
The following is Truthscrambler’s first novel. It was inspired from the following source material:

● Middlegame, by Seanan Mcguire
● Matilda, by Roald Dahl
● The Institute, by Stephen King
● Zeroes, by Chuck Wendig
● The Scorch Trials, by James Dashner
● The Soft Machine, by William Burroughs
● The film, Push (2009)
● The Netflix series, Stranger Things
● Disclosure material from Donald Marshall
● The occult writings of Kenneth Grant
● The psychic seership of Rudolf Steiner and Gigi Young
● The song lyrics and music video imagery from a plethora of bands and artists

However the following work is no mere fan fiction but a synthesis of all the above into something
new and profound, a fiction far more true (albeit a truth, scrambled) for our time. It is the story
of a set of boy and girl twins, orphaned at birth, who are drawn up into a war against dark
forces working to control mankind. They become a set of unlikely heroes, and against all odds it
is their humanness and loyalty to each other that destines them to change the fate of all mankind.



PROLOGUE - The Old Man



On a small island in the middle of the ocean, with the waves crashing violently against its
rocky bluffs, stood an apparently abandoned military base. But on closer inspection, it wasn’t
abandoned, the interior halls renovated into a high tech black op training facility. Folks
in-the-know called it The Institute. There were several other black sites like it secretly scattered
around the world.

In one of the upstairs rooms stood an old man before a file cabinet. A rather large and
impressive vulture stood outside the window in the room ,along the window rafters. One got the
sense that the vulture was waiting on the man.

He shuffled before the files marked ‘Gemini’ agents. Each pod sent to Mars required a set
of twins or “geminis” if they were to receive one of the Doctrines. A Doctrine was too powerful
to be incepted into a single soul but if split in half, well…

He pulled the file marked “R&D.” The Institute’s first success. How many children had
gone before, only to die on Mars and be harvested for component parts, like used cars on the way
to the scrap heap? But these two, somehow, had done it.

He looked at their pictures from when they were here at the Institute, 15 years ago. The
boy, Rodger, with brown hair and glasses behind dreamy hazel eyes. The girl, Dodger,
dirty-blonde with penetrating, angry and focused blue-gray eyes. Opposites, in a way. If not for
the same cheeks, nose and mouth, you wouldn’t spot the resemblance. He flipped through their
backstory, although he knew most of it already. Bloodline mother, Sarah Cheswich, blonde and
sharp eyes just like her daughter.  Father unknown. Probably a civilian. The rest was too tragic to
regurgitate now.

The pictures on the next page were more blurry, obviously taken stealthily from spy
cams. Rodger and Dodger as adults in their 20’s, going about their lives. They thought that
returning from the Mars Jump would be the end. That their lives could go back to normal -- the
lie that Sigsby had sold them. Retrieving the Doctrine, rather than setting them free, had sealed
their fate as even more valuable assets, to be used and mused and sucked dry by the
powers-that-be until they were nothing by husks to be discarded with the rest.

Frowning, he put the files away and went to the window, taking in the waves, the horizon,
the gray sky extending into oblivion. His vulture landed on his arm, and he stroked her feathers,
absentmindedly.

Sigsby and Stackhouse thought he was here on a routine inspection. They never liked him
but probably didn’t suspect that he had turned, long ago. He was good at keeping secrets, and
kept his mind walled off from even the keenest of telepaths.

The next part would be more risky. He closed his eyes and entered his vulture’s mind.
Using her sharp hearing, he listened for any vibrations. All was quiet. He walked down the hall,
and across one of the open-air catwalks to the dorm buildings. He knew which room to go to, it
had been in their files. Third floor, fourth door on the right, the twin’s old room.

Guard the hall, alert me if someone is coming, he instructed his vulture in her mind.
He entered the small dorm room, uninhabited now, a pair of old, worn mattresses and

dressers. A small barred window in between.



He could have read about them in the files but he wanted to really know them, from the
inside out, not from some dead file written by narcissists. He ran his palm lightly over the
mattresses, the dressers, the walls, even the bars on the window. Much of their traces would have
faded away, the sheets and bedding inevitably washed and removed. But when he sat in the bed
on the left, and leaned against the wall, the psychic flashes began. Memories that weren’t his
began to surface. Not all were Rodger and Dodger’s. Other children had used this room, both
before and after. But the old man expertly sifted through them until he found the right images.

He leaned against the wall, eyes closed, for a long while, and when he opened his eyes,
he was smiling, slightly.

Yes, they were perfect. Strong, resilient, even their weaknesses were balanced out by the
strengths of the other. As long as they had each other, and kept their bond strong, they could
move mountains. They already were, of course, moving mountains, but for the wrong people,
under the wrong parameters. If he could rescue them, and introduce them to the world, let the
public know just who was really writing all the hit songs, well…it might be the key to the Great
Awakening that these Illuminists, his old family, feared more than anything.

The old man got up and looked out of the window one last time. He was pushing his luck
and would have to leave soon. He felt his vulture daemon standing watch outside. He gazed
ahead into the choppy sea, and at the horizon line where the gray sea met sky. Although he was
old, in his eyes a vibrant flame burned. He gave a prayer to the Father, then he prayed for
forgiveness. A shiver of sorrow went through him.

My god, they are just children…

Chapter 1  - Orphanogenesis.

27 years earlier

Sarah Cheswich sat in the stolen Honda under the shade of an old oak tree that lined
Jefferson avenue. It was a beautiful and bright spring morning in a residential suburb, but it all
contrasted with her mood. Tears were rolling silently down her cheeks. The babies were in the
backseats in their matching bassinets, blissfully unaware of what she was about to do. Of what
she had to do.

Across the street and down the block aways was St. Mary’s Orphanage, a large old brick
building surrounded by a tall wooden fence and front garden. Her guide had told her that this was
the best place, the best chance they would have. But still, she was terribly conflicted. She kept
trying to convince herself to keep running, to take them to an old farmstead out in the country,
somewhere secluded, hidden, where they could be raised and given the semblance of a normal
life. But she also knew that she would never stop looking over her shoulder, never jump at the
sounds of creaking floorboards.

She would always be hunted.



The twins' best chance was that her old family -- the Cult, as she thought of them --
didn’t know they existed, yet. But that could change any minute.

For the last decade she’d been running. Always moving from place to place, staying one
step ahead of them. They hated her for being, well, normal. For not wanting to be evil and
Satanic.

And then she had met George Middleton. And their brief love affair had shown her what
it could mean to be happy. She had tried for a while to keep her past from him. But it couldn’t be
avoided. He noticed her strange patterns. Changing hair color, always dark shades in public,
always checking entrances and exits, never wanting to linger. Even in the boonies of New York.

She had made the mistake of lingering there too long. And it had cost her George’s life.
They came for them, three agents, to George’s rural house, an old Victorian. In the dead of night.
They were asleep upstairs. But Sarah slept light as a cat, old Cult training. When they broke the
lock and entered, she was already up and grabbing the pistol from the nightstand.

“George, wake up!” She hissed. She shook his arm.
“What is -” He croaked groggily.
“They’re here! You gotta move now.”
“Who?” Now he sat up, rubbing his eyes. He made to turn on the lamp by the bed and she

grabbed his arm.
“No light! Shh, don’t say a word, I need you to hide. The closet? No, out the window.”
Her mind wouldn’t work. All her planning and training had been to protect herself. She

had no plan that involved a lovable civilian - George was an architect - with no combat or stealth
training.

She could hear them moving downstairs. She cocked her gun. Now George was up, she
could see his eyes wide with fear, staring at her gun. She went to the window and carefully
opened it so as to not make a sound. The drop from the second story to the garden below was
surely enough to sprain an ankle.

“George, the window, make the drop and run like hell.” She whispered.
“What and leave you? No way!” He whispered back.
“Damn it, this is no time to be a hero.” She could hear one of the men coming up the

stairs now. She positioned herself on the other side of the door. George tiptoed to the closet and
rummaged around, pulling out a baseball bat. But he had been a tad too loud, now the footsteps
were hurried.

“Up here!” came a voice. Rookie mistake. Sarah pivoted to face the door and fired three
rounds that went straight through, pieces of wood flying. Something hit its mark because the man
cried out and she heard him collapse. Other pairs of footsteps now hurried up the stairs, all
semblance of stealth discarded. She pivoted back away from the door frame. George took
position behind her, gripping the bat. Now the bullets started to fly their way, tearing the door to
shreds, hitting the wall and furniture across from them.



The bullets stopped. Silence, save for their heavy breathing, and for a split second she
considered firing another round, but she thought better. They were waiting for her to make a
foolish move, exposing herself.

Then she heard it, the tiny sound of a pin being released. Shit.
“George, the window, now!”
She grabbed him by the shirt and pulled him with her, just as the grenade landed in the

room. Together they ducked through the open window and dropped below, just as the explosion
went off. As she dropped Sarah could feel the heat of the flames like a hungry predator just
missing its prey. She timed her tuck and roll, although in the dark it was hard to know where the
ground was. She rolled through the thick wet grass, luckily cushioning the blow. George groaned
to her right. He must not have landed quite as elegantly.

She stood up quickly, reaching for his arm. “George, get up, please.” She pleaded. “We
have to run.” He was gripping his ankle and cursing.

She glanced up, the flames were still lighting up the bedroom like a jack-o-lantern, so the
remaining agents would not dare enter the room, would they? Would they think to check the
yard? She grabbed George’s hand and pulled him up. He put his arm around her shoulders and
limped with her while they made their way to the backgate. She glanced back right as an agent
poked his head through the open window, the flames having died down to embers.

Shots rang out into the night.
“Duck down George!” They were near the tomatoes growing in raised planters.  She

reached her arm around his waist and pushed him down with her, lying prone behind the planter.
More shots came, spewing dirt and leaves into the air. She raised her gun and took aim. They had
the advantage of the dark while the agent from the window was lit from behind by the embers
from the room. She fired once, a clean head shot, the agent dropping immediately. Two down,
one to go. Two bullets left.

She scanned the yard and the house, where would the last one make his move? Surely he
wouldn’t try the window. The first two agents had underestimated her and had paid the price. In
fact it was underestimating the abilities of Sarah Cheswich that had kept her alive while being
hunted for almost a decade.

The last agent would go around the house, and try to meet them on equal footing in the
yard.

“George, time to move,” she hissed. Still scanning she felt for him in the dark. His t-shirt
was wet. At first she thought it was dew from the grass, but then it started to feel sticky. Heart
dropping, she turned to look. In the faint moonlight she could see the blood blossoming from the
bullet wound in his back.

“Shit. George? Stay with me. Don’t go unconscious. I’m, I’m gonna - ” She lost
coherency of her sentence. Nothing could happen until this last asshole was dead. Then she
would attend to him. If he was still…she couldn’t think about that. Her cool combat training, her
ability to stay collected in a crisis, was wavering. This is what love did to you, godammit!



Her hand gripping the gun shook. Dammit stay focused. Listen for the enemy. She put her
ear to the ground. As she suspected, vibrations were coming from her left, around the back of the
house. The last goon had gone back down the stairs and out the front door. She couldn’t stay put,
if he knew her location he might start lobbing more grenades. But she couldn;t leave George
either. She had to decide. In a cold swallow of bitter logic, she moved.

“Don’t die on me George, I’ll come back in a minute.” She leaned over and kissed his
cheek. He was still breathing, but shallowly. She was unsure if he heard her. Not good.

She crept to the right, heading for the front of the house. She knew the property like the
back of her hand, and moved quickly in the dark, careful to stay low.

She stopped at the edge of the porch, peering around the corner to the west side of the
house. And there he was, a dark faint outline in a ski mask, also peering around the next corner
to the backyard. She had the jump on him! But he was holding a submachine gun and she had a
pistol with two bullets in the chamber. To make sure those bullets counted she wanted to get
closer, but didn’t dare to move until he moved.in s burst of inspiration she turned on the sprinkler
system. In her early training days she had been taught to take advantage of chaos. Leverage it,
make order out of the chaos, be the eye of the storm.

The sprinklers sputtered on, creating noise that muffled the sounds of her approach. As
they came on the man turned the corner and started running in the direction of the planter boxes
where George lay. But Sarah was quicker, approaching from behind.

“Hey asshole.”
He turned to fire but not before receiving two bullets in the head. He fell forward in a

heap, dead before hitting the ground.

***

Sarah snapped back to the present, out of her reverie. How many times had she re-lived
that worst night? She had made it back to George and done all she could, CPR, stemming the
bleeding, but he was gone. No dramatic last words, like in the movies. Just gone. She had a few
years to experience a normal happy life, and had it shattered in a single night of violence. And
she had noone to blame but herself. She knew the risks of getting involved, and with a civilian no
less. Several weeks later she found out she was pregnant.

And now the last reminders of that happy life,  were sitting in her backseat, sucking on pacifiers.
Her and George’s legacy. And now she was to say goodbye to them too. It hurt her so much she
thought her heart might just break. She could hold on to them and keep running. Find a new
hideout. But a wiser part of her recognized the selfishness there. She was done putting innocents
at risk. Her life had no room for them, as much as it pained her. What kind of life was it? After
George, after the twins, an empty one.



“I’ll come back and check on you guys, I promise,” she said, turning around to face them. They
smiled at her serenely, which broke her even more, tears rolling down her cheeks. “I’ll never be
far away.” Worried that she would lose her resolve, she got out of the car, opened the backdoor
and pulled the two bassinets out, carrying one in each hand.

“Ooh you guys are getting heavy,” She made her way down the block towards the nunnery. “I’ll
bet you grow up to be big and brave like your mother. And kind like your father. And you have
each other.” She left them on the porch, bending down to kiss each of them on the forehead.
Each twin reached out and squeezed her index fingers, one on the left, one on the right. Wanting
this moment to last forever but not daring to be seen, she put on her sunglasses and threw her
hoodie over her head. She deposited two slips of paper in each bassinet, just as she had been
instructed by her Guide, who had also picked out this particular orphanage. “The head nun there
is a seer and will protect them as best as she can,” her Guide had said.

The slips of paper said RODGER MIDDLETON on one and DODGER MIDDLETON on the
other. Their rhyming names had come to her in a flash of insight that she recognized as a
message from her Guide as well, from the only source she could trust in the world.

And with that, Sarah Cheswich strolled briskly down the porch, back to her car and out of the
twins lives forever.

***

It was Sister Anne, the red-haired, middle-aged nun, who found the twins that afternoon. She had
opened the door of the old large Victorian to water the front garden, and let out a little squeal to
see two babies sitting calmly on the porch in their matching bassinets, staring up at her. A quick
glance down the block told her all she needed to know: noone was coming to claim them.

“Sister Mary!” She called up the stairs. “We have a situation!” While she waited she bent
down on her knees and coo’d at the children.

“Well hello,who do we have here? Where is your mommy and daddy?” The babies
continued to regard her avidly. On a whim she held out a finger to each one, and they both, like
clockwork, gripped her finger with a tiny hand. With her other hand she petted them on the head.
Sister Anne was known around the orphanage as the more motherly one, the doter, while Sister
Mary and the others were more strict disciplinarians.

Sister Mary, the older and graying head nun and director of the orphanage came down,
and seeing the scene before her put a hand over mouth.

“Oh dear.”
“Yes.”
“No possessions? No paperwork? No letter? Nothing?”



“Not that I - wait.” Sister Anne then noticed a slip of paper, the size and shape of a
fortune inside a fortune cookie, protruding from one of the babies bottoms, being partially sat on.
She carefully removed it.

“Dodger Middleton,” she read. Then, instinctively she reached for the other baby's seat
and sure enough found another slip wedged there.

“Rodger Middleton,” she read, “well, well. They rhyme.”
“Hmm, how fitting,” said Sister Mary. “May I see the notes?” Sister Anne handed them

over, and the second the paper got in contact with her bare flesh Sister Mary saw something
impossible. Like a thousand dream images condensed into a lightning flash in her head.

“Oh.” She leaned back into the door, dropping the papers and almost collapsed into a
heap. Slowly, back against the door, she let herself slide down the wall until she was sitting on
the porch.

“Sister Mary!” Sister Anne gasped, “are you OK?” she had never seen anything like this
before. The head nun’s eyes had a faraway look in them, like she was in a trance.

Slowly the color returned to her face and her eyes came back into the present.
“Yes, yes. Fine.” But her voice was a bit quieter and frail now. She crossed herself. Sister

Anne did the same. “Bless the Lord. Do me a favor, sister, and put those slips of paper in an
envelope and leave it on my desk, OK?”

Sister Mary stared intently at the two infants for a moment. Sister Anne watched and
didn’t dare ask what was happening. Then the older nun leaned over one of the bassinets and
gingerly put her palm to the baby’s cheek. She repeated this with the other.  They both felt warm
to the touch, soft like peach fuzz. One of them, the girl, even smiled a bit, but no visions or
flashes. Good, they appear human enough, she thought.

Sister Anne reached out and helped her to her feet. “Now,” Mary continued, more
business-like, her old self returning, “let’s get these two settled. I suppose we’re their new family
now.”

***
Alone now in her office, Sister Mary looked warily at the envelope that sat before her on

the redwood writing desk. Rodger and Dodger had been brought in, and made quite the scene
with the other children crowding around to see who their new housemates were. They were then
given cribs in the toddler room and introduced to Sister Francine, who was in charge of that age
group. Now that that was taken care of, there was the matter of the lack of paperwork. Though
rare, it wasn’t the first time in the nunnery’s history that an abandoned child had been left on
their doorstep. Well, it had happened once before, many years ago. She would have to contact the
authorities of course and see if anyone had reported a missing or stolen child. Sometimes a
jealous ex with no custody rights would steal the child and then get cold feet, and rather deal
with the ex would drop them off at an orphanage. All these legal matters would have to be
checked, of course, but Mary doubted that anything would come of it. The psychic flash, though
unreadable as yet, told her that it was no mistake they had ended up here. Sister Mary was known



in certain circles for having gifts of clairvoyance, or the “Shine” as it was sometimes called, and
she had every reason to suspect that whoever dropped them off moved in the same circles.

Sighing, she carefully unfolded the envelope and turned it upside down, letting the slips
drop onto the bare desk. It was clear, she would have to touch them again. Hopefully she would
then know what to do. Most likely she wouldn’t reach out to those old contacts. These were
delicate matters and if they didn’t contact her in the normal ways, there was a good reason for it.

RODGER MIDDLETON
DODGER MIDDLETON

Hmm, she didn’t recognize the last name. The fact that the names were all that were left showed
that they were important and weren’t to be changed.

She went to the tall cupboard and turned a key on a locked drawer. Inside she withdrew
an old bottle of Sherry. She hadn’t had a drink in years. But in lieu of what she was about to do,
she steeled herself by taking a mighty swig, straight from the bottle.

“Lord, please forgive me this transgression,” she muttered under her breath, then crossed
herself for good measure.

Feeling slightly more courageous now, she sat back down in front of the two slips of
paper.

Intuition told her she would need to touch each slip at the same time, one with each hand,
to complete the circuit, otherwise it would be like an ungrounded wire.

“Please Lord, give me clear sight,”She took a deep breath, crossed herself again, and
stuck out both index fingers to each slip of paper, and pressed down.

The visions were slower this time: a mother in distress, carrying both twins in each arm
to the car, tears streaming down her cheeks. The twins are older now, maybe 5 or 6. The blonde
is twirling in the playroom with a tutu, singing, while the boy bangs on a toy drum; they are both
laughing. Now they are older still, maybe 11 or 12, at the park down the street, there is an older
kid with them with mean eyes. He is pushing the boy onto the ground. The girl comes up from
behind him and jams a pencil into his scalp, there is blood. The pencil went deeper than she
intended, perhaps she used the Shine without realizing it.  The twins run away as the bully gives
chase. Now men in black are tracking them, the Shine leaves a scent, which can be picked up by
Sniffers. The twins are taken from the orphanage, put on a black helicopter. The scene fades
again and the twins are wandering with some other children in a desert wasteland. They look
weak with fatigue and hunger.

“No!” Sister Mary discovered she was shouting, found herself on the floor under the
desk, the chair overturned behind her. The visions faded but the feeling of them lingered. She
was drenched in a cold sweat.  The back of her head throbbed where she must have bonked it on
the floor. But none of this mattered. The children were to be taken, kidnapped from her care. She
mustn’t let it happen.

***



The next day she decided she would breach a silence of over twenty years and made a
phone call to a colleague from her old order, Father Shepard. An hour later she was on a bus into
the city where he worked as a priest. The ride was over an hour long and Sister Mary had a long
time to bite her nails in indecision. She could already feel forces much bigger than her moving
and shifting in her wake. If anyone knows what to do, it will be Father Shepard, she consoled
herself.

The impressive church stood on the corner of Lincoln and 5th. The large wooden door
was unlocked, and she let herself into the chapel. On a Thursday afternoon it was empty. She
crossed herself and made her way down the aisle. A side door by the pew stood ajar.

“Father?”
The door opened and an old man, bald, slightly stooped, wearing black clergy robes

appeared.
“Sister Mary, you have come.” He approached her with warm eyes. “It has been too

long.” She held out a hand and he grasped it with both hands, squeezing gently.
“It is good to see you, Father, you look well.”
“So kind of you to say, however it seems time is beginning to catch up to me.” He smiled

a bit.
“As it is with all of us,” she replied.
“You haven’t aged a day, my dear. But come, let us sit and I’ll make you some tea.” He

led her into his office, stuffed with old books and paintings. Golden light streamed through a
pane-glass window. Distant traffic hummed along outside, but here in this room an older pious,
gentle way of life was preserved like good jam.

She sat, while he worked the kettle.
“Howis the orphanage treating you, Sister? I imagine it must be keeping you busy.”
“Yes,very busy, but in a good way. The Lord has been good to me, and as a result I have

been able to help many children.”
“Very well.”
“And you?”
“The parish is, well, a bit slow, if I am being honest. Attendance for Sunday service is

dwindling. People are less and less searching for God, instead finding temporary solace in sports
and beer.”

“Bread and circuses.”
“Yes, yes. But it is to be expected of course. We knew this age was coming, and can only

be a beacon for those few who are still going within.”
“And the old order? Any word?”
“No.” He sat down now beside her with two warm mugs of tea. “I often wonder…” His

voice trailed off as he went far away in his mind.
“...if any of them are in communication?” she finished his thought for him.
“Yes Sister.”



“They would reach out if they needed us.”
“That is my hope as well. But now it seems you have a need. Please, fill me in.”

She told him of everything that had transpired over that last day, the sudden appearance of the
abandoned twins on the porch, the slips of paper, and the visions she had seen.

Father Shepard was quiet for quite some time, eyebrows furrowed, deep in thought. Mary
sipped her tea. At long last he got up and took out an old, weathered book from a bookcase.

“It reminds me of an old prophecy. Pre-Christian.” He delicately placed the book on the
table and thumbed through the yellowing pages. It was full of old Latin, Greek and Hebrew text,
occult sigils and glyphs, some of which looked Egyptian, others Kabbalistic. He stopped on a
page that had a large depiction of a tarot card.

“The Lovers. Card number 6.” His fingers lightly caressed the page. The card featured a
naked man and woman, theoretically ADam and Eve, on either side of Archangel Michael.
Behind the woman was a serpent on a tree, behind the man was a tree of flaming Yods, the
Hebrew letter signifying the Tetragrammaton.

“On the surface they appear to be lovers, as the card suggests. But the card is associated
with Gemini, Kabbalistically. Gemini are the twins,” Shepard explained.

“So they are not lovers but…brother and sister?”
“Fraternal twins, is the implication, yes.” He pointed to the latin text below the image.
“The old orders preserved a prophecy about the twins. Here it reads that the day will

come when a set of twins will be tested, much like Adam and Eve were tested. And if they are
brave and true, with love in their hearts, for each other and for humanity, they will usher in the
new Aeon. This new Aeon will bring a light to the darkness, as Archangel Michael, the
countenance of Christ, will become active through them.”

There was a long silence. Sister Mary’s heart was pounding, she hadn’t felt such
exhilaration mixed with fear since her old days in the order.

“Father, this is…”
“A lot to fathom, yes.”
“But we don’t even know if they are the ones spoken of,” she spoke in almost a whisper,

suddenly feeling paranoid of eavesdroppers. “And in the meantime, what am I to do? Sit around
and wait for them to be taken?”

“If they are taken, it would be the trials and tribulation the prophecy speaks of. You
mustn’t interfere.”

“But they are just children! They couldn’t have been more than 12!” She could feel tears
brimming again,but did not want to give in to them. She stood up and paced about the small
room, thinking hard.

Father Shepard got up and stopped her gently by gripping both her hands in his.
“This could be everything our order has worked for. The key we have been lacking,” he

whispered, his eyes intently gazing into hers.



He continued, “I know you have been feeling the darkness rising. It’s not just a lack of
interest in spirit. There is treachery on a grand scale. You know as well as I do, the old enemies
have kept busy, sleeping not, resting not.”

She forced herself to hold his gaze. She knew he was right. Sometimes she hated herself
for not doing more to fight it, for hiding in her nunnery.

“Meditate on this, ask for guidance, Sister. And if and when you feel compelled to act,
make sure it's from a place of the Highest Good, and not from a place of emotion in the moment.
You know that God moves in mysterious ways, tests us, places us in the path of evil on purpose.”

She moved in to hug him, and they embraced for a long time. And in that moment, her
heart became set, and she knew what she had to do.


