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Dedication
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This book not only do I dedicate to my Savior, Jesus Christ, but I also give this story to all the saints who have come before me and after me. The saints are all those who believed in Jesus as their Lord and Savior and who strived to do their best to live by his commandments. I pray we each hear that we will be worthy servants someday.

Saint

Hagios: most holy thing, a saint, sacred, blameless, consecrated.
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Chapter 1 
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Genevieve

One year earlier  

I sniffled, my hands shaking as I dialed his number again. "This is Jayvion. Leave a message."

"Jay. Please pick up. We need to talk. Don't shut me out. What Marcus did was wrong. Please call me back." It was probably the twentieth voice message I left. I stopped counting. I sent him texts too without replies for the last two days. I know he's hurting and angry, but what I didn't understand was why he's angry with me. Yes, Marcus was my cousin. Yes, he lived with us, but he didn't have the right to make decisions for me. He most certainly didn't have the right to take Duchess's life. 

"He's hurting, baby girl," Mom said, softly playing with my braid. "She was all he had left, and that bullet was intended for him. Give it time. He'll come back to you. You'll see. I believe God has a plan for you two."

"I know. I'd kill Marcus myself if I could find him! He ruined everything." 


"Gen, is that how Jesus taught you to love?"





"No, ma'am." I pouted.

"Mmhmm. Remember anger is the same as murder. And Jesus will judge Marcus. Pray for him to change. Pray for Jayvion to forgive. Pray for your own forgiveness too."

"Sure. I'll try." I stood up from the sofa Marcus usually slept on and trudged up to my room.

I spent the rest of the morning packing. I was heading to my future college roommate's house so we could get to know each other better. We had met at an open house and requested to room together since we had the same major. She lived about two hours west of here, and I was leaving for a week. My mind kept straying away from my task to Jayvion. I had hoped to see him and talk to him first, but I ran out of time. 

By the time I had my bag packed, I was resolved to sit on his front porch when I returned. I wouldn't move until he acknowledged me no matter if it was for good or bad. I'd listen if he cried or yelled or accused me. I'd tell him how sorry I was. And after that, I'd let him tell me what he wants from me because I have loved this boy secretly for too long just to walk away that easily. If he needed me to leave, I would, just to give him time to heal, but I'd be back. I'd fight for us.

It was several days later when the bombs fell, and my world changed forever. My new roommate and her family panicked, leaving me all alone in a city I didn't know, away from a home that I couldn't go back to. I tried to get to Atlanta. I walked for three and a half weeks before I saw too much damage and felt the radiation sickening me. With a heavy heart I had left and headed for the southern coast. I hadn't known if anyone I loved was raptured or killed or had escaped. All that was left was a suitcase with my clothes and my Bible. In the end, I didn't know how to pray for them as I walked away from Atlanta. It's hard to pray for someone if you don't know whether they're alive or dead or in heaven. So, I changed my focus, and I walked.

Present day

I stood on the crest of the mountainside looking down into the valley. I'm not sure what brought the memory of Jayvion to mind, but I had an overwhelming feeling that I missed him so very much. I tried not to think about him. His memory hurt and reminded me that I was left behind because I couldn't forgive my cousin Marcus at the time for killing his grandmother. Jayvion was home though, at least that's what home felt like, and I wanted this beautiful place to be home too. I know God led me to this place. I followed his light just like the Bethlehem star, and I walked hundreds of miles to get here. It had taken me a year of travelling, and now I stood at the precipice of what I hoped was a new beginning. 

I know the Lord has something greater for me, and it's here. The last year had been extremely tiresome, dangerous, and yet educational. I learned what I was capable of. I learned who to trust. I learned what to look for in people. But most importantly, I learned to always follow where the Lord leads. I've lost a lot along the way, my mother, my family, my home, my boyfriend, most of my belongings (I still had my bible), but not my faith. A verse came to mind as I stepped forward, John 12:26. "If anyone serves me, he must follow me; and where I am, there will my servant be also. If anyone serves me, the father will honor him."

My heart was light as I descended the mountainside. But my peace didn't last long as I heard a noise to my right. A gun cocked, and a man emerged from behind a tree. 

"Eddie? Have you been following me?" He frightened me, and I began to shake. The look in his eyes was always very dark and menacing. 

"Yes. I couldn't just let you go. You're our best cook, and we need women." 

"Eddie, I told you I wasn't sticking around, I had some place I needed to find." He knew I wasn't going to stick around when I came into his camp, but I knew I wasn't sticking around because it was dangerous. 

"Well, if you found a place that's safe, then we should bring everybody here,'' he scowled. "We can't have you hoarding all the good things that are left when so much is hard to find." Eddie followed me from Louisiana and looked sick. His hair was matted down on one side of his face while the back stuck up in sharp points. At some point in time he was a good-looking man, was wealthy, had a great job, and had a beautiful wife. He was evil though before the bombings and was worse now. He took what he wanted and had no mercy for anyone. I only joined his group out of desperation when I had an infection, but I had paid my debt, so I left.

"I have no idea where I'm going or what will be there." That was the truth. I stopped talking. I didn't want to give away that this place was the place I was led to. 

He stepped closer, and his stench filled my nose. "I'm taking you back." His gun pointed at my heart as he talked, and I gasped. Eddie had a short temper; one I didn't care to set off. 

I lifted my hands in surrender when movement caught my eye. "Put the gun down and step away from the girl." A tall dark haired white man stepped out from behind a tree with his own gun. Eddie sneered at him, turning completely away from me to face the threat. I slowly took a step backward instinctually. I knew Eddie's intentions but not this man's.

"You should mind your own business. I'm tryin' to return Gen back to our community." He pointed his handgun to the man who held a rifle. The man looked relaxed as though this was normal.

"Gen?" The man asked. "Is this man bothering you? Did you leave the community willingly?"

"I...I," I stuttered, completely out of my element here. "Yes. I paid my debt and left."

The man nodded and cocked his head to the side as he measured Eddie. "I think it's time you should go. Let her be on her way." That was enough to set Eddie's temper off. He yelled and lunged for the man. I jumped behind a tree for safety as they tumbled to the ground, guns between them. Eddie landed a punch to the man's face with his left hand, and then the two wrestled for use of their weapons. I flinched and ducked when the shot fired. When a minute passed, I peeked around the tree to see the man standing over Eddie who gasped for air. 

"What happened?" I asked, cautiously approaching the scene.

"He pulled the trigger as I grabbed his arm. He shot himself in the chest." He shook his head. A look of despair etched his handsome face. "I'm sorry," he said to Eddie who quickly faded. And to me he repeated himself.

"I'm okay. He was the leader and an evil man." I didn't want to speak badly about the dying man, but this man saved my life and needed to understand he did the right thing. We stood by as Eddie took his last gurgled breath. We paid our respects and prayed over him before the man, Tim as he introduced himself to me, set down his backpack.

He pulled out a small folding shovel. "Come on. Help me bury him, and then I'll take you to the sanctuary. I'm assuming that's why you're here?" he asked, solemnly. 

"I followed a light to this valley." I absently pointed in the direction I was last headed. 

"Yes. The Lord led you here. You're not the first and hopefully not the last." He looked up, finally cracking a smirk. I instantly felt safe. In the last year I only felt this way with the couple I stayed with in the Ozarks for a couple of months. I didn't get any of the revulsion I had with the Louisiana group and Eddie. I hoped this truly would be my home.

He began digging with his small shovel as I looked for a large stick to help dig. We worked quietly. I told him about my home in Atlanta and my journey to get here. He held a knowing smile as we finished the grave. Once we drug Eddie's body in and covered it with dirt, much more quickly than we dug, Tim motioned for me to follow.

"You're fortunate. We have a few people from Atlanta. And today's a great day to join us. We have a wedding."

"A wedding?"

"Yep. Sweetest couple of kids. Wait until you hear their story. I'll tell you about it on the way."

I followed Tim as he told me about Grant and Lindsey and their wild adventures at this cabin, her kidnapping and escape from Roanoke, and how the Lord has been at work in each member's lives in this small community. The closer we got to the bottom of the valley the more beautiful the scenery got. Since the nuclear blast and fallout, the places I've been to have lost their greenery. Leaves never grew back, flowers withered and died, and animals were either sick or dead. But this was a gem in the middle of the mountains. Tim called it a sanctuary, and it truly was. 

Soon, we were stepping through a makeshift fence and greeted by an older man named Harley. "Have you seen Jay?" Tim asked.

"Yeah, he's helping set up for the wedding. Should be over by the pond." Harley nodded in the direction of the pond and said it was nice to have another pretty face in camp. I blushed. He was genuinely nice, and I could tell his compliment wasn't perverted like many of the other men I've encountered so far. Thank you, Father, for finding a safe home for me.

Tim explained as we walked that the cabin was on ninety acres and originally owned by Grant's family. His grandfather had made a pond and a small lake when he found a natural spring then stocked them with fish. It was a blessing. 

The closer we got the trees thinned, and I could see men and women scurrying around. Some took a brief moment to say hello while others were too distracted. He led me to a young black man who was crouched down looking at something on a bench.

"Jay, we have a newcomer from Atlanta. I thought I'd introduce you to her." It was then he looked up and my heart stopped. He gasped and righted himself to standing. 

"Am I dreaming? Gen?" He stared at me. I stared too as my heart stuttered. There's no way this moment couldn't have happened without Jesus.

"Jayvion?" my voice broke. I couldn't hold back the sob that escaped my throat. He quickly grabbed me pulling me into the embrace I have missed for a year. His chest shook, and his tears wet my temple. I grabbed onto his shirt hanging on for dear life. All the emptiness I felt, all the what ifs, all the tiredness escaped in that one embrace. Now, I was truly home.

When we pulled apart Tim was gone. Jayvion wiped his tears then mine. "I've missed you." He kissed my nose. "There's so much to say, but I need to finish what I'm doing. Lindsey, the bride, is my best friend here, and I promised her a beautiful wedding. Will you sit by me though?"

"Of course. I'm not going anywhere." My heart was so full as I watched him, and the others, work. An older woman brought me some breakfast too. I'm so thankful to Jesus.
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Grant

Wedding Day

––––––––
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It was a beautiful spring day, and the cabin was abuzz with activity. Lindsey, Kate, and Jenna had been busy inside while the other women were setting up decorations they made. I was helping the men outside set up homemade log benches. The location we picked was beautiful. It was the field of wildflowers just blooming with the pond ahead. The pond was set as our background with the shade tree covered in Spanish moss hanging like a curtain on the other side of the pond.

Marion was out picking flowers and singing praises to the Lord from the field for the beautiful day. Everyone was hard at work even though it was already hot. The day was going fast, and I was nervous we wouldn't be done in time for lunch.

Jayvion set the last log down with Nick and asked me how it looked. "I guess that's what she wants." I shrugged. He hadn't stopped smiling since his long-lost love returned earlier this morning. I'm happy for them. He kept stealing glances at her. She insisted on helping, and Marion was much obliged. 

"Can you help me get this arbor up? Carol and Lynn had been nagging me all morning," Nick asked us as he wiped the sweat from his brow.

"Let's go. Don't want to get on Lynn's bad side," I joked. Jayvion and Nick agreed. Lynn was a hard worker and expected things done in a timely manner.

Asia had already dug the post holes making it a quick drop into them. Jayvion and Nick filled in the holes around the arbor posts. 

"Thanks guys!" Carol hollered from a patch of flowers. I waved as she ran over. "Hey, it's time you got a shower." 

"Yeah, you're probably right. Can you ask if it's okay for me to go inside yet?" I asked. 

"Absolutely," she said, excitedly. I watched her hurry to the cabin. She stepped back out and waved me in. 

Inside, Kate stood in front of the door to the spare bedroom where Lindsey was getting ready. "Afraid I might do something?" I laughed. 

"Yes," she giggled at my playfulness, shaking her head. "Go get in the shower!" She pointed away from her.

"You're killing me Kate," I laughed as I walked to the bathroom.

In the shower, I could smell the delicious lunch Jenna was cooking. It made my stomach growl. I wanted a snack, but I was too nervous and excited to eat. I think I cleaned myself better than I ever have. I washed myself twice for good measure. After my shower I shaved my beard off, so I'd be clean and smooth. I called Kate in, and she cut my hair back to the way I had it last year. I was shocked at how much it had grown. I chuckled to myself at the thought that I had looked like an authentic mountain man. Now, I looked so young again. I hoped Lindsey didn't mind the cut.

"Oh, my goodness! Grant," Kate said as she stepped back. "If I was ten years younger, Lindsey would have some competition for you." I blushed at her comment. "Seriously, you are so handsome." Then she proceeded to yell for Jenna to come and check me out. I was so embarrassed as they gawked over me. "Okay, I put out your best outfit. Go get changed. We are ready when you are."

"Thanks," I replied before going into my room. Kate had picked out a button-down plaid shirt with jeans. We didn't have much at the cabin and really had no need for dress clothes, and this was my best outfit. I got dressed quickly but decided to sit for a moment and reflect on life. My moment didn't last long because there was a knock on my door.

"Grant, it's time to go," Jenna said softly through the door. 

"I'm ready. Do I look okay?" I asked as I opened the door. 

She adjusted my collar. "You've never looked better." 

"Thanks." I smiled nervously while playing with a button on my shirt. 

She swatted my hand away. "Don't be nervous," she said as we walked outside. 

"I'm just a little nervous. I'm more excited than anything. There's been so much anticipation leading up to this." We smiled together. "I guess I'm just relieved that we got here."

"I know. I'm so happy for you. I hope someday I'll be in your shoes," she said. I made my way through our new friends and new family shaking hands and hugging them. Since our return, we have welcomed six new people to our little sanctuary including Genevieve this very morning. We were officially out of room and soon to be food. Each person had wonderful blessings and words of advice to share until I finally made my way to Mike and the altar.

"Are you ready?" he asked, smiling like a proud father. I supposed he had become a father to Lindsey and me. 

I nodded. "Definitely," I said, smiling from ear to ear even though my heart was thudding with anticipation. 

"I know you are." He hugged me tightly. "All right, stand here." He directed me to the spot next to him. We waited until we saw Jenna on the porch. She held a bouquet of wildflowers as she walked toward us. Everyone watching sang Amazing Grace. Just after Jenna got halfway, Kate began to walk with her bouquet. The impromptu song and seeing them made my heart race for joy. I smiled at them as they cried tears of joy. Just then Jayvion stood up and began to sing The Day Before You by Matthew West. I was amazed at his voice. The lyrics brought tears to my eyes.

As he sang, I looked up at the cabin. All our eyes were fixated on it. I tried not to hold my breath. Lindsey appeared out of the door and paused for a moment on the porch. She had her
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