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  Dedication


For those who carry bluestone bracelets in their hearts and the memories of the ones we have lost too soon. For anyone who has ever stood at the water's edge wondering if God was still there, still listening, still holding on when you were ready to let go. 
For the lost ones. For the seekers. For anyone who has ever needed to believe that redemption is possible, even in the deepest waters. For those who know that the hardest journeys are the ones that lead us back to ourselves, back to truth, and back to the God who never left, even when we thought we were drowning.
To everyone who helped me find my way when I lost mine. and to the One who turns our broken pieces into something beautiful: may you find in these pages what I found in writing them, that grief and hope can flow in the same stream, and that faith whispers, even through the darkest currents. You are not alone. He was. He is. He always will be."
Revelation 1:8 (KJV) "I am Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the end, saith the Lord, which is, and which was, and which is to come, the Almighty
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  Author's Note


Dear Reader, 
When God placed this story on my heart, I knew it would be a difficult one to tell. "Angelina's Journey of Faith" addresses painful truths, child abuse, institutional corruption, stolen land, and decades of buried secrets. These are difficult topics, but they are necessary ones.
This novel was born from a simple but powerful question: What does it truly mean to seek truth when doing so costs you everything?
Angelina and Adrian's story is fiction, but the themes it explores are achingly real. Across our nation, indigenous communities continue to fight for justice and the return of stolen lands. Survivors of institutional abuse still struggle to have their voices heard. Families remain fractured by secrets too painful to speak aloud.
Yet, this tale is ultimately a story of hope.
The power of truth to heal, even when devastating, is what it is about. It's about faith that sustains us through impossible circumstances. It's about the courage to ask questions when everyone around you demands silence. And it's about the redemption that becomes possible when we choose honesty over comfort.
Throughout these pages, you'll find scripture woven into Angelina's journey. These verses reflect an authentic faith experience—someone turning to God's Word for guidance, comfort, and strength in the darkest moments. They don't preach, but they show how real faith functions during a crisis.
If you are a survivor of abuse, institutional corruption, or family secrets, please know that this story honors your courage. If these themes bring up difficult emotions, I encourage you to reach out for support. You are not alone.
If you are someone who has never experienced these injustices, I pray this story opens your eyes to the battles still being fought for truth and justice in communities across our nation.
Above all, I pray that Angelina's journey reminds you that no secret is too dark for God's light to penetrate, no injustice is too enormous for His justice to overcome, and no heart too broken for His love to heal.
Thank you for reading.
In faith and hope,
Heavens Blueprint Legacy
"And ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free." - John 8:32
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  Prelude


Thirty Years Ago, Idaho Falls, Idaho 
Claire St. James stood at the window of her small apartment in Idaho Falls, watching the morning mist lift off the Clear water Creek, while her twin daughters slept in their shared crib. At nineteen, she had thought she understood what love meant. She had been wrong about so many things.
Angelina and Adrian were eight months old now, identical in every way except for the tiny birthmark on Angelina's left shoulder. They slept tangled together the way they had been in the womb, Adrian's hand curled around Angelina's tiny fist, both of them breathing in perfect synchronization.
Claire had named her Angelina, meaning "messenger of God," because she had been born first, coming into the world eleven minutes before her sister with a loud cry that seemed to announce something important. Adrian's name means "from the sea," as she was born shortly after her sister, like a wave following the tide.
The Farmhouse restaurant below was quiet this early, not yet open for the breakfast crowd. Claire's friend Molly, who owned the place, rented her the apartment after the married man abandoned her. Molly had been more than a friend by letting Claire stay until she got on her feet. Molly offered her a job at the restaurant as soon as she could find a babysitter for the twins. 
Chance had seemed so sincere when they met at the community college in Boise. Chance was ten years older and sophisticated, working towards a business degree while she studied early childhood education. He took her to a pleasant restaurant, told her she was beautiful, and made her believe in a future she had only dreamed about.
Chance never mentioned he had a wife at home. He would later claim that he had a sick wife, whom he could not leave because it would be cruel. But by then, Claire was already four months pregnant with twins, and Chance was begging her to understand, promising he would make it right by asking her to just be patient.
She was patient for eight months. And in that time, she had discovered a strength she never knew she possessed, the fierce, protective love of a mother who would do anything to keep her babies safe and happy.
A knock at the door startled her out of her thoughts. It was too early for visitors and also too early for Molly to arrive at the restaurant. Claire checked the girls. The girls were still sleeping, so Claire went to answer the door.
Chance stood in the hallway, looking haggard and older than his thirty years. And beside him was a woman Claire had never seen before, tall, elegant, and well dressed, with cold eyes that assessed Claire's threadbare robe and messy hair with obvious disdain.
"Chance? What is going on? Who is this?"
"Claire, this is Eva Whitaker. She's... my wife." Chance could not meet her eyes. "She wants to talk to you about the girls."
Eva Whitaker swept into the small apartment without invitation, her gaze immediately finding the crib where the twins slept. Something in her expression made Claire's maternal instincts flare with alarm.
"They're beautiful," Eva said, her voice cultured and controlled. "Chance said they were identical. Twins. Who was born first?"
"Why does that matter?" Claire positioned herself between Eva and the crib, acting as a protective barrier between this stranger and her sleeping daughters.
"I am ready to provide you with a solution to your current situation." Eva pulled an envelope from her expensive leather purse. "You're nineteen years old, unmarried, working a minimum-wage job in a small town with no prospects. You can't provide for two children the way they deserve."
"I provide just fine," Claire said, her voice shaking with anger and fear. "I love and care for my girls," she said.
"Are they?" Eva's smile was bitter. Are you able to afford medical care if they get sick? "I'm offering to adopt one of them. The firstborn. I will give her everything: the best education, travel, exposure to culture, and refinement. You can keep the other one and continue your simple life here."
"You want to take my baby?" Claire looked at Chance, hoping to see horror or refusal on his face. Instead, she saw resignation. Complicity. "You brought her here to take our daughter?"
"Claire, Eva can't have children of her own," Chance said, his voice pleading. "And the Whitakers... they're one of the wealthiest families in Idaho. She could give Angelina or Adrian opportunities that we could never have.
"Get out." Claire's voice was low and dangerous. "Both of you need to leave my home immediately."
Eva's expression hardened. "I'm trying to be reasonable here. But I should tell you I have already spoken with a family court judge. I have documentation of your living situation, your income, and your status as an unwed mother. If you don't agree to this, I can make things very difficult for you."
"You're threatening me?" Claire felt tears burning behind her eyes, but she refused to let them fall. "You're threatening to take my children if I don't hand one over willingly?"
"I'm offering you a choice," Eva corrected. "One child raised in poverty and struggle, or one child raised with every advantage wealth and position can provide. Which one do you love more, Claire? Which one deserves a better life?"
The cruelty of the question took Claire's breath away. "I love them both the same. They're my daughters."
"Then prove it by doing what's best for at least one of them." Eva moved toward the crib, and Claire's heart stopped. "Chance told me Angelina was born first. The firstborn inherits the Whitaker estate according to our family tradition. I'll take her."
"No!" Claire grabbed Eva's arm, pulling her back from the crib. "You can't just take my baby!" They are barely one year old.
Frightened by the loud voices, the twins started crying. The identical cries of sorrow pierced Claire's heart.
Eva pulled her arm free and stepped back, her haughty expression never wavering. "I can handle this, and the paperwork is being prepared." The judge has already signed the preliminary custody order pending a full hearing. However, we could avoid all that unpleasantness if you would just cooperate.
"Chance, please," Claire begged, picking up both crying babies and holding them tight against her chest. "These are your daughters. How could you let her do this?"
Chance met her eyes, and what she saw there destroyed her last hope: not love or protection or righteous anger, but guilt and weakness and the crushing weight of choices he was too cowardly to fight against.
"Eva's right about one thing," he whispered. "I can't give them what they deserve. My finances are a mess, and I am in no position to be a father to twins. But Eva can provide for one of them. She can give her everything. Isn't that better than both of them growing up in poverty?"
"Better than growing up without their mother? Better than growing up together as sisters?" Claire was sobbing now, her tears falling on the babies' heads as they wailed in her arms. "They're twins, Chance. They belong together."
"Enough melodrama." Eva pulled out her cell phone, an expensive new model that Claire could not dream of affording. "I'm calling my attorney. Either you hand over the firstborn voluntarily, or I will have the sheriff escort you and both children to family court this afternoon. Your choice, Claire. Cooperate and keep one daughter, or fight me and potentially lose them both."
The threat hung in the air like poison. Claire looked down at her daughters, Angelina with her birthmark and Adrian without, both of them red-faced and crying, sensing their mother's distress through that mysterious bond that connected them.
How could she choose? How could any mother choose which child to surrender?
Claire realized she had no choice at all as she looked at Eva's cold, determined face, Chance's guilty resignation, and the legal documents that represented power and money she could never hope to match.
If I fought, Eva would use her wealth and connections to paint me as an unfit mother. She would drag me through courts and investigations and would use every resource at her disposal to take both children. And I would end up with nothing—no daughters, no hope, no future.
At least in this way, she could protect one of them. This way, Angelina could grow up knowing her mother's love, and someone could raise her with the truth instead of Eva's manipulations.
"Not Angelina," Claire whispered, the words tearing her heart to pieces. "If you have to take one of them, take Adrian. But please, I'm begging you, let me keep my firstborn."
Eva's eyes narrowed with suspicion. "Why? What is special about the firstborn?"
Eva's family tradition and inheritance obsession held no meaning for Claire. Because if Eva wanted the firstborn so badly, Claire would rather die than give her what she wanted. A small, desperate part of her hoped that taking the "wrong" twin would someday matter and somehow protect her daughters from whatever Eva was planning.
"Because I held her first," Claire lied, her voice breaking. "Because I counted her fingers and toes first and sang to her first. Please, if you're going to destroy my family, at least let me keep the first baby I ever held."
Eva studied her for a long moment, then said, "I want the firstborn child. Now, hand her over! By giving me the firstborn child, I will adopt her. Every firstborn daughter in my lineage will inherit the Whitaker estate and whatever else comes with it. The adoption may even help you someday, Claire. I will raise her as a Whitaker, give her the Whitaker name, and give her every advantage. You can keep Angelina and your poverty and this pathetic apartment above a cafe built on ground that I will eventually own."
The casual cruelty of those last words registered through Claire's grief. Eva reached for Adrian, and every instinct Claire possessed screamed at her to run, to fight, to protect her baby.
But there was nowhere to run. And fighting would mean losing everything.
With trembling hands, Claire kissed Adrian's forehead, breathing in her baby's sweet smell one last time, memorizing the weight of her in her arms, the sound of her cries, and the way her tiny fingers curled around Claire's thumb.
"I love you," she whispered against Adrian's soft hair. "I will always love you. And someday, somehow, I'll bring you home."
Then, she handed her daughter to Eva Whitaker and felt her heart shatter into pieces she knew would never fully heal.
As Eva pushed her way to the door, Claire yelled with all her might. Her legs went numb. She could barely move. Still sobbing, Claire didn't notice that someone was standing above her. 
A man inquired if she was okay as she gazed upward. Claire responded by saying, "My child is gone." He then helped her onto her sofa. He presented himself as Henry Montgomery. Is there anything I can do to help you? Claire just sat there, tearful and distraught, unable to talk. 
I come to the Farmhouse Restaurant whenever I'm here in town. I will be here for a few more days, and I will come by to check on you. He reached for a pen and an old receipt to write on. He wrote his name and number and handed it to Claire. She sat speechless and unable to breathe. Henry quietly left her apartment.













  
  Chapter one
Sunday Morning Peace


Morning mist hung low over Willow Creek as Angelina stepped onto her front porch, coffee warming her hands and worn Bible tucked under her arm. September's crisp air carried the scent of pine and creek water, smells that reminded her why she had never left this small town. Even shortly after the divorce 4 months ago, even when Dominic had suggested she take the twins and start fresh somewhere else, she could not imagine raising Donte and Danica anywhere but here. 
The porch boards creaked beneath her feet, the same welcoming sound she had heard every morning for the past three months since moving back and as a child growing up in this little blue house. It was not much, but it was hers. The house had been empty for about a year. The previous renters moved to the West Coast, and Mom and Dad had no interest in renting it again. Angelina mumbled, "divine timing," and felt the weight of a marriage that had slowly crumbled under the pressure of secrets she had not even known existed.
She opened her Bible to the passage she had been meditating on all week: "The Lord thy God in the midst of thee is mighty; he will save, he will rejoice over thee with joy; he will rest in his love, he will joy over thee with singing." Zephaniah 3:17 had become her anchor these past two years, reminding her that even in the aftermath of divorce and single motherhood at thirty, God's love surrounded her like the misty Idaho morning.
"Mom, can we skip rocks at Miller's Bend after church?" Donte called from the kitchen window, his dark curly hair still sticking up in all directions. At ten years old, her son had his father's voice, strong and sure, but his questions always came wrapped in hope rather than demand.
"If you eat your breakfast and get ready without me having to ask three times," she called back, smiling at the familiar Sunday morning routine. It was part of the rhythm they had established together, but she knew he would need to be reminded at least twice.
The twins had been her anchor these past two years since the divorce. At ten, Donte and Danica were old enough to understand why Dad did not live with them anymore but young enough to still believe that Sunday picnics and creek-side adventures could fix about anything. And they were right. The simple things—the laughter of children, the sound of water over stones, the warmth of family gathered around a meal—were the truest kinds of healing.
Mrs. Betty Harris waved from her garden next door, already dressed for the prior service at Willow Creek Church of God. Her neatly pinned silver hair and freshly pressed floral dress seemed untouched by the morning dew.
"Morning, Angelina! Looks like another beautiful day the Lord's given us."
"Sure does, Mrs. Betty. See you at church?"
"I would not miss Pastor Fitzgerald's sermon for anything in the world. I heard he is preaching from Luke 12:2, "For there is nothing covered, that shall not be revealed; neither hid that shall not be known." The older woman's voice carried an odd note that made Angelina pause, but Mrs. Betty had already turned back to her roses, snipping at them with careful attention.
The verse sent a small shiver down Angelina's spine, though she could not say why. Recently, she felt drawn to scriptures about truth and light, as if the Holy Spirit prepared her heart for something. But what? She now had a settled life. Predictable. Safe.
Inside, Danica was braiding her long dark hair with the careful precision she applied to everything, while Donte wolfed down pancakes with enough syrup to float a boat. Her daughter had always been the thoughtful one, the planner, the child who colored inside the lines and checked her homework twice. Donte was all motion and questions, unable to sit still for over five minutes unless he was reading one of his adventure books.
These quiet Sunday mornings were Angelina's favorite, before the week's worries crept in. Before, she had to think about the dwindling savings account or the strange phone calls that had been coming at odd hours.
"Mom, why does Mrs. Thompson stare at our house?" Danica asked, glancing toward the window that faced their elderly neighbor's property. Her daughter's voice held a tone of concern that made Angelina's heart squeeze. Niki, as they called her at home, noticed everything and worried about it in silence until she could not hold it anymore.
Angelina followed her daughter's gaze. Sure enough, Mrs. Thompson's curtain twitched closed, quick as a snake disappearing into the grass. The woman had been unusually interested in their comings and goings lately, and twice last week Angelina had caught her standing at the property line, pretending to tend flowers that did not need tending.
"She's probably just being neighborly, sweetheart. Now finish getting ready; I promised Sherry we would sit with her family today."
But even as she said it, Angelina felt that flutter of unease again. Mrs. Thompson was seventy-two years old, had lived in Willow Creek her entire life, and had never shown this much interest in anyone's business before. What changed?
Angelina paused for a moment, coffee cup halfway to her lips. With all that had been going on lately, she just remembered something from the other day. She saw a white car following her as she drove past River's Edge Cafe, which had been closed for fifteen years and was now an empty building. She thought it was odd but dismissed it as coincidence. Could it have been Mrs. Thompson? The woman drove a white Buick, though half the town owned white cars.
She shook her head. She was letting her imagination run wild. This was Willow Creek, not a crime drama on television.
"Donte! Danica! Five minutes!" she called up the stairs, using their full names the way she did when she was serious.
"Coming!" Donte's voice carried the exasperation of a boy who did not understand why church clothes required so much fuss. She heard his heavy footsteps thundering across the upstairs hallway, then Danica's gentler tread following behind.
Walking to church past the old general store and the namesake creek, Angelina felt that familiar gratitude wash over her.
Psalm 107:1 seemed to rise from the very earth beneath her feet: "O give thanks unto the Lord; for he is good: because his mercy endureth forever."
This place had raised her, shaped her, and given her roots that ran as deep as the cottonwoods along the water. She had learned to ride a bike on these streets, had her first kiss behind the library when she was sixteen, and had brought her babies home from the hospital and raised them here among people who knew their names.
The twins ran ahead, Donte racing Danica to the church steps while she called out half-hearted warnings about scuffing their church shoes. She watched her beautiful children, gifts she had never expected, and felt the ache of gratitude mixed with the constant worry of single motherhood. Was she doing enough? Were they pleased? Would they think fondly of these Sunday mornings when they were older?
Whatever challenges lay ahead, she had this community, her faith, and her children. That was enough. It had to be enough.
She was unaware that everything she believed to be true about her life would fall apart by evening.
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