pale blue eyes still vibrant despite the late hour. She couldn’t resist. “Okay. Just one more and then off to bed you go. Tomorrow is a school day.”




    When they danced, Cody was certain she was imagining his grandfather’s hands were spinning her about, because her eyes lit up the way they did when she looked at her old photographs of him or when she rubbed the face of her watch with her thumb. Those were the nights she’d cave in again and again to his begging for one more song.




    Grandpa Gallas was a handsome man in his pictures. Cody had inherited his blue-green eyes, but his face was softer and rounder than his grandfather’s chiseled chin. They both had a slim nose and his Grandma teased him that his husky shoulders were just waiting to pop out; however, so far he could only be described as slender. Cody’s thin lips and sandy-brown hair, in contrast, were from his mother’s side of the family. The uncontrollable curliness was why he always kept his hair short, shaved close around the neck and spiky on top.




    “Say your prayers, Bull. God needs to hear from you every night,” she whispered after tucking the blankets just below his neck. “God can get lonely, too, so we need to make sure not to forget to talk with him every day.”




    “Yes, Grandma.”




    Cody always prayed with the same routine. He began by picturing the cross with Jesus hanging lifelessly from it — not a flesh and blood Jesus but a golden replica of him — and then he’d allow his mind to slip into a state of comfortable confusion as he focused on the brightly glowing halo over Jesus’ head. It was like staring at the sun. He would make the white light that emanated from the halo intensify in his mind until it blocked out all other things, until it completely consumed everything.




    Then the soothing and powerful bass voice arrived. “Cody, welcome my son. Welcome. Are you well?”




    “Very well. My grandmother and I ate at Low’s tonight. I had moo shu shrimp. We danced tonight, and I’m very tired. I’ve got a test in English tomorrow, but it will be so easy. Can you help Grandma with her hands? Her arthritis is hurting her again.”




    “Yes. Your grandmother’s pain is temporary as all pain is. She will not hurt forever. I never allow anyone to hurt more than they can bear. Cody, some day the time will come for you to be without her and be alone. Some day it will be your time to come to me. We must meet. That day, young Cody, is coming closer to being at hand.”




    “I know, Lord, but I could never leave Grandma. She needs me.”




    “You’re a good grandson to her — very good.”




    “Thank you, Lord, good night.”




    Once he’d said goodnight the illumination would be cut through with streaks of darkness until the light began to sink — submerging to deep darkness and once again he would find himself alone in his bed. It was so relaxing, and exhausting, to speak to God, that Cody would fall asleep moments after his prayer.




    From his first day living with Grandmother Gallas, Cody’s favorite place was the backyard. When he arrived, the gardens of flowers and grapevines were in complete disrepair. However, he quickly discovered that he had his grandfather’s green thumb. He dug out the weeds, watered regularly, read books about organic pesticides, and learned to plant by the temperature and seasons. It was his way of making friends with his grandfather even through the void of death that separated them. Seeing his grandfather’s gardens in spring time, in full bloom, was like opening a portal in time and looking through to his days.




    Grandmother Gallas cried at the first spring bloom of every year, no doubt feeling the presence of her life’s love visiting her through the rebirth of the flora.




    In the mornings, if he didn’t have school, he’d pick fresh flowers for their breakfast table. Grandma Gallas made the most spectacular breakfasts with pancakes, toast and French pastries, and everything was topped with fresh fruit that she’d buy a few blocks away at the organic market.




    If he worked in the garden in the afternoon, before or after her afternoon nap, she’d read stories to Cody while he weeded. Most times, that involved more than just reading, because some of the words were very hard. So she both read the story and translated it into words that he could more easily understand. She read to him from Carroll, Hemingway, Shakespeare, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, Ian Fleming, and from his favorite, Ray Bradbury.




    In the evenings, they’d walk down into Cherry Creek Village and enjoy a big dinner at one of the many restaurants there. On the way, they’d window-shop in the art galleries, and she’d tease him about the day when his drawings and paintings would be displayed in those windows and galleries all over the world. Grandma loved his art, and this inspired him to keep working at it no matter how frustrating it was at times. There was nothing more important to him than her praise.




    It was a special time in his life when his grandmother spoiled him with love. Whether it was for the gardens, his grades, or his paintings — mostly portraits of her and his parents or landscapes of flower gardens, seeing her sense of pride delighted him. It was a time of healing for Cody.




    But then December came and Grandma Gallas entered his dreams. It was the desert dream that no one returns from, and he knew it was going to be her time to pass on. Excitement rode upon her cheeks and, although Cody was sad to see her walking in this place, he never let her see his sorrow. He knew she was anxious to see Grandpa and he didn’t want her to worry about him.




    The morning after he’d dreamed of her in the desert, he went into her room, gave her a kiss good-bye, slid the dainty watch from her wrist, and then called the police to come and take care of her. Cody had just turned 14 years old, and he was the end of the Gallas line.




    Her funeral was on Christmas Eve. Cody was the only family she had left, but several of her friends from her socializing days came. They were all very old and mostly women, but these women were nothing like Grandma Gallas. They looked like such sad people and so serious. They were stagnant to Cody, still clinging to breathing but long past living.




    The weather that day was not rainy like Cody thought it should be for a funeral. In fact it was nothing but sunshine — cold winds, but not a cloud in the sky.




    “Be brave, son, be brave,” a haggard, hunched-up woman told Cody squeezing his arm. “She was a good woman, but now God needs her company.”




    Cody’s voice usually startled elderly people, so he nodded his understanding and stayed quiet. Actually he didn’t care if any of these people were there anyway. He really just wanted to be alone with his grandmother, because they had never needed anyone else.




    Ms. Cannon, a tall skin-and-bones woman with a stoic smile on her face, sat behind him at the gravesite. She was the only young person there. Her skin was dark black, her brown eyes narrow and pretty. Her short ebony hair was streaked with yellow highlights and frozen in place by gel. What Cody liked about her was her soft voice. Her manner was amicable and comforting. His teachers were always rushing him, ordering him, prodding him, but not Ms. Cannon. She moved at a pace only one-half step ahead of him, so that he could follow her lead comfortably.




    “Cody, everyone’s gone. They’re ready to lower the casket. Why don’t we go get something for you to eat?” she asked.




    “Can I have a little time alone with Grandma?”




    “Sure. I’ll just step over by the car and wait for you there. Take your time, Cody. You just take your time.”




    Once alone he touched his grandmother’s cheek with the back of his hand, in much the same way that she had touched his whenever he was ill. The casket was lined with white silk, and her dress was white and lacy. Ms. Cannon had helped him pick it out from her closet. It was later that day that she’d told him that he was now a ward of the state and that she’d be looking after him until he was placed with a foster home. It was the same day that, during prayer, God told Cody that since his grandmother had passed away it was time for him to come to him.




    “Grandma,” Cody began. “I’m going to be fine. I miss you. I picked out the flowers that are here. Do you like them? They’re some of your favorites: daisies, roses, chrysanthemums. I wish they could have come out of our garden, but it’s too cold at this time of year. I’ll take care of the garden, though. I’ll keep it colorful, so you and Grandpa can look down from heaven and see it. Ms. Cannon said you left the house for me and that I should sell it since there wasn’t much money left over, but I’d never sell it. Don’t worry, Grandma, I’ll never sell. It will always be ours.”




    He had so much to say, but his voice never could last more than a few sentences. He’d been crying most of the day and his throat was scratchy and sore, so he blew his nose in a handkerchief and finished quickly. “I love you. Good-bye, Grandma.”




    Grimy looking men in t-shirts and jeans walked up, closed the coffin and then lowered it into the earth with an electric wench. The minister who had performed the ceremony walked toward Cody, but his bloodshot eyes and wrinkled face scared him.




    Cody knew the minister wanted to talk with him, but he had no interest in this conversation. God had told Cody to fear those who make their living out of religion and divulge nothing to them but pleasantries. He turned away from this man of the cloth without a word.




    Ms. Cannon drove them to a hamburger place on Colorado Boulevard. “You may not be hungry,” she told him, “but it would sure do you some good to eat something.”




    She was very hungry. She devoured her food, not slowing down until her second hamburger and fourth handful of French fries. Cody was uninspired to eat, but instead watched her ravenous feeding frenzy.




    “How old do I have to be to live at Grandma’s house by myself?”




    “Well, now,” she began, working a bit of food to one side of her mouth, “That depends. Legally to live completely independent of the state you must be 18. But there are cases, such as when there is abuse in the family or neglect, where kids get emancipated from their parents when they are younger — even as young as 16 or 17.”




    “Emancipated?”




    “Legally declared an adult, with separate taxes from the parents and so forth.” She took a long sip of her Pepsi. “They have separate benefits. They don’t have to live with anyone because they’ve proven to be an adult despite their age. Of course your situation is very different from that. Technically you’re an orphan, so I’m not certain of all of your options.”




    “I’d like to be emancipated and live at Grandma’s house. I can keep going to the same school and eating in the same restaurants where people know me and shopping in the same shops. I’d prefer to live there than in a foster home.”




    Two fat kids behind them were staring because of Cody’s voice, and it was making Ms. Cannon very uncomfortable. “Well, Cody, I think that 14 is far too young to be living on your own.”




    “Well, God doesn’t think so or he wouldn’t have taken my family away from me.”




    She sighed and returned to eating. When she finished, she pushed herself away from the table and took a deep breath as if she was trying to force all the food down into her stomach. “Let’s make a little deal. You are too young to live alone in that house for now. If you try a foster home for a couple of years, we can begin working on your emancipation. Maybe by the time you’re 16 you can be back in there. You never know, Cody. You may like your foster parents and foster brothers and sisters and decide there is no need to live alone. Living alone can be a very sad life. Take it from someone who knows.”




    Cody knew, at that very moment, that he had to run away. Ms. Cannon, for all of her good intentions, didn’t know what was best for him — how could she considering his extraordinary circumstances. Only God could know that, and he wanted him to come to him. He wanted Cody to visit him in a place where they could walk together and where he could explain things to Cody. God had never told him what desert, but Cody knew he would want a desolate place for their meeting. God didn’t reveal himself to everyone — but in the Bible stories he had usually met his followers in the solitude of the desert. He also knew that no foster family was going to believe his story enough to take him there. This was a journey that he had to take alone.




    “I need to go to the bathroom. I’ll be right back,” he lied, getting to his feet.




    “You barely ate anything, Cody. Isn’t there anything you might be able to stomach? Maybe some pasta or chicken instead of the hamburger?”




    “Well, okay, why don’t you order me some dessert? I can always eat something sweet.”




    She smiled. “Yes, of course. I’ll order you some ice cream and some chocolate syrup. Does that sound good?”




    “If it sounds good to you, it sounds good to me.”




    “Yes, I think I’ll order the same thing.”




    The kitchen stank from grease and cleaning liquid. Three high school kids were racing about popping frozen beef patties onto the grills and dunking fries into vats of bubbling hot oil. Cody slipped past them on his way to the back door. They didn’t even acknowledge him. High school kids couldn’t care less what a younger kid was doing. To them any pre-teen was nothing more than wallpaper hanging around.




    Once outside he started running. Ms. Cannon would have no idea which way he’d gone or even that he had gone, at least not for a few minutes. Her ice cream would come, she’d daintily nibble at it a bit, then her scoops would get larger and then she’d finish it and realize Cody hadn’t come back. He knew ordering ice cream had bought him some time.




    Every time he came to a corner he turned, purposefully winding away from the restaurant in a disjointed retreat so that when she got in her car and started looking for him, she’d have no idea where he was heading. Cody knew she’d check his house first, so he couldn’t go back there for a while. He really didn’t need to. Before they left, he’d taken the last $200 out of Grandma’s emergency jar, so he had enough money to get by for a while.




    Once he quit running, he realized the terrible truth that it was cold and as the sun was already nearly at the top of the Rocky Mountains to the west of Denver, it was about to sink below them and get a whole lot colder. He had on a scratchy black suit which was very thin, and he’d left his coat on his chair so that Ms. Cannon trusted in his return from the bathroom. He wished that he’d planned things better.




    He needed to speak to God, but first he needed a place where he could pray without freezing to death. It was ironic, but the first open place that he came to was a gigantic Catholic church on Colfax Avenue. It was as old as the mountains themselves and likewise made of stone. The spires on the outer walls reminded him of the pictures he’d seen of Roman cathedrals.




    The church was between masses, and only a few people milled about near the confessionals. He ducked into one of the back pews, folding his legs beneath him in a lotus position as he began to call to God.
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