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  Chapter 1


The plane plunged violently, causing Landon to lose his footing as the aisle tilted sharply beneath him. Chaos erupted around him as passengers gasped and clutched at their seats, the roar of the engines deafening in his ears. Oxygen masks flailed chaotically above the heads of passengers who were screaming in sheer panic, their eyes bulging with terror. Sarah clung to him desperately, while he wrapped his arms around her with a mix of resolve and uncertainty. He braced himself for the disaster soon to come. 
Escape was a fantasy—a cruel joke. Not this time. The violent shuddering of the metal beast and the bone-rattling vibrations that coursed through him screamed the undeniable truth. The demons had tracked them down once more. They’d hardly left Rome, and before they’d even made it back to the states, the devil was back to his tricks. But this time, what could they do but accept their fate? 
An odd sense of hope, a strange contentment washed over Landon. “Lord Jesus, I surrender to you. Take care of everything…” 
It was a simple prayer, but it was all he had. If it was God’s will that they died in a fiery wreck over the ocean, so be it. 
Landon pulled Sarah close and pressed his lips to her forehead, his hand caressing her cheek. She had to know. Had to understand. If this was their last moment, their last chance, at least she would know the depth of his love. 
Even as he was about to accept their fate, a new energy surged through him, not his own. Remiel’s presence. It had to be. 
Save them. 
“Huh?” 
Sarah didn’t hear Landon’s audible response to the angel’s voice in his head on account of the roar of the engines and the congestion in their ears as the plane descended from the skies faster than it should have. 
The angel didn’t speak a second time.
A little direction would be nice, Landon thought. Save them how?
Despite the lack of clarity, though, the mere command to save them gave Landon hope. Would God ask Landon to save them if God didn’t intend to actually do the job, to rescue this flight through him… somehow? 
In the few months since Landon woke up in that cornfield, a few things were clear. Even when all seemed hopeless, so long as God was involved, it never was. 
Landon secured Sarah’s oxygen mask over her face, closed his eyes, and released her. 
“She’s in Your hands, God. We’re all in your hands.” Another simple prayer, but hopefully it would be enough. All Landon knew he could do was respond to the call, to act, and trust that whatever he did, God would be in it. It’s one thing to talk about that kind of faith when you’re sitting around contemplating the meaning of a verse in the Bible. It’s another thing when you’re literally in a jet that’s nosediving towards earth. 
He whipped around, fighting his way through the chaotic aisle. The cabin convulsed with violent tremors. Alarms blared with a piercing urgency. Metal screamed in agony under the relentless strain. Oxygen masks swung like pendulums from their compartments, only a scant few secured onto the panicked faces below. Terror and hysteria gripped the passengers, their eyes wide with fear as the jet jolted again, bone-rattling and merciless. Their screams and cries crashed over him like a tidal wave as he surged forward with a singular focus, driven by desperation and raw determination. He had to stop it. There was no room for failure. He would make it. He must make it.
Landon glanced back over his shoulder toward Sarah. Leaving her alone now, like this, tore at his heart. It pulled him back. Pulled him to her. But she had her mask on. She was as safe as she could be. She wouldn’t be safe—no one was—unless Landon did something. 
The cockpit felt like a distant mirage. But Landon surged forward, his mind a whirlwind of urgency as he weaved through the panicked passengers. The cabin shook violently, overhead compartments rattling. A suitcase whipped past, narrowly missing him as the plane plunged, a free-fall through the atmosphere. Landon ducked instinctively and propelled himself forward, muscles burning with the sheer force of his determination.
The flight attendant’s coal-black eyes haunted his mind. Her twisted, grotesque smile. She was in the cockpit, and the door was practically impenetrable. How would he get through? All Landon could do was take another step. Somehow, that verse from Jesus about knocking and how the door would be opened, Landon figured, wasn’t talking about breaking into a secure but compromised cockpit on a crashing transcontinental flight. 
The plane shuddered again, but he couldn’t stop. Couldn’t slow down. 
The demon, Belial, had followed him. From Willowbrook to Rome. How many demons had Landon and Sarah faced in Vatican City? Was this their way of getting revenge, or was this the same old story? Lucifer had wanted Sarah for something. Now that she and Landon had thwarted his plans more than once, was this his way of throwing in the towel? If he couldn’t have her, the world couldn’t have her, either? Whatever the case, Landon’s purpose remained the same. 
Protect Sarah, protect everyone. 
The jet dropped sharply. Landon staggered, slipped, and crashed to the floor. The impact jarred every bone. Luggage crashed around him, filling the aisle. His vision blurred, his head spun. His world shifted. Tilted. His body heavy and strange.
Landon rose to his knees. Then his feet. So far. Too far. His feet moved, but the distance stretched impossibly long. He forced himself on, pushing past every doubt, every fear. He couldn’t do this alone. Didn’t have to. A prayer. A cry. A plea.
“Dear Lord, help me!”
The cabin convulsed violently under the onslaught of severe turbulence. This time, the brutal jolt hurled Landon forward with the force of a freight train. He catapulted through the aisle, an unstoppable anvil barreling towards the cockpit door. The collision was catastrophic, sending a shockwave of searing pain ripping through his body, reverberating like a thunderclap in his chest. Amidst the agony, he heard a sharp crack—not from a bone, but from the door itself. Before he could process the chaos, the door surrendered, dropping him through it.
Falling into the cockpit was like descending into the depths of hell. Landon staggered, surrounded by chaos, blood, and violence. His eyes darted, unsure where to look, what to do. The flight attendant was on the pilot, her soulless eyes dark, her fingernails dripping. The poor man never stood a chance. Never had a hope. Paralyzed by the horror, Landon remained frozen until it was too late, until the possessed woman turned and slashed at the co-pilot. Until she tore at him with claws and teeth, with bloodthirsty, animalistic rage. Landon tried to pull her off, but the flight attendant turned, eyes black with possession, and tossed him away with ease.
A cruel smile split her face, a grotesque laugh escaped her lips. “Hello, Remiel.” The voice was twisted and strange, but Landon thought he knew it. “Belial…”
The demon laughed. “Come now, you know me better than that.” 
“What’s your name, Demon!” Landon demanded. 
All the demon did was cackle in response. Landon struggled to his feet, to his senses, to the realization that he couldn’t fight this thing. Not by his own strength. Thankfully, he had more than his own strength he could rely on. 
He lunged at the woman again. “Leave them alone!” But she was too fast, twisting the co-pilot’s neck with a sickening crack. He slumped in his chair, the life gone from him. 
No matter what Landon did, no matter where he ran, these demons found him and other people paid the price. But there were more than demons shadowing him. 
The same power that flowed through him before, when he exorcised the demons from the priests in the Sistine Chapel returned. Landon didn’t hesitate. Reaching out, he grabbed her shoulder, and the light surged through him. He didn’t think. He offered no prayer. The light just flowed from his hands. The flight attendant’s body shook and trembled before going limp, the demon cast out, the woman unconscious. 
But what good did that do? 
The plane was still in a nosedive, still going down, and Landon was the only one left. The pilot and co-pilot were dead, the flight attendant barely breathing. It seemed so pointless to answer the call, to respond to the urgency of the voice that spoke to him, only to realize that he was more helpless than before. What good was exorcising a demon if the human hosts all perished, anyway?
He couldn’t think like that. He had to trust. Had to act.
Landon dragged the pilot out of his seat and took his place. His hands flew to the controls. A hundred voices shouted through the radio. He didn’t know where to start. Didn’t know how to stop it.
A quick glance over the controls told him all he needed to know. Nothing. The sheer number of gauges and switches and buttons was overwhelming. He did not know what any of them did, which were important, which were vital.
No idea where to even begin. 






  
  Chapter 2


Landon buckled himself into the pilot’s harness and gripped the yoke like a lifeline, the vibrations coursing through his bones as the plane shuddered around him. His mind screamed with the voices of terrified passengers. Landon clenched his jaw, shutting everything out. Focus. He had to focus.  
The plane pitched wildly to the left. Landon strained against it, his arms shaking with the effort. But he couldn’t stop the spin. A cold sweat dripped down his back as the stars outside blurred into streaks. He took a deep breath, fighting to steady himself. The engines roared, and Landon felt his hope slipping away. 
Could he even pray now? Was it too late? 
His grip faltered, the yoke shaking beneath his hands. “Please, God,” Landon gasped, his voice choked with desperation. “Help me. Help me save them.” But the plane kept spiraling, out of control, beyond his reach. He tightened his grip again, white-knuckled, trying to believe there was a way out. The wings groaned. He needed a miracle. 
A heavy rumble jolted the aircraft, shuddering the whole plane. Landon fought the tilt, struggling to hold the yoke level. The jet trembled violently, a beast thrashing in death throes. Passengers screamed in terror. Landon heard Sarah’s voice among them, a flash of pain and fear piercing his heart. He winced, trying to shut out the panic and chaos, trying to block out everything but the task at hand. He forced himself to breathe, focusing, wrestling against the monster he was supposed to tame. Was this all because of him? Was Belial punishing them all? Shadows crept into his mind, whispering doubt, telling him he couldn’t do this. That he’d never been able to. “Lord, I need you,” Landon breathed. “I can’t do this without you.” 
But could he do it even with Him? His faith faltered. Landon felt it slipping away. He was losing his grip, losing control, and losing everything. Was this how it ended? All his struggles, all his effort to find himself, a waste, meant to burn in wreckage? Suddenly, a blinding light. Landon flinched, eyes squeezed shut, expecting to be obliterated. But instead of destruction, the light was warm, embracing, a fire that did not consume. Power flooded through him, and he felt something shift. 
His fear. His doubt. His panic. 
He felt it all melt away in the white-hot purity of the light. He was an instrument, a vessel for something greater. Something that could save them all. The light burned around him, expanding, growing brighter and brighter, searing through every shadow. 
It filled the cockpit, the cabin, the whole plane. It radiated from him, filling him with a surety he had never known before. And in the center of that light, from the core of his being, something tore free. Landon gasped, arching forward as enormous wings burst from his back. White as lightning, they shot forth with unstoppable force, crashing through every barrier and expanding beyond his own flesh. The wings unfurled, shaking the air with thunderous speed. Landon cried out, voice lost in the maelstrom, lost in the power and brightness of it all. The jet jerked, caught between heaven and earth, trapped between faith and despair, hovering midair as the wings lifted them with impossible strength.
And for that moment, he knew who he was. 
He was still Landon Walker, but his body held another—Remiel. An angel of the Lord. Not Mephisto. Not a demon. Not a failure. 
He strapped himself into the pilot’s harness and seized the controls again, energized by the power coursing through him. The plane trembled violently, caught in turbulence and wrath, but Landon’s grip was unyielding now. He knew what he had to do. The wings filled the sky, filled the night, filled the void with their radiant glow. They steadied the aircraft, suspending it as it dipped toward the earth, an ember in a burning firmament. They lifted the plane and held it fast, shaking off the darkness that had pursued him. The entire cabin shone so fiercely that the wings glowed through the windows like an aura. So fiercely that the shadows never had a chance. 
Landon’s breath was steady, confident, filled with faith. He was determined to save them. Determined to do what he was meant to do. He wrestled with the controls, guiding the aircraft toward a remote valley in the distance, toward safety. 
The glow dimmed, but Landon did not falter. His focus was unbroken, his resolve fierce. The wings retracted, but the light remained, a constant flame of power and purpose. The wings were his, but not his. They were an angel’s wings, but he was a man. Were his thoughts—was his faith—Landon’s or Remiel’s? This connection was a mystery. Maybe he’d never learn the truth of it—did it matter? God had saved them. 
The aircraft hurtled through the night, and Landon held steady, pushing the plane and himself to the limits, letting the light lead him onward. As the angel’s wings faded to disappearing, his arms took over. He was left holding the controls with human hands. Remiel’s wings, but Landon’s hands. 
They sped toward the earth, faster, closer, safety only a breath away. The engines roared, the air thundered, and Landon did not waver. Not this time. Dust clouds erupted as they skimmed the ground, rising in twisted plumes as the belly of the plane struck dirt. The cabin shook violently, but Landon held on, unrelenting. Held on until they finally came to a halt in the wide valley below.
Landon hung limp in the harness, exhausted and in shock. Everything was dust and noise. He heard passengers shouting, someone crying out in pain. He opened his eyes. Chaos. But they were alive.
Landon felt a squeeze on his arm. He turned to see Sarah, tears in her eyes, her other hand covering her open mouth. Finally, she spoke. “We need… we should get out of here. The fuel, it might…” 
It was a valid thought. Neither Landon nor Sarah knew where the fuel tanks were on a jetliner, or if they’d been compromised, but if there was a leak, it wouldn’t take more than a spark to turn their miracle into hellfire. 
“Everyone out!” One passenger shouted, a tall and wide-framed man with gray hair parted on the side, wearing a button-up shirt and a loosened blue necktie. He’d apparently taken the lead on the evacuation and had wrenched the door open. Somehow, he or someone had figured out how to activate the emergency shoot. Or, perhaps, it was triggered automatically. Whatever the case, they had a way out. 
Landon and Sarah half-ran, half-fell through the door, into the light, into the open air. They staggered down the emergency chute, hitting the ground hard and landing on their knees. Passengers milled around the wreck, dazed and panicked. Some were crying, others pacing like caged animals. “Over here!” someone shouted. “Help!” Another voice cut through the confusion. “She’s hurt!” Landon’s heart raced. There were so many of them. So many he needed to help. Could he? He’d healed Sarah once. Would his power still work? 
He glanced at Sarah, and she gave him a quick nod, as if she knew exactly what he was thinking. Then he was on his feet, running toward the crowd, toward the injuries and chaos. He moved between them, breathing hard, eyes scanning for the worst of the wounded. He spotted a woman slumped against the side of the plane, cradling her arm. Blood streaked her face, mingling with the dust. Landon approached slowly, laying a hand on her shoulder. She looked up, eyes wide with fear and confusion. But as Landon touched her, she calmed. The bleeding stopped, and her arm mended. She stared at him; her fear gave way to wonder. 
Landon gave her a nod and a quick smile before moving on. He saw another woman, younger, maybe a teenager, leaning against the remains of a broken tree, a cut on her leg. He was by her side in an instant. “Is this real?” she gasped as Landon placed his hand over the wound. 
“Are we dead?” 
“We’re alive,” Landon said, his voice firm. “You’re going to be okay.” He could feel the wound closing under his touch, feel the warmth spreading as his power worked. He left her stunned but healed, moving to the next, to the next, to the next, trying to save them all.
Then he stopped. Froze. His breath caught in his throat as he came to a middle-aged woman sprawled on the ground. An unearthly chill settled over him, different from anything he’d felt so far. He knelt beside her, trembling with effort as he tried to focus, as he tried to heal. But her injury resisted, refusing to close, dark and unyielding. The sensation was unsettling. Empty. Almost as if she was already dead. 
“Why won’t it work?” her husband shouted, dropping to his knees, clutching at Landon’s shirt. His face was twisted with panic and anger, the fury building in his eyes. “You helped the others? Why didn’t you help her?” He shoved Landon back, turning to his wife with frantic movements. 
Landon stared, desperate, confused. This wasn’t right. He reached forward again, his hands trembling as he tried to make sense of it all. The wound was deep and ugly, as if stained with darkness itself. The power inside him flickered, barely touching her, like a spark without tinder. 
She was cold.
He drew back, stunned, knowing there was nothing he could do. Knowing she wouldn’t heal. Her husband’s voice cut through the din, accusing, sharp as a knife. 
“You did this! You left her like this!” He grew more aggressive, pacing and clenching his fists, anger seething off him. 
Other passengers gathered at the sound, watching, whispering. Landon got to his feet, shaken and pale. 
Sarah joined him at his side. He felt her hand on his arm, her calming presence. Her voice was low and soothing as she addressed the husband. “He’s trying his best,” she met the man’s angry stare with an unflinching gaze. 
The man sneered, a vicious curl of the lip. “You did this. You’re responsible.” 
“What?” Landon tilted his head.
“I saw it. You broke into the cockpit and killed the pilot.”
“You’re insane,” Sarah interjected. “He was with me when it happened. He went in there to save the pilot.”
“Turbulence,” the man jammed a finger into Landon’s chest. “That’s all it was. Until you got involved.” 
Landon took a deep breath. “I swear, I didn’t do this. I was trying to help.”
The man clenched his fists. “We have some turbulence, and a random passenger breaks into the cockpit? Who does that?” 
The man didn’t know what Landon had seen. The darkness in the flight attendant’s eyes. Why would this man, or anyone else, believe a demon was involved? 
If Landon hadn’t had so many encounters with demons lately, he’d have thought it crazy, too. Back in Kansas, when Landon knew nothing at all, he thought he was going crazy on account of the shadows he’d seen. 
Landon took a deep breath. Arguing with this man was futile. 
Sarah wasn’t so easily willing to drop it. “Why would he land the plane, then! Why would he save all these people if he’d done it! It doesn’t make sense!” 
“I know what I saw.” The man stared at Landon with deadly intensity. “I don’t know why you did what you did. But you killed my wife, you killed that pilot, and I’ll make sure the world learns the truth.” 
Another man approached Landon, eyes pleading, a silent supplication for help. A young boy lay limp in his arms. Landon’s heart clenched with empathy as the man’s voice cracked. “Can you help my son? I saw how you’ve helped others…” 
The weight of expectation bore down on Landon, a mantle of responsibility that he couldn’t shake off. He turned, leaving the angry husband behind. Why wasn’t Landon able to help that man’s wife? How did he know he could help anyone else? What about the man’s accusations? 
Surely there’d be a recorder, something in the cockpit that would reveal the truth. He’d saved the plane, he hadn’t killed the pilot and co-pilot. 
But what about the flight attendant? Where had she gone? Was she still in the plane, unconscious? Had she survived? What would happen to her if people found out what she’d done? 
Courts don’t consider “the devil made me do it” a valid defense. 
Landon nodded, focusing back on the man’s son. He had a wound on his head, probably from flying luggage or other debris. A strike like that. There was no telling if he was temporarily knocked out or if it was more serious. Landon said a silent prayer and placed his palm on the kid’s head. A warm glow enveloped his touch, and the boy’s eyes shot open.
“Thank you!” The father cried. “Thank God!” 
Landon smiled and nodded. That was the proper response, after all. Thank God. Landon didn’t know how he’d healed anyone, or if he’d be able to do it again. He didn’t understand why it worked for some people, but not others. Why this man’s son, but not the other man’s wife? 
Landon moved on, moving from one passenger to the next, hands working, mind spinning. Sarah stayed close by, spotting the next person in need, and led Landon to whoever’s injuries appeared most urgent.
He glanced over his shoulder, spotting the angry man whose eyes remained fixed on Landon, enraged. More passengers gathered around him, around Sarah. Some hurt, others were curious. All stared at Landon as he worked. Finally, the angry man turned away, back to his injured wife. His retreat was bitter, like an animal with a wound that wouldn’t heal. 
Landon sighed. His heart sank, a pang of guilt, knowing he couldn’t do more.  
“Focus on the lives saved,” Sarah said. “If God wouldn’t allow you to heal her, it must’ve been her time.” 
Landon rubbed his brow. Sarah was right, but it still felt wrong. It was like something else was there, not God, something darker, blocking Landon. But there was no sense dwelling on it. Other people still needed his help. 






  
  Chapter 3


Landon felt like he was moving through syrup. Through a fog. Through water, heavier than blood. So slow and thick that it almost crushed him, collapsing around him from all sides. The world moved faster than he could respond, faster than he could think, faster than he could pray. His mind spun with confusion, exhaustion dragging him under like a riptide.  
Around him, voices clashed and collided, words turning to noise as they overlapped. 
Miracle. God. Pilot. Crashed. Murder. Liar. 
A barrage of chaos, an assault of sound, drilling into his mind. Landon tried to focus, tried to see clearly, but it was like looking through rain-streaked glass. 
So many people, so many needs, and all at once. But the weight of power and fatigue slowed him to a crawl. His head pounded as if Remiel’s wings had burst through his skull instead of his back. 
Sarah’s voice cut through the din. “Landon, are you okay?” 
He opened his mouth to respond, but words failed him. His voice wouldn’t come. 
“Can you hear me?” she asked, her face a blur. 
He nodded slowly. A world on fast forward while he dragged through sludge. How long had they been in the valley? It couldn’t have been more than an hour, but time felt elastic, stretching and contracting around him, beyond his comprehension. Beyond his control. 
“I’m okay,” he finally managed, though his voice was barely a whisper. 
Sarah frowned, worry creasing her forehead. “You’re exhausted,” she said. “Come sit down.” 
But he couldn’t. “More people. The need—“
“You can’t heal everyone.” Sarah took his hands in hers. “I don’t think you can handle it. Your body isn’t made for this. It’s taking a toll.” 
Landon glanced at the cluster of passengers, a storm of humanity, each person a new shock to his system. He’d healed as many as he could. He’d saved the entire plane. So far, there was only one casualty apart from the pilot and co-pilot. He still hadn’t found the flight attendant. Only the woman he couldn’t heal, if she wasn’t clinically dead yet, she was well on her way. 
“You’d think there’d be a doctor on board.” Landon shook his head. “Isn’t there always a doctor on board?”
“In the movies?” Sarah tilted her head. “This isn’t a movie, Landon.”
Landon took a deep breath and released it through flapping lips. “I know. I’m just—“
“Tired?”
Landon nodded.
“How long before someone comes to rescue us?” Sarah asked. 
“It could be hours,” Landon interrupted, his voice firmer now, but still tinged with uncertainty. “I have no idea how far we are from civilization. Some island, maybe? I couldn’t get a good view of what we were landing on because of the light.”
“From the angel; from Remiel?” 
Landon pressed his lips and nodded. “I’m not sure how much of that landing was me, and how much was him. Then again, I’m not even sure how to differentiate the two of us.”
“Does it matter?” Sarah asked. “Maybe we should take a break. Go for a walk, see if we can get some bearings. For all we know, there could be a town down below, the other side of the bluffs.” 
Landon nodded reluctantly. She was right. He needed to regroup, needed to clear his head. Needed to breathe. It also made sense. It wasn’t like this was an episode of Lost. There wasn’t some smoke monster out in the woods—the darkness followed him wherever he went. There was no way to know if they were on a deserted island or not. For all Landon knew, they could be just a few miles outside a major metropolis. 
The air felt cooler as they moved through the valley, the sun dipping lower in the sky. Landon took deep breaths, trying to settle the churning inside him, trying to find his center amid the storm. Each step was an effort, each movement a test of will. But slowly, gradually, he felt the heaviness lift. The fog cleared. He was breathing again. He was finding himself. 
They reached a high ridge, the valley they’d landed in on higher ground than they’d realized. This wasn’t a deep canyon, just a crevice on a mountain, and now they were overlooking a much grander valley below. Landon stared out at the expanse. The land stretched away to the horizon, a wild and untamed beauty that made their crash site seem even more isolated. It was breathtaking. And terrifying. And utterly devoid of civilization. 
“It’s an island,” Sarah said, her voice awed. “There’s a river that splits the land. After that, endless ocean.” 
“Yeah,” Landon replied, but his thoughts were elsewhere. “But we’re only looking one direction. We still can’t rule out civilization the opposite way.” 
“We might be here a while,” Sarah said. “But I didn’t really think we’d find anything. It was more about—“
“Recharging? Getting away from it all?” 
Sarah pressed her lips and nodded. “You can’t be everyone’s hero, Landon. You have limits.” 
He hesitated, unsure of where to begin. Unsure of how to voice the questions that had been gnawing at him since the crash. Since before the crash. 
“That depends who I am,” he said finally, the admission tearing out of him. “Am I Landon? Am I Remiel?” 
Sarah’s brow furrowed. “You’re both,” she said, as if it were obvious. “You’re you.” 
“But which one?” Landon asked, his voice raw. “The angel or the man? Am I losing myself?” 
She shook her head, stepping closer, closing the gap between them. “You’re not losing anything,” she said. “You’re finding yourself. We’ve been through this before. You’re still Landon Walker. Somehow, you got mixed up with an angel and a demon. We don’t know if they’re inside of you, an integrated part of you, or just perched on each shoulder, invisible to the rest of us.”
“What if the angel is taking over?” he pressed. “When the plane was going down, it was like I was in control of everything, but not in control at all. I know it’s confusing, it sounds contradictory—“
“I get it,” Sarah said. “That’s how it always goes with God, if you think about it. If we’re saved, it’s all the work of the Holy Spirit. He’s the one who changes our hearts, our will, our everything. Faith is a gift, but it’s still our faith. No one can believe for us.”
“Yeah, but isn’t it sort of like ninety percent God, ten percent us?”
Sarah rubbed her brow. “No, I think it’s more like a hundred percent God, a hundred percent us, all at once. That’s how it always is. God’s totally in control of everything. But we’re still responsible for doing what He’s called us to do.”
“My head still hurts, and that isn’t helping.”
Sarah laughed. “At a certain point, I think it’s easier just to say, whatever I am, whoever I might be, I’m yours, God. You make sense of everything, because I can’t.” 
Landon snorted. “That’s dissatisfying. I want to know what’s happening.” 
“Yeah…” Sarah chuckled as she looked at the sun setting over the valley below. “I wonder if this is what Eden was like. You know, they had a tree there, too. It was all about knowledge. Eating of that tree was about trying to take what God hadn’t given, what He hadn’t revealed as good for them. When we try to decide what’s good, or evil, or think we need to know and understand everything we’re walking right into that serpent’s trap. It’s just another way of playing god, making a god out of ourselves.”
“You sound like Zacharias, back in Willowbrook.”
“Of course I do. I learned all this from him!” Sarah rubbed her hand across Landon’s tense shoulders. “I think he’s right, too. God’s wisdom, His majesty, His essence is more than our limited minds can comprehend. Our job isn’t to sort it all out, to figure everything out, but to hold on to whatever He’s revealed. I think our job as we grow in our walk with the Lord is less about figuring out how everything works, and more about simply speaking back to our Lord, our teacher, what He gives us to speak.” 
“Like a kid learning how to talk.” Landon shook his head. “I get that, but at the same time, I know the Bible. I still don’t know how I know the Bible so well. I guess Remiel has something to do with that. There’s nothing there that explains my predicament.” 
“Exactly the point, Landon.” Sarah smiled up at Landon widely. “God isn’t bound to working within the confines of our expectations and our finite understandings. Whatever God’s doing with you, with us, right now… it’s more important we surrender to it in faith than try to get all the answers.”
Landon glared back at Sarah. “But I like answers. I want to know how everything works.”
Sarah laughed a little. “The point of faith isn’t trying to sort out everything so it makes sense. When the Scriptures tell us something, we believe it and confess it. Even when we don’t totally get it. Sometimes things happen, or we encounter truths we can’t explain. Things that the Bible hasn’t revealed to us. It’s not our job to poke and prod, and run a bunch of tests and investigations. Diving into speculations and philosophies usually creates more problems and questions than we had at the start. We don’t devise explanations that make sense to us, then try and force them on God. We recognize the mystery and bathe in the comfort of knowing that God’s ways are bigger than ours, and His love is infinitely greater than we can understand. It’s like walking through a dark room. You don’t know where your foot will land, you can’t see it, but you trust that there’s solid ground there. Every step we take, we take in faith. Not because we understand everything that’s happening, but because we trust God’s character.” 
Landon bit his lip. “I think this faith thing is easier for you. I still want to understand. Maybe it comes from the fact that I understand and know so little about who I am. It’s hard to be content with knowing the little bit Sciplini told me about my past. It’s easier to say you’re content with the mystery of it all remaining a mystery when you know at the very least who you are.” 
Sarah’s eyes met his, steady and sure. “I know who you are,” she said matter-of-factly. “I’ve seen it, Landon. I’ve seen God work through you, even when you doubted. Finding yourself isn’t about looking inward, to your inner desires, or your memories, or whatever. It’s about hearing what He says about you. Whoever He says you are, that’s who you are.”
Landon huffed. “Which he still hasn’t told me.”
Sarah bit her lip. “You haven’t ever been baptized, have you?” 
“How would I know?” Landon crossed his arms. “You’ve been at my side since the day I showed up at your diner. I don’t know if someone baptized me at some point before that. I doubt it, given what Sciplini told me about my past.” 
“The angel told Joseph in his dream to name his son, Jesus. It means Yahweh Saves. But then, you know why the angel said to call him that?” 
“Because he will save the people from their sins.” Landon recalled the verse. 
Sarah nodded. “Yahweh saves. Then he will save. That name was pretty important. When Joseph gave Jesus a name, it put Jesus in his ancestry. Joseph was a descendant of David, so Jesus was, too. It was key to identifying Him as the Messiah. But the name itself, couched in that little verse in a way it’s so easy to miss, is a clear affirmation that the baby in Mary’s womb was actually God, Himself. Yahweh saves… he will save the people from their sins.” 
“Your point?” Landon asked.
“There’s a reason why baptisms are done in the name of the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. I mean, think about it. At Jesus’ own baptism, the Son was there in the water, the Spirit descended as a dove, and the Father spoke. When we’re baptized with that name, we get all that inheritance. We become a part of not merely the house of David, but the lineage of God Himself. That’s why we’re heirs of everything that belongs to the Son. We get eternal life. We receive an inheritance or righteousness. Not because we earned it, but because He names us, and called us His own.” 
Landon bit his lip. “So you’re telling me I should get baptized? Then I’ll know who I am. It’ll all become clear?”
Sarah laughed. “I’m saying, if you do that, and you finally hear that name spoken over you, you’ll have less room to doubt who you are. It’s one thing to say, ‘yeah, I’ve got faith,’ but you know how it goes. It’s easy to doubt what’s in our heads. We do it all the time. You’re doubting who you are even now. When we hear the Word spoken over us, with God’s promise attached to it, and His name applied with the water that hits us in the face, it’s kind of hard to doubt that the name is being put on us. It’s not just an idea we accept or try to apply to ourselves. It’s a promise that gets applied to us specifically and personally.” 
Her words hit him like a jolt. Like truth. Like something he hadn’t known he needed to hear. “How can a little water do something like that? How will that make a difference?” 
“It’s not about the water alone,” she replied. “It’s about the promise of God that God applies to Baptism. It’s the Word of God in and with the water that makes it special, Landon. Baptism is more than just taking a bath, not because the water is itself blessed, but because God has attached promises to Baptism.  You know all the verses. There’s not a single verse that says Baptism is our public profession of faith. There are dozens of verses that describe what God’s doing in and through Baptism, the way God works through the word we hear when it’s preached. Only in Baptism, it’s not just our ears that hear the Word, it’s our entire body that experiences it. The Word of creation, the Word that made everything in the beginning, and the Word that makes us new, literally washes over us in and with the water. That’s what we hold on to. Because baptism isn’t a work that we do, it’s not some kind of outward obedience, something we do because Jesus said we should, and that’s that. It’s God’s gift, His work, and it’s His powerful word that gives us that assurance.” 
Landon shrugged. “Yeah, maybe so. But I still don’t know if this is right. There’s still something dark inside, Sarah.”
Sarah tilted her head. “God’s never wrong,” she replied, a soft smile playing on her lips. “And He picked you for a reason. It’s not about getting yourself worthy, Landon. It’s about recognizing His worthiness, His ability to cleanse you of the darkness, and receiving it all as a gift. When you’re baptized in Christ Jesus, you’re baptized into His death. If you’re buried with Him, you’re raised with Him as well.” 
They stood together in silence, watching the sun dip toward the horizon, watching the light shift and change as the island stretched out before them
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