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      The saddest thing about Mom’s life is that she spent all of it waiting on Dad. She knew he couldn’t just stop in to visit whenever he wanted—he was king, after all, and that keeps you busy.

      Plus, of course, he was married.

      That’s the reason we had to keep his love for Mom a secret. It would hurt his wife, and she’s a very kind lady. He was clear about that—he cared about Mom, but he loved his wife. If Mom or I did anything to hurt her, he would be very, very angry. Mom was the kind of person who relocated mice instead of killing them. She would never have done anything to hurt anyone, especially not someone Dad loved.

      There were many things I wished when I was growing up, but most of all, I wish Dad would have called before he came over to visit. He never did, which is why Mom got up and got dressed and did her hair and makeup every single day . . . just in case he had time to come by. Watching her wash off her makeup every night, her face downcast, her hands moving absently, it upset me for reasons I couldn’t quite articulate. Watching her disappointment began to feel like some kind of metaphor for her life.

      She spent every moment waiting, and waiting, and waiting.

      For him to come for a visit.

      For him to smile at her.

      For him to share a kind word.

      For him to send her a gift or a token—something that meant she mattered to him.

      For him to tell her that she was enough—that he really did care about her in the ways that matter.

      More than anything else, that’s why I hate him the most. For all that wasted time. She waited on him for her entire life. Mom never blamed him, of course. She credited him with saving her from death until the very end. She said I was her miracle—that I’d never exist at all if it wasn’t for Dad—because she’d never have lived long enough to have me. Every single minute she was afforded from the moment they met was bonus time, and she only had it because he healed her.

      But no one can escape forever, and Dad didn’t heal her in the end.

      I don’t cry at her funeral, even though I’m profoundly sad. And no matter how long I wait, no matter how many times I glance at my watch, no matter how late it grows, he never comes to pay his respects.

      That’s when I realize that I’ve spent my entire life waiting for him, too.

      For a kind look.

      For a compliment.

      For a nod of approval.

      I never got any of those things.

      Just like my mother, I am profoundly pathetic.

      Which is why, at the age of seventeen, I resolve to run away. I’ve heard the Unmarked will take people, no matter their background, if they’re clear of the Mark. They have communities a lot like ours, people who won’t know my father. Who would never guess that he didn’t find Mom or me good enough.

      Unless he was drunk and angry. Then we were just what he needed.

      But the very morning I plan to leave, a letter arrives.

      Dear Adam,

      You’ve been invited to join the training program for the Royal Guard. It’s quite an honor, and you shouldn’t take it lightly. Thanks to your promising test scores and superior physical examination, we’re prepared to waive the expense of training.

      If you’re interested in becoming a royal guard, please present yourself on the first Monday of the month at the registration desk in the front office of the Royal Armory.

      Sincerely,

      Clayton Hess, Captain of the Royal Guard

      The first Monday of the month is in three days. I should probably still leave, but I can’t, no more than a dog could run away from its owner. The same hand that always cuffed me is offering me a bite of bacon. It’s not much, but I could more easily draw a blade across my own throat than I could turn down the proffered treat.

      So I show up on Monday.

      And every day thereafter.

      Dad never acknowledges me.

      Most days I’m not sure whether he remembers me.

      Our only real interactions were the times I leapt in front of Mom to spare her, deflecting his blows the only way I could. It’s possible, given our limited contact, that he’s forgotten me entirely. Or maybe he knows who I am, but wishes he didn’t. A small part of me hopes that he just can’t show it. I am being trained near the palace where his wife lives. The one he loves, the one he never mistreated.

      Some days, I wonder whether perhaps he saw something in my stoicism. Perhaps his attacks on my mother were intended to cause me to react, a test of sorts. If so, I hope that I passed. Perhaps my admittance into the guard was my reward. Maybe he has found me to be good enough, for this at least. To serve him. To bask in the glow of his glory. To protect him from any outside threat.

      I hate how much I want him to find me acceptable.

      But I want it anyway.

      Until the day Ruby appears. From that first moment, when Solomon says she’s his daughter, I love her more than I’ve ever loved anyone, excepting Mom.

      And I hate her, too.

      She’s so bright and shiny. She’s so fiery and sure of herself. And the terrifying, impressive, dire soldier with her scares me down to my toes. He clearly worships her the way every citizen of WPN worships King Solomon. Or maybe even more. The way he looks at her, like she hung the moon and decorated the sky with the stars—it’s unnerving.

      It shouldn’t improve my opinion of her, but it does. Strangely, my admiration actually exceeds my jealousy.

      She waltzes in, and because her mother was . . . what? What did Queen Josephine have that my mother didn’t? I don’t know how to define it, but even I can see it. Queen Josephine and Ruby are both lit from within with the same kind of light. I want to leap in front of my half-sister and tell her who I am, but I have no idea what would happen if I did something that imprudent.

      Maybe she would stare at me, stunned.

      Maybe she’d slap me.

      Maybe she’d hug me and cry.

      Maybe Dad would have me shot.

      I’m not sure what reaction I hope for, or which one I fear the most. But I know that as I listen to her, for the first time, I understand what I’ve been missing. The pieces finally fall together in my brain, and I’m ashamed I didn’t see it before, for myself. Solomon isn’t God’s chosen. He’s not a good person at all. In fact, he’s despicable. And it took a little girl younger than I am to help me realize it.

      I’ve been serving someone who is terribly unworthy.

      I vow then and there that I won’t do it anymore. So when the chance comes, I support my sister. I don’t tell her who I am or why I’m on her side, but I am there for her.

      Forever.

      And in a somewhat similar way to the joy I found serving Solomon, I’m elated to protect my sister. She’s so good, and so well-intentioned, in a way I’ve never seen. She would have accepted my mother, I’m almost sure of it. She would have taken care of us. She takes care of everyone, and she always does the right thing. For the first time in my life, I yearn for family, and to have a real place in this world.

      And for the first time, I contemplate telling her who I really am. I’m not just a guard sitting outside her cell while we wait the requisite days to make sure she was protected in the Trial by Fire. I’m not just a man who was trained by David Solomon to guard him from threats. I’m not a hand-me-down captain of the guard who’s doing his job.

      I’d leap in front of a bullet for her.

      I’d lie down on a train track.

      I’d walk through fire, without being asked, if it could help her or keep her safe.

      I open my mouth to tell her . . . something. I’m not sure what, but something. But before I can . . .

      “Would you rather,” Ruby asks, “have the general public think you’re wonderful while your family knows you’re a terrible person, or have the general public hate you, but your family be proud, because you treat them right?”

      Ruby’s best friend Wesley frowns. “This one’s easy. Obviously—”

      “Ah, ah, ah,” Ruby says. “It’s Adam’s turn.”

      I bite my lip. “It’s not much of a question, really. In one scenario, I’m a good person, and in one I’m not, right? I think, regardless of who thinks you’re good, you should want to be a good person at heart.”

      Ruby shakes her head. “The question doesn’t address whether you’re actually good. You could be good or bad in either scenario. You’re you. The question is, which set of people’s opinions do you value? The general public? Or your family and close friends?”

      I shake my head. “Let’s assume I’m a good person, then—”

      Ruby stands up and walks toward me, placing her hand against the plexiglass separating her from where I’m sitting in the hall. She’s so close, every speck of her attention focused on me. It’s a little bit unnerving. “It’s not about truth, Adam. Focus here for a moment. It’s about whose opinion matters most. Which is it? Family, or the world at large?”

      Hers, I want to say. It’s the only one that matters. But she doesn’t know I’m her family. And I doubt she considers me a friend. I blink. What should I say? What would she say? Obviously, the one affects the other. If the world thought I was disgusting, would Ruby want anything to do with me? “I don’t have much family. My parents are both dead, and I don’t have any friends. I guess I’d choose the general public.”

      Ruby’s face falls. “No family and no friends?”

      Except for you, I want to say. It’s my opening. I can tell her, right now, and she has to listen. She’s stuck in this cell. But Wesley’s looking at me over her shoulder with so much pity it practically chokes me. I don’t want to tell her like this, with the two of them feeling sorry for me. “My mom and I were really close, but she died of cancer two years ago.” Okay, that’s not helping. Now they feel even worse. “I enlisted right after that.” I’m fine. I have a job. I have a career, and I’m strong.

      My half sister has no idea who I am, but she closes her eyes and leans against the plexiglass as if drawing nearer might comfort me. “I’m sorry, Adam. I haven’t known you long, but for what it’s worth, I consider you a friend.”

      My heart lifts. She considers me a friend? She has no idea who I am or what I’ve been through, but

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        1. Adam
      


      		
        2. Rhonda
      


      		
        3. Adam
      


      		
        4. Rhonda
      


      		
        5. Sample from Mates: Minerva
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Bridget E. Baker
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Bridget E. Baker


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/reclaimed-6.jpg
¥

Sins of our Ancestors

Book Five






OEBPS/images/purple-puppy-image.jpg





