
The Price of Indifference (Drifter Series 
Book 3)

 Free Ebooks
 Kent Roberts

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/Yqjyb/The-Price-of-Indifference-Drifter-Series-Book-3
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/Yqjyb/The-Price-of-Indifference-Drifter-Series-Book-3
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/Yqjyb/The-Price-of-Indifference-Drifter-Series-Book-3
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/Yqjyb/The-Price-of-Indifference-Drifter-Series-Book-3
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/Yqjyb/The-Price-of-Indifference-Drifter-Series-Book-3


All he wanted was to get away. A few days in a secluded cabin. Solitude. Peace. Quiet.But Nick's
life has never been that easy.Nick Lassiter returns to the backwoods of the Pacific Northwest,
unwittingly becoming a lone voice defending a homeless vagrant against charges of kidnapping,
squaring off against local politics and a small, close-knit community.Are the charges true, and if
so, does the truth even matter?Stereotypes, snap judgments, and our inherent bias of humanity
are all challenged in the 3rd book in the exciting Drifter Series.



T H EP R I C EO FINDIFFERENCE B O O K T H R E ED R I F T E R S E R I E S A NOVEL
BYKENT ROBERTS This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents
either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual
events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.Copyright © 2014 by Kent M.
RobertsAll rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any
form whatsoever.Cover designer: Adrijus Guscia / RockingBookCovers.comManuscript editor:
Kelly McGough≈≈≈ Author websites: AuthorKMRoberts @AuthorKentR
authorkmroberts For Susan Kay Beeman My biggest fan and greatest cheerleader.You are
forever loved and forever missedMay you always be an inspiration to thoseblessed by your
unquenchable spirit.Though we may mourn, Heaven rejoices.For a daughter has come
home! Preface Editor’s note (with additional notations from cognitive therapist Kimber
McGrane): Throughout this book, you will read excerpts from several speech/cognitive therapy
sessions written via computer keyboard by Melissa Ann Gutierrez, then age 20, as conducted by
therapy specialist Kimber McGrane. The transcripts of these exercises were later used as
evidence, with Ms. Gutierrez’s consent and authorization, during the parole hearings of
convicted felon Matthew Allan Blount. The bulk of these sessions took place over a several week
period through the months of April to June, two years before the subsequent release of Mr.
Blount. Some of these sessions lasted no more than a few minutes, while some extended into
several hours, all dependent on Miss Gutierrez’s state of mind and compliance.On their own, we
believe they provide a compelling narrative of the events of ten years ago, along with Melissa
Ann’s competence in understanding her situation at the time, as well as her absolute awareness
of surrounding events.Melissa Ann agreed to the use of these transcripts as testimony in the
parole hearing of Matthew Allan Blount in part because, in her own words, “It’s what happened.
The truth had never really been told. I was never given the time, tools, or means until now to tell
all that had taken place, to me or to all of us. This is my story.”As you read, there are several
things about Ms. Gutierrez you may notice. First, she writes with an indelible mixture of wisdom
and naivety. Her insights are at once distant and deeply personal. At times, she also has a keen
sense of humor. Yet this is a woman who, only six months prior to these written exercises,
seemed unable to carry on a cohesive dialog in any manner, or for any length of time.There are
many in the autism community affected by a certain level of speech or communication difficulty,
though few do not have the ability to speak or communicate at all. Until her work with Kimber
McGrane, Melissa Ann Gutierrez had fallen under this latter category. Quite often, this inability,
or prohibition, of speech is through no fault of a mental or learning delay. More often, it is the
result of thoughts being in the mind, but a myriad of difficulties, peculiar to each individual, lies
between the ability to form those thoughts and the ability to communicate them.For some, the
words of communication appear in a random order, refusing to “line up” in an intelligible
sentence form. For some, the gateway between thought and speech remains fixed—whether



closed or open. The person may appear shy or mute, or they may appear boisterous and rude,
or present almost a Tourette-like inability to control words or thoughts. Often, the person is quite
aware of how their ability or inability to speak affects the social dynamic surrounding them, yet
the capacity to master these abilities remains permanently beyond their grasp. The people who
fall into this category often suffer from higher instances of anger, frustration, depression, and
acting out, including stimming, in many instances, and complete withdrawal in others.
[“Stimming” is a term used for self-stimulatory behavior, sometimes called "stereotypic" behavior
in a person with autism. Stimming most often refers to individually specific behavior such as
flapping, rocking, spinning, or a repetition of certain words or phrases.—Kimber]In Melissa’s
case, the ability to place the words in a coherent order is present, but the gateway between her
thoughts and the ability to communicate them has remained cut off.This was, until Ms. McGrane
discovered Melissa’s aptitude with a computer keyboard. She found that Melissa was able to
pick up a two-fingered typing method almost immediately. The letters, numbers, and symbols of
a QWERTY keyboard made perfect sense to the young woman, aiding her in putting her
thoughts in order and articulating them through a visual, on-screen medium.[I believe this was
due, in great part, to her ability and aptitude in reading. Melissa is a prolific, voracious reader.
After she’d typed her first sentence—perfectly, I might add—it was the first time I had ever heard
her laugh. —Kimber]You may also notice that much of this narrative is written in present
tense.One recurring factor in many people with autism is their inability to distinguish “recent”
from “distant” memory. Unlike what many would consider typical cognizance, people with autism
often have no psychological basis in distinguishing differences within the relative timeframes of
memory images. To them, and Kimber believes Ms. Gutierrez falls into this category, many if not
all recalled images of memory are “recent”; it is as if the events in their mind have just
occurred.One positive aspect of this phenomenon is the exacting details with which these
events are able to be recalled. One potentially harmful aspect is that, with a negative, sad, or
unsafe memory, the event is replayed with such vivid recollection that, in essence, the person is
“reliving” the event as if it were happening all over again.[Such was the case with Melissa, and,
as a result, several of Melissa’s sessions had to be terminated early due to her inability to
continue. —Kimber] Ten Years Ago: From the Seattle Times newspaper, page 17: Local Autistic
Teen Missing, Possibly AbductedMay 21 (By: Colton Newport/Seattle Times, Inc.)Seattle—King
County authorities are asking for the public’s assistance after filing a missing persons report for
local Seattle teen, Melissa Ann Gutierrez, age 13.The girl is described as a Mexican American,
five-foot-two, one hundred pounds, with brown hair and brown eyes, last seen wearing a white,
hooded sweatshirt, black T-shirt, blue denim jeans, and white sneakers.Her mother, Darina
Gutierrez, says the teen has been diagnosed with Asperger’s syndrome, what many consider a
more highly functioning form of autism, and as a result she may be unable or unwilling to
communicate. Melissa Ann was last seen on the afternoon of May 19th, walking toward her
home in the Ballard district from classes at Washington Junior High School on North Klamath
Street. There has been no clear indication by authorities if Melissa Ann vanished of her own



accord or if she was possibly coerced or abducted.King County investigators have been
canvassing the neighborhood surrounding the school grounds looking for anyone who may have
seen the girl in the time period immediately after classes were let out yesterday.If you have seen
Melissa Ann Gutierrez, or know of anyone who has any information on her current whereabouts,
you are encouraged to contact Seattle Metro Police or the King County Sheriff’s office as soon
as possible. ~~~~~~ Her thumb rubbed across her index finger, tiny circular motions, over and
over, like a miniature violin. Her mind focused on nothing more than the sensation of skin on
skin, the ridges of her thumb against the wrinkles of her knuckle, a tiny flake of dry skin scraping
against the sensitive pink flesh near her nail.The room was dark and barren. There was no
furniture to speak of. A threadbare mattress lay in one corner. A worn wicker chair sat in another.
The girl stood in the center. And spun. The world surrounding her was naught and empty. There
was nothing and no one. She had willed it so, made it so.There was only the air playing against
her cheek as she spun.There was only her finger, her thumb, and the feel of her own skin.The
sound they made, imperceptible to all but her, was like the foam of an ocean wave raking its
fingers across the fine sand of a pristine beach.There was only her. The sound. The
feel.Soothing her. Keeping anxiety at bay.They were the guardian of her mind against the
rushing tidal waves of emotion and sensation that were constant and
relentless.Uncontrollable.The sound, the feel—they were controllable.Without them, the
floodgates were thrown open. Without them, the outside world was an endless bombardment on
a fragile psyche, easily bruised. Without them there was no filter, no off switch.With them it was
like being at the bottom of a murky pool. Muffled sounds in the background. Distorted views in
the hazy distance. There was only her finger, her thumb, and the feel of her own skin. They kept
the world at bay. They were her only control.They made the bad man bearable. One I hear the
words. All of them. All the time.I have always heard them.“Don’t do that,” they say. “Why do I have
to tell you a thousand times?”“Settle down,” they say. “Why can’t you just stop?”I don’t know
why.I just can’t.It is like if you were to see someone walking down the street and you were trying
to tell their legs to stop walking with your mind. It doesn’t work. My brain understands your words.
But my arms, my legs, my hands, and my feet do not. It’s as if my brain speaks English, but my
body only understands Chinese.Pinghua. From the mountain region of the Yunnan province.Yes,
I know where that is.Why do I fidget?Normal people have a built-in filter between their outside
world and their inside brain, and from their inside brain to the outside world. But I don’t think I
have one. If I do, it is stuck on open and the plug is missing.At least the movement of my fingers,
my hands, and my feet gives me a sense of control over the sensations that are constantly
attacking my brain.No, attacking is not too harsh a word.It is an assault. It is continual and never-
ending. There is no filter.The movements I make are familiar. I know them and I can control
them.For the most part.If I did not have them and if I did not do them, I would go mad.Though to
some, I am mad already. ~~~~~~ Now:Three thousand, one hundred and fourteen days had
passed since the prison gates locked behind him at Airway Heights. Fifty-eight since his release.
Six since he’d walked into the woods.The one thing you learned to do really well in lockup was



count.He would never forget the steel-on-steel thunder of the oversized doors at the entrance
ramp, though he’d only heard the sound twice: once in, once out. The oil-smooth snap of latches.
The cold, mechanical finality of his sentence echoing down the length of the long hallway and
back.His cell door sounded differently, higher pitched, rough, and scraping, like a layer of rust
being removed from the hinges each time the heavy door opened or closed. There was no echo
in the unit. Or, if there was, it was swallowed by the sound of four hundred voices from within—
muted conversations prisoners held with others, with themselves, a shout to the guard, a barked
order in response. They echoed now, all of them, an endless soundtrack between his ears. A
steady reminder of time spent, of time lost, of time wasted.He’d been walking for several hours,
listening to his thoughts, to the looping clamor of his past, interrupted only be the occasional
wind through the tops of the white pine overhead. A squirrel chittered in protest as he passed.
He looked up at the cry of an osprey as it lit on its nest atop an abandoned power pole, a fresh
catch twitching in its talons, an afternoon meal to its young. The days had been warm, the nights
cool and clear. But rain was coming, clouds were drifting in, and he could smell it.He hadn’t seen
a soul since walking away from civilization; he saw a few predators, plenty of prey, but no
humanity. There were a few tracks here and there, both shod and motorized—locals, most likely.
He was miles from the nearest recreation area. No tourists ever ventured this far away from their
ice-filled coolers, their propane, or their toilets.He came to a low clearing fed by a small road, no
more than two narrow ruts worn into the soft earth and grown over from years of disuse. In the
middle stood a cabin, a single room, built by hand, with yellowed, opaque windows and a door
hung on rusted hinges. It was neglected, but it was shelter.There was a dead bolt, which
seemed old but solid. He tried the door handle, which seemed locked, though he figured if he
leaned on it hard enough both the latch and the bolt would likely give way or disintegrate. He
gave it a halfhearted kick and, sure enough, the door flew inward, along with pieces of dead bolt
and half the door frame.“Dammit,” he muttered. That was going to be a problem if any kind of
wind kicked up tonight, which was not unheard of in these parts.The place smelled musty but
clean, like nobody had been there for some time but at least the last people to use the place
hadn’t left any open food or anything else to rot.Through a window in the rear he spotted a small
outhouse, leaning off center by several degrees, but still mostly erect.He opened a few of the
cupboards and took inventory of a couple spools of fishing line, a Sucrets tin full of hooks, and a
few cans of either fruit or vegetables, their labels peeling and worn with time; it was a virtual food
lottery, chewed up long ago by rodents and a host of other creepy-crawlies, judging by the
droppings everywhere.Around the side, under a low-slung, moss-covered eave, he’d seen a
couple decent-sized stacks of wood, split logs for burning in the cook stove, plus a small pile of
planks—1X6’s, 2X4’s, and a few others—all weathered and gray, but still reasonably straight and
solid. He gave a quick once-over to the roof. Like the eave, it was covered in several seasons’
worth of pine needles and moss, but he saw no obvious holes. If any rain came tonight, it would
let him know for sure. For now, inside this sparsely furnished wooden shell, he was out of the
elements for the first time in almost a week.It was a start. It was good news—as good as any.



Pretty much the first he’d had since his release.“Ya got good credentials, son, but that
conviction…man, that’s a tough one...”“Your credit report looks okay, but I’ve got another couple
looking at this apartment as well, a young couple, with a newborn on the way. You know how it
is…”“You have a good resume here, lots of good experience. I’ll let you know. I’ve got a few other
applicants to interview today. I’ve got your contact information, and I’ll make my decision toward
the end of this week…”Always, he’d left a phone number, an address as well, for a seedy, roach-
infested motel which, at the time, was the best he could do. It was close and cheap, and he
could pay by the week. Eventually, though, his money ran out before anyone bothered to call
him, and he ended up losing both phone and room.What he owned now he either wore or
carried in a canvas backpack slung over his shoulder. Oh, he’d had plenty at one time, plus a
decent apartment to keep it in and a girlfriend, to boot. But a string of bad decisions and a
lifelong bad temper cost him most of it. Eight years in Airway Heights had cost him the rest,
along with any decent start at rebuilding, apparently.So, he left. Walked away.If society no longer
wanted him, he no longer wanted society.He’d grown up on a farm—cattle, chickens, pigs—with
forest land behind and a stream chock full of brook trout running through the middle. He knew
how to use his hands. He’d skinned his fair share of livestock, along with more than a few
gophers and rabbits. He’d hand-lined quite a few dinners’ worth of fish out of that creek. He’d
built lean-tos, canopies, barns. He’d worked everything from ranches to construction. He knew
how to survive out here, alone.And so what if he didn’t. Who’d miss him?He hitched his shoulder
and slung the backpack onto the table. He reached into one of the side pockets and pulled out a
small, bent, and faded photograph, one of the only possessions he owned that he couldn’t wear.
Staring at the two faces in the photo, his eyes misted and his heart sank; a too-familiar sense of
grief and self-disgust welled in the pit of his stomach.How can one person, one event, save your
life and yet cost you everything? Eight years. Three thousand and fifty-six days, to be exact.He
laid the photo beside his pack, straightened his shoulders, and hardened his resolve.What little
family he had left was either scattered from him or embarrassed by him. What friends he had
were still on the inside, mostly made through necessity rather than choice. Anyone else who
recognized him did so because of old news clippings and archived online media—and never
favorably.“Matthew Blount? Not that Matthew Blount? Oh, you are? Ooh…”He’d repaid his debt
to society, but bringing yourself up to even in the social order evidently wasn’t enough. If you
weren’t ahead, you didn’t matter. You didn’t count. You weren’t worth the time to look beyond the
little checked box on the job app that said you’d been “convicted of a federal crime in the last ten
years.”He’d decided to take his chances with Mother Nature. She was a bitch at times, but she
was fair. She didn’t care if he was an ex-con or not. She’d shine her sunlight on him or pelt him
with rain with equal detachment. It didn’t matter to her, and, by now, it didn’t really matter to him,
either. Winter was still a good three months away, so maybe they could come to some sort of
truce in the interim. If not, he still liked his odds out here with her better than the untamed jungles
of free enterprise and so-called moral society. Though he had the boots, he didn’t have any
straps to pull himself up by.He’d seen several of those asinine inspirational posters at work



centers and government employment agencies:“Everyone has an equal shot.”“If you can’t make
it in America, it’s through nobody’s fault but your own.”“No one understands that you have given
everything. You must give more.”“Men are made stronger on realization that the helping hand
they need is at the end of their arm.”Yeah, right.There were only two sayings that he felt had any
worth at all, and of which he was living proof.“People know you for what you’ve done, not for
what you plan to do.”True. He’d planned plenty, once upon a time, with a mind full of hopes and
dreams.Despite what he’d done, he had the naïve expectation that he could start again, even if
from scratch, as long as someone was willing to give him the chance.He had grown tired of
waiting.“No one can make you feel inferior without your consent.”Well, he’d finally given his
consent. He was inferior. He was damaged goods. The system had placed an indelible mark on
his record and on his psyche that screamed he was less than, second-rate, sub.For now, he
planned no further than to use the fishing line and hooks and find some dinner off the shore of
the small lake not a hundred yards away from the cabin’s door. Then, he’d think about shoring up
that door against the coming storm. Or, maybe he’d do that first before the weather turned.It was
a start. As good as any.He raised his nose and breathed the mountain air. He had time either
way. The rain may not hit at all until late.Two I remember, sometimes I would hear my
mother.“Damn it, Missy.”“Stop.”“Settle down.”Even when I want to stop, I can’t. My brain only
speaks English. You only speak English. My arms and legs and hands and feet only understand
Chinese.My mother grabs me. Holds me still. Forces me to stop. It is unbearable. The sensations
crash in. Sounds, like ocean waves, explode against my ears. Light, bright like the sun, bursts
before my eyes. Even the feel of her hands on my arms are like steel clamps wrapped in shards
of glass.I shut my eyes. It blackens the suns. I scream. It silences the waves.But she does not
understand. And the shards remain.And she screams, too. It is a whole new ocean of
sensations. An entirely new jet engine.No, that’s not right either. It is much more.This voice
should be trusted, shouldn’t it? This voice should be safe.I so much want to tell you that I am
trying. That I am just as confused as you are.That I am scared. ~~~~~~ Adrenaline was a cruel
master.It coursed through her veins. She could feel it, like liquid sandpaper through her body,
irritating and electrifying, screaming out a conflicting barrage of signals to her brain, her legs, her
heart. It held her in place, frozen. It told her to escape, to take flight and run. Heart hammering
against her rib cage, fingers tingling, fluttering in the faint afternoon breeze as she stood in the
open walkway, the two sides waging war within her to stay or flee, fight or flight. Against all
judgment, she was leaning toward fight. It didn’t help that the man she wanted to punch right in
the kidney was standing close enough to brush her shoulder with his elbow.That man was Nick
Lassiter.Wing it, he’d said. That was the final piece of his master plan just minutes before.“Walk,”
he’d said.“In that general direction,” he’d said, pointing to the faded, off-white façade of the motel
across the road.“Then find Room 210 and knock on the door.”“Then what?” Laura Grey had
asked, and very sensibly, she’d thought.“Wing it.”And so they came. They saw. They knocked.
Now, here they stood in the open doorway of Room 210 with her mind in conflict, her adrenaline
pumping, riveted to the spot yet jumping out of her skin all at once.She and Nick were expecting



to meet with two men in the room that held out an equal chance of either helping them with, or
turning them over to, the ruthless owner and CEO of the sprawling media conglomerate known
as the Spokane Daily Post. One Mr. R.J. Cowan.

Her thumb rubbed across her index finger, tiny circular motions, over and over, like a miniature
violin. Her mind focused on nothing more than the sensation of skin on skin, the ridges of her
thumb against the wrinkles of her knuckle, a tiny flake of dry skin scraping against the sensitive
pink flesh near her nail.The room was dark and barren. There was no furniture to speak of. A
threadbare mattress lay in one corner. A worn wicker chair sat in another. The girl stood in the
center. And spun. The world surrounding her was naught and empty. There was nothing and no
one. She had willed it so, made it so.There was only the air playing against her cheek as she
spun.There was only her finger, her thumb, and the feel of her own skin.The sound they made,
imperceptible to all but her, was like the foam of an ocean wave raking its fingers across the fine
sand of a pristine beach.There was only her. The sound. The feel.Soothing her. Keeping anxiety
at bay.They were the guardian of her mind against the rushing tidal waves of emotion and
sensation that were constant and relentless.Uncontrollable.The sound, the feel—they were
controllable.Without them, the floodgates were thrown open. Without them, the outside world
was an endless bombardment on a fragile psyche, easily bruised. Without them there was no
filter, no off switch.With them it was like being at the bottom of a murky pool. Muffled sounds in
the background. Distorted views in the hazy distance. There was only her finger, her thumb, and
the feel of her own skin. They kept the world at bay. They were her only control.They made the
bad man bearable. One I hear the words. All of them. All the time.I have always heard
them.“Don’t do that,” they say. “Why do I have to tell you a thousand times?”“Settle down,” they
say. “Why can’t you just stop?”I don’t know why.I just can’t.It is like if you were to see someone
walking down the street and you were trying to tell their legs to stop walking with your mind. It
doesn’t work. My brain understands your words. But my arms, my legs, my hands, and my feet
do not. It’s as if my brain speaks English, but my body only understands Chinese.Pinghua. From
the mountain region of the Yunnan province.Yes, I know where that is.Why do I fidget?Normal
people have a built-in filter between their outside world and their inside brain, and from their
inside brain to the outside world. But I don’t think I have one. If I do, it is stuck on open and the
plug is missing.At least the movement of my fingers, my hands, and my feet gives me a sense of
control over the sensations that are constantly attacking my brain.No, attacking is not too harsh
a word.It is an assault. It is continual and never-ending. There is no filter.The movements I make
are familiar. I know them and I can control them.For the most part.If I did not have them and if I
did not do them, I would go mad.Though to some, I am mad already. ~~~~~~ Now:Three
thousand, one hundred and fourteen days had passed since the prison gates locked behind him
at Airway Heights. Fifty-eight since his release. Six since he’d walked into the woods.The one
thing you learned to do really well in lockup was count.He would never forget the steel-on-steel
thunder of the oversized doors at the entrance ramp, though he’d only heard the sound twice:



once in, once out. The oil-smooth snap of latches. The cold, mechanical finality of his sentence
echoing down the length of the long hallway and back.His cell door sounded differently, higher
pitched, rough, and scraping, like a layer of rust being removed from the hinges each time the
heavy door opened or closed. There was no echo in the unit. Or, if there was, it was swallowed
by the sound of four hundred voices from within—muted conversations prisoners held with
others, with themselves, a shout to the guard, a barked order in response. They echoed now, all
of them, an endless soundtrack between his ears. A steady reminder of time spent, of time lost,
of time wasted.He’d been walking for several hours, listening to his thoughts, to the looping
clamor of his past, interrupted only be the occasional wind through the tops of the white pine
overhead. A squirrel chittered in protest as he passed. He looked up at the cry of an osprey as it
lit on its nest atop an abandoned power pole, a fresh catch twitching in its talons, an afternoon
meal to its young. The days had been warm, the nights cool and clear. But rain was coming,
clouds were drifting in, and he could smell it.He hadn’t seen a soul since walking away from
civilization; he saw a few predators, plenty of prey, but no humanity. There were a few tracks here
and there, both shod and motorized—locals, most likely. He was miles from the nearest
recreation area. No tourists ever ventured this far away from their ice-filled coolers, their
propane, or their toilets.He came to a low clearing fed by a small road, no more than two narrow
ruts worn into the soft earth and grown over from years of disuse. In the middle stood a cabin, a
single room, built by hand, with yellowed, opaque windows and a door hung on rusted hinges. It
was neglected, but it was shelter.There was a dead bolt, which seemed old but solid. He tried
the door handle, which seemed locked, though he figured if he leaned on it hard enough both
the latch and the bolt would likely give way or disintegrate. He gave it a halfhearted kick and,
sure enough, the door flew inward, along with pieces of dead bolt and half the door
frame.“Dammit,” he muttered. That was going to be a problem if any kind of wind kicked up
tonight, which was not unheard of in these parts.The place smelled musty but clean, like nobody
had been there for some time but at least the last people to use the place hadn’t left any open
food or anything else to rot.Through a window in the rear he spotted a small outhouse, leaning
off center by several degrees, but still mostly erect.He opened a few of the cupboards and took
inventory of a couple spools of fishing line, a Sucrets tin full of hooks, and a few cans of either
fruit or vegetables, their labels peeling and worn with time; it was a virtual food lottery, chewed
up long ago by rodents and a host of other creepy-crawlies, judging by the droppings
everywhere.Around the side, under a low-slung, moss-covered eave, he’d seen a couple decent-
sized stacks of wood, split logs for burning in the cook stove, plus a small pile of planks—1X6’s,
2X4’s, and a few others—all weathered and gray, but still reasonably straight and solid. He gave
a quick once-over to the roof. Like the eave, it was covered in several seasons’ worth of pine
needles and moss, but he saw no obvious holes. If any rain came tonight, it would let him know
for sure. For now, inside this sparsely furnished wooden shell, he was out of the elements for the
first time in almost a week.It was a start. It was good news—as good as any. Pretty much the first
he’d had since his release.“Ya got good credentials, son, but that conviction…man, that’s a



tough one...”“Your credit report looks okay, but I’ve got another couple looking at this apartment
as well, a young couple, with a newborn on the way. You know how it is…”“You have a good
resume here, lots of good experience. I’ll let you know. I’ve got a few other applicants to interview
today. I’ve got your contact information, and I’ll make my decision toward the end of this
week…”Always, he’d left a phone number, an address as well, for a seedy, roach-infested motel
which, at the time, was the best he could do. It was close and cheap, and he could pay by the
week. Eventually, though, his money ran out before anyone bothered to call him, and he ended
up losing both phone and room.What he owned now he either wore or carried in a canvas
backpack slung over his shoulder. Oh, he’d had plenty at one time, plus a decent apartment to
keep it in and a girlfriend, to boot. But a string of bad decisions and a lifelong bad temper cost
him most of it. Eight years in Airway Heights had cost him the rest, along with any decent start at
rebuilding, apparently.So, he left. Walked away.If society no longer wanted him, he no longer
wanted society.He’d grown up on a farm—cattle, chickens, pigs—with forest land behind and a
stream chock full of brook trout running through the middle. He knew how to use his hands. He’d
skinned his fair share of livestock, along with more than a few gophers and rabbits. He’d hand-
lined quite a few dinners’ worth of fish out of that creek. He’d built lean-tos, canopies, barns. He’d
worked everything from ranches to construction. He knew how to survive out here, alone.And so
what if he didn’t. Who’d miss him?He hitched his shoulder and slung the backpack onto the
table. He reached into one of the side pockets and pulled out a small, bent, and faded
photograph, one of the only possessions he owned that he couldn’t wear. Staring at the two
faces in the photo, his eyes misted and his heart sank; a too-familiar sense of grief and self-
disgust welled in the pit of his stomach.How can one person, one event, save your life and yet
cost you everything? Eight years. Three thousand and fifty-six days, to be exact.He laid the
photo beside his pack, straightened his shoulders, and hardened his resolve.What little family
he had left was either scattered from him or embarrassed by him. What friends he had were still
on the inside, mostly made through necessity rather than choice. Anyone else who recognized
him did so because of old news clippings and archived online media—and never
favorably.“Matthew Blount? Not that Matthew Blount? Oh, you are? Ooh…”He’d repaid his debt
to society, but bringing yourself up to even in the social order evidently wasn’t enough. If you
weren’t ahead, you didn’t matter. You didn’t count. You weren’t worth the time to look beyond the
little checked box on the job app that said you’d been “convicted of a federal crime in the last ten
years.”He’d decided to take his chances with Mother Nature. She was a bitch at times, but she
was fair. She didn’t care if he was an ex-con or not. She’d shine her sunlight on him or pelt him
with rain with equal detachment. It didn’t matter to her, and, by now, it didn’t really matter to him,
either. Winter was still a good three months away, so maybe they could come to some sort of
truce in the interim. If not, he still liked his odds out here with her better than the untamed jungles
of free enterprise and so-called moral society. Though he had the boots, he didn’t have any
straps to pull himself up by.He’d seen several of those asinine inspirational posters at work
centers and government employment agencies:“Everyone has an equal shot.”“If you can’t make



it in America, it’s through nobody’s fault but your own.”“No one understands that you have given
everything. You must give more.”“Men are made stronger on realization that the helping hand
they need is at the end of their arm.”Yeah, right.There were only two sayings that he felt had any
worth at all, and of which he was living proof.“People know you for what you’ve done, not for
what you plan to do.”True. He’d planned plenty, once upon a time, with a mind full of hopes and
dreams.Despite what he’d done, he had the naïve expectation that he could start again, even if
from scratch, as long as someone was willing to give him the chance.He had grown tired of
waiting.“No one can make you feel inferior without your consent.”Well, he’d finally given his
consent. He was inferior. He was damaged goods. The system had placed an indelible mark on
his record and on his psyche that screamed he was less than, second-rate, sub.For now, he
planned no further than to use the fishing line and hooks and find some dinner off the shore of
the small lake not a hundred yards away from the cabin’s door. Then, he’d think about shoring up
that door against the coming storm. Or, maybe he’d do that first before the weather turned.It was
a start. As good as any.He raised his nose and breathed the mountain air. He had time either
way. The rain may not hit at all until late.Two I remember, sometimes I would hear my
mother.“Damn it, Missy.”“Stop.”“Settle down.”Even when I want to stop, I can’t. My brain only
speaks English. You only speak English. My arms and legs and hands and feet only understand
Chinese.My mother grabs me. Holds me still. Forces me to stop. It is unbearable. The sensations
crash in. Sounds, like ocean waves, explode against my ears. Light, bright like the sun, bursts
before my eyes. Even the feel of her hands on my arms are like steel clamps wrapped in shards
of glass.I shut my eyes. It blackens the suns. I scream. It silences the waves.But she does not
understand. And the shards remain.And she screams, too. It is a whole new ocean of
sensations. An entirely new jet engine.No, that’s not right either. It is much more.This voice
should be trusted, shouldn’t it? This voice should be safe.I so much want to tell you that I am
trying. That I am just as confused as you are.That I am scared. ~~~~~~ Adrenaline was a cruel
master.It coursed through her veins. She could feel it, like liquid sandpaper through her body,
irritating and electrifying, screaming out a conflicting barrage of signals to her brain, her legs, her
heart. It held her in place, frozen. It told her to escape, to take flight and run. Heart hammering
against her rib cage, fingers tingling, fluttering in the faint afternoon breeze as she stood in the
open walkway, the two sides waging war within her to stay or flee, fight or flight. Against all
judgment, she was leaning toward fight. It didn’t help that the man she wanted to punch right in
the kidney was standing close enough to brush her shoulder with his elbow.That man was Nick
Lassiter.Wing it, he’d said. That was the final piece of his master plan just minutes before.“Walk,”
he’d said.“In that general direction,” he’d said, pointing to the faded, off-white façade of the motel
across the road.“Then find Room 210 and knock on the door.”“Then what?” Laura Grey had
asked, and very sensibly, she’d thought.“Wing it.”And so they came. They saw. They knocked.
Now, here they stood in the open doorway of Room 210 with her mind in conflict, her adrenaline
pumping, riveted to the spot yet jumping out of her skin all at once.She and Nick were expecting
to meet with two men in the room that held out an equal chance of either helping them with, or



turning them over to, the ruthless owner and CEO of the sprawling media conglomerate known
as the Spokane Daily Post. One Mr. R.J. Cowan.The only problem was, there weren’t two men in
the room.Instead, Laura counted five. Well, five and a half. There was also a young boy sitting at
a small table, nervously fidgeting as his eyes darted back and forth between Laura and Nick and
an older, immaculately dressed man sitting across from him. The man was comfortably leaned
back in his chair, his feet propped and legs crossed on the edge of the queen-sized bed.Four
other men, identically dressed in navy sport coats and white shirts, distinguishable only by the
color of ties they wore, were spaced around the cramped room. Two of them, the two closest, to
Nick on his right and Laura on her left, held small-caliber pistols low and loose at their sides;
they were comfortable and at ease, yet threatening at the same time.All eyes were on her and
Nick.“Come in, Mr. Lassiter, Ms. Grey,” said the seated man. Obviously the one in charge.
Obviously R.J. Cowan. “I’m glad you could finally make it. You’re late.”“Where are the other two
lemmings?” Nick asked.Great, thought Laura. Taunt the man who’s been chasing us across
three states. They’ve got guns, for heaven’s sake. They’ve got a child!“Where Mr. Kleinman and
Mr. Jay are, is of no concern of yours at the moment,” Cowan answered, unconcerned with
Nick’s jeer. “But do come in. I insist.”Kleinman and Jay were apparently the names of the two
men they were supposed to meet instead, leading them blindly into this ambush. But where were
they?Almost imperceptibly, Nick leaned over, placing his hand on the small of Laura’s back.
“Remember,” he whispered into her ear, “when I told you at the house what I’d like to see you do
sometime that keeps saving my butt?”Laura looked at him for a moment before her eyes grew
wide in understanding.“Now would be good.”You’ve got to be kidding me, she thought, squinting
before her expression could give her away. To anyone watching, it would appear as though he’d
whispered something to her that merely served to piss her off.Which it did.He smiled at her with
a feigned look of innocence as his eyes darted to the man at the edge of the bed nearest Laura,
then back to her.Wing it.He removed his hand and swept it over the threshold in an “after you”
gesture, then followed her in. The guy next to Nick stepped through to close the door.Laura
shuffled to within an arm’s length of the man at the foot of the bed, who cautiously raised his
weapon and covered her as she neared.This guy? This guy here? she thought. The one holding
the gun on us? On me?Then, something clicked inside her head, a faint sliver of perception, a
whisper of baser instinct, a twinge of survival mode, a tribal impulse of muscle memory, all rolled
up in years of self-defense training.This guy? Holding the gun at a perfect height for—”The
commotion at the door caught her attention.Nick had pinned the man closest to him between
himself and the door. The guy’s gun was held aloft, almost straight up, as both men fought for
control of the weapon. Suddenly the gun came down level and Nick reached through. With his
left hand he grabbed the weapon while releasing his right, rotating slightly he drove his right
elbow into the guy’s temple. Once. Twice.The guy wobbled. Laura saw Nick thread his left hand
over the man’s gun hand, his finger through the trigger guard.Pop! The muzzle exploded and the
man standing beside Cowan cried out in pain, grabbing his left arm, his hand clutching his bicep,
now crimson with blood, a bloom of red slowly spreading beneath his tightly clutched fingers as



he whimpered and turned away.Less than two seconds had passed.Laura glanced back at Nick,
who was still holding the pinned, limp figure against the door. His eyes, though, were locked
squarely onto hers.Showtime.She leaned back slightly, pivoting, shifting her weight to her back
foot. The man to her left was looking at Nick, his aim moving to a new, threatening target. With
lightning speed she struck out with a high roundhouse kick, connecting squarely with the gun.
The man flinched and gasped. His hand flew to the side, his aim now out the wide front window.
His fist arced and wavered, but held firm to the weapon. As reflex, his focus followed his fist. His
concentration was on nothing more than regaining control of the pistol.Laura stepped forward,
her weight shifting, and she grabbed his left shoulder and drove her knee into the man’s groin.
He doubled over in pain, dropping the weapon, his eyes now squinting shut, a guttural moan
wheezing out between clenched teeth, his chin raised and forward. A perfect target. Working her
leg up, down, and up, like a piston, she hit him solidly under the jaw with her knee. When she
released him, his head flew back, slamming against the far wall. He stood motionless for an
instant before his legs gave out altogether and he slid down, consciousness all but abandoning
him.Laura kicked the gun toward the still-open walkway door, shifting her stance yet again to
cover out.Less than four seconds had passed.“STOP!” shouted a voice behind them.Startled,
she turned to see two other men standing in the doorway where Laura and Nick had been mere
moments before. They were dressed identically to the four men in the room.Kleinman and
Jay.The one in front held the gun Laura had kicked away. It was aimed at Nick’s head.“Drop the
gun, Nick,” the man said. The voice and gun were both shaking slightly. “And, Terry, let go of my
son.”Nick seemed nonplussed. He vaguely shrugged and dropped the weapon.“Haven’t we
done this dance before, you and I?” he said. “Where’ve you been, anyway?”The man grimaced
and swallowed hard, yet he remained silent.“I asked Mr. Kleinman to wait next door until our little
transaction here had been completed,” R.J. Cowan said from behind them all. Laura turned.
Cowan had never moved. His feet were still propped on the bed as if he were simply watching
the afternoon weather report.The man at the door, Kleinman, found his voice.“He said I’d
botched things up enough already,” he spat. “He was holding my son as additional ransom until
you and Ms. Grey there signed over all his money back to him.”Son? The boy next to Cowan?
She glanced at the child, firmly held in place by the man to Cowan’s right. The boy’s breathing
came in rapid bursts as the man clutched him tightly to his own body by the chest. The boy’s
eyes were wide, filled with a mixture of helplessness and relief, oblivious to the man behind him
and instead fixed on the man in the doorway.His father.Laura looked back at Nick.“Hmmph,” Nick
said, raising his eyebrows in thought. “I could’ve sworn you were the one that got us here.”Nick
turned his back on Kleinman as if the gun he held didn’t exist, looking instead at Cowan.“I mean,
we’re here,” he was saying. “You’re here. You brought a room full of goons, to boot. What exactly
did he botch?”She heard a low groan behind her. She looked to see the guy she’d kneed
beginning to rouse. The one next to Cowan was still whimpering, gritting his teeth as blood
seeped between the fingers of his hand held firmly over the wound to his arm. The guy Nick had
elbowed was still out cold.“Now, these guys I could see,” Nick said, indicating each of them in



turn.Great, Laura thought. We’re back to taunting again.“This is pretty much what you’d call a
botched job,” he finished, cocking his head in Kleinman’s direction. “But him?”“Again, Mr.
Lassiter, that is none of your concern,” Cowan answered. “What should be your concern at the
moment is that I get back what is rightfully mine.”“No, I don’t think so. Not just yet,” Nick
countered. He indicated Kleinman once again. “At the moment, I’m more concerned that he gets
back what’s rightfully his. I don’t think a guy with a gun appreciates his requests being ignored.”
He looked directly at the man whose arm held Kleinman’s son. “Terry, is it?”Cowan hesitated, but
only for a moment.“Fair enough,” he said.Laura looked once again at the man holding the young
boy. There was something in his eyes, almost a pleading, a willing of understanding that seemed
elusive within the atmosphere of the room. Those eyes, like the child’s, were fixed on the man in
the doorway. The boy’s father. Desperately trying to portray the tension he felt, yet knowing too
well there would be no relief. Like stale air that refused to move from the stagnant depths of the
room to the flowing currents beyond the doorway, and the man framed within.He resigned to
release the boy, who immediately burst out in tears and ran with abandon into his father’s arms.
Though his gaze never faltered from the big man in front of him, tears streamed down
Kleinman’s cheeks as he knelt down and hugged his son.After a few long seconds—a lifetime to
a relieved father, Laura thought—Kleinman set the boy down and pushed him gently in the
direction of the man standing behind him, Jay, who’d remained silent through the whole
exchange, wide-eyed and his mouth agape.“Go with Mr. Jay,” Kleinman said quietly. “I’ll be there
in a second, okay?”“’Kay,” the boy said through his sniffles. The other man nodded silently,
squeezed the boy’s shoulder, and led him off, out of view.Nobody within the room had
moved.Kleinman, the father, the man with the gun, the man in control, watched down the
walkway a few more seconds then turned back and once again raised the gun. Once again, it
was pointed directly at Nick’s head.“Now, pick up your gun,” he said.Nick balked in puzzlement,
his brow furrowing.“Do it!” Kleinman barked.Slowly Nick knelt down and picked up the gun he’d
dropped only moments ago at the same man’s order. He held it by the barrel, offering Kleinman
the bare handle.The man shook his head. “No.”Instead, he shifted his own gun from his right
hand to his left and aimed it at Laura, though his eyes never left Nick’s.Laura swallowed hard
and forced her breathing to remain steady.The unblinking eye of a gun barrel was less than a
yard away and rock steady now, though the man’s knuckles were white with tension. An eternity
seemed to pass. The two men in the doorway were eye to eye, a silent communiqué passing
between them, privy only to them.Suddenly, the man flicked his left wrist. Laura flinched. Instead
of pulling the trigger, Kleinman switched the gun’s grip so that it was now pointing handle first at
Laura.“Take it,” he said, though his eyes remained fixed on Nick.She stepped forward, reaching
out with shaking hands to cradle the gun like she would a baby bird or a proffered, priceless
treasure.The man lowered his now empty hand and stepped back through the threshold of the
door, out of Laura’s line of sight.“Thank you,” she heard him say. A second later, she briefly saw
his back as he walked away, the same direction as the other man had taken his son a minute
ago.The room, though silent, crackled with tension.Laura brought the gun in her hands to her



chest, still cradling it like a wounded animal.She looked at Nick, who turned and was now
watching R.J. Cowan. In the distance, through the room’s open door, she could hear the
unmistakable sound of sirens growing in intensity, coming closer. No doubt coming right to this
very room, sooner rather than later.They were running out of time. But what happens now?“Wing
it,” he’d said.Nick kicked the bodyguard at his feet into some semblance of consciousness and
he, along with the one walking a little more gingerly thanks to Laura, stumbled over and hovered
around the small table where Cowan still sat. The only one uninjured was the one who’d held the
small boy. His lips were drawn tight. A mixture of confusion and anguish was splayed across his
face. Uninjured but not unaffected, Laura thought.The droning sirens were coming ever closer.
Several of them.“This one’s gonna be a little harder to explain,” she said to Nick.The last time
they’d been confronted by police was less than an hour ago, when Laura had sat in silent prayer
and confession with Jonathan Barron underneath the American River Bridge, when she’d had
her own child returned from a man also hell-bent on retribution. Jonathan. A confused man. A
broken man. A redeemed man.“Yup,” Nick agreed. He held the gun in his hand aloft, balanced by
his finger through the trigger guard. With his other hand, he expertly snapped the safety and
popped the magazine out, emptying the bullets into his hand. He stuffed them into his pocket
then cocked the last one out of the chamber, stuffing it in too.He held his hand out to Laura,
gesturing for the weapon Laura held to her chest. She started, as if waking from some horrid
dream, but gave it up willingly. Her relief was short-lived, though, as Nick took the gun from her
hands, only to give her the now empty gun from his own.Reluctantly she took it, holding it loosely
to her side while Nick repeated the unloading steps with the second weapon.She looked around
to the other men in the room. No one’s eyes but Cowan’s returned her gaze. The older man still
hadn’t risen from his seated position, though his feet were now firmly planted on the floor. He
was looking at the two of them. Laura couldn’t help but notice the slightest hint of a smile tugging
at the corners of his mouth. Without a word, he leaned back and rested his hands on his ample
stomach, knitting his fingers together. He seemed almost satisfied, though he had to know if he
stayed in this room the police would likely cart them all off for questioning, if not an out-and-out
arraignment.Nick pointed to the uninjured bodyguard.“C’mere,” he said.As the man stepped
forward, Nick threw him the gun he’d just emptied. The man bobbled it a few times before
grasping it firmly by the chamber with both hands.Laura followed suit, throwing her own bullet-
free gun to the guy closest to her, who dropped it but eventually managed to pick it back up,
wincing and groaning with the effort of having to bend all the way down and back up again.
Blood seeped from the corner of his mouth where he’d apparently bitten his tongue when Laura
kneed him in the jaw. As he rose, he seemed to be standing a bit more pigeon-toed as
well.Laura bit back a satisfied smile.“This isn’t over, you know,” Cowan growled. “What you have
is Cowan property. It’s mine, and I will have it back.”Laura adopted a page from Nick’s taunting
handbook, tsk-ing and rolling her eyes. “What is it with guys and not being able to take ‘no’ for an
answer?” she asked as she backed out the door.The sirens continued to wail, and they could
hear the growl of engines coming up the freeway off-ramp.Nick joined her on the outer walkway,



nudging her as he raised his chin in the direction of the coming police cars.“That’s our cue,” he
said.He turned back and stuck his head inside the doorway.“I’m sure you’ll know where to find
us,” he said. Then he stepped back out again, closing the door behind him.They looked left and
right then turned, away from the approaching sirens, and silently ran to the far side of the motel,
around the corner and down the back steps, shielded from sight by the length of the windowless
south wall of the building. They heard the sirens reach a crescendo, pause, then die off. They
heard the roar of engines, the crunch of tires, the slam of doors, losing count after six or
seven.They walked at an angle, away from the motel, their backs to the action, calmly, slowly, as
if they were just another couple of tourists on their way to a late lunch at the truck stop restaurant
across the street. They heard a motel door wrench open in the growing distance, high above and
to their right. Then they heard what sounded like an army’s worth of guns cock, and a clamor of
yelling voices.“Hold it!”“Stop!”“Freeze! Sac County Sheriff!”“Drop the guns!”Oh, she thought,
that’s not gonna end well. And she could no longer suppress her smile.Nick caught her
look.“Don’t gloat,” he reprimanded, though when Laura glanced at him he snickered, shaking his
head, a dawning grin of satisfaction and relief spreading across his own face.She elbowed him
in the ribs. “‘Wing it,’ you said.”“Hey,” he answered, “it worked, didn’t it?”“Did it?” she asked.Then
reality hit her, striking her with the brute force of both uncertainty and foreboding, and though
neither of them broke stride, she grabbed his arm, looking at him intently.“Did it?” she asked,
repeating the question with a renewed sense of urgency and sincerity.Nick breathed heavily,
blinking his eyes as if clearing away dust or an unwanted image, working his jaw as if trying to
grind up a decision for easier digestion.Yet he remained silent, both of them apparently replaying
Cowan’s last words over and over in their minds.“This isn’t over, you know! What you have is
Cowan property. It’s mine, and I will have it back.”This isn’t over…Laura shuddered. What she’d
gone through with Jonathan earlier now seemed like a mere brushfire compared to the raging
inferno they’d just stepped into—the hellfire that was the wrath of R.J. Cowan, king of a media
empire, father of a deceased son. A man of endless means, whose makeup seemed to be a
consistent and dangerous combination of nothing more than smug self-confidence, heady
insolence, and an infinite depth of corruption.No. Indeed, this was far from over. About that
Cowan was right, and they both knew it.To “wing it” wouldn’t work for them again. Three I hear
the sound of my thumb against my finger as I move it.I feel the sharp edges of dust on the floor
against my bare feet as I spin.I hear only my own voices and see my own visions when I cup my
ears or shut my eyes.All of these are as comforting and welcoming to me as the silence of a still
room is to you.And yet, I have never experienced the silence of a still room.To me, the tick of a
settling wall is a thunderclap. The sound of the air through a heating duct is a jet engine. The
waves of light from a fluorescent tube are a glaring sun.Why do I fidget? Why do I stim?Because
there are six vents in this room, and I hear them all.Because there are fourteen fluorescent lights
in this room, there are four tubes in each light, and I see them all.Six oceans. Fifty-six
suns.There is no filter.Why do I not hear you say, “Don’t do that”? Or, “Settle down”? Or, “Stop”?
Why do I close my eyes when you talk? Why do I cover my ears?It’s not that I am ignoring you.



It’s not that I am trying to be rude.It’s because if I heard you, I would also hear the oceans. If I
saw you, I would also see the suns.Though, sometimes I do hear you. Sometimes I do see
you.When you say my name.Then your voice is like a magnet pointing all of my senses in one
direction. Then I can see you. Then I can hear you. Even if only for a moment, you are
there. ~~~~~~ They weren’t there.In fact, she hadn’t seen them since they had driven out of the
American River underpass following their encounter with Jonathan.She watched as Nick and
Laura crossed the road, heading to the motel. When they finally disappeared behind the motel’s
office, Kaitlynn trudged her way toward the truck stop’s restaurant and then stopped with a
sudden awareness that spread from the pit of her stomach and through her heart, wrenching
free a confusion of emotions before settling in the forefront of her mind.She realized she was
alone. They weren’t there.Not just absent of her two friends.Her spirit was empty. Her soul was
thirsty, as if in a drought.She felt alone.For days now, she’d been able to see into an entirely new
world, a world that would bedazzle the imagination, a world that would rival the strangest acid
trips. Her eyes, her heart, her soul, had been allowed a glimpse into the spirit world. She’d
crossed over, spanned the gap, with one foot planted firmly in reality and one foot wading into
the depths of an entirely new dimension.And she’d been welcomed. Mostly.Philos had been a
guide, a friend, a confidante.Suriyan had been the stoic but impassioned leader.Serana was a
female angel, her angel, or so it seemed.Then there had been Eirin, full of impetuous ambition. It
was Eirin who had slain the demon, Chance. It was Eirin who had pleaded the case of might
against reason and words in the battle for spiritual supremacy. It was Eirin who had then turned,
with self-righteous determination on his own friends, ultimately, on the entire heavenly host.
Eirin, who had turned from all that beheld promise and hope, to Resha, a demon unlike anything
Kaitlynn had ever seen before or wished to see again.She shuddered away the frightening
images and turned her thoughts back to the heavenly beings she called friends.
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