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      For my readers, who have followed me through every broken road and still believe there is light at the end of it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        “Home is not where you are born; home is where all your attempts to escape cease.

        — NAGUIB MAHFOUZ
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      He has done this kind of math before.

      Not this exact equation, but the shape of it—the kind where every path leads to the same brutal answer no matter how many times you run the numbers. Eli Ward knows the feel of a problem that only has one solution.

      The plane is coming apart.

      Not all at once. Failures like this happen in sequence, almost orderly when you look back later. The port engine went first. Then the smell of burning oil and insulation. Then the instrument panel lit up like a slot machine in the dark.

      Caleb was asleep in the back.

      Was asleep.

      Eli doesn’t look behind him. He’s already out of his seat, already moving, because the math finished thirty seconds ago and the answer was his son.

      It is always his son.

      “Caleb. Look at me.”

      The boy surfaces from sleep with that sharp, sudden focus that always catches Eli in the sternum—the face of a child who learned too early that sleep is not guaranteed. Ten years old going on thirty.

      Eli clips the harness. Tightens the straps with hands that have done this dozens of times in the hangar on ordinary Tuesday evenings. Caleb complaining. Rook underfoot. The three of them practicing like it was a game they might never need.

      “Don’t forget,” Eli says.

      He means to say everything else. The coordinates. The county. The name of the woman who can help them. The reason he flew eight hundred miles with death in the cargo hold. I love you in a way that doesn’t sound like goodbye.

      The plane screams and ends the conversation.

      The door tears open. Night pours in like cold water. Rook hits the end of his lead. Caleb’s small hands knot into the dog’s thick fur. For one terrible second Eli sees his son’s eyes—frightened but steady, the same terrible composure his mother had at the end.

      He grabs the front of the harness.

      “Dad—”

      Eli pushes.

      He has to push hard. Caleb doesn’t want to go. Of course he doesn’t. He’s ten years old and his father is staying behind while the world turns into black air and nothing.

      Eli pushes anyway.

      The fuselage edge catches the side of the boy’s head with a sound Eli will hear for the rest of his life. Then Caleb is gone, swallowed by the dark, and somewhere below the clouds a parachute snaps open like a held breath finally released.

      Eli watches until he can’t see it anymore.

      Then he turns back to the controls.

      The math had always been going to come out the same. The only real variable was whether he would be brave enough to solve it.

      He was.

      He is.

      Find him, he thinks, and means it for Rook, for the county, for whatever mercy is still left in the world.

      Then the fire reaches the fuel.
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      "Dove gray."

      That was the color of the sky. She couldn’t remember when she’d set out that morning—it had been inky black then—but by what felt like late afternoon the vast space beyond the distant Cascades had softened into something she hadn’t named at first.

      Not metal gray. Not like the knife hilt hidden beneath her parka.

      Not the ugly brown-gray of the smolder she’d passed through near Stevensville.

      It was dove gray. Delicate wings fluttering in a memory of wind, tips faintly iridescent. Like something close to magic in a world that had mostly forgotten the word.

      Her shoulders eased. Her pace slowed without her meaning it to.

      Her parents had called her dove when she was small—a quiet reassurance tucked into the braiding of her hair. My dove, if you do it this way. She could almost feel her mother’s fingers working through the blond strands, threading a soft blue velvet ribbon through the waves.

      It was a relief her mother wasn’t here, walking through this damp, endless rain. And her father…

      Mabel stopped in the middle of the muddy road.

      “One, two, three, four,” she whispered, drawing a long breath, holding it, letting it go on the same slow count. The urge to close her eyes tugged at her, but she resisted.

      Careless was not how she had survived this long.

      She started the count again, eyes fixed on the narrow cut through the mountains ahead. The pass was still two miles out. She could make the top before full dark if the rain held.

      Then she heard it.

      A sound that did not belong to the rain or the wind.

      A whimper.

      Her breath caught.

      Far down the road, barely visible through the drifting mist, a dog stood motionless. Waiting. For her.

      Mabel did not move.

      The animal was several yards ahead, coat darkened by rain, body rigid as if carved from the mist itself. It neither barked nor approached. It simply watched her.

      And waited.

      Something lay in the road beside it. From this distance the shape was only a darker interruption against the mud and washed-out gravel. Too still. Too deliberate. Rain gathered along its edges without disturbing it.

      Not debris. Not a fallen branch.

      She took one cautious step forward.

      The dog shifted instantly, placing itself between her and the shape. A low, uncertain sound rose from its throat—not quite aggression, not quite fear.

      Warning.

      Mabel stopped.

      The wind moved across the valley in a long, hollow breath, rippling dark fabric and carrying with it, beneath the smell of rain and pine and wet stone, something metallic and deeply wrong.

      Her stomach tightened.

      She scanned the tree line in a sharp, practiced arc. Dark pines stood motionless beneath the dove-gray sky, their rain-heavy branches sagging under the weight of water and silence.

      Too still.

      Guns were forbidden in Authority territory. Carry one and you earned a prison sentence—if you were lucky. But there were other ways to kill a body, and Mabel had learned most of them.

      She turned slowly, scanning the opposite ridge. Mist clung low to the slopes, drifting in pale ribbons that hid distance and distorted shape. Perfect cover.

      The shape sharpened.

      The dog shifted again, uneasy, paws pressing into the mud. Something tugged at its movement—a resistance that did not belong to flesh or bone.

      Mabel frowned.

      Then she saw them.

      Strings. Dozens of thin, rain-darkened lines trailing from the animal’s harness, stretching outward before collapsing into a tangled mass of fabric sprawled across the road.

      Parachute silk.

      The canopy lay pressed into the mud like a collapsed wing.

      The dog moved. The lines tightened. Fabric dragged.

      And slowly—almost reluctantly—the shroud peeled back.

      A boot emerged from beneath the folds, half-buried in the mud. Mabel did not let her eyes travel higher. Not yet. Her body reacted first—shoulders tightening, breath shallowing, every muscle drawing into the familiar, unwelcome clarity she had learned too well.

      Troops did not fall alone.

      She swept the tree line again, then the ridge, reading the mist for anything that didn’t belong.

      Wind. Rain. Nothing else.

      But absence had never meant safety.

      She listened harder.

      Beyond the dull hiss of rainfall the world held its breath—no engines, no voices, no metallic rhythm of movement. Yet the quiet felt fragile, as though something had only just passed through it.

      Or was still waiting inside it.

      The dog whined softly.

      Mabel’s eyes returned to the road.

      Only then did she let her gaze rise.

      Fabric clung to the figure’s frame, rain-darkened and heavy. Not the broad mass of a soldier. Not the rigid geometry of equipment.

      Something smaller.

      A narrow shoulder. A slight torso.

      The still form of a boy lay half-veiled beneath the silk, limbs arranged in the careless disarray of impact. Pale fingers rested against the mud, unmoving, as though sleep had taken him mid-motion. Light brown hair matted dark against his scalp.

      For a moment her mind refused the shape.

      The dog whined again—a soft, broken sound.

      Mabel stared.

      No movement. No breath visible at this distance. No sign of life.

      She took another cautious step.

      The dog reacted instantly. A low, guttural snarl cut through the rain as it bared its teeth, body rigid. When Mabel extended her hand, it snapped—a quick, desperate strike that grazed her glove.

      She recoiled.

      Of course.

      Fear. Pain. Loyalty. Instinct.

      “I don’t need a dog,” she murmured, more to herself than the animal. She would have to share her meager rations. And the dog would not leave the boy. It would only cause her trouble. She had a task. A pass to clear before dark. A valley waiting on proof of one thing and nothing else.

      Mabel hesitated only a moment before stepping carefully around the scene, boots sinking into the mud as she continued down the empty road.

      The dog’s whimper followed her.

      She ignored it.

      Then came the sound of dragging fabric.

      Mabel stopped.

      Slowly, she turned.

      Behind her the animal strained forward, parachute lines pulled taut. The silk resisted, clinging stubbornly to the mud—until the tension won.

      Fabric shifted.

      Lines tightened.

      And with a sickening lurch, the boy’s body jerked across the road, dragged several inches through the wet earth.

      Mabel’s stomach turned violently.

      The dog persisted.

      Another step. Another horrible pull of motionless limbs through the mud.

      “Damn it⁠—”

      She spun back.

      The nausea rose hard and fast—a hot, dizzying wave that tightened her throat and hollowed her stomach. The smell of wet earth and damp fabric and that metallic tinge underneath it all. She swallowed hard.

      Not now.

      Experience had taught her a simple rule: sometimes the body’s protests were irrelevant. The task existed. Therefore it had to be done.

      She moved.

      Quick, controlled strides back toward the struggling animal. Even as she advanced, her eyes kept working—tree line, ridge, the shifting curtains of mist. Nothing.

      Which meant nothing.

      Her right hand slipped beneath her parka. Fingers closed around the grip of her knife. The blade caught the flat gray light as she drew it free.

      The dog saw her coming and backed away, panic in its movement, paws skidding in the mud. A sharp, desperate growl vibrated in its chest.

      Fear, not aggression.

      Good.

      Mabel closed the distance in two swift steps. Her gloved hand seized the loose fold of the collar at the back of the dog’s neck. It jerked violently, but the angle robbed it of leverage.

      “Shhh,” she breathed. “I’m setting you free.”

      The animal trembled under her hold, muscles rigid, breath rapid and uneven.

      She did not hesitate.

      The knife moved in short, efficient strokes, slicing through the rain-darkened lines. Tension snapped and released with each cut, silk dragging weakly across the mud.

      The smell hit her harder now.

      Wet fabric. Cold air. Blood.

      And beneath it—the unmistakable scent of old death carried on the wind.

      Her stomach lurched again.

      The boy’s hand caught her eye. The pinky finger twisted sideways, rigid and wrong.

      The final line fell slack.

      The dog staggered backward, free, body low and uncertain. Mabel released her grip but did not step away.

      She made herself look.

      Rain traced thin paths across the boy’s face, washing streaks of mud along skin far too smooth, far too young. Light brown hair stiff where blood had dried at the scalp. Not fresh. Old impact. Hard landing.

      He couldn’t have been more than eight. Perhaps ten.

      Small. Light-boned.

      Mabel’s jaw tightened.

      Parachuting with a dog was reckless enough. Parachuting a child bordered on madness.

      Who the hell had been responsible for this?

      Her eyes tracked the body with cold, detached efficiency. No movement. No defensive posture. The limbs lay in the careless geometry of violent arrival.

      She leaned closer.

      Watching. Measuring. Searching for the signatures she knew too well.

      Then she saw it.

      So slight she nearly dismissed it.

      A faint rise beneath the soaked fabric at his ribs.

      Mabel froze.

      Another.

      Shallow. Uneven.

      But unmistakable.

      Breath.

      She stared at the boy.

      Then at the dog.

      The snarl was gone. Its mouth hung open, rain collecting along the curve of its tongue, breath fogging softly in the cold air. It watched her with an expression that was not animal. It was something older.

      It was waiting to see what she would decide.

      Mabel’s head dipped slightly.

      Her eyes closed for the briefest moment.

      “Oh, come on.”
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      He wakes because the plane is screaming.

      Not outside. Inside.

      Something strikes the metal body with a sound that does not belong there—not turbulence, not weather, something deliberate and final—and the floor tilts so suddenly his shoulder slams into the harness before he remembers he is wearing one.

      He wasn’t wearing it before.

      He was asleep.

      The lights flicker once, twice. The cabin smells hot. Like old pennies and something underneath that he doesn’t have a name for yet, something he will recognize for the rest of his life.

      Smoke.

      “Dad?”

      The word disappears into the engine noise.

      Then his father is there—already there, as if he had never been anywhere else—crouched in front of him with hands moving fast and certain over the harness straps. Caleb has seen this face before. Not often. Only during practice.

      “Count,” his father says.

      They had practiced this. Always with Rook.

      Harness on. Clip. Tighten. Breathe. His father’s voice in the hangar on cold Tuesday evenings, patient and level, making him do it again when he rushed, again when his hands shook, again until it lived in his body instead of his mind.

      Your hands will save you, his father told him. Your mind will just be along for the ride.

      Caleb had thought that was funny at the time.

      The plane drops.

      His stomach lifts. Something heavy slides across the floor in the dark and slams into the wall. Rook yelps—a sharp, surprised sound—and then Caleb’s hands find him automatically, fingers knotting into the thick fur at his neck. Rook presses into his chest, smelling like oil and home and every ordinary thing that suddenly wasn’t.

      “I’ve got him,” Caleb says.

      His father doesn’t answer. He’s already back at the instruments. Caleb can see the panel from here—the lights going wrong, colors that shouldn’t exist, readings that don’t make sense. He has been flying with his father since he was six. He knows what normal looks like.

      This is not normal.

      A sharp tone cuts through the roar.

      High. Repeating.

      Then another joins it.

      His father stills.

      Just for a second. Just long enough for Caleb to notice, which makes it the most frightening thing that has happened so far. Because his father does not still. His father is the one who keeps moving when everything else stops.

      The cockpit door bangs open.

      Wind forces its way in like a living thing, flattening Caleb’s breath in his throat. The cold is immediate and absolute, the kind that lives above the clouds at night and does not negotiate.

      His father comes back to him.

      His hands finish the last strap. They are steady—except for one small tremor in the left thumb. The one his father thinks Caleb hasn’t noticed. Caleb has always noticed. He first saw it two years ago, standing over his mother’s grave on a hillside outside what used to be Spokane. He never said anything. Some things you don’t say.

      “Don’t forget,” his father says.

      Forget what?

      Caleb opens his mouth.

      The world tilts sideways.

      The door tears fully open. Night rushes in. There is no ground, no horizon, only black air swallowing everything beyond the torn edge of the plane. The cold hits like a wall. Caleb feels Rook shaking against his chest—or maybe he is the one shaking. He can’t tell anymore. The two of them are pressed together in the dark.

      “Dad—”

      His father grabs the front of his harness.

      For one second Caleb is weightless but still inside, still connected. His father’s face is right there, close enough to see clearly in the flickering instrument light—the exhaustion, the certainty, the clear expression Caleb has no word for. The one that means I would do anything and I’m sorry and remember this all at the same time.

      He has seen that look before.

      He knows what comes after it.

      “Dad, wait⁠—”

      He is pushed.

      The edge of the fuselage catches the side of his head.

      A burst of white.

      Then nothing—no sound, no cold, no Rook—just white fading to gray fading to black. He is falling. He knows he is falling. He can feel it in his stomach even though he cannot feel anything else. Some part of his brain that is still working files the information away calmly:

      You are falling.

      That’s fine.

      The harness will⁠—

      A violent snap above him.

      Air catches.

      The harness seizes, jerking so hard it forces the breath from his lungs in a single percussive gasp. For a moment there is only pressure and the swing of deceleration and the world coming back in pieces. Cold. Rain. The sound of wind in silk.

      Rook.

      Rook is still there.

      Pressed against him, harness clipped to his own the way his father always insisted, warm and solid and present. Caleb gets one hand into his fur.

      That is the last clear thought he has.

      Far above, behind the clouds, something blooms.

      He doesn’t hear it first. He feels it—a pressure change, a shift in the air, a concussive wave that rolls through the cloud cover and hits the parachute like a flat hand. Rook yelps. Then something finds him out of the dark. Small and fast. It strikes the side of his head—the same side that caught the fuselage—with a precision that feels almost personal.

      He doesn’t know what it is.

      The white comes back.

      A sudden burst of fire inside the mist, too bright, too large. The kind of light that belongs to something being unmade. It turns the clouds gold for a heartbeat. The color of something his mother used to describe as beautiful. The color of an ending.

      The sound comes after.

      A deep crack rolls through the air and the sky goes dark again.

      Only wind.

      Only the swing of the parachute in the dark.

      Only Rook, pressing warm and trembling against his chest, and Caleb’s hand still knotted in his fur, holding on the way his father taught him—past the point where it’s comfortable, past the point where it’s easy, past the point where you think you can let go.

      Don’t forget, his father said.

      Caleb tries to remember what comes next.

      He doesn’t get there.

      The ground does.
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      She told herself it was practical.

      The litter was practical. The silk was already there, already torn, already useless for anything else. The branches she cut from the tree line were straight enough and green enough not to snap under his weight. The knots she tied were the ones her father had taught her—not her mother, her father—on a weekend trip into these same mountains when she was young enough to think the wilderness was an adventure instead of a place where things went wrong.

      The litter was practical.

      She did not look at his face while she built it.

      She did not look at his face while she wrapped him in the silk, working from feet to shoulders with the careful efficiency of someone who had learned to be gentle with broken things. She set the pinky—the one twisted sideways, wrong—with a strip torn from the canopy and two small sticks, and she did that without looking at his face either.

      She looked at his hands. His boots. The shallow rise and fall of his ribs.

      Not his face.

      His face would make him a person, and she could not afford that right now.

      The dog watched her the whole time.

      She had already found what the council sent her for before she found the boy. A grave marker driven into the earth at the edge of a farmer’s field a mile back—Authority-certified, stamped with the regional seal, the county name and date of death pressed into the metal the way the Authority pressed names into things it meant to keep. Cole Marsh. Settlement of record: Ridgeline Valley. Confirmed deceased. Below that, coordinates. Below that, a number she recognized from the mortality register. Everything official. Everything that made a death real to the people who kept the ledgers.

      She had pried the marker free, dried it on her parka, and slipped it into her pack. Then she cut two sticks from the scrub, lashed them with a strip of her bootlace, and pressed the small cross into the earth where the marker had been. It wasn’t much. It wasn’t meant to be. He didn’t need the Authority’s stamp anymore. He just needed something upright.

      The council had sent her to confirm Cole Marsh was dead. He was still on their census—missing but counted, his slot still his. Someone in the valley had just learned she was pregnant. The baby would make forty-one if Marsh’s slot stayed open. Now it wouldn’t. That was the task. That was what she had come for.

      She had found the marker on the way out the evening before. Made camp off the road. Eaten cold. Slept badly. In the morning she turned back toward the valley and found the boy lying where nothing had been lying the day before. The road had been empty when she walked it in the dark. The parachute silk had been only a darker shape against the mud in the gray dawn light. The plane must have gone down while she slept. Close enough, maybe, that the sound of it had slipped into a dream she no longer remembered.

      She had not heard it.

      She had walked past this exact stretch of road without knowing what it was about to become.

      She had not come for this.

      The pass cut a narrow seam between dark slopes, mist clinging to the rock as though the mountains themselves were breathing. The road tilted upward into it—gray, patient, indifferent to what she needed from it.

      Mabel leaned forward and pulled.

      The litter caught on a rock. She adjusted her grip on the branch handles and pulled again. Wooden rails scraped and thudded against stone. Torn silk trailed behind in dark strips, snagging in ruts and tangling against her boots. The rain had thinned to a needling mist—just enough to slick every surface and make each step a negotiation.

      She had walked this pass before.

      Not like this.

      The dog moved behind her, close but never underfoot, navigating the terrain with a quiet competence that kept pulling at her attention. He was no stray. Everything about him said someone had spent years teaching him to be useful.

      The same someone who had put him in a parachute with a child.

      She pulled.

      The first switchback steepened. The litter wanted to slide. She leaned hard into the handles, the boy’s weight traveling through her shoulders and down her

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Prologue — Black Sky
      


      		
        1. Dove Gray
      


      		
        2. Gold
      


      		
        3. The Climb
      


      		
        4. Lanterns
      


      		
        5. What Remains
      


      		
        6. Inventory
      


      		
        7. Morning
      


      		
        8. The Vote
      


      		
        9. North
      


      		
        10. First Dark
      


      		
        11. The Road Through
      


      		
        12. Early Dark
      


      		
        13. Still
      


      		
        14. South
      


      		
        15. The Wrist
      


      		
        16. Kettle Falls
      


      		
        17. The Courtyard
      


      		
        18. The Room
      


      		
        19. The Long Hall
      


      		
        20. The Radio
      


      		
        21. The Carry
      


      		
        22. The Asking
      


      		
        23. First Light
      


      		
        24. The Draw
      


      		
        25. Home
      


      		
        Continue the story in book two
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Continue the story in book two


      		About the Author


    


  



OEBPS/images/studio-project-52.jpg
45

-
00KS





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/untitled-design---2026-06-06t193523319.jpg
A.R. SHAW

USA Today Bestselling Author

Roads Home

THE LAST SAFE COUNTY







