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To my husband, children, and family. I love you all. To Jesus, because you are my everything.
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Tsêl: shadow, shade as in protection
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Chapter 1

Grant
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“Grant. Time to get up.” Mom said shaking me. “Seriously! Now!” she yelled.

“Do I have to go?” I mumbled without opening my eyes.

“Yes. Get out of bed. You have thirty minutes. It’s a long time gettin’ there, and we need to get on the road early,” she said sternly from the door. I closed my eyes again to try to fall back asleep. “Get up! If you acted more responsibly and stopped messing up, maybe I could trust you to stay home! But I can’t!”

“Really? You’re going to go there? Where have you been? Huh?” I yelled putting my arm over my eyes. Next thing I knew, Mom grabbed a leftover glass of water on my desk and doused me with it. I jumped up wiping my face off.

“I’ve been working two full time jobs!” she screamed again louder this time. After she composed herself, she reminded me of her favorite verse. “You know idle hands are the devil’s workshop. Get up.”

“Fine! You’re psycho! You know that?” I blurted out in anger like I usually did. She drives me crazy with her perfect attitude, acting like she loves everyone, and constant Bible talk. I just want her to leave me alone.

“Come on. We’ll get breakfast on the way.” She closed my door. I could tell I hurt her feelings, but she’d never tell if I did. I quickly threw some clothes in the suitcase she left for me along with my tablet and chargers. I rolled the bag to the kitchen where mom was looking through Grandpa’s paperwork.

“I’m getting in the shower,” I said coldly as I walked away. She didn’t even acknowledge me. It was typical. We fought all the time now, but it wasn’t always that way. Before Dad died we were happy. I blamed her for his death. She told him to go to the store when he died, and she called him right before he lost control of the car. After his death she refused to talk about him and shut me out. So, I shut her out.

We set out for the cabin at 7:30. Mom said it would take about three hours to get there, so I grabbed my phone and ear buds. The thought of a three-hour conversation was not something I could do with her today. I figured I’d play games, listen to music on my phone, or maybe sleep. I ended up falling asleep.

Mom woke me up at 9:30, “We need to stop for breakfast now. There’s nothing passed this point.” I sat up in my seat looking at this tiny town with one fast food restaurant. “What do you want?”

“Um, just the number five with sausage and orange juice.” We ate in the car on the way to nowhere. I’ve never been to the cabin. My grandpa got hurt there when I was a baby, and he didn’t let us visit. He only went there to fish after that. My parents thought it was a shame, because it’s supposed to be a fun place. I guess I’ll find out, but if it sucks, oh well. We’re selling it anyway.

An hour later we pulled onto a long dirt road surrounded by deep forest on both sides. It wasn’t a well-kept road. Our car jolted in ruts and vibrated as we continued down the road. “How long is this road?”

“It leads right to the property. It’s about another half mile.” Mom gripped the wheel tight looking over at me with a face that was concerned by the rattling. I laughed a little at the situation.

After a few more minutes of driving we approached the driveway which was marked by two large stones. One had a carving that said, Shade Valley Cabin and the other said 333 Way Road. There were overgrown bushes and daffodils around the stones. I could tell it was pretty at one point in time when Grandma took care of it. The driveway was also overgrown, but I could tell it was gravel back then as well. The woods around us were dense and dark.

“It’s better by the house,” Mom said. She probably saw the unsure look on my face, but she was right. Behind the cabin there was a large field and a pond surrounded by more trees.

“How much land is there?” I was curious, because we drove far back to the cabin.

“Seventy acres.” She stopped the car next to the house. “If you go that way, south,” she pointed, “is a huge lake. The property stops at the lake. It follows the road we came on to an old oak tree marked by an X and a fence to the east.” She smiled at me, “Most of the land around us is owned by hunters and national forest. There are hundreds of acres. It’s so quiet and private. Plus, you could live here and never go to town again. Your grandmother used to make her own medicine from things she found here.”

“Cool,” I responded, but I didn’t really care. I just wanted to get this week over. As far as I could see, this place is a dump. This would take more than a week to even be livable let alone sellable.

“Okay, so first, let’s check inside to see if we can even sleep in there.” Mom was already forming a plan which included a lot of work for me.

“Great,” I said sarcastically. We got out of the car and stomped through the tall brush to the front door. The small porch had some old dirty wicker furniture that had been stacked, and the windows were boarded up.

“Well, it doesn’t look like anyone tried to break in.” Mom put the key in, unlocked the dead bolt first, and then the door. It opened with a loud creek. Since the cabin was boarded up it was dark inside. Mom walked in and went straight for a small cabinet in a far corner. She grabbed a candle and matches, but it was sunny enough to open the windows for light. I walked over to a window to rip the boards off. The light quickly filled the room. “What are you doing?” she yelled running to the door.

“Giving you light.” It seemed pretty obvious to me what I was doing.

“We need to take them off carefully. I don’t want to break anything,” she scolded me.

“These nails are so rusty it came right off,” I argued back.

“Put on some gloves then!” She’s stopped fighting me on most things. I think she’s just tired of it. I continued to pull the boards off the windows. I piled them along the side of the house and went inside where I saw switches on the wall.

“Does this place have power?” I was doubtful because we were in the middle of nowhere.

“Sort of. That old windmill generates some, but Grandpa used batteries when he was here. It would be great if we could get power on though.” She looked around. “We’ll go to town for dinner and find some batteries.”

“What about solar?” I suggested. I geek out when it comes to technology.

“I can’t afford it.”

“Maybe just a panel or two to help charge the batteries. It could be advertised then,” I said nearly begging.

“We’ll see. Let’s look at the old windmill first.” She smiled at my excitement.

We trudged through the thick brush over to the old windmill. The technology was old, but I figured it needed some lubrication and maybe some wiring updates. “What do you think?” Mom asked me with her hands on her hips and looking up.

“I think it just looks like something that hasn’t been used in a long time. I need to climb up to peak at the motor.” Mom looked at me like I was crazy.

“Uh, no. We’ll get a mechanic.” She shook her head.

“I can do it!” I argued. I had no doubt in my abilities.

“Grant, it’s like eighty feet up! I’m not sending you up there! It’s not safe.” Ending the argument she began walking back to the cabin.

“What if we got a rigging system so I can’t fall? Come on! Mom!” I called after her, but she kept walking away despite my pleas. I made up my mind that I’d find a way when we went for the batteries. I met up with her back at the house.

“I have a project you can work on now,” she said taking the furniture off the porch.

“Okay.”

“In the shed is a brush hog type mower. I have a can of gas in the trunk of the car. Mow this ridiculous yard. I feel like some kind of pioneer walking through here!” She laughed at the thought. I’d admit that the grass was up to our waist in most spots. She threw me the keys, and I made my way over to the large shed. I put the key in the master lock, but it was rusted too much to turn the key. I looked around and found an old log in the brush next to the shed. I hit the lock several times trying to break it free, however the only thing I was breaking was a sweat. I looked around for something else to help me, but there wasn’t anything worthwhile. I stood and thought for a moment and decided the car’s tire iron would work.

Instead of forging yet another path through the grass, I followed my old path to the cabin and then the car. I pulled out the bags of stuff Mom packed for the week and found it under the carpet flap on top of the spare tire. Why does everything need to be ten steps? Now, I had to put everything back and hoof it back over there. I had to keep reminding myself that once the grass is cut it’ll be easier to get around.

Back at the lock, I only had to hit it twice before it disintegrated and fell into tens of pieces of rusty metal onto the ground. I brushed it under the shed with my foot as I pulled open the door. Inside reminded me of the creepy haunted house movies with spider webs everywhere. The mower sat right in front. I pulled it out trying not to go into the shed, filled it with gas, and primed it. I only pulled once on the rope, and it started right up. I was so relieved!

I mowed for about two hours when Mom waved me over for lunch. I looked at what I had done, and it didn’t look like much; maybe two acres.

“How much do I have to mow?” I complained tired and hungry.

“Grandpa mowed the whole field which is about six acres. Then there’s the path to the lake.” She handed me a bottle of tea. We sat at the table inside the house. It was looking cleaner since Mom worked on it. I was hungry, but I didn’t want to eat. After Mom’s protest, I managed to eat my fruit and only a few bites of my sandwich.

“You need to drink more.”

“Yeah.” I hunched over and sat my head in my hands on the table. I closed my eyes for a few minutes to relax.

“Don’t get too comfortable.”

“Nope.” I stood up and finished my tea before going back outside. It was only spring break, but it was already really warm. I took my shirt off, so I wouldn’t get too hot. After mowing the entire afternoon, I finally finished up around 5:30. I was putting the mower back in the shed when Mom came up behind me with a bottle of water. 

“Bathroom’s clean. I put a bucket of water in the tub. Go cleanup, and we’ll head into town.”

“Seriously?” I was so exhausted I couldn’t believe what she said.

“Yes, you stink. Go,” she shewed me off with her hands. I rolled my eyes and walked away.

In the bathroom I looked at the bucket and stepped into the tub wondering how I was going to do this. I used enough to get wet and lather my soap. I was so cold I hurried to scrub myself. I splashed myself to rinse off as best as I could. When I felt like I got the soap off, I dumped the bucket over my head for good measure with one more shiver. It made me appreciate my warm long showers at home.

Once I was dressed, we headed into town and went to the hardware store first. We bought four marine batteries, the lubrication for the windmill, wires, and a new master lock for the shed. It was nearly eight o’clock before we sat down to dinner at one of the towns restaurants.

“I don’t know about you, but I could eat everything here!” Mom joked.

“I probably could too.” We ordered what seemed like a lot of food, but we ate every bite.

“I’m exhausted!” I whined.

“Me too, but we have good forty-minute drive back,” she said wiping her hand off with her napkin.

“Don’t remind me.” I complained. Mom paid, and we left. I listened to my music during the drive while Mom listened to some preacher on the a.m. station. At the cabin I crashed on the couch and fell asleep instantly.

I had this crazy dream that I was running away from something, but I was with a girl whom I cared for. I didn’t know who she was, but we were scared and running for our lives. I woke up in the night in a sweat and my heart racing. It felt so real that I had a hard time falling back to sleep.

I woke up in the morning to the smell of the bacon cooking. I got dressed and cleaned up. “Good news! I figured out the wood stove, so I could cook inside.” Mom was way too cheerful for the amount of work we did yesterday. “Get a full belly. I want you to get these batteries hooked up and the windmill working today.

“Sure.” I rubbed my face, and mom put my plate down. “Thanks.”

She stopped moving when I said that. “You’re welcome,” she smiled amused. 

After breakfast I got to work on the batteries first. They hooked up easily. Grandpa’s system was straight forward. I finished that up in less than twenty minutes, and I stepped back for a moment to think about my next plan. I grabbed what I thought I’d need for the windmill and headed over to it. There was a break at the bottom that I lubricated. I got the lever moving, but the blades stayed still. I knew I needed to climb up there. I shoved the lubrication and wire cutters in my pocket, looped the wires around my wrists, and began my ascent carefully and slowly. I forgot to buy rigging at the store, and I thought I can’t let my Mom see me up here. 

At the top I looked out over the landscape. There was nothing but trees and mountains to see. The lake was also surrounded by enough trees that it was hard to see. The sky was a light blue with wispy clouds, and the sun was hot on my skin. I felt so calm up there, but I needed to get this working quickly. I tinkered with it for about an hour when it began to move. I ducked out of the way quickly before I got hit by a blade as it began to move more quickly! I scrambled down to the ground and stood back proud of my handiwork. The rusty old windmill creaked loudly at first before it settled down, and the blades found a steady rhythm.

Before heading back to the cabin, I tested the break several times, and everything was working well. It’ll be nice having power again. I put my tools away and told Mom about my accomplishment.

“Wait,” Mom looked confused, “did you climb that thing?” I could tell she was getting angry.

“Yes, but I fixed it. Don’t blow your lid.” I acted annoyed at her question even though I was so elated that I fixed it.

“Just next time know it could kill you.” She decided to let it go.

“So, what’s next?” I asked ready for a challenge.

She smirked, “The roof needs patched, Spiderman. Can you do that safely?”

“I guess. Where’s the stuff?” I never fixed a roof, but it can’t be that hard.

“Well, we need to go get it. I ordered shingles last night at the hardware store. They found enough. I got the message about ten minutes ago.”

“Can we do lunch in town?”

“You read my mind!” she said grabbing the car keys. After lunch we loaded the car with the shingles. Mom’s plan was to put these shingles over the old ones for the entire roof! Luckily the cabin is small. With Moms help we finished the roof in two full days of work. The cabin was starting to look nice now.

We had two more days without too much to do other than landscaping. I followed Mom who had an old cart. She carefully cut back plants putting some things in my arms for the fire pit and some for the cart to keep. She explained that she was taught as a girl to care for each plant here and that each one had a purpose. Grandma planted medicinals as well as edibles. I was amazed at what could be used to eat and how many were used for both. Mom decided to make our last dinner out of plants found around the cabin.

We had wild salad of curly dock, dandelion, wild onions, and plantain. She topped it with a little oil and vinegar. It was actually very tasty! We also had a bowl of early strawberries we found. Mom said there is so much more that will bloom over the summer. It’s almost a shame we are selling this place. I was starting to like it here. 
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Chapter 2

Lindsey
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Spring break and my dad signed me up for another camp. I’m fifteen! I’m too old for this. 

“Alright, baby girl, call me tonight if you get a chance, so I know you’re settled in,” Dad said as he pulled my suitcase from the back of his squad car.

“I know, Dad. We do this every year,” I rolled my eyes annoyed at the whole situation.

“Hey, don’t be like that! Your brother loved Pioneer Camp. You will too,” he smiled. I just want to make him happy, so I didn’t say anymore as I followed him to the check in desk.

“Good afternoon! Welcome to Pioneer Dayz Camp!” said the overly cheerful almost fake female counselor. “What’s your name, dear?”

“Lindsey Torvic.”

“Ah, yes, our eldest camper. Awesome! Here is your badge, and you’re in bunk-house eight on the bottom of bed two. I’m your counselor for the week! My name is Natalie. Go ahead and get settled. I’ll be in at two to get everyone. See you soon!” Natalie was way too cheerful. I’m a cheerful person, but she is the icing on the cake.

Walking to my bunk-house Dad could see that I didn’t want to be here. “You alright?”

“I’m the oldest here, Dad. I’m not feeling this one like you and Shawn. I know he had fun, and this is totally your thing, but...” I whined.

“I think someday you’ll appreciate all the skills you’ll learn here. You never know when you’ll need to make a fire, forage for food, or make weapons. Trust me, I see so much at work.” He squeezed my shoulder. “Besides, it’s only until Friday.”

We approached the bunkhouse when Dad got a call. He stepped away, so I decided to find my bed. Mine was in the center on the left. There were six sets of bunk beds with three on each side of the rooms. Twelve girls. I hope they don’t make me talk much. I’m terribly shy and hate getting to know new people more than anything else in life. I could feel my anxiety building as Dad walked in. I put my bag under my bed.

“I’m sorry, baby girl, I got called in. They need me for a double. Frenchie called off sick.”

“Awe. Tell him I said to stop being a baby,” I laughed. Of all of Dad’s coworkers Frenchie was my favorite.

“So, you’re leaving now?” I asked nervously.

“Sorry, but it’s an hour drive back. I’ll have enough time to scan in before my shift starts. I love you, okay? Call tonight.”

“I will. I love you too.” I hugged my Dad and watched him jog back to his car.

I jumped when a bag thumped next to my head on the bunk above mine.

“Hi! I’m Kelly,” smiled the red head.

“Hi, Lindsey.”

“Did you hear
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