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For my family of men—my tribe, my genus, my species: Stephen, Phinehas, Benjamin, Isaiah





Apis mellifera: The common honeybee. Order: Hymenoptera (Hymen is the Greek god of marriage, hence the union of front and hind wings); Suborder: Apocrita (ants, bees, and wasps); Superfamily: Apoidea; Family: Apidae (bees); Tribe: Apini; Genus: Apis ; Species: mellifera (honey-bearing)

—The Beekeeper’s Handbook





Ode to the Beekeeper

who has taken off her veil

and gloves and whispers to the bees

in their own language, inspecting the comb-thick

frames, blowing just so when one or the other alights

on her, if she doesn’t study it first—the veins

feeding the wings, the deep ochre

shimmy, the singing—just like in the dreams

that brought her here in the first place: dream

of the queen, dream of the brood chamber,

dream of the desiccated world and sifting

with her hands the ash and her hands

ashen when she awoke, dream of honey

in her child’s wound, dream of bees

hived in the heart and each wet chamber

gone gold. Which is why, first,

she put on the veil. And which is why,

too, she took it off.

—Ross Gay






PART ONE


Here, then, as everywhere else in the world, one part of the circle is wrapped in darkness; here, as everywhere, it is from without, from an unknown power, that the supreme order issues; and the bees, like ourselves, obey the nameless lord of the wheel that incessantly turns on itself, and crushes the wills that have set it in motion.

—THE LIFE OF THE BEE
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PROLOGUE

AUGUST 2001

The show was finally over, white linen-draped tables lined with smudged champagne glasses and crumpled cloth napkins, the crumbs of catered cake. Isabelle wandered the vaulted room, haunted with the reverberating disruption of the Maidens—all her watercolor girls framed on soft gray walls, girls too young for their rounded stomachs and long-suffering pain, girls whose eyes still cried out to her in entreaty.

Like O’Keeffe, Isabelle had returned to the Santa Fe desert looking to find healing in its austerity, to escape what she hadn’t ever been able to leave behind. But it was always there in her work, as inescapable as her memories. Study after study of the same subject. What she’d run from, what she’d always been running from—fifteen and alone with the wreckage of herself, her own stomach swollen with unwanted life. All the girls, holding themselves so still for her, their faces shuttered in retreat, their bodies burgeoning.

After she’d fled the compound, fled Len Dietz and all he was working to enact—his promised land, his army of god, his holy family—she’d kept painting them, these girls, from memory, her mind delivering flashing snapshots just when she thought she’d finally forgotten their sorrow, their doomed fate.

She’d thought then, as she often had over the past twenty years, of running back to Eamon, back to the island after all this time gone—decades now—but instead, as soon as she’d escaped Almost Paradise, she’d painted Eamon’s honeysuckle bonsai from memory in one fevered, post-Y2K, post–Wedding of the Maidens session. She’d named the honeysuckle painting In Eden, and when it had gone out in a small traveling art tour, on an impulse she hadn’t been able to halt, she’d sent Eamon a copy of the show’s magazine along with a packet of the painted girls, but she’d never heard anything back. She couldn’t blame him—not after her sudden abandonment so long ago—but she had despaired following each empty-mailbox day.

In Eden was the only subject-matter departure of the show. Derek had hung it by itself in the back alcove, said people would buy the others, all the girls, just because of it, and he’d been right, the honeysuckle calling its children home, seedpod babies cradled tight in its roots.

The show had been the success Derek had predicted from the start. He’d toasted Isabelle before he’d left, leaned close, said, “I told you so,” his face brushing her hair, his lips grazing her cheek. A man young enough to be her child, smitten with a sorrow that didn’t belong to him.

Isabelle went back to the alcove and sat on the bench herself, studying the lovers’ bodies in the honeysuckle’s trunk, each one mirroring the other.

“To you, Eamon,” she said finally, lifting her glass.

Derek had tried to put the honeysuckle painting up for sale, too, said it would bring top dollar, but Isabelle told him it wasn’t hers to sell. That she needed to take it to its rightful owner.

She stood and gently lifted it off the wall. “It’s time to go home,” she said.



She gave her apartment one last check—a cleaned-out fridge, emptied cupboards, a tidily made bed, and bare wood floors. An old lady’s spartan domicile.

She didn’t know when she’d be back, or if she would ever be. She was tired of trying to pacify people who would never understand. People from a world where you could live happily ever after. A world where a mother didn’t give up her firstborn daughter, her only child. A world where virgin child brides weren’t given over to a fifty-some-year-old man to impregnate for his end-of-the-world new millennium and told that it was god’s will. A world where you didn’t bury pregnant girls or their stillborn babies under a cult’s palaver tree, declaring it divinity, heaven just another form of the girls’ hell.

She grabbed an age-softened flannel shirt and flattened it against the bed, smoothing the creases before folding it for packing. A thing kept for so long. When she’d been going through the apartment before the show, she’d found it in the far reaches of the back cupboard, and when she’d pulled it out, there it was, still caught in the shirt’s folds after all these years—the island’s damp musk and cedar, a hint of salt air. She buried her nose in the shirt and inhaled. Even in summer, the island’s fog had chilled her. Trawler Island. So long ago. She thought of the young woman she’d been then and wanted to go back, tell her to stay.



Her suitcase packed, everything ready, Isabelle went to the bathroom and pinned her hair back, looking at herself in the mirror—the network of spider lines around her eyes, the softness along her once-distinct jawline, her hair turned from bright auburn to streaks of silver and gold.

She opened the box on the counter and folded back the tissue inside. She’d kept Eamon’s marriage present all this time—honeysuckle bonsai earrings. His beautiful tree cut out in profile on wooden circles, its sweeping canopy painted green, the lovers still visible in its trunk. She fit the earrings carefully in her ears and studied their dangling grace against her long neck. She would take what came. That was the deal she’d made with herself. There would be no running this time. No more questing, searching. No more questioning. Only acceptance of whatever outcome there would be.



After the cab dropped Isabelle at the bustling airport and she got through the rushing push and stress of security, she made her way through the throngs of people to the boarding gate waiting area and sat in a corner with her suitcase and the honeysuckle painting parked in front of her. The TVs suspended around her played out a familiar scene of summer wildfire—billowing smoke and dramatic shots of flames licking up into the sky from the tops of towering pines perched high along an austere canyon rim. It looked like the apocalypse the Lenites had prepared for with Y2K, the new millennium, the end of the world—which, of course, had never come.

But then the camera panned out to a full canyon view and Isabelle had a quick shock of recognition. She knew that place. She had lived in that place.

Breathlessly she scanned the ticker-tape headlines running along the bottom of the muted screen: “Four hospitalized after an Idaho Fish and Game helicopter was shot down… Hells Canyon Visitor Center Occupation over… Fourteen suspects in custody on multiple charges, including arson… Wildfire still raging out of control in steep canyonland… Len Dietz, founder of Almost Paradise and occupation organizer, arrested…”

Her body washed cold and her scalp prickled with goose bumps as the TVs flashed from one scene to the next—the compound filmed from above, swarming with SWAT and ATF, the air filled with black smoke. She watched without breathing as they showed scenes from the occupation, replaying wobbly insider home videos of Len pacing and preaching, his long hair glistening like a pelt on his back, his silver seeing-eye pendant swinging on his chest over his crisp white shirt, laundered and pressed by his child wives, who faithfully bore the fruit of his loins, propagating his holy army in preparation for the end times of the new millennium, everything ramping up to humanity’s sure and swift destruction, the four horsemen of the apocalypse well on their way, Len Dietz and his followers ready to join their rushing charge.

Then the footage switched, showing Len handcuffed and booked, glowering at the camera with his piercing blue eyes, charged with enough crimes to hold him, but not enough to call those back from the graves they’d been sent to. Never enough to make up for all the pain and destruction he’d enacted upon one after the other of his followers who believed he was someone who could save them from themselves, save them from the end.

All the girls who’d had no choice: Rebecca, Leah, Naomi, Ruth, Rachel, Miriam, Hannah, Eve, Abigail, Jerusha, Johanna, Esther. Girls baptized in the waters of the Snake River winding deep in Hells Canyon under the sheer peaks of the Seven Devils Mountains. Girls who never stood a chance against a force so large, so overpowering.

Everything felt tipped sideways, Isabelle’s emotions reeling out—what she’d tried so hard to contain, to work through, to express in painting after painting. That pain. The wounds she would always carry, for failing them, failing herself. What she’d gone to the compound trying to achieve, paying witness, purposely connecting herself to something she’d been running from since she was a girl herself, trapped in her stepfather’s gaze, her body bearing the fruit of his dark touch.

“The flames of hell unleashed,” one of the flashing TV headlines read, the drama of the reportage building. Fire, the one thing that had been able to do what nothing else had. The one thing that had been too big, too powerful, for even Len to direct, the force of his will burned away by the very thing he’d sought to unleash.

But all the footage showed only the men—Len’s soldiers. Isabelle imagined Faith huddled like a protective mother around all the maidens and their surviving babies. Where was she now? Where would she go, now that the compound was swarming with the authorities? Where would all the girls go—those lucky enough to have been spared—their lives driven by the unrelenting wind and flames that had once been Len Dietz himself?

When she had finally escaped to Santa Fe and changed her last name, making sure there was no record of her anywhere, that she hadn’t been followed, Isabelle had risked sending Faith one last painting—a thank-you for what help Faith had offered her in the end, secreting her out of the compound in the middle of the night, keeping her true purpose and feelings hidden from the rest of them. The painting was a farmers market scene from that first time they’d met, Faith dressed in her homemade dress and apron, a scarf tying back her long blond hair as she stood at her booth full of garden produce and fresh-baked pies, looking as if she’d just stepped off a nineteenth-century Scandinavian farm, carrying all the world’s burdens on her shoulders. Something nobody could ever take from her, those burdens. Baby after baby, girl after girl, woman after woman. Faith as midwife, witness to every dark thing Almost Paradise had tried to keep hidden.

Two years ago, when Isabelle had been with Eli and selling her paintings at the Two Rivers farmers market every week, Faith had come up to her booth and told her that Almost Paradise was looking for an artist to do a series of commissioned paintings, and that they’d all agreed Isabelle was the one they wanted for the job. Isabelle had heard all the rumors, good and bad, about the cult—you couldn’t help it if you lived in town, even though most of the residents supported them—but she’d immediately seen Faith’s offer as a sign. A way to finally take back the past. A way to finally make some kind of difference in the future.

When Isabelle had agreed to take the job, she’d thought she knew what she was getting into, that her work would serve as the only strength she needed. That perhaps she could make recompense at last, shed light on Len Dietz’s dark secrets, opening them up for the world to see, and therefore stop. But she’d come to realize that each painting she did was like dropping a pebble into a lake, the power of Len’s darkness swallowing everything in its wake. She’d been nothing more than another of the cult’s targeted women, just like all the others.

Almost Paradise had been a well-formed entity by the time she’d come onto the scene—a local establishment: thousands of acres on the rim of a plateau overlooking the Snake River, along with the compound that Len had branded his “covenant community.” He’d been preaching his particular brand of doomsday, antigovernment religion in the area for decades with some success, but after President Clinton’s election, he’d started accumulating followers and converts—the end, he said, all but sure with the changing political tides, Armageddon written on the wall.

With his Vietnam War background and local roots, people listened when Len told them the government was after them, that the New World Order was coming for them all. People who wanted to become Almost Paradise residents just had to agree to a community covenant, which required that they be god-fearing Christians who would stand and fight with one another should any resident’s rights be threatened. But those “rights” ended up having more to do with Len’s desires than anything else. He had built his own order—one that conscripted all of Almost Paradise’s unmarried girls and women to him. The virgins were his official wives, the nonvirgins his wife-concubines, and all of them were meant to bear his children, build his holy family. The men and teen boys became his soldiers, and the other married women the compound’s servants. Len was their leader, their ruler, and they were all to obey. By the time Isabelle had gone to the compound, a few dozen families lived there or in the surrounding area, and the town of Two Rivers was their support system, protecting the Lenites as part of their own. Anyone who didn’t comply was marked an enemy, an outsider, and retaliation—through threats or actual violence—was expected.

Watching the footage on the airport TVs—all the bearded, camouflaged Lenite soldiers shackled—Isabelle wondered if any of them had understood what was coming. All this fire and loss. The end of everything they had been working so hard to create. “God’s Family” gone.

When the flight attendant called for boarding over the speakers, it was all Isabelle could do to stand, to walk onto the plane and stow her carry-on with the honeysuckle painting above her, to sit at her window seat. The runway lights rushed underneath them as they took off, the dark outside growing larger and larger until it seemed it would swallow them whole. All that injury. All that sorrow. Gaping like an open wound.

She had worked hard to keep the outside world at bay for the past year after she’d come back into society, but it had found its way to her anyway, pressing in, overtaking her.

She leaned back, closed her eyes, tried to push away the flashing images of the girls’ faces, but the plane bucked in the air, everything rattling and shaking as if coming apart, and perhaps it was. Perhaps this was meant to be her end, too—all her documentation gone, all the girls left nameless and forgotten, their faces adorning strangers’ walls, forever muted.



Later, as they landed, Isabelle gripped her seat, the plane shuttling in hard and rough, a headlong rush, early-morning light breaking a bright horizon line. She felt drunk and swirling. She could barely find her way out of the airport to a taxi, everything strange and disconnected feeling, as if she’d been transported from the flames into this cool world, thick fog obscuring the buildings in gray.

When she got to the terminal, the ferry was just coming in, blowing its foghorn in short blasts, mist swirling from the water, the light soft. Air that made her feel as if she were breathing water—the smell of salt and seaweed, wet wood. This place. She’d forgotten its quiet magic.

She remembered the way she’d sucked in her breath the first time she’d seen Eamon’s honeysuckle, the way it seemed to breathe, to pulse as if it were alive, the lovers’ bodies shaped inside it. Eamon’s trees had moved her like no art ever had, her paintings only a shadow representation of what he’d been able to bring out in trunk and branch, in whorl and knot.

She’d thought about calling or writing ahead, had thought about finally giving Eamon all the letters she’d written to him from her bunker room in the compound, but in the end, she hadn’t. She couldn’t see how a series of despairing love letters from inside a self-imposed cult internment or an out-of-the-blue phone call after two decades gone would be any better than just showing up, even if there was a chance Eamon wouldn’t be on Trawler anymore, although Isabelle couldn’t imagine him anywhere else. It seemed he’d always been a part of the island.

Over the years, she’d tried not to imagine the life they might have had. The family they might have made together. But it had been her choice, trying to find her way on her own, make it through all her own hauntings.

She walked to the ferry’s front deck and stood watching the gulls sail around, the jellyfish float translucent in the water. Below her, the ferry attendants waved on the first row of vehicles. The drivers nudged into their front-row spots and parked. The farthest vehicle was a jalopy of a truck—a patchwork of turquoise and rust, several boxes strapped in the back. One was a bee box, Isabelle realized with surprise. It had been a long time since she’d seen one—in Two Rivers before Almost Paradise, when she’d been so briefly with sweet Eli and his bees and chickens, the lilac in his front yard that she had pruned, trying to form the honeysuckle bonsai from memory, trying to soothe her soul.

A tall, lean man got out of the jalopy truck and patted his leg. A dog jumped out behind him—a husky mix that looked like a wolf, a dark stripe down its nose and a mask over the top of its eyes, its ears tattered, its white tail wagging like a peace flag.

The man walked with the dog to the front deck, the Salish Sea stretched out beyond them. They stood still, looking out as if it were their first time seeing so much water. She could remember that feeling—how awed she’d been by the sea, the island.

The ferry’s engines kicked in, surging them forward and out, the wind picking up, blowing in her face as they gained momentum, leaving a trail of white frothing water behind. She looked down again, watching the man climb into the back of his truck and check the bee box, securing its ties. Then he opened one of the cardboard boxes next to it and carefully lifted out a small potted tree. Isabelle’s heart stopped. It was a bonsai, although not much of one—two bare trunks wired together, a sweep of twiggy branches. A bonsai in training. She’d seen Eamon form the same thing.

The man lowered his head, and it looked for all the world as if he were in supplication—praying to the tree, praying to the bees. When he jumped out of the truck, he brushed off his hands on his jeans, then closed the dog in the truck cab, windows left down. She could barely hear him say, “Stay,” over the engine noise, the dog watching with concentrated concern as he left.

She wondered what his story was—a man and his dog and honeybees. A man with a bonsai tree heading for the islands. She imagined him going to make a new start just as she and Eamon had. Find all the things you didn’t know were missing.

She shook her head at herself—she was getting musing in her age.

The wind blowing cold and wet, she went back into the cabin, walking past the vending machines and bathrooms, making her way to the other end so she might look at the map hung under Plexiglas on the far wall. She knew the way, had studied the ferry’s route before coming, but now that she was here, she wanted to look again, see the green blots of islands on blue water, the mainland receding into memory. Over twenty years, gone in a breath. As if it were her first time going to Trawler all over again. She and Eamon starting their life together. Nothing else in the way. Both of them optimistic, sure that the life rolling out ahead of them was all that they wanted, all that they had planned. A family coming. A beautiful life in the making.

She could feel the thrum of the ferry’s engines vibrating through her legs as she traced the dashed line that marked their path then—the same path she was on now. She stopped on the smallest island, her finger pinning it. Trawler, it read in bold cursive, cartoonish drawings of the old hotel, the beach and dock, a few gulls and cormorants perched on pilings.

“That’s where you’re going as well?” a voice asked from behind her.

She turned. Of course it would be the young man with the honeybees and bonsai. Of course he would be going to Trawler. Hadn’t she known it as soon as he’d gotten out of his truck?

“Have you been before?” he asked. There was a sorrow in his eyes she recognized. A life lived through tragedy.

“Decades ago. Too long to really claim any kind of kinship,” she said. “Your first time?”

Glancing at the map, he nodded. “I just wish I’d been able to come sooner,” he said, his voice layered with deep sadness, regret. Something she knew only too well.

“Don’t we all,” she said. She held out her hand. “Isabelle Fullbrook.”

He shook with a firm grip even though she could see his thoughts were held elsewhere, as captured as she had been, coming here the first time.

“Nick Larkins,” he said. “Nice to meet you.”






CHAPTER ONE

MARCH 2001

Silva drove east, away from the coast, away from Trawler. This time, she wouldn’t stop until it was over—whatever that meant. Even if it meant things were exactly what she thought they were: irrevocably stripped away, severed, uprooted.

She urged the Dodge into high speed, double-clutching the way her grandfather Eamon had taught her—that long throw, the smooth coolness of the oak knob under her hand, rounded and gleaming with varnish. Reassuring. The road atlas fluttered on the seat beside her, threatening to take wing out the open window, the route to her grandmother’s lover highlighted in yellow. Two Rivers, Idaho.

Once as a child digging through Eamon’s old boxes, Silva had found a photo of Isabelle. An older version of herself, except, like Modigliani’s women, Isabelle’s gaze had held something tragic, a fated sorrow. Silva had studied herself in the mirror for days afterward, angling her face until everything was the same except their age and the depth of their mourning.

She knew now that it had only been a matter of time.

On the freeway, cars streamed past her, parting around Eamon’s 1970 Dodge Power Wagon like water around a rock. When a convertible cut in too close, Silva hit the brakes and flung her arm out as if the five bonsai packed on the pickup’s bench seat beside her were loose children she had to protect from being tossed. She remembered Eamon doing the same for her at five years old, the Dodge snarled in traffic during a trip into the city. She’d frowned at all the vehicles and asked Eamon why everyone didn’t just go home.

The place she’d just willingly left behind.

She rested her hand on her stomach, absorbing her own body heat. A tender bit of growth rising out of the ashes. Her, the fetus inside her, and now perhaps Isabelle, too. A fractured family of castoffs formed out of the severed pieces that made up the sum of their existence.

Before Eamon, before Silva’s mother’s accident, home had been a commune with a giant garden lined with bowers of vining hops clustered with papery flowers and plate-size leaves that cast a patchwork of shade. The “New Community,” they called themselves, the women working the garden together, weeding, planting, tending with a kind of maternal tenderness Silva missed more than ever—a deep inner ache that matched the biology of change happening within her, cells dividing, copying a new iteration of her, of those who’d come before her. She could remember what it felt like to be part of a family, one unit functioning together, joined by purpose and belief, there to help one another—even if now it seemed naive to believe in such things.

She’d lost her mother the day after the summer solstice party, a pig roasting in a pit, men stocking sauna wood and setting up teepees, and women weaving the children hops and field-daisy wreaths. Silva, five years old at the time, had run and played late into the night with her friends, crowned in their wreaths. They’d eaten shreds of roast pig rolled up in lettuce leaves and snuck sips of home brew. She could still remember the sharp bitterness, the cold wash of fizz. They’d watched steaming people stumble out of the sauna, women’s breasts and men’s penises loose with heat, and fallen asleep by the bonfire, blankets thrown around them like petals.

The next morning, Silva’s mother had driven into town for more supplies and never come back. Fire pits drifting with ash, people coming and going. Silva had waited hours, days, feeling as if she were the one drowning, the air a wave that sucked her under and kept her. The same way she felt now.

She climbed Snoqualmie Pass, sharp-toothed mountains cloaked in trees and snow, fog hanging, Vs of Canada geese pushing northward, leaving the security of their southern warmth behind, pulled forward by a season of breeding and rearing.

When Silva had taken a job on the mainland a few months before, Eamon hadn’t wanted her to leave, wanted her to stay on the island and take over the arborist business he and Isabelle had made, stay near him. Silva had told him that she couldn’t stay forever, that she needed to find her own way. The work he’d taught her had become second nature by then—trimming, transplanting, aerating, grafting. She didn’t have to think, just had to follow her hands. She’d made forays into the suburbs of Seattle before—Woodinville, Mukilteo, Gig Harbor—but had mostly stayed close to home, close to Eamon. The way it’d been since he’d first picked her up and brought her to Trawler.

Over the years, Eamon had told Silva the story many times—how after Isabelle had left him, he’d gone back to the same places on the island over and over again, hoping to find her standing at her easel with her watercolors, returned to him. Said it’d always been her pattern, leaving everything behind scattered in her wake. Pieces torn asunder and flung about, left to the mercy of the wind. A kind of survival that felt more like death than living. But then the phone call had changed everything: the authorities reporting Isabelle’s twenty-two-year-old daughter dead in a car accident, run into the river, hair suspended around her, tires balanced on some underwater boulders as if she’d settled there by volition, as if she were enjoying the view. Her five-year-old child left behind. Isabelle’s granddaughter. Silva. A child neither of them had known existed.

Eamon hadn’t known much about Isabelle’s early life—pregnant at fifteen from an abusive stepfather; the baby, Silva’s mother, given up—but in the end, none of it had mattered. The trail of crumbs had led to him—nobody else but the broken foster-care system available to take in Silva. Even though Silva wasn’t his blood, Eamon was the one to be her guardian. A five-year-old with no family left but him and a runaway grandmother who didn’t know she’d fostered a family line that was still going—if only barely.

Silvania August Moonbeam Merigal. A small, quiet girl with an outsize name. Eamon later told Silva that when he’d picked her up, he hadn’t expected the uncanny resemblance—her pale skin, fern-green eyes, and copper hair making her an exact replica of Isabelle. Along with the sorrow she carried. He said that first day on the island, when Silva had refused to come inside—standing lithe and pale well into the evening’s gloaming, legs as long and thin as a heron’s, perched waiting on the shore like a shorebird herself—that she’d reminded him so much of Isabelle it’d taken his breath away.

When Eamon had first come for Silva, he’d presented her with a juniper bonsai in a moss-covered tray. He’d had her repeat its style until she could pronounce it correctly: Sokan—twin-trunk. The smaller tree emerging from the larger, forever protected. The juniper’s pungent smell forever a part of that passage, the ferry, bells clanging, engines surging, the smell and stretch of salt water, the green mass of trees rising out of the Straight that Eamon had pointed to and called home.

Silva had been awed by Eamon’s bonsai. They had formed the habit of his days and so formed the habit of hers. Every morning he’d scrutinized them, eyes owl-like under his magnifying glasses, Silva beside him. He’d told her he could read a tree’s future, could divine the way it would become something other than itself, the way it would anchor and transform. Like his muse—the hundred-year-old honeysuckle bonsai he’d inherited at sixteen from his mentor, who’d collected it in the wilds of Japan. Eamon had carved its shape into marriage earrings for Isabelle, and he had later modeled it as his business logo.

The honeysuckle’s trunk was fissured into two shapes—a woman’s body wrapping into a man’s, her long legs tapering off into a heap of moss, her breast a small knot in the upper trunk, the lovers leaning over the edge of the pot, the woman bent into the man, their branches sweeping out behind him, as if blown for years, they had succumbed to the way of the wind.

Eamon had been that wind. Each day he’d examined the tree, magnifying glasses on the end of his nose, trying to see the future of each nodule and root. He’d articulated the lean of the trunk by forcing the roots to grow away from the lee side, letting lead branches grow until they achieved the sweep he saw in his mind. But the lovers had been there from the beginning, their outlines alive in the trunk, the branches, alive as flesh to him, breathing and pulsing with existence. They had always been at the start of everything. Or at the end of everything—although he hadn’t known that yet.

The honeysuckle had been the focus of Eamon and Isabelle’s final battle—Eamon silently tending the bonsai with fixed attention as Isabelle yelled and cried and stormed out of his life for good, accusing him of only caring about his “fucking trees,” even though all he’d ever really cared about was her. After she’d left, Eamon had driven, looking for Isabelle all over the island, his arms tensed on the steering wheel, his tools shifting and bouncing as the truck’s back end skittered and bucked over the potted blacktop. He’d finally stopped at the farthest point along the island’s wildest stretch—Isabelle’s favorite hidden spot—bramble overrunning the gravel on the shoulder and rooting into cracked pavement, subsuming the road. Made his way down the wet dirt trail to the long crescent lighthouse beach, seagulls bobbing on the water, and stood staring out. He’d thought he would find Isabelle standing at her easel as always, a paintbrush full of watery pigment in her hand, her body a collage of paint smears, oblivious to everything but the scene directly in front of her, trying to re-create the world as she saw it: fragments made into something newly whole, pieces of herself joined back together. Speaking riddles about purpose and clarity, forgiveness and recompense, relentless in her effort to define some undefinable thing, to make sense of what could never make sense. All that carried pain, all that heartbreak.

After painting, she had always come home and thrown her still-damp canvases into the fire one by one until they burned to ash, no matter how much Eamon had begged her not to, no matter how much he’d begged her to let him keep them instead. There wasn’t even one remaining after she left. All those haunting self-portraits she’d created over and over again. Eamon had tried to secret one away once, a small landscape portrait titled Burial—a red-haired woman standing waist-deep in the Sound, her arms raised over her head, the tide swelling around her pregnant stomach, lapping at her breasts—but Isabelle had found it and burned it, too. In the end, the honeysuckle bonsai was the only thing Eamon had that still connected him to Isabelle—her body wrapped into his within the tree’s trunk, the two of them forever together.



Over Snoqualmie Pass, past the last line of trees and dropping into the eastern Washington lowlands, Silva rolled down her window, let in the dry air—the smell of land so parched that to look at it was like experiencing thirst for the first time. All the coastal trees and moisture replaced by a vast expanse of rolling desert, open road miraging into lakes of sagebrush, squat herds of tumbleweeds waiting to take flight. A land as foreign as moonscape. Places she’d never wanted to be, places she couldn’t think of living—no water, no sea, no gulls, no trees.

Two months ago, when the mainland job hadn’t turned out to be what she wanted after all—swarms of people everywhere, everyone invested in the chaotic, cutthroat business of making maximum money in minimum time—she had decided to go back to the island, tell Eamon she’d finally made up her mind: she would settle there, on Trawler, keep the family business going. It was her only home and future, the only one that made any kind of sense.

She’d gone back to the island happy, anticipating Eamon’s joy when she surprised him with the news he’d always wanted, but instead she’d found him lying on his bed, color drained from his skin, the honeysuckle uprooted next to him, its branches stripped, it trunk laid bare, as if in direct consequence of her abandonment, no one there to help him, no one there to help her.

She’d dragged him out to the Dodge and driven too fast, bracing his keeling body as she skidded through the corners. At the docks they Life Flighted him out, the blink of the helicopter’s lights in the sky, the dock swaying under the lap of the tide, clunking gently against its moorings.

By the time she’d caught the ferry and arrived at the mainland hospital, Eamon had been entombed in tubes, his skin putty-gray. Nurses brushed past, adjusting IVs, checking monitors, before the doctor came in and told Silva that Eamon’s heart was failing, that it looked as though it had been in trouble for some time. Even though it wasn’t what the doctor meant, Silva knew that both of their hearts had been compromised long ago.

She’d sat next to Eamon all night, smoothing his blankets, watching the movement of his breath, begging him to stay, stroking his knobbed and crooked knuckles, as hard as tree knots, as though he were turning into a tree himself, but he lay silent and died in the dark of early morning, his last breath like the rustling of leaves.

The nurses had come in officious and busy, handling Silva as if she were a task to be checked off, having her sign the cremation orders that forever consigned her to a family of ashes.

On Trawler, people had left casseroles and condolence cards as Silva slept in Eamon’s bed—a dead dreamlessness that did nothing but make her more exhausted. She would wake and stare at the ceiling’s water stains, which bled out like amoebas on the white tiles, feeling as though she were the one bleeding out, her mourning a numbness creeping up each limb. Everyone gone to the water now. The beach shore below the cabin where Eamon’s ashes drifted, the white grit of them shifting beneath the water like a shadow presence left behind.

Finally, Silva had forced herself up, took the ferry to a seedy place on the mainland where the men eyed her as if they knew her, knew all she might be willing to take, all she might be willing to give to escape her sorrow. And she accepted everything they offered, drinking and inhaling until her limbs loosened in the thick air, until the music undulated into waves of pixilated light, until in the night’s dark haze, someone took her to a mattress in a back room, the air saturated with the sickly ripeness of bare flesh, heads nimbused above her, her body suppurated beneath the metallic slap of strangers’ skin. She had pawed the air like a drowning swimmer fighting for the surface until she’d finally lifted, suspended above herself on dark currents that cast her loose and drifting, severed from the weight of earth’s gravity.

In the dusk of early morning, someone had finally taken her back to the ferry, and she’d stumbled home to the cabin along dense, overgrown trails, branches whipping her face and tearing at her legs, spider webs clinging tenuous and sticky to her face, everything transmuted, as if she’d come to in another land, as though she’d been gone forever, a lifetime spent and over.

Aloneness had enveloped her in an aura she could not evade, an emptiness that swallowed her whole. The bonsai dripped puddles into pocks of dark earth, and she had wanted to lie down, let the rain beat against her and never get up. Become one with the soil.

Buried in the fog of her mourning, it had taken her a long time to understand the scope of her damage—that night an irrevocable growth swelling inside her like a tumor. She pictured the embryo inside her growing monstrous—different pieces of the men that night forming its legs, its arms, its head, until it overgrew her body and she burst open like a flower blooming red.

She had rowed Eamon’s boat out until the island was a shadow in the dark, then shipped the oars and drifted, contemplating the water’s black depths. When she leaned over and saw the strange white halo of her own face reflected back to her, she stopped.

Instead she’d started running—ran with a kind of anguish nothing could assuage. She ran the woods along the shore, paths she followed by the indentations of smell and sound, her feet beating a constant rhythm past the cedars, past the ferry, past the docks, the island traced into the pounding rhythm of her legs. At the docks, she dumped crabs from fishermen’s buckets and threw them back to the sea, watching them shimmy their way back into deeper waters.

The evening she’d finally decided to take herself to the water, let it claim her and the embryo growing inside her, she’d been going through Eamon’s boxes looking for the picture of Isabelle, wanting to compare herself to it again, both of them the same age, equal in their sorrow now. Instead, she found a packet with a short note addressed to Eamon in a woman’s scrawling cursive, written on stationery embossed with McGregor’s Honey Fresh Hives—a honey business with an address from Two Rivers, Idaho. The packet’s postmark from not even a year earlier.

Holding the packet in her hands, she’d had a feeling of suspense, of something profound waiting, something full of a deep meaning she couldn’t name. Sitting under Eamon’s worktable’s yellowed lamplight, she’d pulled out a flat, tissue-paper-wrapped packet addressed to Eamon “for safekeeping.” She stared at the faded, ink-bled letters, mistrusting her eyes, everything suddenly too dark to see, to understand what anything meant.

The tissue paper had torn easily—too flimsy to hide anything, meant for gift-giving: colorful, cheerful. And then into Silva’s lap tumbled all the girls. Paintings of twelve girls with swollen abdomens and barely budded breasts, girls too young to be rendered so, their bodies in finely detailed exposure as they stared out into the unknown, their gazes a marker of their tortured fate, all of them with the same braided coronet and the same somber gaze, dressed in the same high-necked, old-fashioned wedding dress, as though they were playing dress-up for a staged antique-photo session, their rounded stomachs protruding in various degrees, each of their faces reflecting a kind of impending, sepulchral doom. A painted biography of the kind of loss and searching Silva already knew in her own cells. What it felt like to have everything of yourself stripped away until you were forced to leave your own body in surrender, cells dividing inside you until they replicated the reality of your own capture.

Before they’d fallen in her lap, the paintings had been tucked in a dog-eared magazine featuring a traveling art exhibit that had reached its halfway point in Moscow, Idaho—a small college town that proclaimed itself “The Heart of the Arts.” And it hadn’t taken Silva long to find it, a photograph of a small watercolor titled In Eden. The details of the painting were distant and blurred, but Silva had recognized the subject matter with an immediacy that stuttered her heart.

The tree was loosely stroked, softer in watercolor than it was in Eamon’s journal sketches, but it was the honeysuckle bonsai, there was no doubt about it—the same curves of fleshly bodies, the same flowing wildness, the trunk-twisted lovers perfectly captured, leaning both into and away from each other, intrinsically intertwined, as clear and evident as if they were standing in front of Silva naked and in the flesh. Except, in this version, the honeysuckle’s roots were laid out bare, and cradled in each root’s branching reach was the bud of a newly formed infant—twelve of them like unfurled seedpods waiting for the sun’s reach. Eamon’s honeysuckle, uprooted as it had been beside Eamon as he lay dying—the tree so much a part of him, there was no way for one to live without the other.

As a child, Silva had always imagined Isabelle living nomadic and loose blown, existing somewhere lush and tropical and far enough away that nobody would ever find her, living a life without consequences. The same life Silva wanted to live. Instead, she’d been so close it made Silva’s head spin. Sending Eamon her tortured paintings for “safekeeping.”

Silva had always wondered what it would take to harden your heart enough to purposely abandon someone, to hurt them so deliberately. She realized now that Isabelle had never quit loving Eamon. She had just forever doomed him to a broken heart.

Eamon had told Silva that at first, after Isabelle had left, he’d planned on tracking her down, bringing her back home, but he hadn’t been able to bear the thought of finding her in the arms of another lover, looking back at him from a distance he couldn’t span. He’d convinced himself that it was too late to change anything. But over the years, he said he couldn’t help wondering if all Isabelle had needed was for him to search her out, show her proof of how much he cared. That perhaps that’s what she’d been looking for all along. Letting her go might have been the biggest failure of all; he’d just been too dilatory and heartbroken to see it. He said he would never make the same mistake again.

Silva had clutched the envelope in her hands. I found you, she wanted to yell, imagining Isabelle stopping, paintbrush in hand, listening to her voice echoing across the distance. She wasn’t an imagined part of Silva’s own existence—she had an address, a town, a lover, a date and time of being. Less than a year and a state away.

That night Silva had dreamed of a trio of females twirling on a cliff top in dappled light, their hands brushing the seeded tops of grasses above the sea’s surface far below. But when they turned and faced her, the shock had woken her up cold. Three versions of herself staring back at her: her child self, her current self, and her older self. Sankan—triple trunk. Isabelle, Silva, and the baby.

Rain drenching the world gray, fog drifting like shadows, Silva had gotten up and packed her things, loaded the five bonsai, locked the cabin, peeled the ragged honeysuckle stickers off the Dodge’s rusty doors, and driven to the early ferry with desperate finality. A journey into the wilderness, tracking the flight path of a grandmother she’d never met. A woman who had made a practice of leaving behind anything that mattered. A woman who didn’t even know she existed. A woman who had become her only remaining family link, whether she wanted it or not.



Silva rested her hand on the outside of the Dodge’s door, its red oxidized paint chalking her palm and fingertips. Together, she and Eamon had planned on repainting it again, repairing the rust. A ’70 4x4 half-ton short-bed Power Wagon, the pickup in a previous life had been beaten into the ground by overzealous wildland-fire crews who didn’t care that Kelly humps were meant to keep vehicles off old logging roads, who didn’t care that skid roads were meant for skidders. Over the last few decades the truck had grown rusty on the edges, saggy in the middle, and weak in the U-joints—not unlike Eamon himself, who had begun to seem not exactly slow, but mellow. Content to spend long hours studying the ways his bonsai had matured into grace.

Silva had helped Eamon overhaul the pickup when she was fourteen, wire brushing, block sanding, taping, and masking. They’d painted it fire-engine red, the interior glass black, Eamon remounting the silver-scripted Dodge insignia on each fender, replanking the flatbed with smooth-sanded boards, and punctiliously trimming everything in the tight-grained oak he’d hoarded for years—oak the emblem of strength and survival. Of longevity and stubborn endurance. Oak trim on the dash; an oak cover over the radio and temperature controls; an oak knob for the gearshift; and oak for the glove-box door, its honeyed interior stamped with both their initials and the date of completion. Long enough ago that the rust had come back.

The Dodge smelled like home—sawdust, tree fungus, and loam, the five antediluvian bonsai bearing silent witness like a host of wizened judges ready to hand down sentence, each one a direct coniferous communication to Eamon. Each ancient style a language he’d taught her to speak: sokan—the twin-trunk juniper, a parent and child growing from the same roots; ishizuki—the rock-grown Sitka spruce, a sparse and stately oceanic sentinel; moyogi—the curved-trunk western red cedar, a primeval wizard with a long, shaggy beard; shakan—the slanting deadwood larch, a fiercely wild and mysterious shapeshifter; and fukinagashi—the windswept bristlecone pine, a silver-trunked mystic. Five primordial shamans seemingly more dead than alive but with enough strength to outlast every catastrophic event that had come their way.

She could still see Eamon at his bonsai table, clairvoyant with his otherworldly gaze. He had always known what she hadn’t. It was a thing’s roots that determined the shape of its life.

Eamon had taken Silva everywhere with him—every job, every outing. Rowing the Sound, walking the forest, he would point out well-formed saxifrages and madrones, explaining the ways of growth, and even as a five-year-old, Silva had been able to tell with a quick glance if a leaf-edge was dentate, crenate, or serrate. Whether a bonsai was cascade (kengai) or semi-cascade (han-kengai).

As a child, she had peered past her bedroom door, watching at night as Eamon watered and misted one bonsai after another, the damp earthy smell of wetted soil permeating the air. She would slip back to bed and dream of dirt and leaves, of branches twining around her in an embrace until she, too, was transformed.

My little dryad, Eamon had always called her, delighting in this, their shared kinship—trees a language she’d always been able to understand. As Silva had grown, all they’d had to do was gesture, tilt a shoulder, flip a hand, and the other understood. She had spent her first years in Trawler walking the beaches, sorting pea-size pebbles and tide-tumbled rocks, as Eamon explained the leavings of gut piles and empty claws. He’d taught her everything he knew, and she’d soaked it up like island moss, following heron tracks and exploring the foraging of crabs, gathering leaves and driftwood and the dry husks of beetles. They’d explored the woods around the island that held the unspeakable stuff of divinity: white clusters of wood nymph blooms, nests of junco and wren, the bone-sharp castings of owls. They’d rowed around the island, digging plants, collecting shells, scouting for whale spouts and the smooth slip of seals. The sound of the water, the oars creaking and dipping. Those had been her favorite moments—everything family life should be.

In Eamon’s absence, Silva had taken over—misting, trimming, caressing, nurturing each ancient bonsai with the same care he had used. She thought perhaps that’s all she wanted to do now—nurture. Having someone, something, completely dependent on her was very different than always being the dependent one, the one left behind. There was the possibility of something else—something so new that even considering it felt dangerous.



Outside, the land transformed again, the highway paralleling rolling hills sprouted with spring crops—wheat, barley, canola, lentils, chickpeas. A feast in the making. Silva’s appetite was something new and unexpected. A body forming the shape of new life.

She had been afraid to leave anything behind. Along with the five bonsai, she’d packed the seed collection her mother had helped her start when she was young, Eamon’s antique bonsai tools, the packet of Isabelle’s girl paintings and the art magazine she’d sent Eamon, and Eamon’s mildewed bonsai journals, full of fifty years of notes and sketches.

Each bonsai journal showed a stage of who Eamon had been and who he’d become. Silva had named his earliest work “The Isabelle Influence”—sensuous, full-bodied trees curved into soft draping arrangements, trees that blossomed and berried: jasmine, gardenia, bougainvillea, honeysuckle. Afterward, Eamon’s bonsai had become more and more austere and spare—conifers gnarled into their most essential form.

Silva wanted to study the journals until she found the answers she was sure were hidden there—how to regrow all that had been torn loose and uprooted, how to repair heartrot and root rot, how to splice in severed growth, graft in new DNA—although she was afraid there was no real coming back from a lifetime of suffering that kind of damage.



Finally, eight hours into the drive, Silva reached Moscow, where Isabelle’s In Eden had hung. Below a backdrop of towering grain silos, tweedy, wool-coated professors and hipster students strolled the sidewalks, intent on their scholarly lives. Silva wanted to stop and ask if they’d seen it, if they’d felt what she had: a sense of almost electrical recognition and connection, the heartbreaking beauty of each branch and leaf and blossom, the striking reality of the lovers’ bodies sculpted into its trunk. An intimacy that had left her stunned, as though she’d stumbled upon a painting of her own naked body, as vibrant and exposed as light, illuminated for the whole world to see. The honeysuckle, Eamon, Isabelle, and Silva reflected back to one another.

She’d planned to stop at the gallery just to be in the same space the painting had been in, but instead she drove through town without stopping. Even though she was chasing a lead that was over a year old, even though she’d hardly eaten, had hardly even stopped for bathroom breaks despite her bladder’s new insistence, she felt as though if she stopped, she would lose Isabelle forever, each minute weighted with the permanency of development: lungs, fingers, toes. A beating heart.

She dropped down into the paper-mill-stink of a river valley town, then climbed back up to high prairie, stilt-legged barns and houses perched on the edge of land too dry to support more than brush and bony-hipped steers. At the driveway of one weather-beaten farmhouse, a woman drove a tractor to a field, the two cow dogs trotting alongside its tall tires giving Silva hard stares over their shoulders. Dust devils and chaff traveled along the ditches, drafts of air dipping and rising with the unexpected coolness of a creek inlet and the recent hatching of insects.

She held on to the drift and swerve of the Dodge, dropping elevation again, passing a historic Native American battleground—the Battle of White Bird Canyon, fought June 17, 1877, between the Nez Perce Indians and the United States government. People who fought to stay together in a place that had always been theirs, the Salmon River carving its path through their canyonland home. The River of No Return.

Eighteen-wheelers blew by, sucking the Dodge into their wake, leaving Silva white-knuckled, holding onto the loose steering wheel as if she were steering an errant boat through the rising chop and curl of the Straights on a storm-threatening day, the water calling for her to join it.

The island’s every feature was imprinted into her being. The madrones and Sitkas lining the shore above the beach like denizens of another place and time. Black-capped chickadees calling their own name, Swainson’s thrushes trilling watery. It was early March—time to cut back dead wood, prune rose cane and privet, the spring wind bringing with it an invisible signal of growth, everything burgeoning under its touch, buds bursting open and suckers surging upward, growing straight and unseemly from the branches of lilac, forsythia, willow, and flowering plum. Eamon’s bonsai, too, had spurted into new growth, and she’d been busy pinching eruptions of green from branches long trained to be bare.

Leaving the island had been a tearing away, a stripping down. Like this steep-walled rough canyon with its spines and striations—its fragility disguised by severity. Its exposure like pain, raw and unencumbered.

Finally, she passed a sign announcing Two Rivers—Population 422 and found herself driving through a corridor of sharp-peaked houses sheathed in mismatched siding and corrugated tin, their porches hung with “Don’t Tread on Me” flags, junked cars and walleyed horses mired in mud yards behind sagging barbwire fences. She wondered if Isabelle had been counted, too, along with the beekeeper she’d lived with. McGregor of the healthy hives. Eamon’s replacement.

As a child, Silva had loved nothing more than being on the water with Eamon, imagining herself, like Isabelle, on tropical shores, each wilder and more exotic than the last. Like Isabelle’s namesake island: Isabela of the Galápagos, birthplace to primordial beings. But Isabelle had come to this land, the antithesis of tropical. Although nobody could argue its wildness. A rough sprawl of empty spaces meant to drive you away rather than pull you in. A confluence of wild waters near the place Isabelle had called home, at least for a while.

A group of older ladies planting petunias and marigolds in half barrels on the street corner just past a weedy, overgrown baseball diamond watched as she parked next to Build It Best, the only place in town with a room available. A hardware store whose front windows displayed a grizzly reared in attack, yellowed teeth and claws prominent.

When Silva had called ahead to make a reservation, the town’s only motel was booked full of government tenants. The receptionist hadn’t seemed too happy about it, calling them “idiot feds” before catching herself. She’d given Silva the hardware store’s number, and Silva had just been happy to find a place to stay, though now she questioned her decision.

She stayed in the Dodge for a moment, taking stock of her surroundings. Down the street, a few people chatted outside a drugstore, and on the corner the women were back to planting petunias. Otherwise the town was quiet, studded with billboards advertising wild-game processing and huckleberry desserts. She tried to imagine Isabelle on the sidewalk on a late-spring afternoon, chatting with townspeople, but Silva’s childhood imaginings hadn’t ever consigned Isabelle to such a place—a place with a kind of roughness that brooked no frivolity, although like most of the town’s businesses, Build It Best was squared off in a western facade with an upside-down horseshoe nailed over the doors. A few stores had hitching posts installed outside for added western flair. Even the movie rental place across the street had a western facade, advertisement posters of explosions and scantily clad women framed in rough-sawn lumber and a life-size John Wayne cardboard cutout, six-shooter drawn, in the front window.

Making sure their delicate branches weren’t smashed, Silva repositioned the bonsai, the bristlecone pine alone older than this place, at least in terms of colonial history. Pinus longaeva, the oldest non-clonal living organism on earth. Methuselah, a wild bristlecone and one of the oldest trees known, sported over five thousand growth rings, germinating somewhere around 3050 BCE in the wilds of the US, even before the Egyptians built their pyramids. A gnarled but diminutive tree that had outlasted everything else, including the American westward “progress” that had helped populate Two Rivers—something, like her driving need to find her long-lost runaway artist grandmother, Silva doubted the townspeople would appreciate.






CHAPTER TWO


Date: September 1, 1999

Title: Baptism of the Virgins

Subject: The Twelve Maidens of Almost Paradise & Len Dietz

Setting: Larkins Beach, Snake River, Hells Canyon

Medium: Watercolor and graphite on cold-press

Size: 12×12

Dearest Eamon,

It is September first. Our anniversary. Remember that dark drive, our headlights on water, the sound of Canadian geese flying over? Twenty years ago. A time like coming home.

The grasses here are blond and brittle already, dry husks rustling with the canyon wind, the sky bleached pale, the sun’s power leaching color from everything it has touched as the season hardens, the nights grown cold, the air alive with the movements of birds flocking for fall. The river makes me think of you, this water winding its way past me. But everything makes me think of you: the water, the shoreline, the deep currents. And the trees, of course, though none are like yours. Is it ever possible to go back? To make something wrong right again?

Let me try to explain: I have come here to pay witness. To record and capture for the rest of the world just what the depth of this female subjugation looks like. Desperation, despair, desolation, disempowerment. Patriarchal abuse. Though perhaps I have also come here to make sense of my past, to understand myself, to make amends for the wreckage of my own life. But this place is a poison spread. It is the hardest thing I’ve ever done. And you know just what kind of “hard” that means, for me, even though it’s been decades since I left, since we last saw each other, since everything changed. But some things never do change, no matter that everything else around them does. You always knew everything I ever knew about anything.

Today, the first of my commissioned Almost Paradise paintings is done, leading up to the grand finale: the Wedding of the Maidens, which will be held on the coming millennial, January 1, 2000—Y2K, The End of Everything, the Apocalypse, the beginning of Len Dietz’s reign, of his Holy Family of God, of his marriage to the Twelve Maidens. These child brides, these girls conscripted to his insanity.

The painting of them is a pink light-wash that belies the torn heart pulsing in its center. Something you would still recognize, I think—all that beating pain, all those ragged edges peeled back, revealing that unfathomably dark and bleeding middle.

I set up on the beach, as I have so many times before. I arranged each brush, each tube of color. I angled the easel. I settled my feet wide in the sand—a power stance. Ready, I thought. But there was no preparing for it. When I opened my eyes, when I looked up and breathed out, there was nothing but them—these girls, each one like a newly captured and injured self. When he lowered them, one by one, into the water, I couldn’t breathe, my heart like a broken bird beating against the bones of my chest. I thought I would faint, thought I would fall, too, just as they had, but instead I let my hands go free, and I painted face after face under those lace veils, under that silvered water, drowning themselves in their own mistaken faith. But what choice have they been given? What choice might they otherwise make? He is their lord and savior. He is their ruler and king. He is their master and their keeper. He is their father and their lover. He is their abuser, who dictates everything that will ever be done to them, for them, and against them.
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