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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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This short story introduces my dystopian Liberty trilogy. Dedrick is a minor character here, but he is a main character in the trilogy. And his brother Andy, the main character of this story, is a minor character in the trilogy. Granted, he is very active and causes a bit of trouble, especially in the second book. Sarkin is another character you get to meet here and learn more about in the second and third books of the trilogy. I hope you enjoy this short story. You are welcome to read the first story for free too. And finally, this book is dedicated to young people. May you treasure the gifts and freedom you have with your family.
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BOUND TO FIND FREEDOM
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Arms folded and attitude growing inside him, Andy watched his mother wrestle with a sheet on the clotheslines. He swung his hands to his sides and let out a heavy sigh. Minutes ticked by. He needed to get going. Why did Mom have to be so unreasonable? 

“Andy, you are not your brother. And when your brother is home, when he’s not out leading pilgrims to one of the colonies, he helps out around here without complaining.” Squinting at the setting sun then at Andy, Mom yanked dry pillowcases off the clothesline with a vengeance.  

“No, he doesn’t. He’s always doing his own thing.” He snatched a hammer and nails that he’d left lying on the ground, deciding to get them before Mom said something about them. Then his gaze landed on the bright orange flare gun. He’d gotten in the habit of taking it along on his little adventures, just in case. 

“Well, he is twenty years old. You’re thirteen, you have certain responsibilities, and this family relies on you.” 

“No, I don’t have certain responsibilities.” Andy stooped by the toolbox he’d left by the raised garden beds and tossed the hammer into it. He’d spent the day under the hot sun, redoing the branches on the roof, the camouflage. “I get all the responsibilities no one else wants. I’m like your slave.” 

Mom groaned and grabbed the last of the laundry from the line, her third and final hanging. Summer sun dried the clothes quickly, but Mom seemed to wash three times as much as she did in the winter. She was always doing laundry. “. . . as if you have no idea what everyone else does around here.” 

“I know exactly what everyone does. But, just like Dedrick, I have my own things that I want to do, too. I’m not a little kid. I have my own life.” Glancing to make sure Mom didn’t see, he stuffed the plastic flare gun, barrel first, into the back of his jeans waistband. 

“You can do what you want after you do what you’re told. Within reason.” Mom hefted the laundry basket and lugged it toward the back door. “I want that fence around the hen house repaired before the sun goes down.” 

Andy jumped up and faced her, pulling his shirt down over the gun so she wouldn’t see it. “Aw, come on. I need the sunlight to ride the dirt bike. I won’t be gone that long, and I can use lanterns for light when I work on the hen house.” 

Mom exhaled and rolled her eyes as she passed. “Why can’t you just do what you’re told when you’re told to do it? Your father gave you the choice yesterday: go with him on the hunting trip or help with chores around here. And he specifically told you to fix that screen.” She pivoted the basket to her hip and reached for the handle to the screen door. 

Andy reached past her and opened it for her, real gentleman-like. “I’ll fix it tonight but I need the sun to ride. So can I?” Refusing to take no for an answer, Andy gave her his best disarming smile. 

Mom’s exasperated moan told Andy he’d won, even before she said, “Go ahead, but don’t be gone for hours.”  

“Thanks, Mom.” He reached inside, snatched his canvas jacket from a hook on the wall, and let the screen door bang shut.  

“And that hen house gets fixed tonight,” she shouted after him through the screen, “or you’re not allowed inside. And I have a list of chores for tomorrow . . .” 

“I’ll get it done.” He didn’t catch the rest of what she said as he took off for the gate in the backyard fence. 

If he stepped on it, he might even beat Dedrick to his last stop with the people he’d rescued, the pilgrims.  

Andy put a hand to the top beam of the wooden gate and leaped over it, making its hinges squeak. The instant his boots thudded to the packed earth, he sprinted for the dirt bike he’d parked beside the house. His old scuffed helmet lay on the ground. Must’ve fallen off the bike. He snatched it up then shoved it on as he hopped onto the bike. The flare gun dug into his back so he stuffed it into an inner chest pocket of his jacket. Anxious to get moving, he checked the time on his watch and kick-started the bike.  

Cutting through long grass, Andy headed for the worn path that weaved through the Maxwell colony under the cover of shade trees. The community avoided wearing paths out in the open . . . for the same reason they camouflaged their homes and buildings. A government drone might fly by and catch a sign of human life. Then they’d be done for. 

Fortunately, drones didn’t often come out this far. The residents of Aldonia, the nearest government-run city, had no clue anyone lived out here in the wilderness. They had strict rules about that. People belonged in designated cities. Cities surrounded by high electrical fences. Humans had done enough damage to the earth, the world government had decided. Now they had to let the earth heal.  

Reaching the outer limits of Maxwell, Andy steered the bike down a deer trail. It wouldn’t be an easy route and he’d need to keep an eye out for trouble, but he knew where to find Dedrick. Whenever Dedrick brought pilgrims to the Maxwell colony, he took the same route. His last stop, the place they would sleep tonight, would be north of the old mine entrance near a big pond in the same woods as Dad’s hunting group. 

Dedrick was lucky. When he’d turned eighteen, he’d seen firsthand what the underground group called the Mosheh did in secret for people in Aldonia. And then he’d recognized his calling. Andy didn’t need to actually see what they did or see what the people fenced inside the city suffered; he knew, too. He was called to serve as one of the Mosheh. If only Mom and Dad would accept it. So what if he was only thirteen? Not everyone waited until they turned eighteen before volunteering. It only mattered that a person could handle himself and that he knew what he was getting into, the risks he was taking.  

Andy could handle himself. He’d learned every form of self-defense he could. He’d hunted with Dad enough times to know how to read signs and how to hunt and skin any animal. If he had to, he could survive apart from the colony and for as many days as necessary. And he had common sense and good orientation skills; Dad had always told him so.  

So why did Mom and Dad hesitate to allow him to pursue his vocation? They could at least let him go during breaks from school. He knew for a fact that God called him to this.  

The engine hummed at a higher pitch. Andy squeezed the clutch, shifted with his foot, and gave it a bit more gas. He blazed through the backcountry over a rutted trail, the sunlight twinkling through the canopy of leaves.  

How much daylight did he have left? Enough to reach Dedrick and head back home? Probably not. He’d have to do a bit of night riding. Not that he minded. The bike had a good headlight, and he knew a less treacherous path than the one Dedrick typically took—a short cut anyway. When Andy finally got permission to join the Mosheh, and when he had the job of taking pilgrims from Aldonia to Maxwell, he’d use the shortcut. Dedrick always took the long way, claiming they needed to in order to avoid drone detection. Why not take the shorter route and travel at night instead?

Of course Dedrick had answers for that, too. He had an answer for everything. He’d never admit that Andy might have a better way. Just because Dedrick was twenty and Andy thirteen. Big deal. 

~ ~ ~
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THE TERRAIN GREW HILLIER and the air cooler against his neck and cheeks. Evergreens rose up all around him.  

Andy guessed he’d been riding for close to half an hour. He should see the pond soon and the campsite on the other side. Dedrick always claimed Mosheh campsites had no distinguishable features. They left them like that on purpose, removing every sign that they’d been there. They also had hidden storage units at each site, something buried that only Mosheh members could find. Andy could probably find it. Maybe he could see what it contained and set up camp before they arrived. 

Dusty beams of sunlight streamed through a row of towering evergreens ahead. Flashes winked through their trunks, sunlight reflecting
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