

    
        
          Notes From Hiding

        

        
        
          The Smolder, Volume 5

        

        
        
          Kathryn Judson

        

        
          Published by Kathryn Judson, 2015.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      NOTES FROM HIDING

    

    
      First edition. October 13, 2015.

      Copyright © 2015 Kathryn Judson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1311453563

    

    
    
      Written by Kathryn Judson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Epigraph

Part 1 - Dear Invader

Part 2 - Dear Citizen

Part 3 - Dear Neighbor

Part 4 - To Whom It May Concern

Part 5 - Isannah Here

Books by Kathryn Judson



  	
        
            
             
The commentary on Charles Dickens in Part 5, Note 15, is adapted from "When the Gospel Comes to Town," July 10, 2015, by Erik Raymond, at The Gospel Coalition website. Permission obtained for use.


    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part 1 - Dear Invader
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<[1]> Dear Invader, You haven't arrived yet, so I don't know anything about you, but we can hear your fighting off in the distance, and sometimes we see fires or explosions, so I expect to meet you soon. Supposedly, there's a chance you might not try to destroy everyone here, but I'm going to assume that you're bad to the core, and that you hate anybody who doesn't pretend to think the way whoever is in power wants them to think, so I'm going to write down what I know, and what I can find out, about what it is you're about to blast off the Earth. Just so you can know what you missed.

Well, also, it might help me with my history lessons. A lot of what I thought I knew when I was, say, nine, turns out to be not right. In other words, wrong. Apparently I took what I heard or read, and fit it into my own view of the world, the way it seemed to make the most sense – which meant I scrambled the facts. Or I heard wrong to begin with. Or I got to playing around with what I knew, making up pretend stories for fun, and somehow the pretend stuff was real enough, or fun enough, to sort of warp my memory, or something. Dad says that kids are famous for not properly understanding what someone tells them. I told him right back that grown-ups don't have a stellar record for understanding everything us kids say, either. He just laughed, and confessed 'guilty, as charged,' and asked me if I had anything particular in mind. I almost couldn't think of anything, but then I remembered that he never seems to believe me when I tell him I do not ever want to eat anything with rhubarb in it, ever again. Seriously, the man has a blind spot when it comes to rhubarb pie. He can't get enough of it, and loves to serve it when we have company, and it's embarrassing.

But back to my point. Having recently discovered that I'd somehow got some false ideas planted into my head along the way (I can blame a mischievous uncle or two for some of that), or simply might be remembering wrong, I have decided to check some of what I thought I knew against what other people have to say about the history of Genesee Settlement, and this time I'm going to write some of it down. For me, but also for you. Because I don't trust you to care soon enough to find out about us, before you blast some of us, and maybe me, right on up to encounter God face to face. At least I'm more or less ready for that. I'd rather you didn't blast me, of course, but I'm ready for it.

Oh, who am I? Nobody, really. Not in the whole big scheme of things. But, here goes. My name is Isannah, and I was the second baby born here after we found out the war had started. That was about fifteen years ago. That was also the last we heard from the outside world, so I don't even know if you're still fighting that war (the one that got launched with the smiling lady on the billboards), or if you've been alternating peace and war, and so are fighting a new one.

I can't imagine a war lasting fifteen years, but we've got a historian here, who knew a lot about that sort of stuff before he got put in exile out here, and he assures me that some wars have lasted for lots longer than that. Like a hundred years or more. That's crazy, I told him. People are crazy, he said.

I can't argue with him there, and that's coming from a girl who has only lived in a civilized community. Really, we mostly get along pretty well, and look out for each other, and worry when people get sick or hurt, and cry when people die, and I guess that's better than you might be used to, because my historian friend, he lived out there, and he says that your emotions and your ability to think both got squished, plus you were trying to pretend God doesn't exist. I have to tell you, that's nuts.

It's also dangerous-nuts, if you don't know that.

My historian friend (I'm still trying to decide whether to call anybody besides me with their real name, or make up code names for them, so for now he's just going to be 'my historian friend.' Live with it.) – my historian friend says you probably understand at some level that it's dangerous, and that's probably part of what makes you react all out of proportion when you run into people like us. Assuming you're the sort of person who does that. Like I said, I haven't met you yet. I'm still hoping you're not a monster, but I'm not going to be surprised if you are one. It was monsters, after all, who set up this camp, and sent my ancestors here. More on that as we go.

For now, though, I just want to say that if you come barging into our encampment, you are going to find a mixed bag, with most people being loving and kind and willing to welcome you into their homes, and others wanting to blast you right up to encounter God face to face, and others muddling around somewhere in the middle, for instance saying we should put you all in jail before cheerfully offering you soup and pie (don't worry, we're out of rhubarb just now) and a seat at the table. We have freedom around here, and that means we don't agree sometimes, even on the most basic things, like how we should deal with invaders. That means you.

<[2]> Dear Invader, You've been quiet out there today. Or maybe the wind has deafened us, so to speak. At any rate, since the wind is moving from here to where you were yesterday, we're on something more of a lockdown than usual. Nothing with smoke, for instance.

Oh, I want to ask you, are you guys still crazy about outlawing smoke? The old-timers, and the documents, tell me about something called Particulate Police, who arrested people or even killed them, if someone dared build a cooking fire, much less a campfire just for fun.

For the record, we don't usually build fires just for fun, even though nothing much beats sitting around a campfire with a bunch of friends and singing or visiting or just musing. We have hard winters around here, and not much electricity, so we depend on wood fires to keep our houses warm. This is not to mention that most of our cooking is done with wood fires. Did I mention that we don't have much electricity? Old-timers say the camp used to get electricity from the outside before the war, but that when we got abandoned the outside lines went dead, and so we just have what we can generate inside.

That's all right, though. Contrary to what you might think, it's entirely possible to live without electricity. I hear that there are some great conveniences to it, and sometimes it can be a life saver, but we're used to living without much, and it wouldn't be any problem for us to be without it entirely. Because we're set up for that.

When you live like we do, you learn to be adaptable.

That's a good thing, by the way.

Usually.

At least, it can be.

But that's not what I wanted to tell you about today. I wanted to talk about weddings.

Tomorrow, you see, assuming you don't barge into camp before then, we are having a wedding. I can't believe you might not understand what that is, but Grandma Mary says that she never heard of anything like a marriage until she wound up being rescued by non-conformists, and joined an underground community, and so I guess I'd better explain briefly what I mean, just in case you don't know, and don't have access to a dictionary that still has the word marriage or the word wedding in it. (Do you know how crazy it is that the government takes words out of the dictionary whenever they describe something the government wants to ban?)

Anyway, here goes. From the beginning of time - 

Oh, remind me to tell you sometime about how time has a beginning...

From the beginning of time, God -

Oh, you don't know about God, most likely...

Yargh, this is getting impossible. Really. Hang on while I think...

...thinking...

...still thinking...

All right, here we go. Here's the problem. I have to assume that you don't know very much about much of anything, at least about anything important. At the same time, I have to assume that you're a grown-up, with a mind, even if it is a squished and misshapen one, and I don't want to treat you like a toddler.

Also, I don't want to make myself nuts trying to define everything right up front. Besides making me nuts, it will likely make you give up and not read any of this. That's fair. I like dictionaries and stuff like that, but not to read like a real book or a real letter.

So, let's try going at this from another angle. I'm going to just write like I'm writing to a regular person, and will see if that seems to work any better. Does that work for you?

Dear Invader...

Oh, bother. Do I call you that? Or give you a pretend name?

...thinking...

With apologies, for now I'm going to stick with Invader. It's accurate, which counts for something.

Dear Invader, Today is a SeventhDay, which means that tomorrow is a FirstDay, our day for church, and having lunch with friends, and Bible studies. No one works on FirstDay, except for whatever needs to be done for church, lunch, studies, etc. But tomorrow is a special FirstDay, at least for a couple of people, because tomorrow we're having a wedding at the end of church services.

If you would study history, you'd see that in a lot of cultures, weddings have been big affairs, with a lot of fuss and cost and most of the attention on the man and woman getting married. That might be kind of sweet, and probably it's not actually wrong, but around here we decided to do weddings at the end of church services, as part of the service, and we keep most of the attention on God - thanking Him for the blessing of marriage in general, asking Him to bless this particular marriage, reminding the goofily-happy-and-half-scared-to-death couple that God will be overseeing what they do, and so they'd better be good to one another on the one hand, but that they don't need to feel like they've only got their own strength and wisdom to work with, on the other.

We like it. Well, most of us do. I have one friend who - upon finding out that some cultures make the bride the center of attention and that she gets to dress up in lots of frills and such, including a special dress made just for her, for just that one day - has turned into a one-girl protest machine. She's drawing a few people to her way of thinking, too. Me? I like how we usually do it. But I've got a few years yet before I hope to get married, so I guess we'll see what the options are then, and then I'll probably let GJ, or whoever I wind up marrying, have a say. It'll be his wedding, too, you know.

Or, you should know. If you weren't so indoctrinated as we're afraid you most likely are.

That's it for today. I've got chores yet to do. SeventhDays are a little longer on chores than other workdays, because we have to be prepped for a day of not working.

You'd get used to it. I know you would, because we still have people around who grew up under different rules and so were used to a different way, but got used to this. And most of them like it this way, too. Not all, but most.

But, to work! Then, to family devotions! Then, to bed!

I am really looking forward to tomorrow. I hope I can sleep.

And I really hope you don't barge in on us tonight or tomorrow.

<[3]> Dear Invader, Thank you for staying away yesterday. It was a wonderful FirstDay, front to finish, and we got the happy couple properly and ceremoniously launched on their together-life. In some ways, it would be worse now if you invade soon, because now, in a sense, they have more to lose, if you rob them of together-life they might have otherwise.

But, like me, they're ready to die, whenever it comes.

You probably don't understand that, but trust me, if you love and follow Jesus, you'd be ready. And if you don't, you'd better grab onto every scrap of life and breath you can get here, because what's coming after this life is beyond-words bad. As in wrath-of-God-on-your-head bad. I'd better add right here that everybody - as in, everybody - who is currently following and obeying Jesus used to be someone who wasn't following Jesus, so don't think that you're necessarily stuck on a path to hell. In fact, we prayed for you yesterday during church, that God would have mercy on you and change your heart and open your eyes and get you off that path, just like he did for us.

Yeah, I know you probably think that praying for the good of your enemies is weakness and insane. That shows what you know.

But, back to the wedding. Since we're stuck out here in a remote camp, without outside supplies, clothes are a bit of a concern. We have plenty, for now, for all ages, but it's not like we can have brides making special dresses just for weddings. So what we've done - and I like it a lot, by the way - what we've done is that we have a special cape or overdress that we use for all weddings. It's kept neat and tidy, and is kept in a special place between times. Come the wedding day, the bride gets to put it on over her regular skirt and blouse, before church service starts. Some people have pointed out that it might be better if she put it on just before the wedding part of the service starts, so that she's not a distraction and so, theoretically at least, she isn't sitting there thinking of herself as a bride the whole service, but we started out this way, and nobody with any sense thinks that she could sit there and not think about being a wife before the gathering was over, so we do it that way.

Oh, you say, you thought that what I was saying the other day was that we don't have special wedding clothes.

Oh, I say, now that I've reviewed what I wrote, I can see why you might think that. My mistake. I was thinking in terms of what my friend wants - which is for a bride to have special clothes made just for her for just the ceremony - versus what we do, which is to have a plain white overdress (sort of like a long apron with a back) that everyone takes turns using, if they want to use it. Nobody has to use it. But I've only heard of one bride not using it, and her reasoning didn't make sense to me. But her husband agreed with her, so that was a good start to their marriage, to be able to not be fussed over something like that.

I like them, by the way. I don't always understand them, or why they draw lines the rest of us don't, but they're good enough neighbors, and seem to love God, so I just put it down to weak brothers and strong brothers needing to be respectful of each other's consciences.

Oh, do you even know what a conscience is? I don't mean a social conscience. I mean an individual one.

I wish I could ask you. But without letting you know where we're at. (Which, hey, if you know how that would work, you're ahead of me.)

I'd love to 'chat' more, but my cat is about to have kittens, and I haven't seen her all day. It's pretty near a certainty that she not only doesn't need any help, but would resent anybody invading her space right now, but I still want to make sure she's all right. And, yes, I'm very curious to see how many kittens there will be, and what they look like, and all that. Besides the fact that I like cats, they've proven to be quite useful in keeping down the mice around here.

Oh, while we're on that subject, I almost have to laugh. A couple of the old people who formerly lived on the outside, lived where the government had got rid of cats and instead used all sorts of fancy technological solutions to keep mice down. Another old guy lived on the outside in a place where the government somehow lost sight of rodent control as a worthy pursuit. Sometimes I've caught these people just marveling at the fact that cats, all by themselves, work for rodent control.

Well, the dogs help them. And so do owls and hawks and snakes. But cats are our best mouse catchers, and are pretty, too. So we like our cats. Do you like cats?

<[4]> Dear Invader, Do you have chores like I have chores? I mean, I suppose we both have duties, but what I hear is that you live in a world where somebody rules over you, and picks not only what you should do, but how you should do it, and when you should do it, and who you must do it with.

At least, that's how the old people here who lived on the outside remember how their life was, and they say that they're pretty sure it was that way for a few generations before they came along. It's hard to be sure on the history part, though, because the outside government (that would be yours) is famous for making up stuff and publishing it as history. You know that, right? I don't mean that everything they say is made up. Not at all. But there were reasons that people joked about forest reports that showed a timber harvest of all the trees on a patch of land, but the next year pretended to have fully grown trees every two paces, all ready to cut. That's impossible, you know, and when you find garbage like that, you know that you can't believe it.

Oh, one of my mentors, who was a historian out there before being sent into exile, says that it's not fair to assume that the person who wrote the report was meaning to lie to you. He said that sometimes people would do that in reports they knew would be seen by people in other regions, with the hope that somebody would notice it was wrong, and figure out that it was slaves sending out a cry to be rescued from their hopeless position. It rarely worked, though. And sometimes it got people shot, by people who hate it when slaves send coded messages begging that their situation be investigated.

I wish I could tell you that everything you might find in our records is one hundred percent accurate, but, I hate to tell you, we're not perfect.

Besides, you should hear the discussions in townhall meetings, where two or more people are arguing about how to describe a current situation or controversy. Sometimes I just want to stand up and stomp my foot and say, 'for crying out loud, you're agreeing with one another' or 'Mr. Name-Goes-Here, you and Mr. Name-Goes-There were in different places and saw things differently, so stop trying to make the other guy pretend he saw just what you saw.' But I don't. Well, except for a couple of times, and I got in trouble for that, because that's not how anybody is supposed to act in a townhall meeting. We're supposed to take turns. And not get fussy at people, if we can help it. Besides, kids aren't supposed to talk at such meetings at all. It's a maturity thing, I'm told. (And, yes, they might possibly, sometimes, at some level, have a point. That, however, does not make it easy.)

Oh, what's funny is that a couple of my friends who are older than me, told me that they were just about ready to bust with things to say when they were too young to speak at the meetings - but (here's what funny, in case you're humor-challenged), when they got old enough and had permission to speak, suddenly they realized how naïve they might sound if they did sound off, and so they generally were happier to sit there and not say anything after all, at least not at the meeting proper. At least until they got more used to the whole 'being a grown-up' business. Which, they tell me, can be scary. Which, I tell them, I'm still wishing would hurry up and happen, because I'm too old to be a little kid, and too young to be a grown-up, and it can be all sorts of awkward.

Of course, I get practice discussing this stuff at home, with my parents. I don't think their parents are the discussing type, even with each other, at least not in front of the kids.

Me, I have lots and lots of practice sounding ignorant, and - surprise, surprise - here I am, somehow having not died of embarrassment. Amazing, right?

That's not to say that I'm totally convinced that it isn't possible to actually drop dead from embarrassment. It can hit you like a hammer, after all, you know. Or maybe you don't know? Maybe people who live squished lives and are taught what they ought to say ever since they were babies don't ever get embarrassed? Scared, maybe, but that's not the same thing.

For the record, I'm sure that freedom is worth the wide open possibilities that it gives us to embarrass ourselves with what we say and do.

Oh, no kittens yet. But it can't be long. Mama Cat is huge. And not acting like her usual self.

<[5]> Dear Invader, Wasn't that snow last night a surprise? This time of year!?

Oh, do you know what a year is? Most of the old people remember life being chopped up into hundred day chunks, with quotas and goals for each chunk. But the old guys who worked in agriculture knew what a year was, because silly old plants and animals don't cooperate with hundred day cycles, no matter what you do.

The sounds of fighting have gone fainter in the last couple of days. We don't know whether to be more surprised that no one has found us yet, or more surprised that this battle, or clump of battles, is still going on. You must not have super duper weapons, if you can't destroy the opposition in this length of time. Or, maybe you do, but the government is saving them for populated areas, or bridges, or stuff.

For your information, I've never seen a real bridge. Not to go across a big river. For that matter, I've never seen a real river. We have springs and creeks and ponds, but no rivers or oceans. We learn about them in our lessons, and I'd like to see a river and an ocean or two, but as long as we're trapped here, I guess it's not likely to happen.

On the other hand, I like it here.

That might surprise you, but I do like it here.

I like my garden. I like my cats. I like my family. I like my friends. I like the boys my age. Considering that one of them is likely to become my husband someday, Lord willing I get to have a husband someday, I count it as pure treasure that I like all the possibilities. Or, at least, most of them.

What I don't like is that we can't do much other than keep a remnant alive around here. And what is a remnant for, I ask you? Being trapped isn't letting us do the job God gives most remnants to do. So, yeah, in that sense, it's a wasted life. Or, it would be, if we weren't having kids to add to the chorus.

That would be the heavenly chorus, someday, after they die, if they die in faith, and get to praise God and His glory for all eternity.

It's something. But it's not enough.

At least, most of us here don't think it's enough. So don't be surprised if you show up and some of us aren't here after all, because we are seriously thinking about sending out missionaries.

There are stories about missionaries having been sent out already, but I can't get anyone to confirm that. It's one of those 'it's better not to ask' things, I'm told.

I think that means that even if you blast the whole lot of us up to encounter God face to face, it's too late already, if what you're trying to do is prevent us from contaminating the outside with the Holy Spirit and the gospel message. I'm pretty sure He got loose already. He's good at that. Ain't nobody gonna keep my Savior or Comforter penned in, as the song goes.

Do you know that one? I don’t know what dialect it's in, but we don't talk like that here, generally speaking.

Oh, I guess I heard that you guys sometimes have different dialects assigned to different breeds - dialects or languages that are so different that sometimes you can't talk to somebody in that other breed. At least officially. You know what, though? I bet that you'd figure each other out, if you dared.

And used a lot of hand gestures, maybe, at least at first.

But I mean, really. You could learn to communicate. I'm sure of it.

Oh, oh. A horrible thought struck me. What if your dialect is so different that this journal looks like it's in a foreign language that you don't know? And you can't read it?

Well, phew on that. I'm going to keep writing anyway. And if you don't understand it, I'm going to assume that you're smart enough to figure out how to translate it.

Otherwise, you know, I'd have to stop writing, and I'm starting to enjoy this.

Oh, and we have kittens. We just don't know where yet. Mama Cat has got them hidden somewhere. But I'm forbidden to go looking, for fear of leaving footprints in the snow. For you to track if you barge in.

So, yeah, I'm not enjoying all of this writing to you, because it sometimes makes me think of what we can't do, because you're fighting nearby, and we want to remain invisible, if possible.

In that regard, I wish you'd just finish up your stupid war, and go home.

That might be nice, mightn't it?

<[6]> Dear Invader, You got close yesterday. Real close. And air vehicles of two different types went overhead. That's the first time in my life I've seen aircraft, unless you want to classify birds and bats and bugs as craft.

The only consolation of the day was that Mama Cat got nervous, and brought the kittens to me for protection.

As if I can do anything.

Go away.

Go away. Before you see us. Go away.

Go. Away.

<[7]> Dear Invader, I'm trying to counter your horrible fighting with beauty. I am dosing up on beauty. Colors. Thoughts. Hugs. Kittens. Jesus. I'm also praying for you. I'm doing a lousy job of it, but I am praying for you. It would be better if I could stay on track and keep my concern focused on your lost soul, but at least I keep jerking myself back on track, with God's help, when I do go off track. So, a little forbearance is in order, I think, especially after what you did to us. To me.

You got a missile into camp, but nothing happened after that. So we're hoping it was a stray missile that was so stray that you don't know where it went. I'm told that can happen.

It wasn't stray enough that it missed everybody, so we had to do a burial last night. We didn't dare do it in the main cemetery, because freshly dug earth there is visible for a long way, from all sorts of angles, so we had to bury them (yes, them, plural) in an underground shaft. We don't like doing that, but at least we got to bury them, properly, like Christians.

And, they were people who were ready to die. That's some consolation.

But that doesn’t mean that I can stop crying for very long, because they were friends of mine.

Do you have any idea what that means?

Friends?

Do you have friends?

Do you love anybody?

Anybody?

Anywhere?

<[8]> Dear Invader, You've been quiet for days. I started to write letters to you almost every day, but it would make me feel hateful, so I stopped.

Does that confuse you? I'm told that the outside rather values hate, as a motivator, and as a sign of loyalty. How stupid is that? If you feed that part of you, it's like marching away from God on purpose. You know that, right?

I hope so.

Or, I think I hope so.

All right, in my better moments, I hope so. In my worse moments, I just tell God that I'm happy to let Him send you to hell, if that's what He wants to do.

He's in charge of that, you know.

But we're not supposed to give up on anybody.

It can get confusing at times.

But, like I said, in my better moments, I'm still praying that you'll not wind up in hell.

Speaking of 'better moments,' I've been dosing up on more beauty. And I've joined the Art Club.

Our present project is to draw the best of life around us. I just finished a portrait of a mother holding a baby on her lap. It so happens that I think this lady is one of the prettiest ladies in our community, just from an angles and planes viewpoint. (Have you studied art? Do you know that some people are easier to make look good in a drawing or painting? Just from their features?) But, on top of that, better yet, you should see how soft she gets, looking at her baby. And she glows. Well, not with real light, like you could measure with a scientific instrument. But it's real glowing, all the same. And the baby is a happy child, who glows right back at her mother.

I'm not sure I did them justice, in my drawing, but I tried. And people other than my mother say it's fairly good. (My mother, despite her attempts to be entirely honest at all times, has an odd weak spot when it comes to my art. She's hopelessly prone to seeing all my sketches as great pictures. That is no help at all, if you're trying to learn to be a good artist, and therefore need helpful and informed feedback. That's all right, though. She can't help gushing, and I've learned to not take it to heart. So we're all happy, and no harm done.)

Did you know your mother growing up? I hear that some of you don't even quite understand about the whole concept of parents.

Join us, and we could change that. Because we're big on kids being raised by the two people who made 'em. (Made 'em, with God's help, I mean.)

<[9]> Dear Invader, You have just missed a great party. Sort of.

The community elders decided that everybody needed to know of more hiding places, and/or places they could barricade themselves in, but they don't want anyone - including any of them - to know about all the places, so that if anyone gets caught and tortured, they can't tell you too much.

Anyway, I don't know how they figured out which places to show to whom, but my family and a few close friends just got shown a wonderful place I didn't dream existed, and I grew up here.

But here's the best part. It's soundproof.

Or, it can be made soundproof, pretty easily, and in a hurry. And when they were showing us that, GJ asked if it were really soundproof, and therefore safe to speak up.

And the elder said yes.

And so GJ, to everyone's surprise, burst into the loudest singing you can imagine. It was a glorious hymn that we all knew, and before we knew it, we were all singing, real loud, and crying (for our dead friends, among other things), and hugging, and kneeling in prayer, and in general letting out what we'd been holding in, because you've been swarming around nearby, making us afraid to be loud; and without meaning to, and without noticing it, we've been getting afraid to live, too.

Oh, it felt good to sing.

And then we danced. Ordinarily we're not much for dancing around here, except for little kids doing their natural leaping and twirling and swaying and somersaults and such, or hopping up and down when they're excited. But today, we danced.

The elder had his eye on me while I was dancing. Not in a bad way. But in that way I'm learning to expect from grown-ups these days. It means, 'hmmm, is Isannah getting too old to be doing this with boys?' Or something like that. I'd explain, but it's personal. Just let it be known that I'm in that awkward stage between being a little girl, and a woman old enough to marry, and when girls are like that in a free society, it brings out the
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