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Dedication

 


To all of my
family, friends and fans who have been waiting
for this series to materialize.


Chapter One

 


Clint Anders rode slowly back to the ranch.
The other hands left ahead of him, but he needed time to think. Try
as he might, he couldn’t remember how he came to be sent to
Henderson Ranch. It didn’t matter how he happened to be sent there.
What mattered most was that he was sent there.

His first memory was of living in the
dormitory with his friends, Parker, Roger and Jake. Together they’d
learned how to be ranch hands and to live on the meager meals, if
you could call them that, served by the Hendersons. At the age of
six they’d been sent to work with the older boys on the ranch. Even
so, they didn’t know much about those who were older or younger
than themselves.

His mind returned to the day Jake died. The
day before, they’d been tending the cattle in the south pasture
when they realized one of the prize steers was nowhere in sight. It
was Jake who said he wanted to find the missing steer before he
rode off, leaving Clint and the others to tend the herd.

Whether it was coincidence or planned,
Henderson came out to where they were working. When he inquired
about where Jake was, they told him about the missing steer and how
Jake went out to find him. As soon as they finished telling
Henderson about Jake, their friend reappeared leading the wayward
steer by a rope.

“Where the hell have you been?” Henderson
shouted as soon as Jake was in sight.

“There was a missing steer. I went out and
found him. He…”

“It doesn’t matter where he was. It’s not
your job to leave your duties. Come with me.”

In his mind’s eye, he could still see
Henderson grabbing the reigns of Jake’s horse and taking off at a
fast gallop. Clint swallowed down the lump in his throat. That had
been the last time he ever saw his friend alive.

The next evening when they returned from the
range, Henderson brought Clint and his friends to ‘the box’ and
told them to dig a grave for Jake. None of them dared to ask what
happened. They knew that fifteen hours in ‘the box’ had killed
their friend and life for any of them would never be the same
again.

Three years later, he was horrified when he,
along with his friends were sold to Senor Alfanso to be used as
slave labor on his ranch. As the memory flashed in his mind, the
brand on his upper left arm throbbed. It never bothered him unless
he was remembering what his life was like before he was rescued and
taken to the Alien Complex in Mexico City.

Their rescue and the Alien Complex had been
like a dream come true. He’d been given a complete mental and
physical examination in the hopes of finding any traces of his
birth family. All throughout the search he held out hope, while
enjoying the healthy meals and the education he’d been denied as a
child.

He was surprised when Peter came to them in
Mexico City and asked if they would be willing to return to
Henderson Ranch, only now it was being called Resurrection Ranch.
Clint knew Peter had been sold to Senior Alfanso but their paths
hardly ever crossed. Like when they were growing up, they weren’t
encouraged to have communication with the men who worked in groups
other than their own. Clint rode mostly with Roger and Parker as
well as two of the older hands working on the ranch.

Shaking his head to rid himself of the
memories he didn’t want to relive, he thought about everything that
happened to him since he arrived on Resurrection Ranch. At first,
he was reluctant to return to the place that held so many horrors
for him. The dormitory had been bulldozed and a new structure was
in the process of being built. The only landmark he remembered was
the main house. Even that looked different, boasting a fresh coat
of paint, changing it from dingy grey to sparkling white with black
shutters and trim. Somehow, he knew this was where he belonged.
More than anything else he wanted to make a difference for, not
only himself, but also for all of the others who had survived this
hell hole.

The main buildings of the ranch came into
view dissolving the memories of the past. Here was the future, only
now he and his friends were down to two from four. Jake had been
spared the horrors of becoming Alfanso’s slave by dying in ‘the
box’. Roger had recently been killed by Jake’s father as he looked
for justice for his son in the worst way possible.

The healing period was beginning, at least
that’s what Jerilyn, the counselor on the ranch, kept telling them.
He wanted to believe her but he was waiting for the next shoe to
fall, so to say. Which one of the survivors would be the next to
lose his life because of Henderson and the hell he’d put them
through as children?

“Hey, Clint, what took you so long?” Parker
asked, as Clint prepared to take care of his horse before washing
up for the evening meal.

“I had some thinking to do. Needed to be
alone for a while.”

“If it was Roger you were thinking about, you
have to put that behind you. I’ve been talking to Pastor Joel and
he tells me the One God know the number of days we are allotted
when we are born. I find that hard to believe, but it does make
sense. If that wasn’t the case, why would you and I have survived
everything we did? I need to know more about the One God as well as
all the other stuff we’ve been studying.”

Clint nodded his approval of what Parker was
saying. On the day Roger was murdered, he vowed to make
Resurrection Ranch a memorial to Roger, Jake and all the other
children who lost their lives at the hands of the Hendersons.

 


~ * ~

 


Josie Rawlins left Dr. Gratan’s office,
pleased with how well he thought she was healing. Physically, she
had definitely healed from her father’s beating, but mentally was
another thing.

For as long as she could remember, her father
told her how much he missed her brother, Jake, and he wanted to see
justice done. How could she have ever known his idea of justice
would be shooting an innocent man and wounding many others? To make
matters worse, the man who had been killed turned out to be a good
friend of her brother, Jake. Even though he was her father, she
knew she could never forgive him. In trying to come to grips with
it, she’d made an appointment with Pastor Joel to seek his help.
Her appointment with him was scheduled for the next afternoon.

For now, she wanted to report to Hodia and
tell her she’d been released by the doctor and was ready to begin
helping out at the school. She prayed she would be able to work
with some of the young men, since working with them would, perhaps,
bring her closer to the younger brother she hadn’t known.

Thinking of Jake brought Zander to mind. He
had been used as his father’s pawn to bring disaster down upon
Resurrection Ranch and the young men who were working to make this
ranch one of the most prosperous in the county. It still amazed her
how willing they were to give Zander a second chance.

Last week, he’d been released from the
hospital, and immediately began working with Mark Alamor, making
certain the insurance coverage for the ranch was up to date.
Although she knew Zander was one of the top insurance agents in the
state of Iowa, she was amazed that the young men on this ranch were
so trusting of him.

“You look like you have the weight of the
world on your shoulders, Sis?” she heard Zander say from behind of
her.

“Not really. I’ve been thinking about how
quickly things change. One day we were living in Maquoketa, Iowa
and the next we’re associated with Resurrection Ranch. To make
matters worse, Dad is awaiting trial for murder and attempted
murder. None of it makes sense and yet, it’s like this is where we
belong.”

“I know what you mean. I was a blind fool to
follow Dad’s road to destruction. To be truthful, I never expected
forgiveness from the people here. Mark and I have been working
together and I’m pleased to say we have formed a friendship of
sorts. I’m still not certain if insurance is something I want to do
for the rest of my life. I told him I might like to look into the
architectural program his Uncle David is initiating. Do you think
I’m too old to make such a change?”

“No one is too old to change. Look at Mom,
she’s back in Iowa closing out everything there and getting ready
to move here permanently.”

“What do you think she’ll do here?”

“Before she left, she was talking to Connor
and Julie, the chefs for this place. They’re willing to train her
to help them out and take over the cooking when they need time off.
She’s thrilled with the offer.”

“That’s good. Once I came to my senses and
realized all the hate we grew up with was wrong, I worried how she
would adapt to life without Dad.”

“I’m certain you didn’t know it, but she was
considering divorce. He’s been abusive to her for years. I saw it,
even if you didn’t. It was especially bad when she took the job at
the restaurant. The night he snapped, he hurt both of us very
badly. We can all be thankful for the advanced medical treatment we
received after it happened.”

“Don’t I know it. You would hardly know that
I was ever burned. I thought for certain I would be scarred for
life. I have a lot of things to be thankful for.”

“I hate to cut this short,” Josie said, “but
I have an appointment with Hodia to see when I can begin working at
the school. This is the opportunity of a lifetime for me. I’m
hoping to work with the older students, as Diane and Melian have
the younger ones covered.”

Zander gave her a brotherly hug before they
parted company. He’d given her a lot to think about. She couldn’t
see him doing anything other than work in the insurance industry,
but she admired him for considering doing something other than what
their father told him he had to do.

She arrived at Hodia’s office ten minutes
early but she didn’t mind the wait. She enjoyed being in the school
building, daydreaming about being able to help teach the classes
the older students would be taking.

“Josie, I’m sorry you had to wait,” Hodia
greeted her.

“It wasn’t a long wait and I thoroughly
enjoyed having the time to daydream about the future. I just left
Dr. Gratan and he cleared me to begin work. I must say I’m looking
forward to joining you.”

“I’m pleased to hear you say that. As I told
you earlier, we are shorthanded, especially where the older
students are concerned. It’s thrilling to teach the young children
but a challenge to do the same with adults. You must realize some
of your students would be your same age.”

“I do. I’ve always wanted to teach adults. I
was looking into teaching at our local vocational school, but there
were no positions open. If I was back in Iowa, I would be working
as a substitute teacher rather than anything full time. I’m looking
forward to this challenge.”

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear. If you
can start this afternoon, you can monitor the class that Diane
teaches in the evening as well as the one in the early morning.
When she thinks you’ll be comfortable on your own, she will be
happy to have more time to relax. Along with the classes for the
adults, she’s got a full schedule teaching with the younger
children. Since that’s where her expertise is, I’m sure she will be
thrilled to be able to concentrate on their classes.”

Josie left the office with the schedule for
the early morning and late afternoon classes in her hand. After
checking the time on her communicator, she realized it was time to
go over to the dining hall for the midday meal.

 


~ * ~

 


Josie had little trouble in finding Diane’s
classroom. Rather than the smaller desks she’d seen in the
classroom she toured when she first applied to work with the
teachers here, the room was equipped with tables and chairs that
would accommodate the older students. There were three tables with
the chairs to go with them reminding her that the first evening
class would only have two students. Because of the deranged
behavior of her father, Roger Blount would no longer be studying
with his friends.

She didn’t have to wait long for Diane to
enter the room or for her students to arrive. She’d seen both Clint
and Parker from a distance, but seeing them close up almost took
her breath away. It was evident, they were still building up their
muscles they’d lost when they were on the slave ranch in Mexico.
She’d heard how they had been branded, just like Jerilyn’s friend,
Peter. Assessing them, she noticed they each wore long sleeved
shirts, rolled up to their elbows. Were they ashamed of the marks
that signified their status as slaves? She hoped that wasn’t the
case. Everyone had scars even though they weren’t all visible.

While she’d been silently thinking about the
young men she would be teaching, they took their seats and opened
the book from which they’d been studying.

“Good evening,” Diane greeted them. “I’m so
exciting to introduce Josie Rawlins to you. She’s a trained teacher
and is going to be taking over the class as soon as she is
comfortable with our study plan.”

Josie could tell, just by the look in the
eyes of these men that they were skeptical of her, because of her
father’s actions. She decided this was the time to set the record
straight about who and what she was.

“That’s right, I’m Josie Rawlins. My brother
Jake was brought up here. He also lost his life here. What I
wouldn’t give to have found him alive, but that was not to be. All
the years since my brother disappeared my father has fed off the
hate, he had for the people who stole him away from us. When we
learned Jake died on this ranch at the hands of the Hendersons, he
transferred his hate to this ranch, especially after he heard the
Hendersons had been found guilty and sent to one of the penal
colonies. It was that hatred that caused my brother, Zander, to
rustle your cattle and to set fire to one of your barns. It was
also that hatred that caused my father to take the life of your
friend, Roger, and to wound several others at the same time. I want
you to know I am not my father. I do not condone the actions of
either him or my older brother. I never knew Jake. I was just a
baby when he disappeared. Both my mother and I were preparing to
leave my brother and father to start a new life. We were sick of
the abuse.

“Now that I’ve had my say, I’ve been hired to
teach. I’m delighted to think that the two of you will be my first
students.”

 


~ * ~

 


Clint left class with mixed emotions. He
wanted to hate Josie because of what her father and brother did to
Resurrection Ranch. Because of them, Roger was dead, to say nothing
about those who were injured. They’d also lost one of their barns
along with twenty-five head of prize cattle. At the same time, he
felt an attraction to Josie. Maybe it was because she was the first
woman his age to pay any attention to him.

“You look like a lovesick calf,” Parker
teased. “Are you having fantasies about our new teacher?”

“Don’t even go there. We both know who she
is. If they hadn’t come here, Roger would still be with us.”

“She didn’t pull the trigger on that laser
pistol. It was her father, and if I don’t miss my guess, he’s
mentally unstable. Can’t say I condone what he did, but I think I
understand it. If I’d found any family, maybe they would have been
nuts trying to find out where I was all these years.”

“That could be, but you’re wrong about me
having fantasies about Josie. She’s so far above either of us. It’s
not even funny. She’ll never understand what we went through from
the time we were brought here until we were rescued.”

Clint knew the words he spoke were the truth
and yet he prayed the two of them would one day be on the same
level.

Together with Parker, he headed toward the
dormitory for a good night’s sleep. He wondered if his dreams
tonight would be the nightmares of the past or pleasant thoughts of
what the future could bring.


Chapter Two

 


Patsy was grateful for the people at
Resurrection Ranch who arranged for her to return to Maquoketa to
close out their life and prepare to start anew. She knew it would
take several days for all of the arrangements to be made. Cassion
promised to come for her when she was ready to return to the
ranch.

It didn’t matter how the trial for her
husband, Vern, turned out, she knew she could never return to her
life in this town. She was positive the wrongs Vern did on the
ranch, including murder, would have reached even to this small
town. It wouldn’t matter that she had nothing to do with what
happened, she would be held responsible and lose any standing she
ever had with her friends and even relatives. It was for the best
that she sell everything and disappear, just as Jake had over
twenty-five years earlier.

“Is that really you, Patsy?” Ellie Blaser
called from across the street.

She pasted a smile on her face and waved to
Ellie. “Yes, it is. I had to come home to close things out and pack
up what belongings we will be needing.”

“Close things out?” Ellie questioned, as she
crossed the street. “Don’t tell me you’re leaving again.”

“Alright, I won’t tell you, but it’s for the
best. Josie and I need a fresh start. That won’t happen here.
Everyone must have heard what Vern and Zander did.”

Ellie hung her head. “Of course, we have, but
we’ve also heard Vern spewing his hatred ever since Jake
disappeared. Everyone in town knew he would explode one day. It’s
too bad someone had to get killed when it happened. I’ve known you
ever since we started kindergarten together. I can’t stand the
thought of you leaving here.”

Patsy didn’t even try to stop the tears that
were flowing down her cheeks. “I can’t stand the thought of it
either. This has been my home all my life, but I can no longer
stand to be here. There are too many memories of all the hateful
and hurtful things Vern did, not only in this town but also in this
house.”

“He beat you, didn’t he?”

She could only nod her head. “I wanted him to
forget all of the hate he was spewing and start living like normal
people. He couldn’t let it go. He even poisoned Zander’s mind with
it. Thankfully, the people at Resurrection Ranch forgave my son
when he told them where they could find the cattle. In order to
make restitution, he agreed to stay on at the ranch and advise them
on insurance. They even told him, if he ever wanted to study to do
something else, they would make their educational department open
to him.”

“What about Josie? Why isn’t she with
you?”

“Even before Vern snapped, she applied to
teach at the school on Resurrection Ranch. Once she’s trained on
their study plan, she will be taking over the classes for the adult
students.”

Ellie put her arm around Patsy’s shoulders
and led her across the street to her home. “I can see no reason why
you have to stay in the house all by yourself. Mike and I have
plenty of room now that we’re empty nesters. I can make a fresh pot
of coffee. I even made an apple pie this morning. I know how much
you love my apple pie.”

As Ellie led her across the street, Patsy
realized just how exhausted she was from the events of the past
several days, coupled with the flight back to Iowa. Since her wrist
wasn’t completely healed, she dreaded having to prepare her meals
on top of everything else that needed to be done. Up until now,
Ellie hadn’t seen the brace on her wrist. Now she knew she would
have to explain her injury to her best friend.

“There’s something you need to know,” she
began.

Ellie waved her hand to indicate she needed
Patsy to remain silent. “I saw your brace. Did Vern do this to
you?”

“In a way. He was angry that I’d left the
apartment and not told him where I was going. He slapped me. When I
fell, I braced myself and broke my wrist when I fell. He hit Josie
with a clenched fist and broke her jaw. That was just before he
lost it completely and shot that young man at the dining hall. It
was terrible.”

“I’m sure it was, but there’s no way anyone
would hold you responsible. What are you going to do?”

“I’ve been offered a position at Resurrection
Ranch. I can’t believe how understanding and loving those people
are. After what Vern did, I was certain they would want all of us
arrested and punished for his sins.”

“Oh, Patsy, I’m so sorry this is happening to
you. Other than giving you a place to stay, what can Mike and I do
for you?”

“I-I…” she choked back her sobs. “I was
hoping Mike would put the house on the market for me and maybe find
a buyer for the business.”

“Are you sure this is what you want?”

“Positive. I know what happened to my
youngest son. To be truthful, I buried him in my heart long before
he died on that ranch. I’ve met the young men who were his best
friends and they are delightful. Knowing what they’ve been through,
it hard to believe they are so well adjusted. I know if it had been
me, I’d be mad as a wet hen at everyone and everything.”

Ellie led her to the living room and
indicated she should sit in the recliner. She didn’t think any
chair ever felt as good as this one. After she put up her feet,
Ellie returned with a cup of steaming coffee and a generous piece
of pie.

“Oh dear, if I eat that big a piece of pie,
I’ll gain a ton of weight.”

Ellie laughed at her statement. “Now that’s
Vern talking. I’ve heard those words come out of Vern’s mouth more
than once. Stand up for yourself and eat the pie if that’s what you
want.”

Patsy agreed completely. Those were the words
Vern spoke whenever he thought she was eating too much food. He
always wanted her to keep the figure she had when they were married
two days after she graduated from high school.

 


~ * ~

 


Patsy was surprised to see the sun setting in
the west when she woke. She had no recollection of falling asleep.
The stress of the day must have taken control of her body and
mind.

From the kitchen, she could hear Ellie and
Mike talking in hushed tones. She knew they were discussing her and
the reason she returned to Maquoketa. Although she wasn’t
comfortable with being the topic of conversation, she put her fears
behind her and walked out to the kitchen to join them.

“I thought you were still sleeping,” Mike
greeted her.

“I was, but if I sleep the day away, I won’t
sleep tonight. I’m certain Ellie must have told you I want to put
the house on the market.”

“She did, but are you certain about that? I
mean, what if Vern doesn’t want everything sold?”

“He has no say in it. If he isn’t sent to a
mental institution, he’ll spend the rest of his life in prison. He
killed a man and wounded several others. That’s not something that
is easily overlooked. If you’re not willing to handle the sale, I
suppose I can find someone else.”

“Nonsense. I just wanted to be sure you knew
what you were doing. We can go over there tomorrow and do a
walkthrough. With the way the housing market is now, I doubt we’ll
have much trouble in finding a buyer for it. As for the business,
I’ve been hearing a lot of gossip about what’s going to happen to
it. I heard from an insurance agency in Des Moines. It seems they
want to open a branch office and wondered what was going on with
Vern’s office. I told them I didn’t know but I do have their
contact information.”

Although Patsy thought she would feel relief
at knowing someone had already voiced an interest in the business,
it did tug at her heartstrings. The insurance agency had been part
of her life ever since she and Vern married almost thirty years
ago. The thought of someone else handling Vern’s long-time
customers and sitting in the office where her husband and son
worked for so many years was difficult.

“That all sounds good. I worked with the
legal department for the ranch and they got Vern to sign over power
of attorney to me. I’m certain he knew there was no way he would
ever be able to return here and resume his position in the
community. He sealed his fate the moment he packed his laser pistol
before we left for Resurrection Ranch. It was bound to happen
sooner rather than later. I’m just ashamed to say he took the life
of one of Jake’s friends in the process.”

“What do you want to do with the furnishings
in the house?” Ellie asked.

“Most of them will have to be sold. The
apartments are completely furnished. There are a few pieces I want
to take with me and others I want to put into storage. The people
at the ranch assured me they have built some storage buildings, as
others have things that they want to put away until the houses can
be built. They will arrange for our things to be moved. What I need
to do is pack up our clothes and take them with me when I return.
Of course, that won’t be until the house as well as the business
have been sold and the final payments have been signed.”

Patsy knew from the look on Ellie’s face that
her friend disapproved of her plans, but that wouldn’t stop her
from carrying out her agenda.

 


~ * ~

 


As soon as they finished breakfast the next
morning, Patsy crossed the street with Ellie and Mike to do a
walkthrough of the house she’d called home for so many years. For a
moment she stood on the wrap around porch reliving both happy and
sad memories before she put the key into the lock.

The front door opened and squeaked, as it
always had in the past. It was familiar and yet so different from
the modern doors that slid open at a voice command or the touch of
your hand on the pad beside the door. Like most of the homes in
this town, she knew it was old fashioned. Whoever purchased the
house would, more than likely, completely gut the interior and make
it into a more modern version of itself. She didn’t want to think
about what would happen once her name was no longer on the
deed.

Inside, everything was just as she’d left it
when they went to Nevada. The clocks still registered the right
time, all of the furnishings were in their proper place. It
saddened her to see the thin layer of dust that covered her tables
as well as the mantle.

In her mind’s eye, she could see the living
room decorated for Christmas. From the mantle there were three
stockings hung. Even though Jake hadn’t been there for more than
twenty years, she still hung his stocking along with those for
Zander and Jodie every year.

She turned her gaze to the open staircase
leading to the second story and she could see Zander and Jake
racing down on Christmas morning to see what Santa left in their
stockings as well as under the decorated Christmas tree.

Her mind told her this was all in the past
and her future no longer revolved around these few rooms of
furniture. They belonged in another lifetime, another era.

Suddenly, it was all too much for her. Before
her eyes, the room began to spin, and a warm darkness encompassed
her entire being.

The electronic grandfather’s clock was
chiming eleven when she again opened her eyes. To her surprise, she
was lying on the sofa in the living room, with her friends hovering
over her.

“You gave us quite a scare,” Ellie said.
“Mike called the paramedics. They should be here soon.”

“Y-you shouldn’t have done that,” she
stammered. “It was just all too overwhelming coming back here. Too
many memories.”

Sirens sounded from outside the house,
cutting off any further conversation. Within moments, the room was
filled with medical personnel.

“Just let us check you over, Mrs. Rawlins,” a
young man in the uniform of a city paramedic said.

She recognized him as Paul Fredrick. Had Jake
not been taken from them, she was certain he and Paul would have
become fast friends, as they were the same age.

“I’m fine, really I am.”

“Mr. Blaser said you passed out. We need to
check you over.”

Reluctantly, she allowed him to take her
blood pressure and other vitals. As he did, he tapped the numbers
into his communicator.

“Your blood pressure is too low and your
pulse is too fast. The doctor wants us to bring you into the
hospital for evaluation.”

She knew better than to argue with anyone
over the decision. If she did, she knew Ellie and Mike would have
insisted on her going to the hospital.

“Don’t worry about a thing here, Patsy,” Mike
said. “I’ll take the pictures I need and lock up when I leave. You
can decide on the furnishings later.”

She nodded and allowed Paul to help her to
the gurney to take her out to the air ambulance. It reminded her of
when she’d been taken to the hospital on Resurrection Ranch two
weeks earlier.

“Have you passed out before this?” Paul
answered, once they lifted off for the flight to the hospital.

“I was assaulted by my husband and lost
consciousness. That was also when I broke my wrist.”

“Do you know the name of the doctor who
treated you at Resurrection Ranch?”

“It was Dr. Gratan.”

Paul nodded his head as though he recognized
the name. She didn’t think it was possible, but in this day and age
names of prominent physicians could be well known.


Chapter Three

 


Josie stared at her communicator in
disbelief. How could her mother have been hospitalized in
Maquoketa? She’d been fine when she left yesterday. How could this
have happened?

Rather than communicate with her mother, she
messaged Ellie. Just last night her mother told her she was staying
with Ellie and Mike. It came as a surprise, considering the house
was still completely furnished.

Ellie’s face immediately filled the screen of
her communicator. “What happened to Mom?” Josie asked as soon as
the connection was completed.

“We went over for a walkthrough of the house.
I think it was just too much for her. She collapsed and lost
consciousness. Mike was concerned and called the paramedics. They
insisted she go to the hospital. I could see that she was
reluctant, but she didn’t argue with them.”

“Do I need to get transportation to Iowa to
be with her?”

“No, I’m sure they won’t keep her long. It
was precautionary. Be assured Mike and I will take good care of
her.”

“Is Mike listing the house for Mom?”

“Yes, and he thinks he has a buyer for the
business. He was approached by an agency out of Des Moines when
they heard about what happened with your dad and Zander in Nevada.
They wanted to open a branch and take over your dad’s clients. We
told your mother about it. Once she’s out of the hospital they will
come here to meet with her and










































cover.jpg
2l

R(D(MPfION“

INA

NEW WORLD

ML 1
a2 ), ?
WL e
THE NEW WORLD SERIES
BOOK 6

~ SHERRY DERR-WILLES
bdsoni






