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      Dr. Emile Konrad was fascinated by pain. The delicious exhilaration as sharp silver approached unmarked flesh was one no drug could emulate. Was it the patient’s widened eyes that made him sigh in contentment? Or something more? Fear, perhaps. He prided himself on the horrors within his black bag, capable of eliciting a response by sight alone. An increase in respirations, pallor, a bounding pulse. One must be careful at this stage not to cause hyperventilation. Nothing was as disappointing as a plaything lost to unconsciousness.

      The Green Republic wanted information and therefore it was only natural Konrad not gag his patient, but in truth the doctor wouldn’t have it any other way. He needed to hear the results of his handiwork, to see the bunching muscles and breathless torque of his subject. It was a disappointment when the patient gave up the goods too quickly. To do so would deny him the ultimate high—the scream.

      Unfortunately, this patient had the spineless and weedy quality of a traitor. He’d have to savor the moment. The man’s mouth hung open for one… two… three seconds before the shrill screech pierced the room. The corners of Konrad’s mouth pulled toward his ears, and he inhaled deeply, the scent of blood enhancing the thrill. What a rush.

      “Where is the girl?”

      “I t-told you, I d-don’t know.” The man writhed against his bonds in a vain attempt at comfort, but the steel examination table was unforgiving.

      “Let us review,” Konrad said. “We have established that you are a member of the Liberty Party. Through an act of treason, you attacked CGEF in an attempt to gain control of the energy hub and overthrow the Green Republic. You did this in collusion with Korwin Stuart and Lydia Lane, who are now missing. Given the considerable talents of these two, I find it difficult to believe that you are unaware of their whereabouts.”

      “She came from nowhere,” the man babbled in a rush. “Maxwell raised Korwin in the manor. We all knew him. But Lydia appeared one day. I don’t know where she’s from or where they are now. Maybe she took him back to wherever she came from.”

      “Hmmm.” Konrad contemplated the revelation, stroking one stubbled cheek. According to the probes hooked up to the man, he was telling the truth. At least his chemistry said he was, and Konrad’s equipment was nearly impossible to fool. Lydia’s identification claimed she was from Willow’s Province, yet there was no record of her birth and only a minimal paper trail linking her to a Lakehurst address in the middle of nowhere. Green soldiers had searched every inch of Willow’s Province as well as Stuart Manor without gaining a clue to their whereabouts. They’d released flasher drones over the Outlands and in the most remote regions of habitable land. Nothing.

      He must find Lydia and Korwin. Operation Source Code, his life’s work and greatest accomplishment, was permanently halted until he did. The loss of the beta specimens was intolerable, as unacceptable as the loss of the Alpha Eight. The deaths of David and Natasha had been a particularly hard blow, their bodies found burned beyond recognition in the wreckage of Lydia and Korwin’s escape.

      No, he must not allow this loss. Dr. Konrad selected a new tool from his black bag, a twisted, clamping implement that glinted in the overhead light. He lowered his thin lips to the man’s ear. “You don’t know the whereabouts of Lydia and Korwin, but you must know where the Liberty Party is currently organizing. Where should I look for the one who would know?”

      The man gulped air in panic, staring at the sharp implement in Konrad’s hand as it hovered over his breastbone. “A-all of the information about the Liberty Party—all of the members’ names and addresses, the organizational charts—all of it is in a vaulted basement in Stuart Manor. Maxwell called it the Compound. The place was rigged to lock down if the manor was infiltrated.”

      Well now, finally a useful tidbit, although Konrad wondered how David had missed this fact while undercover. Certainly, as the butler, he would have been privy to such knowledge. Yet, what the patient said explained a vexing anomaly. When the Green Republic had arrested Korwin and Maxwell and taken control of Stuart Manor, Konrad thought it odd that Maxwell, a well-known albeit retired scientist, had no office or laboratory. A man of his many scientific pursuits would be expected to have a modest workshop for tinkering. A hidden compound made sense of the omission.

      “Very good,” Konrad said. “Your honesty will be rewarded.”

      The man blew out a painful breath. “You’ll let me go?”

      Konrad lifted an eyebrow. “In one way or another.” Dr. Emile Konrad was fascinated by pain, but he could be merciful when a patient earned his mercy. Reverently, he returned the tool in his hand to his black bag before reaching for an oxygen mask beside the examination table. He strapped the mask on the man’s face and turned the dial on the attached canister. It did not contain oxygen. The foggy mustard-colored contents flowed into the tube with a hiss. Slowly, the patient calmed, then closed his eyes, and eventually stopped breathing altogether.

      “As promised,” Konrad told the dead man. “An easy exit, I am sure you would agree.” He patted the man’s shoulder, then stood and reached for his phone.

      Protocol demanded he call Pierce directly with any new information. Stuart Manor was now evidence and property of the Green Republic. But Pierce would want to follow procedure. Pierce would request the proper channels be followed to investigate the possibility of a hidden chamber. The man was becoming a bottleneck, too powerful for the Republic’s good.

      No. This job called for a special set of skills. He needed someone who wasn’t afraid to break a few rules to get the job done. Someone who was properly motivated to succeed.

      The phone rang against his ear. Seven times. It always rang seven times. As expected, when the call connected, no greeting whatsoever was offered.

      Konrad didn’t hesitate to speak into the void. “I have a job for you.”
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      I am closest to God when I’m singing. Sometimes, when I’m at the Sunday Singing and all lined up with Mary and the other girls, a lightness bubbles within, a kind of hopefulness about the world. All I think about is the warmth and joy in that barn, between my friends and me, my community.

      “Lydia,” Mary whispers. “I think Nathaniel is going to ask to drive me home.”

      I grin. A ride home from the Sunday Singing is a gesture of romantic intention, the start of courtship in our Amish community. “Will you accept?”

      “Most definitely.”

      Reflexively my eyes drift to Korwin. He sits across from me, as is tradition in Hemlock Hollow. Girls on one side, boys on the other.

      “You’ll let me drive you home again tonight?” he whispers with a grin, folding his hands on the long wooden table.

      “Of course,” I say. It’s expected at this point. We date every Sunday night, although I think Korwin prefers the Sundays we don’t have service, which in Hemlock Hollow is every other week. On those nights, he comes to see me after my father goes to bed, and it’s just us, sitting on the porch swing, talking about everything under the sun and moon. That’s easier than this, where people still notice he’s different. He still forgets words to the songs the rest of us have been singing our entire lives and makes the occasional faux pas, like calling someone’s mother Mrs. or saying someone looks gorgeous when our deepest desire is to be plain.

      Still, I’m proud of how far he’s come. At first, he could barely stay awake through the three-hour service on Sunday morning. Waiting to eat lunch until the second seating, while the older members ate first, was a foreign concept to him. But he’s stuck with it, even when the other boys haven’t exactly made it easy for him. There’s still a lot of people taking sides, thinking Korwin stole me from Jeremiah or some equally silly false sense of loyalty. It’s made it harder than necessary, but still he persists.

      “How did things go this week?” I ask him.

      “Good. Threshing. I think I’m used to it now. No more blisters.” He flashes his palms. “Working on my Pennsylvania German with Nathaniel. He’s very patient.”

      “What about your baptism? Has Deacon Lapp mentioned a date?”

      He doesn’t answer me. Nathaniel leads off a tune from his end of the table and the others join in. It’s a sloppy start. Laughter breaks out as we all try to sing the first verse. Korwin tries his best to sing along, but he doesn’t know this one. When I glance in his direction, he smiles weakly at me.

      During the next break, I take up talking with Mary about the Samuels’ sick cow and miss talking to Korwin, who is in conversation with Jacob Bender. The Benders have always been progressive, and I hope the polite friendship grows deeper, for Korwin’s sake. I can’t remain the only one in his corner. Not forever.

      It’s after midnight by the time we finish the singing, and I say my goodbyes as all of us herd out to the buggies. Mary waves to me as she climbs into Nathaniel’s buggy, face beaming. Next to them, Jeremiah is alone in his. He meets my eyes through the glass front, his horse waiting restlessly. Even in the inadequate moonlight, I can make out the silvery scar that runs from the outside of his left eye to his jaw. My fault, as are the scars I’ve left on the inside. I flash him a half smile, and he nods before clucking the horse into motion.

      “Everything okay?” Korwin asks.

      I stir from my guilt-ridden reverie and hop into the seat next to him. “Yes. Sorry. I’m tired, I guess. Can hardly keep my eyes open.”

      His mouth tightens as if he wants to say something, but he holds his tongue. Instead, he slaps the reins. The Lapps’ horse breaks into a trot.

      “I know this is hard for you, but if you keep participating, it will get easier,” I say to Korwin. “It’s just a matter of time.”

      He raises his eyebrows. “I think it’s getting better. Jacob’s been going out of his way to include me in things… conversations with the others. He even invited me hunting next weekend.”

      “That’s great news.”

      “I’m good at threshing. Lots of folks say I’m a hard worker. Most folks.”

      “You are a hard worker,” I say.

      “Just a matter of time,” he says.

      “So, when does Deacon Lapp say you can be baptized?” Abram Lapp had been kind enough to take Korwin in when he came to Hemlock Hollow after escaping the Green Republic. But Abram had never been particularly warm with his charity. Most of the other candidates for baptism have already set dates, but Korwin is still waiting for the deacon’s blessing, as if Abram holds him to a higher standard.

      Korwin takes a deep breath. “He won’t give me an answer. Honestly, he seems skeptical that I’m going to stay.”

      I scoff. “It’s been almost a year! You’ve done everything he’s asked you to, haven’t you?”

      “I have.” He glances in my direction. “Don’t worry about it. Jacob told me tonight that Abram is ultraconservative. He thinks he’s probably testing my faith. I won’t give up. I’ll stick with it for as long as it takes.”

      “Maybe I could have Dad talk to him?”

      “It’s fine, Lydia. I don’t want to be a whiner.”

      “It’s me who’s whining.” I laugh. “We can’t be married until you’re baptized. I’m not sure I can wait.”

      “You?” He groans and looks at me mischievously.

      We’ve done nothing more than kiss since returning to Hemlock Hollow. Physical relationships before marriage are considered sinful here. But it’s becoming increasingly difficult to follow the rules. The attraction I feel for Korwin is more than hormones and chemistry. Our electrokinetic physiology draws us to each other like magnets. The force of it is difficult to refuse.

      “The fireflies are exceptionally active this year,” I say, changing the subject. Out the window, I watch a dance of blinking lights swirl above a freshly threshed field.

      “My father always called them lightning bugs.” His voice is soft, almost reverent.

      “You miss him.”

      “Of course I do.”

      I don’t like to think about Korwin’s father. Inevitably, when I do, it brings up memories of the English world and how the Green Republic murdered Maxwell Stuart. I wasn’t myself there. Everything good and pure about me was changed, used, abused by their way of life. I thank God for getting me out of there alive.

      “It’s a mating ritual,” I say to lighten the mood. “The male firefly lights up his backside to attract a female.”

      Korwin grins. “Smart bugs. Does it work on humans?” He turns toward me and an electric blue glow fills the cab, beaming from his face and exposed forearms.

      “Stop,” I stage whisper, slapping his shoulder. “Someone could see.” I search out the window to make sure there is no one behind us.

      “Relax. We’ve been alone on this road for miles.” He’s barely got the words out when the buggy stops abruptly.

      “What’s going on?”

      “I don’t know. Daisy just stopped.” Korwin snaps the reins, but the Lapps’ horse only stomps her feet. He raises the reins again, but I place my fingers on his wrist.

      “Wait.” I jump out and walk to the horse’s side. “Easy,” I say as I place a hand gently on her flank. She bobs her head and snorts. The dappled gray mare cocks one foot off the packed dirt road.

      “What’s wrong with her?” Korwin asks, joining me at her side.

      “I’m not sure. Something’s bothering her though. She’s not putting weight on this foot.” I run a hand down her leg, and she picks up her hoof for me. Silver glints in the moonlight. “Korwin, do you have a hoof pick?”

      “Yeah. The Lapps keep one under the seat.” He jogs to the cab and returns a moment later, pick in hand. I take it from him and gently wedge the tip under the item, careful not to scrape the frog, the soft vee-shaped segment of the hoof, too aggressively. The offending object pops out and lands between us.

      FLASH. Light blinds me. Daisy screams and rears. I scramble out of the way, arms wide. “Whoa! Whoa, Daisy.”

      Before I’ve registered what’s happened, Korwin curses. I smell burning chemicals. When my eyes adjust, he’s holding a mangled and melted piece of machinery in his hand. The thing looks like a dead spider—a scorched plastic body and eight jointed metal legs melted and curled into the abdomen.

      “What is that?” I ask.

      “A flasher. Lydia, this is bad.”

      “Why? What’s a flasher?”

      “This is a sophisticated piece of spy equipment. It was a mobile camera and transmitter. When triggered, it takes a picture of its surroundings and transmits it back to whoever is doing the spying.”

      For a moment, my face can’t decide how to react to this information. My eyes twitch, and my mouth opens and closes in confusion. “How did it get here?”

      “I’ve heard of the Green Republic doing this in the deadzone. They drop these things from drones. The pictures they get back tell them about the activity in the area.”

      “I’ve never seen one of these in Hemlock Hollow,” I say, shaking my head. “This is new.”

      “They’re looking for us,” Korwin whispers.

      “Do you think it saw anything?” The way it flipped out of the horse’s hoof, the flasher was traveling away from us when it went off. I pray it photographed the night sky or the open field.

      “I don’t know, but I tried to destroy it before it could transmit anything. Hopefully, if it did catch anything, the photo didn’t go anywhere.”

      I check the horse, who is still huffing and stomping her feet. “We’re lucky Daisy didn’t bolt.” I rub slow circles on her flank. “Easy. Easy, girl.”

      “Maybe we should tell your father about this.” He frowns at the thing in his hand.

      I recoil and shake my head. “No.”

      “They’re not going to give up. The Green Republic can’t tolerate us being alive and missing. They’ll assume we’ve joined up with the Liberty Party, which means we are public enemy number one.”

      “It’s not our problem.” I climb into the buggy.

      Korwin balks. “Not our problem?” He stares at me for a moment and then climbs in beside me.

      “God will take care of us. He always has. Let the Englishers run themselves into the ground looking for us. I don’t care.”

      “There won’t just be one flasher,” Korwin insists. “Even now, they could be peppered across the countryside. What if the Kauffmans come across one while threshing? What if a child finds one? What if the Green Republic learns that Hemlock Hollow is a thriving, organized community rather than a cage for sick and wild scavengers?”

      I shake my head. “You’ve got to trust in God. He won’t let that happen. He’ll protect us.”

      “Maybe we are supposed to protect ourselves. We know about this. We have the knowledge.”

      “What are you suggesting?”

      “Maybe we should tell the bishop.”

      “Are you mad? We’d have to explain what we are and why they’re after us. The Ordnung would shun us, Korwin.”

      “Shun us. What’s shunning?”

      “Kicked out of the Ordnung. Sent packing. This type of thing would be the worst type of vanity. Some would think it was sorcery. They don’t understand beyond the basics of science. We can’t do this to them.”

      “But what if there’s more?”

      “I seriously doubt they are going to waste this technology on us. For all we know, it might have walked from the Outlands.”

      “Highly unlikely, but possible,” Korwin says. “I just think we should do something.”

      I turn in my seat and glare at Korwin. “What exactly would you propose?”

      He sighs and prods Daisy into motion. We ride in silence, his eyes vacant with thought. “If we can’t tell the bishop, and you don’t want to tell your father—”

      “It would be a sin to worry him about this.”

      “Then we have to handle this ourselves. There’s only one thing we can do,” he whispers.

      “What?”

      “We search for flashers in the most populated areas. If we see any more, we know how big of a threat this is. Then we can decide what to do.”

      I nod. “Fair enough. And if we don’t find any, we forget this ever happened and go on with our lives.”

      “Fair enough.” We’ve arrived at my house. He pulls into the driveway and parks the buggy.

      “What should I do with this?” he asks, retrieving the burnt flasher from the bin in the dash.

      “Bury it. We can’t allow anyone in the Ordnung to see it.”

      He slips it into his pocket with a nod, a silent promise to do the deed later.

      With a deep sigh, I place one hand on his, an act that makes a tingle of energy flow from my fingers. “Do you want to sit on the swing for a while?”

      He smiles, blinking slowly as if he’s enjoying our connection as much as I am. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

      Without hesitation, I slide from the seat and run for the front porch, laughing. He chases me, catching me around the waist and scooping me into his arms in order to carry me up the three stairs to the porch swing. He’s just set me on my own two feet when a sound from the darkness chills me to the bone.

      A man’s voice rasps, “Well, well, well. Aren’t you the loving couple?”
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      “David?” I squint into the darkness.

      “The one and only.”

      My lips part on a swift inhale. “We thought you were dead.”

      He steps out from under the mulberry tree in my front yard, into a swath of moonlight. He looks older than I remember. Thinner. “Faking death was an important part of my escape plan. Having met Dr. Konrad, I’m sure you understand.”

      “Natasha?”

      “Did not fair as well.” His face is momentarily grim.

      “I’m sorry. I’d hoped you’d given her the solution in time.”

      “Too far gone,” he says.

      I nod once. Memories of my time with David flood my head. He’d been responsible for Maxwell’s and Korwin’s arrests, and under the guise of training me, beat me to a pulp. For that, I hate him. But the confusing part is he also made me strong. He made me capable of escaping and saving Korwin. If it weren’t for David, I wouldn’t have known where the Greens were keeping Korwin or how to escape. All the same, I feel little warmth when I look at him, even having believed him dead a moment ago. His physical presence makes me squirm with unease.

      “What do you want?” Korwin asks.

      “To speak with both of you. You need to know what’s happening on the outside.”

      Just then, the door behind me opens and my father’s face appears. He scans the dark horizon before fixating on David. “Voices carry. Get inside.” He seems as unhappy to see David as I am.

      I lead the way inside and light the gas lamp above the farmhouse table. It flares to life with a hiss. As my eyes adjust, I’m able to make out David’s formfitting navy blue uniform, made from the kind of material that maintains body temperature in any weather.

      “Are you still working for the Greens?” I ask, blunt and accusing.

      David pulls out a chair and sits down without breaking eye contact with me. “No.” He crosses his arms. “Are you?”

      “Of course not!”

      “But you did before. I trained you.”

      “I was cooperating to save the people I love.”

      He leans forward, elbows on the table. “Exactly. You and I have that in common.”

      My bottom hits the chair across from him, and I scowl to think that I am anything like David, although I can’t deny it.

      “Now that we’ve cleared that up,” Korwin starts. “How did you find us?”

      “Lydia is a bad liar, and I have good ears. The argument you had with Maxwell when he kidnapped Jeremiah? I was standing in the kitchen. Why would you think I wouldn’t hear? Not to mention, Hannah and Caleb work for the Liberty Party now.”

      “Did you share that with the Greens?”

      “No. Despite what you think, there were several things I did not share with the Greens.”

      “And lots of things you did or my father wouldn’t have been captured and killed,” Korwin snaps.

      “I had to give them something or they’d suspect my loyalty. I did not foresee that the Greens would separate Korwin from his father. Even I didn’t know where they were keeping him in CGEF.” David stops his harried words abruptly and runs his tongue across his upper teeth. He closes his eyes as if he’s in pain. “I don’t owe you an explanation. I did what I had to do.”

      “Saving yourself came first, huh?” I say.

      He opens his eyes and fixes me with a pointed stare. “Saving my wife came first. I failed at it, too, in case you forgot.”

      The memory of Natasha’s wasted body comes back to me, and I turn my attention to my clasped hands.

      “Let’s cut to the chase, David. Why are you here?” Korwin says.

      My father nods and taps the table in agreement.

      “Things on the outside have gotten worse since Maxwell’s death. We think one of the rebels captured during the insurgency talked. We’re worried Konrad’s learned of the Stuart compound.”

      “Konrad’s alive?” The last I saw him, he was twitching on the concrete in front of CGEF.

      “Alive and as evil as ever. If he succeeds in accessing Maxwell’s research, we’re all doomed. Not only is the compound home to a wealth of classified information about the Liberty Party and its supporters, but the scientific knowledge about you two could help Konrad resurrect his research without you. We can’t let that happen.”

      “Impossible,” Korwin says. “Even if he knew the compound was there, he’d never get inside. The place is a fortress, and we left it sealed, physically and biologically.”

      I glance at my father and then at Korwin. I’ve never asked him what happened the night Stuart Manor was taken by the Greens. I never wanted to know the painful details. Like everything else in the English world, I’ve tried to bury it, to cast aside the memories as ancient history. My time in the English world pushed me beyond the limits of propriety, but that’s all behind me now. It happened, after all, before my baptism, when all my sins were washed away.

      “How can you be certain the compound was sealed effectively?” David asks. “I’d heard the Greens overtook the manor in minutes.”

      Korwin rubs his chin. “Dad had a panic button. When they broke through the gate, he executed emergency protocol. He locked down all entrances and exits. The Greens might figure out the physical key—the code is complex but not unbreakable—but the biological key is my father’s blood, and that doesn’t exist anymore. He’s dead, or did you miss that news flash?”

      David shakes his head. “I didn’t miss it. I’m sorry for your loss. I’d hoped to get Maxwell out of there.”

      “Yeah, I’m sure you’re all broken up about it.” The look Korwin gives David could sear flesh.

      “So, then there’s no way in,” I say, breaking the tension. “The compound is safe. You have nothing to worry about.”

      “There are ways,” David says.

      “Why do you care?” my father asks.

      David groans. “Because Maxwell Stuart’s basement office housed the only copy of the Liberty Party’s organizational charts and all of the data about you two. Everyone involved, all of our plans, all of the research and tissue samples. Konrad has been systematically torturing the men captured during our botched rebellion with one goal.” David narrows his eyes at me. “Konrad will stop at nothing to get his hands on you two.”

      “How many has he killed so far?” Korwin asks softly.

      “Around fifty.”

      Suddenly, I feel nauseous. My stomach twists, and I fold my arms around my middle. “That’s awful. I don’t understand. They hit us with a rocket. With all the rubble, I thought they presumed we were dead.”

      “They did, at first. But then they sifted through all of the rubble and didn’t find you. Your DNA was not among the dead. Mine was, only because Natasha died in my arms, and I’d made careful preparations to ensure my DNA was with her.”

      My mouth drops open.

      “Do you think they’d let you go so easily? You two were Konrad’s most prized possessions—the hope to resurrect Operation Source Code. And you, Lydia, you are a one-woman army.”

      “What is that supposed to mean?”

      “I programmed you myself. You are an expert in hand-to-hand combat, weapons, stealth operations. You know things about the Greens that could do some serious damage.”

      I shake my head. “No, I don’t. Sure, I learned to fight. I shot a gun. But I hardly remember any of it.”

      “Oh, you’ll remember when you need to remember.” Guile oozes from his half-baked smile, and he crosses an ankle over his opposite knee in a way I find haughty.

      “What did you do to her?” Korwin asks between clenched teeth.

      “He injected me with something,” I whisper.

      Korwin glares at David. “Tell me it wasn’t Nanomem.”

      David’s jaw shifts, and he glances at the table.

      “He told me it was a supplement mixed in with my painkiller that helped me remember our training.” I glance between Korwin and David.

      Korwin sighs. “Nanomem is a controversial technology.”

      “Technology? You told me it was a supplement, like vitamins.” I look pointedly at David.

      “I never said it was like vitamins.”

      “How does it work?” I ask Korwin.

      “Nanomem is a serum containing biological memory via nanotechnology. The cells he injected into you attached to your nervous system, and the proteins inside those cells fed information directly into your head. It is fairly close to how someone might program a computer, but on a biological level.”

      My father’s face screws up, and he taps the table with his open palm. “Are you saying that Englishers can put memories into our heads? I’ve never heard of such a thing.”

      David leans toward him. “Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying. Inside your nervous system, there are cells called neurons. When you experience something, you remember it because your body forms synapses or connections by creating special proteins associated with memory. Nanomem is a serum created by copying the memory proteins from one person and injecting them into another. Those false memories attach themselves and form new synapses in the person’s brain. Phantom memories.”

      I take a deep breath. “I have someone else’s memories inside my head?”

      “Mine, to be exact,” David says. “I needed a way to ensure what I knew made it out of CGEF. I might have died helping you escape. You were my hope for the rebellion. All my military experience is in your head.”

      A laugh parts my lips and I glance from David to Korwin and back, waiting for the punch line. “This must be a joke. I assure you, I do not have your memories inside my head. I think I would know.”

      In a blur, David seizes a long silvery object from his pocket and hurls it toward my face. I snatch it from the air and whip it back in his direction. It barely misses his head. Only after he catches it, and thumbs a button on the side, do I register that it is only a flashlight. The entire exchange occurs in two blinks of an eye, as if we’d practiced it all day.

      I grip the sides of my chair as my limbs begin to shake. “What have you done to me?”

      “I imagine you haven’t had much use for what I’ve given you living here, but believe me, it will be there when you need it.”

      Korwin slides his chair back and rises to put an arm around my shoulders. My father has gone stone still, mouth an angry slash.

      “You mentioned side effects,” my father mumbles.

      Korwin nods. “The serum is outlawed in the English world, which is why you’ve never heard of it. It was tested on university students a few years back, and there was a higher than average rate of psychosis among the test subjects. What David isn’t telling you is the technology can’t differentiate well between memories. Inevitably, other stuff comes through. Imagine taking a test in history and suddenly remembering being shot during the Great Rebellion or having a leg blown off by a landmine. That’s the kind of stuff that was happening to people.”

      “You.” I glare at David. “You are cruel. You knew this and injected me anyway?”

      David stands and paces toward the sofa. “If I hadn’t, you would have never been able to escape CGEF with your family in tow.” He points accusingly at me. “I did you a favor. I saved your goddamned life.”

      My father is on his feet, staring at David in an oddly aggressive way. “You will not use the name of the Lord in vain in my house, David. I don’t care who you are or who you’ve saved.”

      David’s shoulders slump. “My apologies.”

      “Get to the point. Why are you here?”

      “The Liberty Party needs your help,” he says. “What remains of the leadership have organized a rebel base inside the reactor.”

      “The nuclear reactor?” Korwin asks. “What about the radiation?”

      “The reactor was salvaged using a new technology after the meltdown. It’s completely habitable now. Why do you think everyone in the preservation isn’t glowing green?”

      Korwin runs both hands through his hair.

      “We can’t reignite the rebellion without you.” David hammers the table with the side of his hand. “The Green Republic has created a hostile environment, and the Liberty Party doesn’t stand a chance without a secret weapon like the two of you. We need your help.”

      I shake my head. “It’s not our problem.”

      “Are you serious? Don’t you think they’ll eventually look for you here? It’s only a matter of time, Lydia, before there’s no place else to look.”

      The memory of the blackened flasher rolls through my mind, and I lower my eyes from David’s. The Greens have already started looking here. I won’t give him the satisfaction of sharing that particular detail. Besides, it’s more than likely an isolated incident.

      “I think you should leave,” my father says.

      Korwin stands, folding his arms across his chest. “We’re not interested.”

      David doesn’t move until I stand and frown in his direction. “Leave now. I don’t want any part of your rebellion.”

      “You don’t know what you’re saying.”

      “Go,” I say again, and this time I walk to the door and open it. In the wee hours of the morning, the sounds of crickets and cicadas float in on the night air.

      David sighs and walks through the door. “I can’t force you. Jonas says you had an agreement.” He’s talking about the deal we struck to take down the reactor in exchange for our freedom. I’m relieved Jonas is honoring it. He points to the reactor behind the wall in the distance. “You know where to find me if you change your mind.”

      “I won’t change my mind,” I say.

      With a shake of his head, he slips down the porch steps and blends into the darkness.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      “Maam and I passed by your place last week. The celery in your garden is coming along nicely. Are you excited?” Mary whispers to me as our needles dive and pull through the layers of fabric stretched out before us. We sit next to each other on hard wooden chairs in the main room of Ruthie Mae’s house amongst the chatter that always accompanies a quilting bee.

      Celery is the quintessential ingredient in about a dozen wedding dishes. Every Amish mother knows to plant extra celery in her garden the May before her daughter’s marriage. Our weddings are in November, after autumn harvest, so it’s natural for the Samuels to take notice of my extra planting as a harbinger of things to come.

      “I just hope it’s warranted. Otherwise, creamed celery every night for dinner.” I raise my eyebrows at her.

      “Why wouldn’t it be?” She laughs. “I thought Korwin already asked you and had your father’s blessing.”

      “Deacon Lapp hasn’t approved Korwin for baptism.”

      “Approved?” Mary asks, pausing her stitches. “He’s been in the prebaptismal classes since May. He should be ready by August, yes?” Her words are too loud and the other women at the bee stop their sewing and stare in our direction.

      Old Ruthie Mae Yoder, Jeremiah’s paternal grandmother, raises her ancient, yellow-rimmed eyes from her work to lock with Mary’s. “Got to be sure he’s ready to commit,” she says. “Needs proficiency in Pennsylvania German and to demonstrate an ongoing knowledge and respect for the Ordnung.”

      “Pennsylvania German?” Mary snorts. “These days, it’s more important to speak like an Englisher than Amish.”

      I nudge her with my elbow. “His Amish is very good. Almost as good as mine,” I say. “And he’s demonstrated his commitment for almost a year.”

      “Outsiders always struggle to keep the rules,” Ruthie Mae says. “Too easy for him to go back. Abram is right to wait.” She lowers her eyes to her quilting and says in a bitter, biting voice, “Too many people changing minds these days.”

      I stare at her for a moment, sifting her words like grain through my fingers. Does she mean Hannah and Caleb? How they went on rumspringa and never came home? No. Korwin and I came back. We proved we wanted to be here. This is about something else. My body stiffens.

      “Are you referring to Jeremiah and me?” I ask. My words are soft and respectful but have a slight edge.

      She purses her lips. “That would be one example of the indecision of youth.”

      “Ruthie Mae, there was nothing to be indecisive about. Jeremiah never courted me.”

      “Seems you did enough together since the time you were small. Sometimes you’ve got to judge a thing by actions, not words.”

      My hands tremble. Ruthie Mae, as one of the eldest in our Ordnung and cousin to Abram Lapp, has the deacon’s ear. She is also Jeremiah’s grandmother. She could easily be the reason for the delay. Why hadn’t I considered this before? “Actions? Jeremiah never offered me a ride home from the sing. Never kissed me.”

      “I recall you holding hands a number of times.” Her foggy blues glare at me.

      Shrugging, I try to hold back but can’t. My next words come heated. “I recall many people holding hands without courting or marrying.” I stop sewing. My last stitches are uneven, and I lay my needle down, folding my hands in my lap.

      “Perhaps Jeremiah was waiting for the right time. A good man waits until a girl is ready to be a wife and mother.”

      That sets me off. How dare she suggest that I wasn’t ready last year? If anyone wasn’t ready, it was Jeremiah, who wanted to go on rumspringa before he settled down. I didn’t even want to go. “God’s ways are often unknown to us,” I say. “But I thank Him for bringing Korwin and me together as Korwin is a blessing to this Ordnung and to me.”

      “Maybe. Won’t hurt to wait another year to be certain though. God’s ways as mysterious as they are. I suppose it was God’s will that Jeremiah be born with the face of an angel, and also God’s will that he be scarred by the devil. Mmmhmm, only time will heal old wounds.”

      Not only is she blaming me, the devil, for Jeremiah’s scar, she’s suggesting that I’ve wounded him and should not be allowed happiness while he suffers alone. My jaw unhinges to tell her there are plenty of girls in Hemlock Hollow who would be interested in Jeremiah, scar or no scar. But then, out of the corner of my eye, I catch electric blue worming under the skin of my thumb in my lap. The tingle is back. Sweat breaks out on my forehead from the effort to contain my power. I am dangerously close to breaking a glow in the dim room. I push my chair back and rush from the room.

      “Lydia?” Mary calls.

      I’m out the door in a flash, bent over and panting in the gravel driveway. The blessed sun shines down masking my glow, but I can tell it’s there, just under the surface. Since our return to Hemlock Hollow, Korwin and I have practiced controlling our abilities. The first time we kissed, we almost blew up the basement garden of Stuart Manor. Now, we can kiss without raising our body temperature. This is the first time in months my electrokinesis has gotten away from me, but then I don’t recall ever being so angry. A year? Another year? It may not be much to Ruthie Mae, but it’s plenty to Korwin and me.

      The door opens and Mary stumbles down the steps to where I’m bent over with my hands on my knees. “Are you okay?” she asks, rubbing my back.

      “I think so,” I say. The tingle retreats with each deep breath. “Ruthie Mae is being cruel. I can’t believe she said that to me.”

      Mary removes her hand from my back and crosses her arms over her chest. “I love you, Lydia, but you must know she’s not the only one.”

      I straighten and turn toward her. She takes a seat on the porch steps. “Still?” I ask.

      “It’s not just that everyone expected you to marry Jeremiah. Korwin is different.”

      “Of course he is. He grew up English. It’s just going to take some time for him to adjust.”

      “He can’t grow a beard,” Mary blurts. “Nathaniel told everyone Korwin hasn’t shaved since he got here.”

      “He-he has a medical condition,” I sputter too quickly.

      “But a beard means something here, Lydia. He’s never going to look… married.”

      “It doesn’t bother me,” I scoff. “Our way of living and commitment will be proof enough of our marriage.”

      “Sometimes he tempts people.”

      “Tempts?” Her statement befuddles me. As far as I can tell, Korwin has bent over backward to follow the rules.

      “He was dancing and whistling a worldly tune while he cleaned out the stable last week.”

      Ack. I shake my head. “I bet he stopped as soon as someone called attention to it. I’m sure it was subconscious. Obviously, he is no stranger to hard work.”

      “You have to remember, Lydia, he’s a
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