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Thank you Father, 
for all the gifts you've given us.

"Every good and perfect gift is from above, 
coming down from 
the Father of the heavenly lights, 
Who does not change 
like shifting shadows."  
James 1:17
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LOVE, JOY, PEACE, PATIENCE, Kindness, Goodness, Faithfulness, Gentleness, Self-Control - The Cloud People
Angeleigh Aman St. James - 17 Year Old Main Character and Narrator of the Story 
Tommy Watchthee - Angeleigh's "little brother" neighbor 
Kyra Christian - Angeleigh's best friend 
Jamie Christian - Kyra's cousin 
Nana - Grandmom who parented Angeleigh
Michael T (Thriambeuo) - Angeleigh's Dad
Holbert Thriambeuo - Angeleigh's Grandfather
Elizabeth St. James - Angeleigh's Mom
Mrs. Charity Woodrow - Angeleigh's Teacher
Lady Maggie - Homeless Woman
Mrs. Maple - Old Woman 
Mr. Greeley - Mission caretaker 
General Michael Thomas - Head of Biosphere 6 
Major Hunt, Colonel Dyer, Lieutenant Calvin Heartley, Private Dauntler, Private Zitman - Employees of Biosphere Six
Dr. Mortimus - Chief Physician of the Cloning Department and Physician General of the New World Court Administration 
Nurse Loveless, Nurse Goodman - Other Employees of Biosphere Six
Mr. Killmanski and Mr. Slayman - Guards at Biosphere Six 
Horatio - Prisoner at Biosphere Six
Romulus - Guard at Region 22 Mission City Alliance
The Catfish - As the Catfish

“Don’t be afraid; just believe.” Mark 5:36
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PROLOGUE
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THE YEAR IS 2112. PLANET Earth is under World Court jurisdiction. Twenty-nine regions of the globe are each divided into three zones. Zone A or Biosphere, houses select members of the population for the sole purpose of propagating and passing on their God-given gifts through the abomination of cloning. The area maintains a top secret status. Zone B, better known as The Acceptables, is where unbeknownst to themselves, residents live as lab rats and are provided for with experimental food and water. Zone C, also known as The Doomed, is heavily populated with most people living underground, a few living in cardboard community areas and all suffering from the toxins that infiltrate water and sewer systems from the daily sprayings and other New World Court law enforcement atrocities. All the world is controlled by the NWC system - businesses, food, agriculture, education, religion, recreation, financial transactions, everything. My name is Angeleigh Aman St. James. I’m 17 years old and I live with my wonderful, sweet, caring and kind-hearted Nana. This past year has been, to say the least, unusual. It took many months before I began to put all the pieces together. What I can tell you is that you must believe. You must have faith to recognize and receive God’s blessings. Everyone, EVERYONE, has a special mission appointed to them and be it big or small, it has the same importance to God in His Master plan. Most importantly, you must learn to listen for guidance and instruction from the Spirit that God has placed in each one of us. 

This is my story. 
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CHAPTER ONE - Hopeful 
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“Therefore, I tell you, whatever you ask for in prayer, believe that you have received it, and it will be yours.” Mark 11:24 



I LIVE IN HOME REGION number 22. It is here that Zones B and C meet, where the elevated trains pass over Front Avenue at the edge of the Wiskonset River. It is here that mattressed communities line the underpass and hundreds of people, two-thirds of them children, reside with a riverside view. I watched intently as the train I traveled on passed over them. My eyes began to cloud. Many of the homeless slept below while the river breezes attempted to calm the 104 degree June heat this early Friday morning. The children played as children do. They didn’t know that their way of life was anything more than one big camping trip. Well, at least the little ones didn’t. Once these children reached six years of age and were living on the street, they were really quite grown. This life had a way of doing that to them, changing their perspective. It had a way of dismissing the very years of their life that taught them the importance of stability. It taught them that to feel secure made them vulnerable, so they distrusted everything and every day they lived, was without a future to hope for.... no future on earth, no future eternal. It taught them that they were forgotten. All the people in these communities were forgotten, to the world. But not forgotten to Jesus, I reminded myself. I surveyed the area once more and saw that man again. This time, dressed in a blue suit and white shirt and tie, he was shaving as if in a hurry to get somewhere. He must be completing his morning grooming routine, maybe before he would head off to work, I told myself. Of course, this was just one of the million or so stories I’d made up about my homeless friends. After all, one of them could be my father. Maybe this man who could be my father, had landed a job so he could save some money and afford shelter or at least a new mattress, one that wouldn’t fall apart from dry rot or the mold caused by the out-of-doors weather extremes. And maybe one day we would meet and he would at least act like he loved me. My mother, well, I didn’t expect that much from her. From what I had been told, she lost the strength to survive out there. But I would keep looking for my mother and father, believing that they were alive until I knew otherwise. With my work at the Community Shelter, I had access to so many of the homeless, and I prayed for the day when my mom or my dad would walk through those doors, asking for something to eat, asking for a place to lay their heads in safe sleep. After all, if they were doing well, they would have gotten in touch long ago, you know, to ask how Nana was and to visit their little girl. I knew they would want to see me. I mean, I never did anything that would make them not want to see me. Had I? How many times had I asked God that question? And God always answered me by directing my thoughts to Nana. No more giving a person could she be. It’s true what they say about when God closes one door, He opens another. Because when my parents left, Nana was there. And I believe my grandmom wasn’t born here on earth. No, I believe she was a pure angel sent down from heaven to care for me. You see, when they left, I was only a few days old. Nana said I was God’s little miracle, being born healthy to both parents addicted to crack-cocaine. 

God has something very special planned for you Angeleigh, echoed Nana’s compassionate words, golden words, engraved in my memory. That’s why God spared you the pains of addiction, she’d say. 

I loved listening to the stories Nana would tell me about my mother, how she had been a beautiful, kind, strong and talented young woman. She said she was very artistic and once UNICEF had accepted her paintings to be released as greeting cards, with the proceeds going to raise money to help needy children worldwide. Then one day, Nana said mom just changed. She became angry and dissociated from her friends and family. She threw away all of her paintings, broke up her paint brushes and emptied her paint tubes all over her room. She would sneak out the house and stay out all hours of the night. Seven months later, I was born. 

Nana said she met my father for the first time in mom’s hospital room. He didn’t speak much. Nana said he was trying to be a man but he hadn’t had enough years to grow into one and he was just a confused child himself. Days after they came home from the hospital, my mother left me in Nana’s arms and was never seen of or heard of again. Neighbors spoke of times they thought they saw my mother begging on neighborhood street corners. They spoke badly of her, not giving thought to the fact that their words hurt my sweet Nana’s heart. Neighbors said my mother had become a member of the invisible community. You know, people who hold out their hands begging for food money, non-existent to passersby. Neighbors said she had become an annoyance ...but after all, she was hungry. Nana said the people who really weren’t homeless ruined it for those who were, as far as handouts go, that is. No one believed them anymore. It was difficult to give away your hard-earned money to entrepreneurs posing as the destitute and who looked at you as just another rich fool. Of course things are so different now. Paper money has been replaced with government transaction cards of which the homeless aren’t entitled, and without it, they don’t have a chance to survive unless they can get in line early at a shelter or mission. Those living in cardboard communities with branded numbers on their faces are issued government leftovers. No telling what the food is made of, but when it makes the people sick, they’re escorted by WC police to unknown locations for unknown purposes. 

Well... getting back to my mother, Nana never saw her again - not in the neighborhood, not on the street, not anywhere. Maybe she didn’t want to see. Maybe she couldn’t look. 

I scanned the Cardboard Community #22 one last time, hoping to locate the two people who had given me life. Perhaps the heart that had once beaten so close to mine, that had kept me warm and protected for nine cherished months, would also be searching for me. But no one looked even remotely like the pictures that Nana took of the three of us, the day my parents left me. I will never forget their faces. My mother was such a beautiful woman. Her azure blue eyes, her waist length, silky black hair, her strong and lean athletic body, all too soon began wasting away from the terrible deteriorating effects of the drugs that were consuming her life. Of course, Nana blamed herself. She said she just wasn’t in touch with what was going on in the world and she hadn’t prepared her daughter to be street smart. Sometimes I’d hear Nana crying uncontrollably in the middle of the night when her guilt overwhelmed her. And my dad, well, Nana didn’t have much of a chance to get to know him but she said she could read behind his tough stare. He seemed streetwise and he acted full of life but she said he was empty inside. However, he definitely showed an undying love for my mother. He would do anything for her. Nana said that’s where their long walk down ‘Money, Greed and Lust Avenues’ would lead to an eventual deadly end. Nana had her own poetic way with words sometimes. But to continue my story, though I assumed the drugs consumed them both, I would forever search for my parents. I had studied so many faces that sometimes everyone looked like them. I just couldn’t face the fact that they might not be looking for me. 

“Next stop Wiskonset River Drive,” announced the computerized train voice. Unlike other areas, Zone B still had what remained of an archaic transportation system, even though, all underground tracks had been cut off and reconstructed into above ground operations. As the doors of the train opened, the heat hit me like a six hundred degree oven. But, this was the last day of school and all I had to do was pick up my belongings from science lab and say goodbye to a few people. That gave me two hours to return home before the twelve noon curfew. You see, no one was allowed on the streets in the B zones between twelve and four p.m., until the aerial vehicles finished their daily cleansing of the neighborhoods, until the caustic spraying was over. The government tried to convince the public that they were decontaminating the atmosphere from all harmful bacteria, to keep us all ‘New World healthy’, but I had different suspicions. 

For my own safety, I needed to keep those suspicions to myself until the right time. 
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CHAPTER TWO - Kindness 
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“Do not forget to entertain strangers, for by so doing some people have entertained angels without knowing it.” Hebrews 13:2 



HEAT SLITHERED OVER the sidewalks lazily like a bad odor. The morning air was thick and hard to breath. Buses were sticky, hot and much too overcrowded to board. As I exited the train, I decided to walk the four blocks to World Court High Division 473. Besides, the street vendors were enticing me with their icy treats. They were one of the few normal parts of life left in this community. Most vendors had lost their businesses when they were limited to only three or four business hours per day due to the curfews. Very little self-employment remained in this new world order except for government franchises which were offered to winners through a lottery. I looked down the street and tried to take a deep breath. Despite today’s sweltering heat, the sky was an unusual clear blue and reminded me of the seas surrounding the Bahama Islands in old travel logs on the Internet. It was quite a refreshing change from the normal pea green color of the sky by day and the phosphorescent purple tint by night. And I realized that with school almost over for the summer, it was good to be alive and a good day to thank the Lord for all His blessings. I noticed my favorite vending stand open and I decided to stop for something cool and sweet. 

“Two iced doughnuts and two cans of apple juice please.” 

“Two! Now, I like a hardy eater,” said the old man in the booth. 

“Oh, it’s not all for me,” I said. “My grandmom always taught me to share our blessings with others. It’s kind of a habit now.” 

I peered over the counter, into the ice water filled compartment. ”Could I have two cans from the bottom please, if it isn’t too much trouble, Sir?” 

“No problem,” said the old man, “it has to be a hunerd and five out here. Can’t wait to go home but I have to pay ma taxes ya know. The Mrs., she tells me to get off my duff and go make something of meself.” The gentleman laughed showing a mouthful of purple tinted teeth, which wasn’t an unusual sight being the result of the contaminated water that so many had to drink when government issued water supplies were scarce. “I’m ninety-two for heaven’s sake! But work keeps me young, ya know,” the old man laughed heartily as if from deep down in his soul. “That’ll be two seventy five, young lady.” 

I handed over my World Court Money Transaction card, its motto- ‘don’t lose it or there’ll be repercussions’. 

“Ya know little lady, I remember the good old days of real money. Can’t quite get used to this yet.” The old man keyed in my identification numbers into his laptop. “If you can’t count it at the end of the day, ya feel like you’re working for free. And with taxes as high as they are, that’s not far from the truth. You know, all I make goes into an account, the government takes theirs and I’m left with what they want to give me. Hmm...“ He sat back and with bewilderment, shook his head as he looked up and down the street, “strange... strange world we live in now, youngster... Well, here’s your card. You be safe and God bless you child.” 

I placed one of the juice cans against my face. The ice cold aluminum felt good. I turned the corner to take a shortcut and nearly fell over the feet of my old friend, Lady Maggie. 

“Trying to trip me Miss Maggie?” I said. She let out a big smile. 

“Now that’s a happy face, but what are you doing in this heat? You should be back at the shelter where it’s air conditioned!” 

Lady Maggie sat up against the steel mesh fence, wearing her usual wardrobe of everything she owned, the very same as her winter attire. She had to be roasting in all those clothes but I guess the Lord provides a kind of climate control for the homeless. Too many years of living on the street reflected in every wrinkle of her sweet face and emphasized the hard life she’d endured. Her cardboard community number was tattooed across her left cheekbone. Her frail and dirty hands cried out for someone to notice and care. 

“Here you go, Maggie,” I handed her a doughnut and juice and a tract on hope that I’d made on my home computer. “Now I want you to come by the shelter later. We’re having your favorite - macaroni and cheese and ham casserole.” 

Maggie’s eyes sparkled at the thought. 

“And I’ll save you an extra large piece of Nana’s sweet potato pie.” No one made sweet potato pie like Nana. No one. It’s the stuff dreams were made of. 

Maggie smiled and her eyes said yes. In all the years I’d known her, she never uttered a word, but instead used certain hand and facial gestures to communicate with me. 

“Great, I’ll see you there. Now take this bus voucher. You need to be off the street before twelve noon, remember?” 

She nodded her head yes and I patted her hand as I walked away, leaving her with - “I love you Maggie.” 
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CHAPTER THREE - Confused 


[image: image]



"We are hard pressed on every side, but not crushed; perplexed, but not in despair...” 2 Corinthians 4:8 



HIGH DIVISION 473 WAS quiet, almost eerie. Most students didn’t show up on the last day. But then most students didn’t feel as close as I did to a teacher like Mrs. Woodrow. Next to my grandmom, Mrs. Woodrow was like a mother to me. She always made herself available to my needs as well as to all her students. When someone’s shoes were worn, she bought them a new pair. When someone didn’t have adequate winter clothing, she’d place a surprise coat or boots or mittens in their locker. When I was having difficulty understanding Latin, Mrs. Woodrow made up special conversation tapes for me to practice dialogue. She took her homeless students with their substance abuse problems out of the shelters and into her own home to recover with her love and compassion. She was a good and caring friend after God’s own heart. So, you see why I needed to thank her and say good-bye for the summer months. 

I walked through the dark, echoing halls to the front door of her home room and peered through the window. There she sat, engrossed in last minute paperwork on her computer. She looked almost angelic with the sunlight filtering through her light reddish hair. A few students sat by the classroom window discussing their summer online projects. I tiptoed up to Mrs. Woodrow and wrapped my arms around her shoulders in a daughter/mother embrace and placed a brightly wrapped gift in front of her. 

“Ooh...I love surprises! Now who could this be behind me?” 

“Just your biggest admirer,” I replied, “I hope you’ll like it. I found it in the back room of the shelter where they saved some of the gifts from the old Christian store on Main Street before the government banned them.” 

Mrs. Woodrow paused for a minute. ”I do so miss shopping in Christian stores. I miss the encouragement, the inspiration...” Mrs. Woodrow smiled as she carefully unwrapped the silver paper and opened the gold box that held a delicate Noah’s Ark figurine. “This is wonderful, Angeleigh.” 

“Go ahead, Mrs. Woodrow, wind it up,” I said. 

She turned the key and the little boat began to rock as if in rough waters while the animals danced to the tune of ‘Wind Beneath My Wings’. Tears welled in her eyes as she watched the musical figurine dance. “I will treasure this forever,” she said as she placed it in full view on her desk. 

“So, Angeleigh...how will you be spending your summer?” 

“Well, of course I’ll be at the shelter most of my time,” I said with excitement. “I’ll be organizing an activities room. We have so many more occupants now than before the street restrictions. There are so many children now, Mrs. Woodrow...I... I just want to give them plenty of fun and inspirational activities to fill their time.” 

Mrs. Woodrow let out a deep breath. “The children...many lost their parents to the aids plague of 2105...I, uh”...she shook her head as she pondered the awful memory of the millions who were attacked by a new strain of a virus that couldn’t be treated. Then she straightened her posture and released her usual dose of compassionate encouragement- “I have a lot of materials at the church that are no longer used...plenty to share - movies, books, games, some posters maybe and a large box of art supplies!” 

“That would be great, but you’ll get in trouble. You know sharing books is banned. They say they’re disease transmitters.” 

“Yes, that’s the same thing they said about libraries and so they shut them down many years back. I never believed libraries were hazardous to your health. The WC just wanted to control the public’s access to an abundance of knowledge. They’re not that concerned about people’s welfare and I don’t think they’ll be checking the shelter, Angeleigh. Let this just be our little secret, okay?” she said with raised eyebrows. 

“Thank you so much, Mrs. Woodrow...I can pay you of course...” 

“You can pay me nothing! We’re partners in Christ, remember!” Mrs. Woodrow reached out to hug me. 

“I’ll miss you over the summer,” I said. 

“Oh, you’ll see plenty of me because I have a lot of resources for your


























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/image011.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





