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MY NAME IS SAVED





Chapter 1


Mama says I am not a boy and am not a girl. She says, ‘Saved, you are a gift from God and you are my child.’ Then mama hugs me tight to her soft contours as if she wishes to mold me to her. Mama doesn’t understand; she doesn’t see the way others sneak a snicker, or announce a whisper. No, Mama doesn’t understand, God forgot to make me usual.



Chapter 2


Long vines hang from trees that rise to the yellow sky. Water trickles along the cracks creating a sound of tranquil possibilities. Animals roam freely over the array of multicolored rock fields that make up the wilds of Garden Home.
Sitting on a large rock I watch the water crash into the power wheel below. It spins and the twelve stone houses and the small village along the river bank become alive with electricity.
Fields of flowers followed by large mountains separate the three villages. Each village is responsible for harvesting specific grains and vegetables that grow in the walls of the darkest corners. On this morning the people I see arriving from over the rock formation do not come for trade, not today, families arrive for the marriage ceremonies and celebrations of all eighteen year olds.
Blue rocks form a path across the river. I hop on them as silently as I can, attempting not to disturb my parents. Our blue and black stone house sits on the side of the rushing water. I race past the stone walking path and run into the high grass. My chest heaves with life, my legs rotate with meaning. I breathe freely and keep running. Then I stop and crouch low, Trit, my white tigress friend, slinks through the grass, her back is raised on high alert. Her attention isn’t on me, but any sudden movement and she might mistake me for breakfast. Trit’s strong muscles dance to an unconscious rhythm. She crouches, I inhale, in a blink, she pounces; I exhale, perfection. Trit snaps the neck of the startled deer and down it goes.
The bushes rustle and her four white cubs appear fighting each other for the first bite of Trit’s kill. I move to the pond separating us, sit on one of the rocks, and watch them survive. A quick wave of pain pulses my veins. I’ll never give my tainted blood to another; no children will ever come from me.
My hand with no color rises to sight, and then I drop it and let the rippling water reveal my sin. My eyes are a brilliant lavender shade, my shoulder length hair has no color, my skin is white, but even that is being nice.
A splash draws me away from the trail of brimming tears. Trit is walking towards me with blood splatter all over her muzzle. She greets me with a rub of her body, and in a moment of absolute surrender I latch my arms around her neck and burry my face into her fur. Her aroma of copper blood and fresh turned earth pull me slowly from the brink of despair.
“Saved?” I hear my name, but I don’t move. Why should I go back to the village? Everyone hates me except Mama, but she has to love me. It’s in the bible. “Saved?” Mama calls again. I ignore her, I am eighteen now, the law says I do as I please. I don’t have to participate in the mating ceremony, it’s not like anyone wants to spend the rest of their days with me anyway. Trit pulls away and nudges my chin. She’s the only one that truly loves me; she’s the only one besides Mama that can even stand to touch me. Not even God touches me, and he created me. “Saved?” Mama’s honey brown figure pushes through the thick bushes. She puts her hand on her hip and shakes her head. Her hazel eyes blaze with anger and her chest rises against repression. Mama is wearing her favorite silk sheer turquoise dress with a lighter shaded shawl. “Did you not hear me calling you Saved?” She asks.
Trit walks away, leaving me to fend off the angry woman on my own. “Sorry Mama,” I say standing up and hopping over to her.
Mama swats me on the arm. I rub it and try for a smile. “Sorry, isn’t going to work.” She captures my eyes with hers and holds onto them. “You are beautiful, Saved. I want you to know that. You are my beautiful baby all grown up.” She shakes my shoulders. Her repetitious words never quite hit home; maybe if she wasn’t the only one uttering them, then I might believe her. “Forget the words of the villagers. You are God’s creation and therefore perfect.” Inside I tremble, but I make sure it is below physical perception so she can remain in the fog of her beliefs. Mama wraps her arm around my shoulder. At equal height she leans her head into mine and we head home. “Have you come to a decision?” All I want is to have Trit hold me again. Or maybe a gator from the swamps can drag the fist size pump from my chest. Yeah, that will work great, that will save me from answering her question. She shakes me. “Saved?”
I run a hand over my face. Why must I choose my gender? Why can’t everyone just accept that I am both? Mama’s eager face along with the memories of her grace wars inside of me. “I want a wife,” I say. My head lulls, I want a husband, I want a wife, I want a husband, I want a wife. My God, I have no idea, at all what I want. She needs an answer, so I give her desperation. God, dear God, what have you done to me?
Mama hugs me and a skip forms in her step. “I always thought you favored the fairer sex,” she hurries us over the dead log and through the flowered bushes. “Your chest is so small, and you’re too strong for a man to be at your side.” We pass the swing Papa made for me when I could barely walk. “You’ll be a good husband, you’ll see.” Mama squeezes me tighter. “My boy, my baby boy all grown up, and about to begin his own family.” Mama directs us into the two bedroom home and pushes me towards my room. “Get dressed in the trousers and silk top. Please tie your hair into a ponytail.”
My feet drag the rest of me inside my room. I freeze when I see Papa’s long dark face hunched over in a chair. He’s staring at the clothing on my bed. “What did you choose?” He asks.
“I want a wife,” I say, not looking into his eyes. Papa stands up and pushes his blue silk shirt into his white suit jacket and nearly hits his head on the ceiling. His massive hands snatch my favorite dress off of the bed.
“God has spoken, son,” he says. He pulls me into a hug that I cannot return, and then he exits leaving me more than hollow. I touch my arms, I touch my chest, and I relish the lingering feelings of being held. It’s so foreign; Papa’s never hugged me before.
Like the robots on the screen, I mechanically pull on the white trousers and blue silk shirt. My hands tie my hair back. There is no need to look in the mirror I already know it will show a highly unusual human being. So I walk out to Mama’s smile and Papa’s sight and hope, no pray, that I can be the man they dream of; even though I am not a man.
* * *
Voices reach us as we near the village. We round the tree and step into the heated light emitting from the tiny glowing insects on the ceiling. The village square has a wooden stage in the center with six girls and five boys standing on it. The small area is littered with the one hundred and twelve inhabitants of Garden Home standing shoulder to shoulder. Complexions of pale to shades of dark brown compile our home.
Someone shouts. “That creature is a sin to our children.” A resounding agreement from the crowd pierces me. I knew I should have stayed with Trit.
Papa stops, and I shrink into Mama’s side. “Saved.” Papa pauses, knowing that they are referring to me. “Saved is God’s creation.”
“No, the monster is a child of the fallen and should return to the hell on Earth they have created. The child is not natural.” Breathing is not so easy anymore. I want to get angry and shout I’m human, but my belief is buried underneath layers of swirling doubts. For years they have chanted against my body and soul, maybe there is truth in their words; maybe I am a mistake.
Papa turns slowly in a circle in an attempt to catch all eyes. “God speaks through me; it is his command that I keep order in this land.” Papa points at me. “Saved is my son. He is a God fearing man, and every bit as capable as your own children to continue God’s plan.” Papa puts a large hand on my shoulder and squeezes it before he walks to the stairs that will lead him to his podium. My stomach plummets as the villagers continue to glare at me. They know I’m not a man, Papa isn’t fooling anyone.
Mama smiles at the people in the square and directs me to the stage where the other eighteen year olds are waiting to choose their mates. Mama pushes me up the stairs then turns around to face us with the rest of the awaiting parents. Out of the eleven teens on the stage I know only a single girl, Naturi. She is the third girl in line with long blonde hair and blue eyes; I nod, she looks away, so I keep walking. She’s never spoken to me before, why do I think today would be any different?
The moment I reach the row of boys they all shift a few feet away from me. One of them whispers, “Go home, E.T.” I make myself numb and look into oblivion. This is God’s will, I remind myself.
Papa holds fast to his bible and mounts the platform in the center of the stage. It raises high off the ground so Papa can connect with God and recite his instructions. His white iridescent smile placates the crowd and the murmurs cease. Still my heart roars. I’m sure everyone can hear it, if not feel it’s fear.
“People of Garden Home, raise your eyes on high and give thanks to the Lord Almighty for delivering us from deaths door for yet another year so that we may continue to repent for the sins of the past,” Papa says. The crowd worships the yellow lantern ceiling before returning their focus back to Papa. “Thank you Jesus for your forgiveness and love,” Papa begins. “Today marks the twenty second year after the Great Fall.” He waves his arm in our direction. “Today our children are no longer children, but soon to be parents of their own. Today we say good bye to the years of ownership and send our children out into the vast underworld to multiply God’s kingdom. His wrath has been heard, and we without a doubt will remain in full trepidation of his might.” Mama strolls up the stairs with grace as Papa presses on with his sermon. “As God commands it we shall commit, for we of Garden Home vow never to stray from his word again.”
The crowd yelps an Amen. Mama picks up the bag with all of our names in it and stops in front of a tall brown boy with short black hair at the head of the line. God chooses who we marry.
The boy sticks his hand in the hat, and pulls out a name. A smile spreads across his face. “Tinsel,” he says. A tiny girl no larger than my pinky beams and runs into his waiting arms.
Mama moves to the girl’s side. The girl with curly brown locks puts her hand in the hat. “Vecter,” she says. Again the both of them embrace like they’ve been planning this the whole time. Two more pull, cheers and cries sound as no complaints arise.
Naturi reaches in and her face freezes. I know the moment has arrived; the moment that I hoped would never occur has just revved its head. “Saved,” she says. All the color drains from her face. Her hand shakes and the paper falls to the floor. A commotion in the crowd distracts my failed heartbeat. Her father is racing towards the stage, his eyes are wild and he’s screaming something incoherent. I spin around and look at Naturi. She’s staring into space, her eyes are full white, she vibrates then crashes to the floor. Life is gone; life she should have cherished is gone. Her father scrambles onto the podium and pulls her into his arms. She’s so tranquil now, nothing burdens her anymore.
More cries deafen as Mama reveals the white poisonous flower in each one of their hands. There’s only one person who knows where that grows. I look up at Papa, but his eyes remain in his bible. Why would he do this to me? I stagger, my wife is dead. Garden Home only allows one spouse for all of existence. No one had any attention of being mine. They chose the ultimate sin to a life with me.
My head can’t stop swiveling. This is wrong, my life is wrong. I cause nothing but contaminated pain. I stand for nothing other than a reminder of what not to do. I back away, legs moving without thought, I run. I run from their eyes, from their shouts, and from their invisible daggers. Up, up through the cracks in the rocks, over the sharp protrusions and through the dense cloud of poisonous fog.
Before the black mist welcomes me a hand sucks me back into the unblemished air. I gasp, and clutch familiarity and devotion. Neither one of them understands, neither one of them feels the consistent pin pricks, nor comprehend finality.
I pull away from Mama. “Saved!” She wipes away the warm salty tears streaming down my face. “God loves you, I love you. What Naturi did is not your fault; it is her sin and her sin alone.” Mama’s so blind, this is Papa’s doing.
Our hands clasp one another, but I move towards the unknown. “God doesn’t exist, Mamma,” I say using my other hand to point outside of the caves. “God died with everyone else.” He died with the people that gave me life; the people who birthed a monstrosity.
She matches each one of my back pedals. “He gave me you.”
I shake my head, grab a bunch of leaves and smash them to her face. They squeeze around her nose and mouth, sucking the poison away. She stalks me as I step out into the black smog. The air is thicker but it doesn’t harm me. This is where I belong. “You said God is love, all I see is hate.”
“God is love, Saved. It’s people who are hate.” She muffles through the leaves. “Come back, love, come back to me.” It’s people that I see and hear every day.
My foot steps into the two person boat. I gaze upon the woman who gave me everything, but protection from other’s vicious deeds. “It hurts Mama, everyday it hurts to be left out because I was born.” I rub my heart. “It hurts.” The leg that remains on the ground slowly swings into the boat. I place my hand on the screen, the back of the boat turns the water and it pulls me away from my Mama. It hurts not to be loved.
Mama’s breathing leaves begin to wilt, and she coughs. “Be safe my child, I hope you find whatever you are looking for.” She hurries back into the safety of clean air just as the ground shakes and rocks cover the cave opening. My pulse quickens, the quakes are getting worse. There is nothing I can do from this side, or anything I truly want to do. So I continue into the sea with nowhere to go, and no reason to live.
Eighteen years ago Mama found me lying in a boat wrapped in a blanket; she said I changed her life. Papa said God makes no mistakes. It took me this long to realize that Papa means I am not one of God’s children. If God created all life on Earth, how did he forget about me?



Chapter 3


I lie in the bottom of the boat curled into a closed fetal position. If I don’t look then I can’t see the last minutes of my life washing away. If I don’t move then I can’t feel the end. These have been my only thoughts for the last day or maybe it’s been two or three.
Thirst grinds against dry organs, and hunger sucks at whatever it can to abate its neglect. None of this matter, none of this will even be a stray thought. Soon it’ll be over and the last mistake on earth will cease to exist. Too bad I never found my love.
Mama’s sharp features pop into my memory. She always found something to smile about. Mama, I think, she never did give up on me. Not even when the adults, her fallers, locked me inside a hollow tree. She searched and searched never resting, never eating until she found a cloth that an adult had left behind by the bark of the tree. There I was almost beyond death, but she nursed me back to health, she poured every ounce of her strength into me so that I can live. And this is how I repay her, by giving up? A small prick punctures my chest. The woman who walked out into the quickest poison without the aid of the leaves, because she had a dream; nearly died to give me course, and this is how I repay her?
Why didn’t I ever tell her it was Papa who locked me in the tree while we were hunting? Why didn’t I tell her it was Papa who filled the villagers head with disgust for me? Why didn’t I ever say one bad thing about Papa to her?
Mama loves him, that’s why. When they’re together she shines. The time he tried to force me to choose my gender was the saddest she’s ever been. Most days she wouldn’t even talk to me or look at me. Mama loves him, I couldn’t destroy that. She loves me too and she wouldn’t want me to quit fighting.
It’s a good thing Mama isn’t here to witness me shrivel. My motivation has come a little too late. Not a single limb wishes to move at the moment. My body only sees dying. But Mama’s lovely face and her easy smile keep me company through the turbulent black waters.
Warmth touches my hand, it close my eyes, and caresses my body. I gladly fall into it.
“Saved?” A voice like Mama’s speaks into my ear. “Saved? Wake up, honey.” A hand pushes my hair out of my face. Mama used to do that. “Open your eyes Saved. It’s time to get up.”
I push the hand away and turn from the voice. “Five more minutes, Mama.”
The soft caress spreads down my back. “No more minutes Saved.” Mama lifts me up until I’m sitting. I open my eyes slowly. Mama’s sitting there with her hair spun in a bun. A pen is sticking out of one side and a stirring spoon in the other. She’s been writing and cooking at the same time again.
I pull the spoon out of her head like I always do, and lick the icing. “Hmm, cake for breakfast.” Mama laughs, and I join in.”
“I love you, my child.”
“Love you too, Mama,” I say and hug her. She pulls away. She places her hands on my shoulders.
“I see how much the words of the villagers hurt you Saved. And I wish I could do something to make it better for you.” I open my mouth to say something but she puts a finger to my lips. “It’s not okay, Saved. What they do to you is not okay. I want you to know that God creates everyone for a reason.” Mama puts her hands in mine now. “I know it may be hard to see now, but one day, Saved, you will know God’s plan.” Mama runs her hand through my hair and walks to the door. “Now get up.”
We both laugh.
My heartbeat slows; I can feel it thump less and less. But Mama’s presence holds me. Her beliefs swarm like the loving intentions they are. The lights go out, the last breaths release, and I gently begin termination. As everything shuts down, words with no meaning or precedence repeat in my head, until consciousness depletes.


Feed me and you shall be fed thrice fold

Love me and you shall never go unloved

Live for me and you shall never wander







Chapter 4


A cool wetness awakes me. “Mama?” I call out before my eyes fully focus on the man with black hair and oval eyes. My adrenaline rushes and I shoot away from him and run into someone else. Then I realize there are at least forty people of the same lightly tan complexion as the man I awoke to; each one of them gawking at me. “Who are you?” I move back to the metal table. “What do you want?” The walls are gray and solid as the table I woke up on. Flames on sticks light the remainder of the room. Four more metal tables host the staring people. Two large sinks sit against one wall. While another wall is filled with long two door red cabinets.
Someone has dressed me in tight silver and black pants and top. I run my hands along the smooth silk like fabric.
A woman wearing a long green robe leans heavily on a sculpted wood stick. She moves lethargically towards me. “We wish only to help you child.” She lowers hers rickety bones onto my bed. “We have believed for many years that we are the only survivors of the purge. You are a sight for sore eyes.” She touches my arm without flinching. No frowns bend her features. She traces the length of my arm with her hand as if she doesn’t quite believe I am real. I can’t believe she’s touching me.
“Where are we?” I ask her.
“You are in the bunkers of what’s left of Asia,” a younger man says. I turn towards him. “The air testers found you three days ago, near death,” the man says and steps forward. “How do you breathe without assistance?” Could this be the place that sent me away?
I shrug my shoulders. “Mama says I was born in the pollution, so it doesn’t harm me.” The room stirs but I can’t understand what the others are saying. They speak in a strange tongue. “Eighteen years ago I was found in a capsized boat on the lands of what was once known as Europe. Did I come from here?”
The crowd speaks softly to one another. “No, everyone is accounted for,” the man says. I rub my head. I guess it isn’t really all that important. The simple fact that I am alive is a small miracle. Now I have a chance to fight for life, like Mama always wanted me to do.
“Thank you for helping me get well,” I say to the room. “I hope it wasn’t too much trouble.”
“It was and is no trouble at all,” the old woman says. “It’s not every day that the Universe answers our questions.” The Universe? What is the Universe? “You may stay as long as you like.” The old woman creaks to her feet. The people in the room hurry to her side. She waves them off. “Do not fuss over me; I am very capable of seeing myself out of the room.” She begins walking towards the door, and then stops. “Forgive my manners, how easy I forget that you do not know me. My name is Seer.” Really? Is she pulling my leg?
Apparently not, her face remains the same. So I walk over to her and hold out my hand. “Saved,” I say.
“Ah, of course it is. Come and see me when you are all settled in.” The woman says before departing the room. After a few curious stares the room finally clears out aside from the first man I saw. He leans against the wall intensely gazing at me. My skin begins to crawl like it does when someone is making me aware of my difference. It was kind of the woman to invite me to stay, but I don’t want a repeat existence.
“Can you show me to my boat please?” I ask him. Garden Home may not want me, but Mama does, that is going to have to be enough.
The man pushes off the wall. His white coat is open showcasing black pants and a white shirt. He stalks me as I move back. “You’re an amazing find,” he says, while cornering me. “An albino intersex human that has the ability to survive the surface poison is just insane; yet here I am, trying to sift through my medical brain for some logical explanation.”
He’s so close to my eyes that my bladder begins to tremble in fear. Does he want to eat me? “Mama’s says God created me, but Papa doesn’t think so. So I don’t know. But in Garden Home, there is a woman, Bethany, who says the atmosphere is just turned upside down. Something about oxygen thrives underground now, and the harmful gases from the core of the earth thrive up top. I don’t know anything else.”
The man looks at me, then immediately backs away. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you. I haven’t seen anything this bizarre in a long time. I got a little carried away.”
Bizarre, that’s a new one. Or maybe no one ever said it to my face before. “Can you show me to my boat, please?” I ask him while clenching my fist.
He holds both of his hands up in a show of surrender. “Hey, relax. I didn’t mean to insinuate anything negative. There’s absolutely nothing wrong with you. You’re healthier than the people living in Horizon.” He steps closer to me. “I’m truly sorry, Saved.” His eyes are what convince me to simmer. I release my fists. The man holds out his hand. “I’m Dr. Nu. If you still want to go after I show you around, then I’ll take you to your boat.”
Dr. Nu didn’t come out and say I’m normal, but it was close enough. Besides Mama, he is the only one who has come close to saying I’m magnificent. Garden Home isn’t going anywhere. “That would be nice, thank you.”
Dr. Nu claps his hands. “Yes! Now I can pick your brain. You’re such an interesting person.” He puts his hands on my shoulders and steers me into the candlelit hallway. “Don’t hesitate to interrupt me and ask any questions you might have”
There is one thing I want to know. So I ask him before he begins. “What is the Universe?”
He emits a deep smile. “That my friend is the reason you are so glorious. Allow me to show you what we believe to be the truth.” Dr. Nu has me in the palm of his hands.



Chapter 5


Dr. Nu opens the sliding doors to the metal village. What I see is enough to make my brain stall. We walk down the center of endless mounds of rolled dirt. Two separate mounds on each side.
“What is that?” I ask.
“Before the purge, this is how we grew our food.” He lowers his head. “We maintain our fields and all nature in hopes the Universe will reward us with vegetation.
People are using a flat shaped tool attached to a pole to stir the dirt around. Others are digging holes in the ground and placing plants into them. They wilt as soon as the earth closes around them. Food no longer comes from the ground, but the walls. They must know this or they wouldn’t be alive, right?
Dr. Nu continues walking in his fields, nodding every so often at the people turning the dirt. “You are a westerner, correct?” I nod my head. “You are of the belief of God, correct?” I say nothing to this but follow along. “Well in the east we never gave credence to such feeble talk. Here everything is what you call God.” What? I thought listening intently. “I can see that I have lost you.” Dr. Nu stops in front of a small house with dirt where grass usually thrives. He opens the gate indicating I should walk in. “This is my home, I will explain more over a cup of hot tea.”
Inside his kitchen sits a table and a small stove on the counter. There is no refrigerator, or cooking appliances. What in the world do they eat here? Dr. Nu places a cup in front of me and a napkin with a small brown substance that is the length of my fingernail. I pick it up and sniff it. It smells like decayed food. I put it down and sip my tea. “What is that?”
“It’s food, the exact amount of nutrients your body needs,” Dr Nu says pointing at mine. “We pumped you full of this stuff while you were out, but you’re body’s still recovering.”
“Do you not have regular food here? Like fruit and vegetables, and grains,” I ask him. I could really go for Mama’s sweet potatoes and greens, with hot chili puree.
“You saw the fields. The ground isn’t fertile yet. The pills are all we have.”
They really don’t know. “Food grows in the walls, not the ground.”
Dr. Nu stares. “Really?” I nod my head. “Are you sure?”
“Yes, I’m the fastest picker in Garden Home.” No wonder his hair is sticking out at odd angles, and his eyes are always moving. He’s half crazy. Food is more than nourishment, it’s spiritual.
“Can you show me?” He asks.
I shrug. “Sure. Then will you tell me about the Universe?”
Dr. Nu slaps himself in the head. “Right, the Universe.” He pushes his chair closer to mine. “It’s simple. You have the earth, which is solid. You can touch it, feel it, and hold it if you want to. Then there’s the Universe. It’s like air, you can’t see it but you know it’s all around you. The whole of reality is made up of this solid and gaseous relationship.” I sip my cup of tea and watch his hands draw invisible pictures in the air. “Each entity whether it is living or not is made up of Earth, the body; and Universe, the chi, or energy inside.” Dr. Nu pats his chest. “There is only one Universe, and one Earth, therefore everything and everyone is cut from the same cloth. When the Universe needs to repair damage in its home, it breathes energy into Mother Earth creating a servant to heal it. These bodies hold the energy, it is a purposeful energy that directs our physical actions, and it is only energy that can communicate with the Universe.” Dr. Nu shakes his head. “We are for love and about love. The westerners destroyed our world because they placed pleasures of the flesh over the will of the Universe.”
Sparks were igniting inside my being. His words did not fully settle into home, but they were building a feeling of okay, of maybe, and of something that I might not have a choice in believing in. His words of love are warmth, but I have to ask. “The bible has helped my people survive; its way of living gives them a sense of right and wrong. How does the Universe do that for you?”
Dr. Nu smiles at me. “What is love to you?”
I know, but I think over it for a second. “It’s an unconditional respect of others, including animals.”
“And what is love of the bible?” He asks me.
“It is conditional. You receive it only if you follow its law to the letter.”
“Precisely,” he shakes his head fervently. “It is inherent within us to know that we must lead with love, with our chi.” He smiles. “It is a known fact that if you love something or someone you wish only to see them prevail.” He’s right; I would never want harm to befall any of the people in Garden Home. I only want them to accept me. “If you do not adhere to the voice or the words of the Universe, you will still return to the Universe when you die, but you will suffer greatly on this Earth.” There might be some truth to his words. I have been suffering since I entered this world. “That is when focus of pleasuring the flesh begins to cloud the window of your chi.”
Each syllable rings a tune that mirrors a natural melody. Still, God is something that is not easily replaced. “If the Universe sends people to repair damage, and gives each entity a purpose, or task to fulfill. Did this same energy not create the disciples to write the bible, and send Jesus to save our souls? Are they not children of the Universe?”
Dr. Nu rocks in his chair like a child. His eyes sparkle with joy. “You are a smart one,” he says. “Do you see my hand?”
“Yes.”
“This is merely flesh, skin, and bone derived from the very ground you stand on.”
He pinches me. I smack his hand away and rub the sore area. “What was that for?”
“That hurts, right?” I nod my head. “You don’t want that to happen again, right?” Again I nod my head. “How are you going to prevent that?”
“By moving away from you or watching you closely.”
“Exactly, your brain is telling you that your body is in danger. It tells you when you’re cold, hungry, happy, sad, and a host of other emotions. You’ve been designed to keep your vessel alive long enough to complete your task.” I run my hands over my face, what does this have to do with my question? “Food, shelter, and clothing are the essential entities that you need to maintain the physical health of your body.” Dr. Nu raises another finger. “Love and Laughter are necessities for the health of the chi.” He sits back. “That’s it; those are all the things you need in this life.”
Finally I just ask him. “The bible?”
“Patience is a virtue my friend.” So is honor, and that word has several different definitions. One of them most likely will praise me for imprisoning him for wasting my time. “Someone came along and decided that rocks and minerals are to die for. Objects, contraptions, and resources were feigned over. Wealth of paper became the definition of a meaningful life.” Dr. Nu waves his hands in the air. “There were so many unnecessary things that people desire because it gave them a false sense of security or eased their pain; even if it was only temporary.”
“The bible?” I say again. Why is he avoiding my question?
“Tell me Saved. How have people treated you? We’re they nice, mean, loving?”
I look away from him. “They were mean.”
“How did that make you feel?” How does he think it made me feel? My fists are beginning to clench again. “Ah, not so good I imagine. Now what if you had the opportunity to make all of those people fall at your feet? How would that make you feel?”
My hands relax. “It’ll be nice, I suppose.”
“Would you let that go?”
“No, I would find a way to make them love me for all time.” It dawned on me, I would. If I could go back to Garden Home and change everyone’s view so that they welcomed me, I would never let the magic go.
“Why?”
“It hurts to be rejected.”
“It hurts,” Dr. Nu repeats. “You’re right; it hurts to be at the bottom. It’s demeaning to be stepped on. To be singled out because of nature’s decision. No it doesn’t feel good to be the second fiddle.” Dr. Nu leans in. “But to have a bottom you must have a top. Someone, a person of the flesh had to create the standard. I’m willing to bet they would agree with you.” Dr. Nu crosses his arms over his chest. “So what did they do to keep the reigns? They created fears, set bars so high no one but them could reach; they created conflict and chaos. All for the simple notion of control and power, so they wouldn’t ever have to feel rejected again.” Dr. Nu holds up his hand before I can say anything. “Religions such as the bible were created as one of the fear tactics to keep people in line, then it became a notion for war. My religion is right, your religion is wrong so we’re going to fight to the death.” Dr. Nu shakes his head. “It was all so ridiculous.”
“The bible reduces acting out of desires. What are you talking about?” I ask.
Dr. Nu sighs. “The bible preaches hate and intolerance of anything different from it. Now instead of five or six well trained soldiers, now you have a whole nation of people ready to lay down their lives for something that is simply not true. You have security in every building waiting to assault any questioning heart. But most importantly they spend their lives devoting their time to someone else’s cause, and their tasks set by the Universe goes untouched. The result is societies living in bunkers with no end in sight. That is the crime and the success of the bible.” Dr. Nu waves his hand again.
If I hadn’t spent eighteen years living his words, I would call him a sinner. The people that live the Gospel preach love, but dish out hate. The bible being created as a way to control people is a little too farfetched for me to grasp. Mama is the best person I know and she loves Jesus with all her heart. Then again she did force me to choose whether to be male or female, just so I won’t sin in bed. If she is unaware of the truths, does it make her a bad person for causing me pain?
The Universe is a concept I have never heard of before. Its magnitude sounds eerie, but the light that appears in the man’s eyes when he speaks of it is so pure that it almost touches me. “May I stay, and learn from you?” I ask. What if the voice in my dream is this Universe and it is speaking to me? I don’t want to disregard my purpose. The notion in itself pumps my blood.
“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” Dr. Nu slaps me on the back. “Glad I can open your mind to the truth.” There are many truths in the world. Whether this is one is yet to be seen, but I’m open, I’m willing to let that voice drive my choice. Isn’t that what it comes down too, choice?
“If you still want me to, I’ll show you how to harvest the food now.” I smile as he rubs his belly. “Just show me your darkest area.” It’s the least I can do to repay him for showing me such kindness.
Dr. Nu pops up. “Yes! Right this way my friend.” He steers me to the door. “There is one thing I meant to ask. Do you identify as a boy or girl?” I freeze. “Hey, it doesn’t make a difference, I am only asking so I don’t insult you.”
Really? Maybe I should stop overreacting and allow Dr. Nu and his people a chance to show me who they are. This is not Garden Home, I have to remember that. “I am both a boy and a girl; it is how I was born.”
Dr. Nu pats me on the back and nods his head. “Good for you, Saved.” We walk out into the newness of acceptance, and into the incubation of a possibly deeper more fulfilling meaning. Mama was right again. I was looking for something, and I found it in love.



Chapter 6


After Dr. Nu asks another to cover for him, I follow him down to the lowest level. He stops on the last stair where a metal wall blocks our path. Of course they don’t know about the food, there is metal everywhere locking them in.
“This is the end,” he says. “No food, no nothing.”
“We need something to break through this material,” I say looking around. By the looks of it, we’re going to need a power drill the size of the wilds of Garden Home.
Dr. Nu looks around and then a light pops in his eyes. “There is one more level that is not covered in metal.” He pauses. “No one goes down there because of the poison.”
I shake my head. “It is amazing you all have survived this long. There are leaves that grow in the dirt that filter the air making it breathable,” I say. “It’s underground no one will be harmed.”
Dr. Nu walks around the side of the final step until we are completely under the stairs. He turns a barely noticeable nob and a hissing sounds before the door is opened completely. Dr. Nu jumps away. I look at his wide eyes and grab a hold of his hand. Together we descend the final two stairs.
Inside the room along two sides of the wall imbedded in dirt are large gold dials and gauges. Some of them are similar to Garden Home’s electrical water system, but bigger in size. A wall with nothing but large chest size leaves stretch as far as the eye can see. I’m guessing this is how they keep the air circulating.
I use my fingers and begin tearing at the dirt, one hand full at a time until my fingers hit a bulb. Slowly, for added affect I pull out the long circular green root that we call cani. I hand it to Dr. Nu; his eyes grow wide in surprise. Then I begin again and pull out a circular purple onion. Dr. Nu nearly falls to the floor with the vegetables in his hand. He opens his mouth and then closes it without uttering any sound. His face is so astonished that I can’t do anything but laugh.
“Saved. Perfect name.” I smile and watch him greedily devour the food. “We must tell the Seers.” He looks at the wall like this is the last time we will see it and we hurry back up the stairs. Dr. Nu’s glow heightens a feeling of glee within me. The instructions of feed me, cannot be this easy, but this feeling, which is alien, is so delicious I want more of it. Is this happiness?
* * *
The Seer and an older man in similar robe like silk, wave us into the small room. Dr. Nu can barely contain his excitement as he closes the sliding door. He falls to their feet and explains to them what he has just eaten. He places the untouched onion in her hand.
The woman looks up at me from her position on the floor. “This is from you child?” She asks.
“No mam, it is from the Earth, in my home this is what we eat,” I say to her. “We also have animals that sacrifice their lives so we may survive.”
“Meat? Real meat?” They all say in unison.
“Yes.”
Dr. Nu stands ups. “We must harvest the food from the walls, immediately.”
“We’ll need tools, preferably power tools,” I say.
“You have electricity?” Dr. Nu asks, practically drooling.
His astonishment makes me laugh. “Yes, the waterfalls power us. I can show you how to build one if you want.” All of Garden Home was scientifically generated by the European nations a long time ago. Aside from the food in the walls and leaves at the mouth of the cave, everything else is man-made.
The old man jumps up from the floor. “NO!” He shouts. “This is how it begins; this is how we eventually fall. New innovations, new discoveries, and then we can never stop. We become accustomed to easy without realizing what it is truly harming.” He drags closer and points a long finger in my face. “When you want more than you need, you will not succeed.” The man turns to Dr. Nu. “Our vessels are healthy, they want for nothing. This vegetation that you bring to us is an unnecessary distraction.” Now I am lost. Why would the Universe place itself in a body that requires these specific foods if it didn’t attend for the being to consume?
“But Seer,” Dr. Nu begs. “The Universe has spoken. If it didn’t want us to consume this gift, it wouldn’t have been revealed it.” Exactly.
“You have not reached the realm of the Universe yet,” the female seer says. “Therefore you are unable to decipher the true meaning of its actions. What will happen when it begins to run out? Fights will ensue and lives will be lost.” The woman raises her hand to the ceiling. “That is not the will of the Universe.”
I walk to Dr. Nu and help him up. “Once we harvest the food, we close the holes, and it grows again,” I say. “The food never runs out.”
“We appreciate the knowledge you have given us dear child. The Universe wishes us to wait.” The Seer turns her head to Dr. Nu. “That will be all.”
Dr. Nu bows his head. I stare at them wondering what crazy world I walked into, but this is their home and I am the guest. I won’t change what they believe in, even if electricity is amazing, and food makes me warm and fuzzy. Hopefully they will begin to see that it is okay, and not an evil desire.
“As you wish,” I say.
Dr. Nu and I leave their company in companionable silence. The spread of hope from earlier has diminished a little. Maybe I put too much into Dr. Nu’s talk to really take notice of what is going on. They too have an interrupter made of flesh. Who’s to say their words are right? I certainly don’t see how, but I said I will learn. Then and only then will I decide if this is to be my home or not. There is something to be said about remaining docile. No good will come from it, and I truly believe that.



Chapter 7


Two hours later I sit down with Dr. Nu and his family to a meal of nature’s food. Dr. Nu and his wife Naveen dig right into the shredded carrots, onions, and sliced Cani. His daughter Kintin who is my age, and son Purity who is a year older than us, stare at the food. Kintin’s black hair looks like the tip of it has been dipped in some form of red dye. It swings over her face and masks the confusion I glimpsed. Purity looks at his sister and together they pick up a piece of Cani, a naturally spicy green that sends a wave of flavors in my mouth. They bite a small part, chew, and before I know it they’re shoveling the food down their mouths.
I enjoy my carrots and onions and listen to their moans of pleasure. My stomach flutters with joy as I gauge the levels of excited chatter. I did this, for the first time, I put laughter in their voices and it isn’t at my expense. The feeling is so overwhelming that I put my food down and just smile.
A hand lands on my shoulder, I look up into Kintin’s deep soft brown eyes. She smiles so wide I wonder if it’ll ever end. “You’re amazing, Saved. Thank you,” she says.
My face pricks with heat. “I’m glad to help. But, seriously, it was all Dr. Nu,” I say pulling myself together, but what I can’t really grasp is the fact that she is still touching me.
She removes her hand, the space feels so bare, and continues eating her food. “I’m sure it was. Dad’s a little crazy.”
“Hey.” Dr. Nu smiles. “I can’t help it if I think the Seers are blind.”
They all laugh. “Don’t speak ill of our spiritual leaders, Nu,” his wife Naveen says. “They have saved many lives with their guidance.”
Dr. Nu winks at me. “You’re right, I’m sorry,” he says. “But I won’t apologize for having the opportunity to sit at the table with my family over a nice chewable, delicious meal. The Seers can put me in the ground for disobeying them if they want to, but they can’t change the fact that I’m the happiest man alive.”
“You should have been a writer, Dad,” Purity says. “Then someone other than us can endure you’re sappiness.” Dr. Nu smirks and tangles his son’s hair. They laugh and remain eating, I can’t help but join in, and listen as Dr. Nu, and Naveen tell of stories of extravagant meals. They speak of savory pieces of animals of the sea. Sugar, that sweetens, made delectable deserts. Dr. Nu loves noodles. And Naveen loves chicken in a sauce called bourbon.
Dr. Nu rubs his belly and pushes away from the table. “Alright friend and family, I have to at least get two hours of work in, before they report me.” Dr. Nu bends down and kisses Naveen. They stare into each other’s eyes for a moment. Then he heads to the door. “Love you guys, please stay out of trouble.”
“Bye Dad,” they both say as he walks out. As soon as the door is closed, Naveen removes our plates and flips the table over until a board appears. Half of the board is brown and the other half shows a very beautiful picture of part of a woman’s face.
Purity rushes to the cabinets and disappears inside. After a few seconds he pops out with a can the height of half of his arm, and sits down at the table.
“What’s this?” I ask as they look at it intensely.
“It’s a puzzle,” Naveen says. “I design them, and then we spend our days rebuilding it.”
“The seers don’t allow us to do anything but meditate, sing, or air dance. Sometimes we don’t want to do that, so we stay in and hang out,” Purity says.
“We can’t tell Dad, because he has a hard time keeping things to himself,” Kintin says.
“I love him to death, but he’s too much of a sharer,” Naveen says smiling.
“How does it work?” I ask them.
No one looks at me like I’m mad, or out of touch. They all begin to try and explain it to me at the same time. After everyone laughs, Naveen tells me all I have to do is match the pieces with their edges until the picture is finished.
Kintin takes ahold of my hand just as I begin to connect two pieces that might match. “Come on, we can do this later,” she says pulling me out of my chair. “I want to show you something.” Purity and Naveen never look up from the table as Kintin drags me out into the newly familiar world.
“Where are we going?” I ask her. We race out of the sliding doors, and head up the main spiral stairs.
“You’ll see. How long are you going to stay with us?” Kintin asks.
“I’m not sure yet,” I say, not telling her that I don’t really have a place to go.
“Are you a boy or a girl? Dad told me not to ask, but I want to know.”
Again I avert my gaze from her probing eyes. Is she mocking me? No, I turn my head and see softness and wonder. “I’m both.”
Kintin beams, takes my hand, and drags me through another sliding door. We enter and she crawls into a tunnel to reach the fire light on the other side. I look around while apprehension grips my chest. “Saved?” Kintin calls. I uncover my courage and crawl into the black hole. When I reach the end I stumble out.
We are in a room with glass windows on the ceiling placed in circles. All along the walls are drawings of islands, boats, clothing, and more. The array of curved lines suggests each drawing was created by a different hand. Kintin laughs in the corner as I walk around in wonder.
Blue skies, tall grass, water falls, animals swinging from trees, and more are depicted on the walls. “What is this?”
“Some are visions people see while meditating or dreaming,” she says. “Many of the air testers return from the surface swearing they saw an island with the clearest sky.” Kintin walks in a circle, her eyes stay on me. “The seers say they are hallucinating from the poison, but I think they’re telling the truth.” Kintin takes my hands. “Will you take me there?”
I nod my head without thinking. “If I come across an island, I’ll come back for you.” She squeals, jumps up and down, and then wraps her arms around my neck hugging me tight. She’s so soft and beautifully designed that my arms automatically enfold her. This I can get used to. Kintin draws her head back and our eyes lock. Her lips part. What I could do next I’ve only seen by spying.
“Kintin?” A deep voice pulls us out of our thrall and saves me from showcasing my amateur skills. Kintin jerks away from me and smooth’s her clothes down.
“Roark?” She says to the massive boy with sandy brown hair. He peddles over to her side. “Saved wanted to see the drawings of the island.” She laces her fingers into his. “He’s going to find it Roark, and he promised to take us there.” My stomach sinks. No, I promised to take her there. I move away from the boy’s glare, and from her masculine wishes. For a moment I thought she accepted me, but of course in the end I have to be either or.
Roark glares at me. “Are you trying to take my fiancé from me?”
I hold my hands up to the sides of my face in a show of innocence. “I wouldn’t dream of it.” My foot hits the opening to the wall. “I should be getting back now.” Something pushes me hard in the joint behind my knee, it buckles, and I fall onto my face.
“Roark, leave him alone,” Kintin cries out just as oversized hands pull me to my feet by my shoulders.
“It’s your first day so I’ll go easy on you,” Roark says. Another boy around his size comes into view laughing and egging his friend on. “I’m the leader around here. This is my turf.” He points to Kintin. “She’s my turf.” Roark turns around to smile at his friend and then throws a sloppy punch that I easily block. I knock his hand down and sock him in the kidney. He yelps and falls to the floor clutching his back. His friend runs towards me throwing his arms in a wild cycle, I push them out and execute a double open handed punch into his chest. He flies off his feet and lands on his back.
Kintin is standing there ogling. I nod at her and then duck out of the opening. Mama made it mandatory for every living being in Garden Home to learn how to protect God’s world. Mama says the flesh wishes superiority and devious tendencies. She says we do not walk that path, but we must defend our home. According to Dr. Nu, my body is my home, so I must defend it. Too bad Roark and his friend didn’t take the time to get to know me.
As I walk down the stairs back to the village. Purity leans on the wall thumping his hands to some form of beat.
“Roark, bothering you?” He asks when I get near. His muscular shoulders and slim waist are tantalizing in his black see through nit top, and black fitted pants. “I saw him and his sidekick head up there.”
“It’s nothing I can’t handle,” I say.
Purity grins. “Dad sent me to give you a quick tour before we call it a night,” he turns around. Brown eyes consume me. “That’s if you’re not too tired.”
“No.” I pause to look deeper. “After you.”
He descends the stairs. “Thanks for showing us where to find the food. That was cool of you.” We walk out into the opening. “No one will probably tell you this, but those pills suck.” He touches my hand and we stop. “When I say thanks, I really mean it. Thank you.”
“Sure.” I tremble. “I’m sorry you can’t use it.”
Purity shrugs. “Old people eventually die. Besides, Dad’s so sly that we’ll be eating real food every day.” We walk out of the stairway and back into the metal hallways that are lit with fire on sticks. I eagerly follow him hoping I finally found a friend.
* * *
We acknowledge the people walking down the hallways. There are sliding doors every twenty feet. Purity explains that families receive housing based on their number size; the bigger families live in the agriculture zone. The one’s throughout the complex are for newlyweds, or singles.
When we reach the end of the hall, Purity goes up a level. He holds the door open for me. “Thank you,” I say and walk into blackness. Not even my auditory senses can derive a vibration. Nothing seems to live on this level.
Purity comes in behind me with a torch. He nudges my lower back. “Don’t worry, it only looks scary.” He snickers and walks down the hall. “We’re actually not supposed to be up here.” He pauses and looks at me. “Don’t tell anyone.”
“Not a word,” I say and move closer to him.
“Cool,” he says and begins walking again. I can’t help but feel we’re on an adventure. I laugh a little, and then squash its manic capabilities. “When they were building this place they had every intention of developing it with all the technologies of the times, but when the purge hit they only had enough time to finalize the air system and the door locks.” Purity opens a door and flips a switch. A large room stretches further than I can see. “They built a work room with electrical power so that they could continue their science.” Purity points into a corner where half of a large black boat rests. “Before the Seers took over, the scientist began building a boat that would take all of us to an envisioned island.”
We walk down the stairs. “Why did they stop?”
“There was some kind of explosion that ended the life of the scientists.” Purity walks over to the contraption that rises to the sky, at its base are drawings on white paper. “But we have all of the schematics and blueprints to go ahead with the project.”
“But the Seers don’t think it’s necessary?”
Purity leans against the boat. His black hair falls over one of his eyes. “They’re eyes are too fearful to see the island.”
I walk around the room and gaze at all of the half contraptions lying about on tables and the floor. There are power tools lying about, and plans to develop better medical facilities. There are things for something known as a car, clothing, and ideas to force the ground to grow food for them. Gadgets to clean the atmosphere were also in the works. Why would they halt all of this progress? Better yet, why do they listen to the ones that stop them? “What do the two of them possess that the lot of you need?”
“What do you mean?”
“All of this is outstanding, yet no one’s touched it because they ordered you not to. Why do you listen to them?”
Purity ambles over. “Fifty five people died in that explosion. Zero have died from unnatural causes since then.” Purity places his hand on my arm. “I may not agree with them all the time, but they have seen the will of the Universe, they know what it wishes of us.” Purity steps away. “So we wait for the Universe to direct our next step, and when the instructions come we will need as many live bodies as possible.”
Stones instead of feathers pollute my stomach. Somehow I am unable to wrap my head around this way of thinking. They believe in the Universe and that they are servants. Yet they follow the sight of two seers that tell them to sit still. No, no I don’t agree with this method. They should continue with their developments. I know in my gut it will save them.
The walk back to the light is silent. There is so much going on inside of me that I don’t realize Purity has stopped until I run into him. His muscled fingers lace around my arms and steady me. I stare into his brown eyes, and I see kindness. “You okay?” He asks.
I nod and move away from him. I thought this might be a place I could call home, but I can’t live among people who have the ability to better themselves and others, but choose to wait. What exactly are they waiting for?
Purity looks at me for a moment longer than opens a door. There are at least twenty people sitting with their legs crossed in front of them and their hands resting on their legs. They do not speak or see, but sit in total silence. Purity whispers, “This is the temple. We come here to spend time with the Universe, and seek guidance.” Purity backs away and slides the door shut. “What we see and hear, we tell the Seers and they decipher the meaning.”
“Can’t you do that yourself?” I ask.
“No, it’s too intricate for us. We would interpret it wrong.” I wonder who told them that. As we walk back through the halls decorated with pictures of people with whiter faces than mine and symbols of strange lines, I can’t help but feel apart. There is some measure of me that has settled in, but the remainder isn’t quite connecting. They should finish the boat, I feel it in my heart, that they will soon need it.
Purity slides open the door to agriculture zone. We walk by the large living complexes when the ground begins to shake. The vibrations rattle the buildings and we are thrown off of our feet. My head smashes into the ground as the infrastructure crumbles around us. Blurs of visions appear and then I’m lost in another world.



Chapter 8


Purity’s brown eyes are the first thing I see before I notice the rubble caked around us. The boy is lying flat on his stomach, he doesn’t move. Tears are racing down his face, but he doesn’t speak or cry out. I wipe away bits of rubble and scoot over to him. My body is too battered to actually get up.
I run my hand through his hair. “What is it Purity?” I ask him. No words or movements come from him. I run my hand down his back, but he does not respond to my touch. I knock the rubble off and still he does not respond.
Rushing feet grabs my attention. I see Dr. Nu hurrying over to us. He drops down to Purity’s side and replaces my hand. “Purity!” Again silence only comes from him.
Dr. Nu looks up at me. “Where is Kintin?”
“We left her with Roark in the picture room. That was about an hour ago,” I say.
“Good, good she’s up high,” Dr. Nu says still rubbing his son down. I’m not sure he heard what I said. He’s having a hard time holding back his tears.
Naveen screams and tosses her body over Purity. “What’s wrong with him?”
Dr. Nu’s eyes glaze over before he pulls Naveen into his arms. They stay like that for a while longer and then he greets her eyes. “There is nothing anyone can do Naveen. He’s paralyzed; the elders are going to take his life.”
“No!” She shouts and pushes away from Dr. Nu and puts her body over her son again. Tears continue to stream down his face. I hold onto his hand and rock. “There was a time when a simple procedure would have healed him.” Mama used to tell me stories of how the world was so advanced that no one remained ill longer than two hours.
This society has the equipment and the past knowledge to help their people. Why wouldn’t they use it? Then I look around and I see people gathering in the center. They’re on their hands and knees rocking and screaming something to the sky.
“What are they doing?” I ask them.
“Preparing their chi to return to the Universe,” Dr. Nu says. His face is down cast and every now and again he looks at his son. “That was the worst quake yet; they’re coming more and more frequent now.” Just like Garden Home.
Kintin shows up and screams when she sees her brother. I pay no heed to her pain and watch the astonishing event. They are preparing to die instead of doing anything and everything in their power to save themselves.
“This is madness,” I say a little too loudly. Somehow, through slow movements I get to my feet. “You have everything you need to get out of this place, but all you do is sit around waiting for the Universe to reveal the things that you’ve have already seen.” My mind is reeling now. “You said you are here to be of use to the Universe. You are the Universe. What have you done in regards to its prosperity? Nothing, not a single thing.”
“What would you have us do Saved?” The woman speaks. “We cannot breathe outside like you do.”
“But you have machines that can filter in oxygen from the plants, and half a boat waiting to be completed. You just have to figure out how.” I move away from them. “There is an island that I am going to find.” I point to my chest. “When I find it, I will come back for each one of you, not because I have to, but because I am able to. That is what I’ve learned from you and your Universe. I am able to.” The voice continues to chant my course. Feed me, love me, live for me.
Aches riddle every centimeter of me, but I hobble away with confidence holding me upright. I know, no, I feel, that their belief in the Universe holds some truths, but so does God. The Universe is me, is us, it prospers on purpose, on love. And God’s bible gives me moral commandments that staunch suffering, not a guaranteed ride to the afterlife. Together they fill a void that I didn’t realize was empty.
These people thought impasse was their answer, but now they have lost several servants because they allowed another to rule the voice in their head. Not me, until I cannot muster another breath, I will not stop living for my God the Universe. This world is dying but the one of the island might be vibrant. Somehow I will deliver his servants to his home, and there we will begin a new, more conscious life.
“Saved?” Naveen calls out to me. “Take Purity with you.” I look to see her holding a mask in her hand. The first sign of a new dawn. “I can’t watch him slip away.”
The boat barely holds me, but I will not deny her wish. Purity will sail away in search of the island with me, even if it’s the last thing he does. Dr. Nu lifts his son and we ascend to the surface. All is quiet now, all is peaceful inside. I know that God is not in a book or ethereal place, but all around me. His words of feed me, love me, live for me repeat joyously in my head. My chi is now wide open.



Chapter 9


We drift in the water for hours, maybe days, the food is nearly gone, and Purity has been making weird guttural noises since this morning. I adjust his position and still the cries persist. I’m almost out of options when something bumps us. We’ve hit land and I never noticed. The boat nearly tumbles on its side before I hop out and right it. I look around but all I see is black smog. The air is thicker here; it’s almost hard for me to breathe as well.
“Don’t move!” A voice shouts. I freeze and raise my hands in the air. “Slowly lower yourself to your knees.” I do as the voice says. Rough hands lock my arms behind my back and tie them together. They drag me off my feet and away from the boat.
“No!” I scream. “Purity, you must help Purity. He is paralyzed in the boat.” I kick and struggle, but they hold onto me.
“If you follow us we will help your friend,” the voice says. I immediately calm down and settle to a walk. I can barely make out the others hoisting Purity out of the boat before someone from behind shoves me forward.
The door makes a hissing sound and we walk into whiteness. The floors are pristine, the lights are too bright, and the suits the captors are wearing resemble the great white bears of Garden Home. Only, these bears walk up right.
No décor litters the walls, it’s just blazing white. Another door hisses open and we walk into a large circular space. There are a plethora of chairs outlining the place, rising so high I can barely see the top. The floor is made of some hard brown material I’ve never seen before. It has many small circles etched into it.
The doors behind us open and Purity is brought in. They lay him gently on the floor and I rush over to him. He’s still breathing, but his eyes keep vibrating. “It’s okay Purity, these people are going to help you.”
Just as I soothe him the floor clicks and opens. A box forms around him and blue lights go back and forth. I bang on the top, it opens and a protrusion knocks me off my feet. More noises come from the floor and straps lock my extremities down until a box covers me. A vacuum snatches away all of my clothing. I attempt to free myself but the restraints glue me to the floor. “Help?” I scream to no avail. Lights move up and down my body. A piercing pain explodes in my brain, and I convulse. Then it stops the box recedes and I lie there naked as the day I was born. What was that?
As the shock slowly fills conscious thought, I crawl over to Purity who too is fully naked. He lifts his hand. I stop. The other hand raises, and then his knees bunch. He turns his head towards me and for a moment just stares. Purity smiles so bright, my heart doesn’t know what to do. He pushes himself to his knees. His eyes stay on mine as we crawl to one another like two tigers greeting.
“Thank you,” Purity says.
“You’re better?” I ask.
“Like never before.” He remains grinning. I want to touch his face, but he touches my hand. A feverish warmth grips my gut and below. I don’t know what to call it, but its pain and euphoria and I want more of it.
“Separate!” A voice shouts and we bulk away from each other. The both of us scramble to our feet. Even though there are clicking noises coming from the floor and a wide opening appears. I cannot help but look at Purity in all of his glory. He does not shy away from my gaze, but returns it. Fire thrives in his expression like a need to consume. An invisible string snares us and he smashes his lips to mine. Nothing touches but sensual sensation. “I said separate!” The voice hollers again. Purity slowly draws away and gives me an amused look. My face warms and I look down to the side. He kissed me, someone kissed me.
A man and a woman sit in large gold chairs. Their hands rest lazily on the arms of the chair and they glare at us through their masks. The slim man in tight fitting white suit stands up. “I don’t know who you are or where you come from, nor do I care. You have landed in my world and therefore you belong to me.” He begins walking down the steps. I see nothing but Purity. “It proves my theory there are more of us out there.” He stops in front of me. “You, whatever you are, are not welcome in Serenity.” He turns to Purity and I touch my lips. “You my boy, may eat at my table. It has been a long time since I’ve seen such an unpolluted genetic makeup as yours.”
Purity moves away. “Saved is my friend. We stick together.” The man frowns.
“Forgive me son, I gave you the impression that you had a choice. That is not the case. Choice is how the Great Cleanse occurred, we gave too much freedom.” He pulls Purity to his side. “There is no reason to remain among pollution if you can avoid it.” Purity attempts to twist out of his grip but I shake my head. We don’t know what these people are capable of and he just got a second chance at life. A life that his actions show could include me.
The man mounts his mobile floor and the two of them gaze at me. “You are a defect, here at Serenity we weed out all impurities,” the woman says looking at me. With that the ground underneath me opens and I free fall. No fear quenches, no anger arises, all I can think of is that single kiss. So when I crash into the ground there is no pain or confusion, I’ve been kissed. The lights dim, numbness follows, but emotions prevail. I readily succumb to whatever is packaged.



Chapter 10


“Get up!” Someone shouts in my ear. “Get up!” I hear even louder. My eyes open then shut after the bright light burns them. Is this the Universe? Something slaps me across the face and I jump off of the table I had been lying on and land in a crouch on the floor. Its cool solid touch feels like places on Earth. Slowly but surely I adjust to the pristine light. A girl with waist length silver hair has a beautiful green eye and a blue eye. Her dress hugs her curves and flows around her feet. “It’s about time you woke up,” she hisses. “You show up and disrupt all of my hard work and then expect to sleep through it.” She steps forward and I stand up. I tower over her by a good four inches. “I am not having it.” She looks up at me. “What’s your name?” No aches complain or pain blames. There is nothing to suggest I’ve just smacked into a solid substance.
“Saved,” I answer while trying to figure out what is going on. “Is this heaven or the Universe?”
“What a stupid name and even dumber question.” She crosses her arms over her chest pushing them out a little further. “You’re not dead yet. You’re still in Serenity.”
I chuckle at her miffed expression. I can’t help myself. Her rosy lips pucker in disbelief. Where am I? “If you say so; is yours any better?”
“Of course it is. My name is Asorra.” Why didn’t I think of that?
Now that I realize Asorra is a champion of the mouth and not of the fist, it suddenly occurs to me that I’m stark naked. “Do you have clothes for me?” For some reason it doesn’t particularly bother me.
Asorra stares unabashedly at me for a few moments then turns around and walks through a door that opens when she gets near. I follow along behind her out into more whiteness. Periodically doors with a smoky covering appear. “What’s your crime?” Asorra asks.
“Excuse me?”
“What did you do to piss off the High Councilor and his wife and get sent down here?”
She rounds a corner and I try to keep up. “I don’t know, he said something about me being a defect.” We pass five doors before we stop in front of a door. “How do we get out of here?” All this white is making it difficult for me to formulate any ideas about anything. It’s seems to be blinding my inner chi as well.
“You don’t,” she says while waving her hand over the screen. It beeps and she signals for me to do the same. “This is your room for the remainder of your life.” She turns away from me and begins walking. She stops and glances once more. “Just so you know, I see nothing repulsive about you. I’ll be back in fifteen minutes.” Asorra disappears around a corner leaving me smiling and falling into my room. Did she just compliment me?
The room is all white with a white bed and white walls. There are white clothes in a drawer and a screen that makes noise, but I don’t care about how odd these things are; or how advanced this world is. All I care about is finding Purity, making Asorra my friend and, getting everyone to the island. To do that I need a bigger boat and I think I know just the person to show me the right door. Despite the fact that I’ve been thrown down a pit to meet death and awoke to a ferocious beast known as a girl, today’s been a miraculous day. Now it’s time to return the favor. There’s no way the Universe didn’t send me here.
I step outside of my room just as Asorra comes into view. “Good, now you can make-up for your intrusion,” she says. I follow her foot prints to the letter.
* * *
We enter a circular room that is filled with large screens. Each one shows a different area. Along the bottom are boards with the letters of the alphabet lined up in three rows. People with various defects sit around the twelve tables pushing the letters down. There is a girl with no arms using her feet to complete her work.
“Princess?” A man calls. His left ear is missing. “Mr. Chase and Miss Holden are getting near again, shall I avert them?”
Asorra storms forward and clicks a button. The events on one of the smaller screens appear on the larger central screen. A very dark complexioned boy is walking slowly towards a pale red head. They circle each other smiling but do not say anything, nor do they move away. “Argh!” Asorra roars. “When will these two learn? They are never going to be together.” Asorra turns to the man. “Cecil, write; good evening Mr. Chase, Good evening Ms. Holden. Return to your separate homes.”
Cecil, the earless, furiously hacks at the letters on the board. The girl with the red hair on the screen speaks with a sweet voice and smiles. The gruff boy mirrors her expression and they both walk away from one another in different directions.
A clicking sound showcases a circular podium. On it appears to be some sort of yellow substance with tiny round purple balls and a large bottle. Asorra walks over to it, removes the tray, and watches the podium retract.
“Well done Asorra, enjoy a treat on my behalf,” an invisible voice says.
Asorra rolls her eyes and lifts the tray in the air. “Cecil, take this to the common room and share it with the others.” Cecil’s eyes brighten and he gently removes the tray from her grasps, then like hungry animals all of them flock towards the door, shoving and pushing one another.
Asorra turns her attention back to the blank screen and says nothing. “What’s all of this?” I ask.
She doesn’t look at me when she answers, but goes around clicking various buttons at the twelve stations. “In Serenity the high councilor and his wife believe that the inhabitants need guidance. After the Great Cleanse, the adults were too stuck in there ways. So they waited until they had children and killed their parents.” Asorra slumps into a chair. Good thing I told Purity not to struggle. “The perfect babies remained on top, the defects were sent down here to die. Many of them did.” Asorra rubs her face. “My mother created this underground haven, and saved the babies. I am the imperfect daughter of the High Councilor. My relation to him is the only reason I’m alive.”
“Whatever you write, they have to follow?” I ask her.
“Yes, they hear the command. Every morning when they wake-up their scripts are automatically downloaded. Their actions, conversations, and reactions are all written by me. If they do not comply their brain will receive a small electrical shock that is highly painful.” Asorra rubs her hands together and looks away. There is absolutely nothing to say about this, so I just shake my head. “There are five separate cities. The one you just saw is known as Dance City, it’s where all the entertainers live.” Asorra clicks a button, and a screen showing both men and woman walking hastily, in white suits, to large buildings, appears. “There is the Business City, where all the pointless companies exist.” Another screen showcases walls of gardens and people walking around with boards in their hands. “Nutrition City, these people mess around with our food.” Another screen appears that resembles the scientist room from Horizon. “Innovation City, all the brains and their families live here.” Asorra clicks the button again and a white room filled with boxes that healed Purity, light the screen.” Medical City, doctors and scientist live here.” One more screen appears showing people laughing with cups in their hands. They sit in a colorful low lit room. “This is the high society town. The high councilor chooses who he wants to release from the program and they become his friends.”
I walk around the room gauging the foreign buttons and blinking screens. There is a big red button that says emergency stop on it and I walk by trying not to appear evident. These worlds are pure madness.
Something she said earlier surfaces through the hysteria of information. “Does the High Councilor know about the others?”
“Maybe,” she answers. “If he does, he doesn’t let on.” Asorra nears me. “They keep me too busy to spy on them.” Her face hardens and she slaps me on the arm like Mama used to do. I rub it and smile at the similarity. “Then you show up and force me to write a script for another person. Now I have to write reactions and explanations for the new comer and give him a job.”
“Is that why you are boiling over, because of something new?” I ask. “You should be thanking me for mixing it up.”
Asorra scowls at me without saying a word. Her face is getting so red that I almost mistake her for a delicious apple. She walks over to a door and it opens. She enters what looks like a bedroom. There isn’t any time for politeness or privacy; I need to find a way to shut down this system, and get us out of here. So I burry all manors and walk in behind her. Along the wall are cans similar to the one Cecil took.
“I need to get out of here,” I say, while inching over to the stack of food. “There are people depending on me to help them. Their homes are being devastated by earthquakes.”
Asorra nearly burns a whole in my head with her eyes. “There’s no way out.” She turns and walks back to the door. Just as she pauses, I snatch a can and put it in my pocket. Asorra’s annoyed expression and waving hands drive me out of the door. I don’t believe her. If she won’t help, I’m sure there is someone who will tell me how to get out of here in exchange for a can of satiation.



Chapter 11


I find Cecil and the others in yet another white room that has four silver tables. They devour the yellow substance like it is the last meal they’ll ever have. Some of them give me hard looks. No need to worry I am not here to take their food; even though a meal sounds really good right now.
“Cecil?” I said stopping behind him. The man turns his good ear towards me. “I need some help.”
Cecil turns back to the others. “We all need help.”
Full of patience, I lethargically pull out the food and wave it in the air. “If you help me, I’ll feed you.” Then I lower it. “Maybe I should give it to one of them.”
Cecil pops out of his chair and tries to snatch the can from my hand. I quickly grab a hold of his wrist and bend it in a painful manner. He cries out and the others shrink away from us. “I will do it, whatever you need, please let me go.”
Causing agony was not my plan, and the bitter taste that pools in my mouth suggest I’m going about this the wrong way. I want to help them as much as I need their help. Forcing them to do my bidding is not my intention. I withdraw my hold and place the food into his hand. His body is shaking. I fall to my knees and place my hands on my thighs; it is the only way I can think of that truly expresses my regret. “Forgive me Cecil, I did not mean to harm you.” I bow my head. “I forgot for a moment that you too are a captive.” I raise my eyes to him. “I sincerely wish to leave this place and I need your help to do so.”
A woman who is missing her right arm steps next to Cecil. “The only way out is the way you came in.” She holds her only hand out to me. “That is a twenty foot drop and the sides are sprayed with an oil substance. No one ever gets out.” I allow the woman to help me to my feet.
“The High Councilor and his friends have eyes everywhere. There are sensors and traps that my systems do not even map,” Cecil adds. “They will kill us.”
If I remain in this pseudo white light that is merely masking the horned beast, I’ll die as well. So this is how it’s going to be. “I rather die doing something, than die doing nothing.” I move closer to them. “I am a being of the Universe. God gives me love, God gives me life, and God wishes I maintain health in his home.” I hold out my hands for Cecil and the woman to take. “I live for God’s Universe. Who will you live for?”
“There is no such thing as God,” Cecil says.
I smile at them. “A few days ago I would have agreed with you. God very much exists; it’s just not in the way we want it to be. God’s Universe has given me all that I need to achieve; it’s the people around me that have blocked my vision.” I place my hands over my heart, it beats strong and free. Until this moment, I was still a little unsure of the words in my head, but now that the words are out, now I know the truth.
The woman takes my hand. “I am not sure I believe in your God, but I feel I should place my faith in you. I am Venya.”
Her warmth spreads through me. “Saved,” I say. The others flock to me and introduce themselves. Unimaginable companionship swells my chest. I live for this ease of acceptance. I will give my last breath to see these people free.
Cecil parts the crowd. “You’re going to get us killed,” he says. Then he slides his hand in mine. “But I’ve been down here for twenty two years, and I very much want out. Whether I’m conscious or not, I want out.” I nod at him.
A fragrance of wild flowers assaults my senses. “I save your life and this is how you repay me, by riling up my helpers,” Asorra pouts.
Cecil stands by my side. “Princess, don’t blame Saved. He has only voiced what all of us have been wishing for a very long time.” Cecil falls to his knees in front of Asorra. “There is an island. I have seen it for ten years now; it is only a few miles from here. It’s beautifully plentiful and has a breathable atmosphere.”
My heart quickens. “There are others that speak of this island,” I say.
“I know the location; I’ve been there in my dreams several times.” Cecil claps his hands and grins wide. He turns to Asorra. “Please Princess, may we leave?”
Asorra shakes her head. She backs away. “No, we stay here and we’re safe,” she says. “No one harms us down here. Why change it?”
I reach Asorra and direct her out of the room. “People are dying. We can do something about it.”
* * *
Silence ensues while we walk back to the control room. Cecil and the others file in to man their stations. No one breathes while we await the princess’s conviction.
Asorra sighs heavily. “What do you have in mind?”
“Are there boats here?” I ask. Asorra eyes bore into mine while her fingers beat on the board with the letters. All the screens show a dock with two boats larger than the mountains of Garden Home. I crash into a chair. I can’t believe this is really happening. “That is way more than a boat,” I say. “Why are you guys still here?”
Asorra’s mouth curves into triumph. “The designers destroyed all instructions and then they died. No one knows how to work them.”
Okay! So I didn’t see that coming, but that is a momentary set back. We’ll figure it out by the time we get to the boat. I refuse to believe, I’m not meant to be here. “When I arrived, there were men in white suits holding guns in my face. Who are they?”
“Daddies personal army,” Asorra says, looking smug. What’s with her contempt? “They’re security that the High Councilor has posted on every level. Sometimes the chips inside of the people short out and the population gets unruly. They come in and rectify the situation.” Garden Home has security too, it’s not as serious as Serenity, but Papa says he has to keep the order. I just need to get to the boat, once they see that they work there is no way they’ll stop us for going to the island.
“How do we get to the boat?”
Asorra shoulders lower in defeat. “You’re not going to give up are you?”
“Never,” I say. “This feels right, I won’t stop.”
Asorra looks at Cecil. “Give us a ten minute head start, then follow us.” Asorra looks at the others. “Is everyone sure this is what they want?”
The room bellows in a resounding yes. Asorra’s mouth twists as she takes my hand and swings me out the door. I fumble out. The moment it closes behind us she says. “I hope you know what you’re doing.” Doubt doesn’t live here anymore.



Chapter 12


Asorra weaves around the multipath like she designed the infrastructure herself. She says little, but it is enough that she is guiding me. I don’t understand why she isn’t as joyous about this as I am. At least she’s complying. I guess. “If you’re so against this, why are you helping me?”
Asorra pauses then turns to me. “They asked me too,” she says. Her green and blue eyes sparkle with a hidden sadness. An urge to hold her washes over me. I am Purity’s. Even as I think it her momentary vulnerability pilots me closer. Physically I do not touch her, but there is an element inside that will never let her go. I am Purity’s, I tell myself, but no bells sound. “I want to leave as well.” Asorra’s eyes blink her out of a trance. She glowers at me like I tricked her and hurries away. “I want to go for a swim.”
I hurry behind her failing to hold in my laughter. “Go for a swim? What do you know about swimming?”
“Nothing, but I’ve read books, and I want to experience it,” she shoots daggers at me with her incredibly diverse eyes. “It’s not funny.”
Yes it is. Getting out of a prison like home just to go swimming is the one thing I didn’t expect anyone to say, let alone the toughest girl I’ve ever met. “It’s hilarious.”
“Pay attention Saved,” she snaps. I chuckle next to her but follow her to the end of the last hallway. We stop in front of a cross metal gate. “We have to crawl from here to the docks. It’s the only route without pressure sensors or guards. I built it myself.” Really? So why did she lie. Asorra bends down and uses a small tool to remove the screws on the sides. “The docks are heavily guarded with bodies, and guns.” She takes the gate off of the opening.
The sound of rushing feet turns our heads. Cecil is racing towards us waving something in his hands. He reaches us with a few gasps of air left in his lungs. He bends over, refuels, and then places the tiny object in my hand. “Don’t forget your handset, Saved,” he says, with a grin.
“Thank You.” Cecil gives me a quick hug. It’s still so new, but before I can make this awkward, I return the embrace. He bows to us then rushes off. I look at Asorra whose eyebrows are raised in question. “Nice guy,” I say, pointing at the departing Cecil. “What’s this?”
The strange device is the length of both of my hands put together and reaches from my palm to my fingertips. There are buttons on the side that I’m guessing turns it on. Asorra snatches the contraption out of my hand. “We’re all going to die,” she says hitting a few buttons until the screen comes on.
The camera shows the docks. “This place is so interesting,” I say and retrieve it. “We can roam around the complex and still know what everyone is doing.” I press a button and the screen turns to the image of the control room.
Asorra assesses me and I return the admiring gaze. She sticks her tongue out at me and ducks into the dark confinement. I attach the device to my waist and follow her in. I think she likes me. We crawl for about five minutes before I hear a click and Asorra slides down. I pray to God’s Universe and mimic her movements.
We land in a room with a single tree, and all along the walls are paintings. Strewn around the trunk of the tree are piles upon piles of books, some, more worn than others.
Asorra climbs the tree and I blunder up behind her. “What?” I ask as she takes a seat in one of the sturdy cot like openings that she must have carved herself. They appear to be tiny branches woven into some sort of network. I sit down in the other one and we look up at the white ceiling.
Without a word Asorra puts the device into a slot next to her. My seat vibrates. “Do you really believe in your God?”
“Yes,” I say. “Look where he has brought me.”
The corners of her mouth twitch as if she might smile. I imagine it will be indescribable. “You believe he will deliver us from this place.”
“With my hands, your hands, and the hands of all that comply, he will take us to a better place.” I scoot a little closer to her. “He guides my mind, he guides my body, and he guides my soul. I’m sure if you let him, he’ll do the same for you.”
“Why?”
I smile at her. I’m not sure, but I can only imagine that God wishes us to aide others. “A home full of love, respect, and compassion.”
Asorra stares into my eyes. “You are mad. I hope you realize that.” She waves her arms. “The world does not speak or even consider the words you live.”
“I am not the world,” I say. “The world is not me. I can only share and show my beliefs. I will help those who ask of it.”
“Why?”
“I am able to.”
Asorra looks away. “You are quite unusual Saved.”
“I know,” I say, lying on my back staring at the white ceiling. “I was born that way.” When will the day arrive that I never have to say that phrase again.
A warm hand covers mine. I don’t look at it for fear it might be all in my mind. “Unusual is not a bad thing.” My eyes find hers and her face flushes red. Asorra stares at the ceiling. “You speak of love Saved, but I don’t believe you know about the destruction that sometimes follows.”
“You’re wrong Asorra,” I say, lingering on her name for a moment. I like the way it feels. “The love you speak of nearly killed me. The love I speak of knows no possession, restrictions, or limitations. It releases when it’s time, it holds on when it’s necessary, and it never ever wanes.” Yeah, I think, this is it. I have no idea where those words came from or how they spoke my feelings verbatim, but this is the love that I am now.
Silence ensues as the chair vines into a cocoon, drops down, turns to the right and zooms away at a blindly fast rate to the start of the beginning of a new society.



Chapter 13


The moving chair stops. It unwinds and I hop out into a single lit room. Asorra disregards my hand and walks out towards a part of the wall that has a yellow screen on. Seriously? This is getting old.
Just as I am about to tell her to relax, she turns around and smiles at me. She’s giving me a mind numbing headache, I think, as I attempt to grin at her. I don’t know where I stand.
Asorra places her hand on the yellow light. A door shimmers into sight. I stare. “It’s a camouflage door. It’s my best work yet,” she says. If she can do this to a door, but can’t figure out how to start a boat, what do I think I’m going to do?” I shake the moment. I was brought here for a reason. I’m going to keep following my intuition. Asorra opens the door ever so slowly and peaks out. She waits a few seconds then crouches low and ducks out. I follow.
Every fiber in my body is on high alert, but we come across not an ounce of resistance as we make our way down and across the dock to the largest boat I’d ever seen.
Asorra holds a pad in her hand and she clicks away. A large ladder attaches to the opening door and we race up the stairs, down the corridor, and straight to the control room. By the time the chair meets my backside; I’m breathing hard. What happened to the armed guards?
“I can’t believe that was so easy,” Asorra says.
“It was meant to be,” a man’s voice says. The High Councilor that sent me too my doom waltzes in with his four guards, his wife, and Purity. Purity is dressed in some form of high fashion and he won’t even look at me.
“Father?” Asorra says.
The man grins pure sin. “You are the brightest child ever to be born in Serenity, Asorra, but security is not one of your strong suits.” The High Councilor pushes me off my seat, wipes it down and then sits. I scramble to my feet and stand next to Asorra. “I’ve suspected you were up to something from the very beginning. But it wasn’t until you placed a chip into Saved and wrote that little kissing scene, between innocent Purity, that I knew you were on to something.” What? I look at Asorra, her face is so still I don’t know what to make of it. “I did some digging into your mother’s things, and guess what I found?”
“Then why didn’t you stop me?” Asorra asks, totally disregarding his question. What did he find? Was that kiss really staged? Purity still won’t look at me.
“I think you know the answer to that,” he says. “Why don’t you explain to your new friend the reason for your eager aide.” What? What is he going on about? I look at Asorra and she drops her eyes. “Oh, darn that cat. It’s forever hording tongues. No worries, honey, my speech isn’t impaired.” The High Councilor glares at me. “Before you were born dear Saved, there lived a couple who wrote the days for the people of Serenity. As it turns out they also wrote the days for the builders of these magnificent vessels of the sea.” The High Councilor begins playing with his nails like he has not a care in the world. “They built the boats in such a way that only a very specific team could propel them.” The High Councilor finally redirects his attention back to me. “When the boats were complete they escaped to the surface with a child in the woman’s womb. For three months they survived in the deadly atmosphere.” He rises from his seat. “A child of no particular sex, nor shade of gray was born in the midst of poison, completely and irrevocably immune. The last act of the child’s merciless parents was to place it in a boat and send it from the strong holds of my rule.”
The High Councilor pulls Asorra towards him, but I hold onto her wrist. “Don’t Saved, he will kill you.”
“Is this true, did you know this? Did you do this?” What was the charade about? I would have taken her anywhere she wanted me too.
Asorra eyes glisten. Tears will not work in this moment. “Your father, he left my mother a video and instructions on how the boat works. He said that you would one day return and lead us to the island.” She moves closer, I back away. “My mother told me to wait for you.” Asorra stalks me. “I waited for my knight.” My body seizes. Something is taking control of my extremities. My brain isn’t reacting to any of my commands. Asorra touches my face. “And I can’t let you go.” She takes the hand held off of my waist and presses a few buttons. I slump to the floor as feeling returns with a bang. I breathe deep and look up. “You’re the only one that can propel these ships.” Asorra says. If I didn’t find a way to distract you, my father would have had the guards kill you. It was a risk, I wasn’t willing to take.” Asorra pushes more buttons. The High Councilor and his men drop to the floor unmoving. Cecil and the others storm in and relieve them of their guns. She’s the one in command. What?
She turns to me. “If you don’t want to end up like them, go to the front of the boat and fire up the engines.”
“Once all the people of Serenity are on board, I’ll do as you ask,” I say. Leaving has always been a goal of mine. Why does she feel she needs to tell me what I already know?
Asorra grins again. “Saved you are not in a position to take command. We go now before another quake buries us all.” This is odd I haven’t felt a single shudder. “Don’t look so confused, no one feels them, that is the way I like to keep it.” She walks over to Purity. “If you want your friend to remain breathing you will start the boat.” She clicks the screen in her palm. It shows whole sections of the complex crumbling under falling rocks and dirt. Garden Home! Horizon! We need to go, now, but I will not sacrifice these people.
There is something that snaps inside of me, something that I didn’t even know is there. It roars and before I know it, I’m vaulting over tables locking my legs around her neck flipping back until Asorra is on her back. I pound one quick fist over her heart and watch pain course through her eyes. Asorra’s breathing shallows. Her eyes, and for a moment, I see an innocence that wasn’t there before.
I almost remove my weight when four guns surround me. My hands instinctly snake around Asorra’s neck. “Kill me if you wish, but she goes with,” I say. I don’t fear death, if anything I’ll welcome it, so I won’t have to stare at the false kindness around me.
“Stop!” Assora shouts. I loosen my hold.
The men move away and I drop her head. I look up at Asorra. “Direct everyone into the boat.” Asorra twists my legs, slips out, knocks me over and jambs her knee into my throat. I try to dislodge her, but she knows how to use her weight. “Nice try, but I downloaded your life. There isn’t a skill that I don’t have a counter to.” My body freezes again. This time my head ignites in fiery agony. I gasp a scream and close my eyes hoping for relief. “Let’s try this again. Go to the front of the boat, sit in the chair that is specific to your genetic code and turn the wheel every twenty seconds.”
Asorra guides me to my feet. I immediately exit the door to do her bidding. She knows what is right. She knows the way to the island. I am only a tool, an instrument for her survival. I will do as she asks, down to the letter.



Chapter 14


There is no need for thought. Everything is so much easier now, I think, as my hands run over the large turquoise granite chair. Slowly I lower myself. It warms to the rightful pressure. My entire body ignites in electrical energy. My cells live in this chair; I can feel it calling to me. This is the rightful moment.
After a few minutes of recognition the floor between my legs open; a golden wheel painted with purple triangles appears. My fingers reach, my wrist turns, and the ship comes alive. It purrs with impatience. I silently apologize to the groaning vessel for making her wait so very long to fulfill her purpose.
The groaning gets louder. The ship violently trembles, increasing in treacherous horizontal movements. The water rises, the sounds deafen. I look up to see large rocks crash into the water. I’m thrown from the chair and smashed face first against the side of the boat. Hanging over I watch as half of the ceiling breaks apart splitting the second boat straight down the middle. More rocks fall, until the boat fully submerges underground.
Pain bursts through my head. I fall back and writhe in agony. Clutching my head so tight, trying to staunch it for a moment. It doesn’t stop it keeps going. The back of my head feels as if it’s slicing itself open. Someone, anyone, make it stop.
It stops. God has heard me. My breathing comes fast and shallow, but it’s life. I’ll take it. The back of my head is slowly losing its tearing pain. I draw my hand away to see the blood dripping off of my tips.
Another shake of the ship, reminds me that I’m still in danger. I get to my feet, to see a small pill like device lying in a pool of blood. I crack my neck and square my shoulders. It’s time I get these people out of here.
* * *
Inside of the control room, Asorra and the others are picking themselves up off of the floor. Pools of blood remain on the floor. There is no time for explanations. Rocks are still falling from the cave. The land doesn’t seem to want to stay above water.

I hurry over to Cecil and grab him by his shirt. If there is a way to get them to help without hurting them, I would gladly use that method, but they don’t seem to want people to live.
“Get the people from the city on this ship, now!” I bark.
“Right away,” Cecil says. “I’m sorry Saved, it wasn’t us.” I let him go and watch him race to one of the screens and press a button that is next to a microphone. “People of Serenity, the bunker is compromised. Please make your way to the boat docks as quickly as possible.” Cecil looks at me. “It was the program Saved, we lost control of the program.”
Cecil stops talking when I walk out of the control room and head for the side of the ship. Footsteps sound behind me, but I don’t turn around. I know the sound of her indentation. There are no words we need to say to one another. Nothing will change the fact that she used me.
The doors to the docks open. People begin spilling out. Asorra passes me and lowers the ramp. I stare into her eyes. She stares into mine. We don’t need to speak.
“I was eight years old when my father killed my mother because she destroyed the chips inside people’s heads. My father then put one inside of my head, and made me the new writer. He didn’t realize that the chips that my mother created had a mind of their own. A mind, my mother programmed and knew their danger. The chips were designed to create a perfect society. No hate, no crime, no desire, only controlled love.” I listen intently while watching the confused people of Serenity file on the boat. “The strong survive, the weak fall that is the way of Serenity.” Asorra looks away. “I tried to fight it, but I couldn’t. Sometimes, I would break free for a moment and try to detour you, but it always took over. Always.” Asorra steps closer to me. “I’m sorry. I couldn’t allow the chips to reach the island.” Asorra turns her attention to the receding boat. “The program’s brain was in that ship, maybe you’re God does exist.”
The last of the people enter the boat. I take Asorra’s hand and redirect her to the control room. The past is now gone. The future is happening every second. That is where we will begin. That is the only thing that is important. That is what God is saying by destroying that ship.
So I say nothing as we enter the control room and place her in the large chair. She has to finish her task as well. I walk over to Cecil. “Pull up the map of this world.” Cecil clicks something and one piece of land remains on the screen. One small patch. Cecil clicks something else and red dots in clusters are separated by a few hundred miles. We were all living on the same land. “Put those coordinates in. We have two other societies to pick up.”
“Now wait a minute,” the High Councilor says. I punch him in the face and walk out. He falls into his guards. It looks like he didn’t even need a chip. The guy is like that all the time.
I hastily make my way to the deck shaking my head. The Universe sure knows how to make them. I rub my temple, I hope the island is big enough for me to walk away from the ego’s I’m sure will clash. Oh Universe, what exactly are you up too?



Chapter 15


Mama runs into my arms and I don’t let her go. Tears spill from my eyes and I let her drain them away. She looks at me so long. “I thought you would be happy by now.”
“I am Mama, I am happy to see you,” I say. “I’m happy that you’re okay.” She pats my face. “I know what your Father did Saved. We are no more.”
“Mama?” I say. She puts a finger to my lips. “He’s a cruel man, Saved. I should have seen that a long time ago. I should have never forced you to choose. You are not a sin, my child.” I hug Mama as tight as I can, then draw away. The masks won’t last for too much longer, so I rub her arms and help her along with all the other villagers. Every face that passes, a memory of their hate pops to the forefront. But I don’t hate them, not even a little bit so I help them best the large steps.
With everyone aboard we make our way to the Island. And within minutes the blackness begins to recede and the blue sky appears. People come out of the bottom and mill on the deck, they laugh, cry and smile, and I know in this moment. I’ve done something right.
We dock the boat and send smaller boats to take people to shore.
Dr. Nu places his hand on my shoulder. “You did good Saved. You did real good.” Naveen hugs me, Kintin too, but Purity still won’t acknowledge me. My heart hurts a little, but it doesn’t bleed like before. I hope one day he might forgive me and become the friend I always wanted him to be.
Asorra and I are the last ones on the boat. Together we lower the small boat into the water and we both take an oar.
“Saved?” Asorra says.
I take her hand and we head into the boats together. “Together,” I say. She smiles, it’s luminous just like I thought.
When we get to land, I take Mama’s hand and walk through the bickering leaders. Papa, The Seers, and the High Councilors are all shouting about what is right and who should rule.
Asorra wraps her arms around my waist. I pull her tight into my chest and we head into the foreign terrain without a single word to anyone. We walk in silence, allowing the pureness wash over us. We keep walking until we no longer hear the bickering. One foot propels the next, and each step marks our path. Before we know it, a clearing has appeared, water and life reveal itself. We stop, and we notice that the people have followed. I smile, as they smile. I bend as they bend. Together with our two hands we build a bridge of desperate unions. With our beating hearts, we built a mountain of willful courage. And with our questioning spirit we build a path of perpetual ascension. We build.
Mama named me Saved, God named me Servant, and I name myself Love. This is my voice, my life that is boosted by the divine. God remembered to make me perfect.
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