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  Scripture


“For I was hungry and you gave me something to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me something to drink, I was a stranger and you invited me in, I needed clothes and you clothed me, I was sick and you looked after me, I was in prison and you came to visit me.” 
“Then the righteous will answer him, ‘Lord, when did we see you hungry and feed you, or thirsty and give you something to drink?  When did we see you a stranger and invite you in, or needing clothes and clothe you? When did we see you sick or in prison and go to visit you?'”
“The King will reply, ‘Truly I tell you, whatever you did for one of the least of these brothers and sisters of mine, you did for me.'”
(Matthew 25:35-40) NIV
When we give to those in need, we don't always see the results.  But if we give like we are giving to Jesus, then it doesn't go out void. 
Show kindness.  Show love.  






  
  Dedication


To my Mom for giving me 

the inspiration to begin this book.  

And to my Dad for the 

loving encouragement to finish it. 

Also to my precious Jesus for being 

my everything. 


 






  
  Time Difference Reference  


Time Difference Reference 
Zelle         =         Jareneiks (Deltik)
1 month    =     1 year
15 days     =     6 months
5 days       =     2 months
1 day         =     12 days
2 hours      =     1 day
1 hour        =      12 hours
5 min         =       1 hour  
1 min         =       12 min.
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  PROLOGUE


[Miranda, come on. We have to leave now.] Alex thought to his wife. 
Alex and Miranda had been on their way home from a party when they had gotten the call from G-Lil that their twins, Jon and Rose, had been kidnapped.  
[But, what about Jahni?  She’ll worry.]  Miranda peered through the darkness toward her home.  
[She has every right to worry.  The Ratillians are getting farther away as we speak.  If we wait…]
“I know.  I know, but Jahni.”  Miranda spoke aloud, worried about her daughter.  
“We don’t have a choice.” Alex soothed urgently.  “If we want to find Jon and Rose before something happens to them.”  Alex clasped his hand in hers, and pulled her away from their home.
Miranda turned back, and looked at her huge home.  Sadness flooded through her.  She tried to reach Jahni again, but she was just out of Trizmente range.  She let out a loud sigh, turned around, and ran with her husband to the large ship.  As soon as they were in airspace, she contacted Adeamkenrick on the Com Screen.   
“What’s wrong?”  Adeamkenrick asked as soon as he saw Miranda's face on the Com Screen.
“It’s the twins.”  Miranda's voice held back the tears.
“Are they okay?”  Adeam asked quickly.
“No.”  Alex inserted.  “The Ratillians have them.”
“But how?”  Adeam’s voice was full of confusion.
“The nanny.”  Miranda coughed back a sob.  
“She kidnapped the children.”  Alex added.
“Jahni too?”  Adeam asked.
“No.  Jahni is fine.  Alex’s mother is watching her.”  Miranda explained.
“At your house?”  Adeam asked, and Miranda nodded.  He breathed a sigh of relief.  “What do you want me to do?”
“Watch over Jahni…”  Miranda fought back tears.  “Take care of her.”
“You have my word.”  Adeam replied solemnly.
Miranda nodded and turned off the Com Screen.  Alex gave her a reassuring smile and navigated toward the galaxy border.  Zelle faded out of view quickly.  






  
  1


Isat straight up in bed; sweat was dripping off my forehead. It hadn’t been a scary dream. In fact, it was the best dream I had in the past two weeks. That was the real problem. I was dreaming again. I suppose I used to dream, but not since I came to live with the Jareneiks. The dream was so vivid. I had to replay it in my mind even though the sadness flooded soon after. 
“Jahni, what story do you want me to read you tonight?”  Her mother asked.
“This one!”  The little girl giggled as she grabbed a book off the shelf and ran back to the bed.
“Okay.”  Her mother wrapped her in a hug and started reading the book.
“I love you Mommy!”  The little girl smiled when the story was over.  
“I love you too Jahni.”  Her mother gave her a hug.  
There was a knock on the door.  Her father poked his head into the room.
“Daddy!  Daddy!”  Jahni jumped on the bed.
“Whoa there.”  Her mother pulled her gently into her lap.
Jahni's father walked into the room.  He was a tall, thin man, with brown hair and brown eyes.
“How is my little princess?”  He held out his arms and Jahni jumped into them, giggling.  He spun her around in a wide circle and set her back on the bed.
“She is about to go to sleep.”  Her mother said.  
“Oh, she is.”  Her father winked at her.  
“Uh, huh.”  She nodded her head profusely.  “Goodnight Daddy.”  
“Goodnight Jahni, I love you.”  He placed a kiss on her forehead.  
“Goodnight Mommy!”
“Goodnight Jahni.”  Her mother's voice was full of love.  Both parents walked out hand in hand and closed the door behind them.
Here I am dreaming about some random girl and I can’t even remember the name of my home planet.  I don’t remember going to school there.  I don’t remember playing with friends.  I don’t even remember my parents.  What kind of person doesn’t remember their parents?  I wish I did.  The only part of my old life that I do remember is the language; it has no similarities to the Jareneiks' language, because the Jareneiks rely more on tone.  
Our ship follows a gradual flight path around Jareneiks.  The planet blocks out both of the suns while we sleep.  I looked out the only window in my room, hoping to see something that would calm my racing thoughts.  No such luck.  I exhaled deeply.  
Normally, the stars would capture my attention for hours.  I would dream of home and what I thought my people might be like.  Those nights were filled with possibilities.  Tonight was not one of those nights.  Tonight, I was reminded of everything I had lost.  This wasn’t how I preferred to spend my night, but there wasn’t much I could do about that now.  I was wide-awake and thinking too much. 
I thought about the ship I live on. Out of the 25,000 beings on-board, I was probably the only one that was awake that didn’t have to be.  The same was probably true with the other twenty something ships that were orbiting Jareneiks.  This is ridiculous!  
No one lives on the actual planet besides a handful of farmers and politicians; the land is used for growing our food.  The last time I was on actual land, our ship had to be repaired and the time before that I went with my class like every third-year student does.  It was nice to see the open skies and feel the suns on my face.  I have to admit; it was odd to see the crops blowing with the breeze.  It was even stranger to feel the wind cutting through my hair and pushing against my face.  Some strands had landed in my mouth.  Hair doesn’t particularly taste good.  My mind went back to what had woken me.         
I thought about the little girl in my latest dream. I could see both her parents clearly, and I was jealous.  I fought back the anger boiling in my stomach; it was easier to be angry than to acknowledge that I was worried.  Each dream was different, but the mother was always there. I couldn’t shake her face.  She was laughing in some, frantic in others. Sometimes the father was there, and others he was not.  I didn’t know what to make of the dreams.  
It would be different if I dreamt of different people.  It would be different if there were Jareneikians in the dream.  These people were similar in my complexion. They spoke in my native language; they were happy, and I wasn’t.  Not knowing where I come from has always colored my experience here. I should have been happy with my adoptive family.  As Jareneiks go, they were nice.  
My happiness always boiled down to one thing, I couldn’t tell my mother goodbye.  I came here at the age of five with virtually no memory, except I wasn’t allowed to tell my mother goodbye.  You would think I could remember my mother if I remembered that, but I can’t.  I quickly wiped some sweat off my forehead with my sheet.  
I saw Clara move from the corner of my eye. Her bed was on the far side of the room, and she was waking up.  Just great!  I wasn’t in the mood to deal with her, especially with these dreams pushing to the center of my thoughts.  They were too focused to be some random occurrence.  I shook my head in an attempt to refocus; it didn’t work.  
I heard Clara groan.  “Jess?  You okay?”
“I’m fine.  Go back to sleep.”  I told her softly.
She immediately settled down and fell asleep.  It wasn’t as easy for me.  I had to do something. It was too quiet.  There wasn’t really anything I could do here without waking Clara again, so I went to the bathroom and turned on the light; now what?  
I peered into the mirror and stared into my lavender eyes. None of the Jareneiks had the shade I saw in the mirror.  It was just one more thing that set me apart.  I would give almost anything to look into a pair of eyes like mine.  Clara had blue eyes and Mana, Clara’s best friend, had grey eyes.  Mana was dumb even for a Jareneikian. I am not sure if she had one ounce of sense in her head.  Listening to her talk put me on edge with distaste.  She meant well, they all meant well.  
Their smell got me every time.  At least Clara didn’t smell as bad as the rest of them.  My planet must have smelled better than this.  It is hard to imagine beings smelling worse.  Then I thought of Balum. My reflection in the mirror gave me a look of disgust.
Balum has been out to claim me for years.  I have done my best to avoid him, and his smell.  My nose scrunched in remembrance of his stench. He was one of the foulest smelling of Clara’s species.  His family smelled just as bad.  I thought about the annual festival last year.  
Balum and his family had led the parade.  I would have stayed in my room if I had known.  They were as rich as the disgusting odor that hung in the air when they left the room.  
Balum wasn’t what you would call the normal Jareneikian. He had a tendency of flaunting his parent’s money every chance he got. The majority of his race are content to blend in the background and move through life slowly and uneventfully.  You can’t possibly grasp the boredom of so many uneventful days, months, and years in a row with the exception of an egotistical, selfish, rich brat chasing me around the ship in his free time.  He seems almost irritated when I walk away quietly.  He has always been able to have everything he wanted on a silver platter, until me.  
The first time I met him, he walked up to me and said, “I want to marry you.”
“How does it feel to want?”  I retorted indignantly before running away.  I have been running and walking away ever since.  You would think he would catch on.  
My mind wandered back to my dreams. I exhaled deeply.  Why did they have to show up now?  I had almost given up hope of a better life.  I have already taken the placement test.  In a few days, I will be starting my internship for my career.  The cleaning crews were already preparing extra apartments for those who decided to marry instead of pursuing their internship.  Clara wouldn’t be taking the placement test until next year.    
For one final moment, I took in my dull purple eyes and soft straight brown hair, and pulled my hair up into a ponytail, where it sat on my shoulders.  It was time for bed, whether I wanted to sleep or not.  I tried not to groan as I marched back to my room.  Clara was still sleeping, so I quietly closed the door and climbed into my bed.  My heart was still racing from the dream.  I needed to calm down.  I exhaled three times and burrowed beneath the covers.  
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The next thing I knew, the suns were shining through my window. I got up like someone had flipped on a switch. No matter how hard I try, I can’t seem to help waking up when the light shines through our window. In a matter of seconds, I was in the bathroom with my clothes. It didn’t take me long to dress and get ready for school. 
Knock.  Knock.  I opened the door to find Clara staring back through glazed covered eyes; her hair claimed ten different directions.  I have tried, but I can’t understand how a few short hours in bed can do that to someone’s hair!  She brushed my shoulder as she walked past me in zombie fashion and closed the door behind me abruptly, causing the door to bump my butt out of the way.  
I ate a quick breakfast before I grabbed a few books and a pen to keep me entertained during school.  The classes here were a mockery of learning.  My species must be more sophisticated in their learning, because I have the best marks in all of my classes.  Honestly, it doesn’t take much attention to pass with high marks, because of the simplicity of the curriculum.  I hated going to these classes.  I only went, because I hoped my marks would give me a decent internship.  I would like to be challenged for once, instead of being cast into boredom as each minute ticks by.  
I went to the forgotten Library for my real learning.  I call it forgotten, because half the time the one running it doesn’t show up.  The Jareneiks don’t believe in stealing, so it is always unlocked. Not that many Jareneikians would actually step foot into the Library.  
I love books about the Science of Space and Relativity.  It is incredible to think about certain planets spinning on a faster axis than ours is, or even slower.  One of the recent books I read suggests a theory of time moving faster or slower depending on the speed.  A year on a faster moving planet could be six months here.  Unfortunately, they don’t have a class on that.  My mind drifted to my people, and I wondered, for the thousandth time, what kind of things they studied.  
Clara walked into our food room.  She no longer looked like a zombie.  It is a miracle what thirty minutes can do for a person.  I had my distractions in hand. By then she was finally ready, and I followed her towards the exit.  I turned to close the door behind us.  
“Hello ladies.” A slime filled voice greeted us.
A wave of disgust sank into my stomach.  Balum.  I turned around, letting the metallic handle slip from my fingertips.  I didn’t bother faking a smile.
“Hey Balum.”  Clara was in full flirt mode.  
For some reason that I cannot grasp, Clara finds him handsome and suave, whereas my nose twitches and my stomach was threatening to reject this morning’s meal.  I gave an impolite nod before darting away toward my first class.  It was painfully obvious he’d been waiting for me…again.   
The brief moment I saw him, he’d been leaning against the door frame…waiting.  He clearly thought he was being smooth, but he wasn’t.  How could I ever think of that pile of mucus as smooth, let alone handsome?  Greasy and ponton like, sure.  I thought about the creature that usually hid deep within trash heaps and sewage tunnels.  They tend to eat anything they can find and roll in it too.  Although, ponton’s smell better.  I smiled at my own little joke.
“I’ll catch you later.”  Balum's voice was smug.  
My brief smile dissipated into determined disgust.  He doesn’t realize I hated his mere existence.  Spending time with him is one of the worst tortures imaginable.  I put as much space as I could between me and Balum without running.      
“Wait up Jess!”  Clara called. 
I had already gotten a good start ahead of them and didn’t plan on stopping.  Clara tumbled to my side.  I rolled my eyes.  She was practically swooning.  I knew she had a crush on him, but this was ridiculous!
“Hi Jess.”  Clara was breathless from hurrying to catch up with me.
“Oh, there you are.  I thought you would still be talking to your boyfriend.”  I knew my words were far from the truth.  He didn’t pay any attention to Clara, although she wouldn’t mind if he did.  
I quickened my pace slightly.  I learned this technique several years ago.  Balum believes running is beneath him. If I avoid him and walk fast, I’m usually away from his stench within a minute.  
“Oh, I wish!”  Clara sighed.  “But everyone knows he only sees you.  Why won’t you just marry him?  He can afford it.  Well, his father can.  But still…”
“Just leave it alone!”  I fumed, cutting her off.  
I don’t do that often, usually I just listen to her absurd fantasy even though I don’t agree.  My stomach was tightening at the thought of being stuck with that smell longer than necessary.  She was NOT going to do this again!
“And you know I will NEVER go out with him, let alone marry him!”
“I…I…”  Clara was startled. 
Good.  I thought to myself and walked past her.  Just great.  I pounded and stomped every step.  It was as if I was a storm.  I was mad at the world, but really at my pitiful life.  I just hated this place and what I did here, nothing.  
I am a scholar.  I pull better grades than anyone does in my classes.  I am almost finished with the schools they have here, and then I will be expected to marry some idiotic pile of stench.  NO THANK YOU!  
I suppose it must be different compared to the things I would have studied if I had grown up at home.  I might not be the scholar there.  I wonder what my people are like.  I often talk to myself in my native tongue just to keep it alive in my mind.
A few years ago, I started to forget, to cave; just what they wanted.  So I made myself remember.  I decided that I had to keep it alive.  Now I think in both languages, I hear them equally in my mind in unison.  I don’t like to admit it to myself, but this has become a home for me.  Nevertheless, I still desire my homeland. I needed to learn what became of my mother and father.  
I have been hearing my mother's voice pleading with me to come to her after my recent dreams.   I hear her talk to me, or at least I imagine her voice in my head.  I never talk back.  If only I could know how I got here, or where I came from?  If only… I could really live and believe in life.  
Once again, my mind drifted back to how much my people’s learning style reflected my own.  I almost laughed, because I know if I saw someone like me, of my species, I could forget everything.  I would be more than willing to marry.  I don’t think anything of these guys, the ones Clara looks at.  Especially, not Balum. They are so egotistical and sure of themselves that they think all they have to do is look one way, and a girl should fall for them.  Maybe that is how it is in every species.  I wouldn’t know, I thought sadly.
At least my species doesn’t have such a foul smell.  I remember that much and they aren’t made of mucus.  I can live with their egotistical ideas, for the most part, but that smell!  It’s the worst.  After 11 years, you would think I would have gotten used to it, but it’s something no one could ever get used to!
I walked into our school wing.  Clara was still upset at the way I had treated her.  I shoved my conscience aside before it forced me to repent.  With Clara, she always forgot about it anyway.  
The girls here were always forgetting everything.  The females here were so meek, and I seemed so bold compared to them.  I didn't like the way women stopped expressing their own opinions after they were married.  If you're going to marry, your spouse should let you keep your own opinion.  
Once the boys had their eyes on a girl, they would not give up, and the girls would just be happy someone picked them that they would marry them regardless of who they were.  Disgusting.  I suppose that’s part of the reason Balum doesn’t give up.  
I don’t know why they would allow themselves to be so stupid and give their life away in a marriage with an egotistical… I searched for a word and decided ponton would apply again…. ponton...  I would never do that.
[Are you sure Jahni?  Never marry…anyone?]  The voice was deeper than mine and was persuasive in a gentle tone.  
“Never.”  The word came from my lips automatically.
Then I realized that I had spoken that aloud.  I turned.  No one was looking my way.  I wasn’t sure who would be talking to me.  It hit me hard as I realized the words were spoken in my native tongue.  No one here knew my language.  It may as well be dead to them.  That’s really weird.  I shrugged my head to erase this moment in time from my memory.  It didn’t work.  
I took my seat in the back.  Clara came trailing in soon after.  She was sulking.  I looked off to my right, pretending not to notice her sour mood.  
“Clara!”  Mana squealed.
I rolled my eyes as Clara’s voice joined hers.  I began doodling on the paper as our chunky teacher plodded into the room, and called the class to order.  There was no need to pay attention for the first time.  She would repeat it again later.  
Gradually, I carved two eyes into the paper with my pen.  I angled the young girl's face carefully.  Offhandedly, I decided to start a second face.  The two children smiled back at me.  I brushed a few more lines on the page.  The bell rang, and we all went to our next class.  
“What’s that?”  Clara pulled my notebook from my hands onto her desk.  She had long forgotten my anger this morning.    
“Just a drawing.”  I shrugged.  
“It’s you.”  Clara’s tone was awed.
My brow creased, and I took back the notepad.  I gawked at the page.  Clara was right.  A much younger me stared off the page.  All I had to do was tint the eyes the right shade.  
“Who is that?”  Clara pointed at the other face.
“I don’t know.”  My voice stumbled.  
I closed my eyes tight.  The picture came to life and the room around me faded.  Clara’s voice disappeared, and another one replaced it.
“I don’t know.”  The girl from the picture came to life.
The boy rolled his eyes playfully.  “The red one or the blue one?”  He posed the question again as he held up two suckers.  
“The red one?”  She tilted her head doubtfully.  
The boy handed her the red one and unwrapped the blue sucker for himself.  She carefully put the unwrapped sucker in her own mouth.  The boy smiled at her.
“Race you to the house.”  He exclaimed.
“I’m going to beat you this time.”  She ran after him.
“Catch me if you can.”  He yelled, taking the sucker out of his mouth so he could pick up speed.  The little girl was only a few steps behind him.
“Hey Sloane!  Look!”  The girl yelled.
The boy turned around to see what she was yelling about when she passed by him, giggling.  He fervently picked up speed.  She was almost to the house.
“Jahni, that wasn’t fair!”  His voice roared.
“I won!  I won!”  Jahni jumped up and down, holding her sucker above her head.  
“I don’t think that counts.”  Sloane complained.
“Sure it does.”  Jahni smiled at him angelically.  
I shook my head and looked up at Clara.  She was puzzled.  I was too.  The boy was so familiar, but from where?  I sat down in my seat.  
“Your career assessment will be here soon.”  The teacher interrupted my thought.  “Write down what career you think best suits you and why.”  
It wouldn’t take long to rush through this assignment and be done with it.  The teachers here weren’t strict on grading.  In reality, the teachers were impressed if we actually did the assignments they handed out.  I pulled out another sheet of paper and started jotting down the answer.  
The rest of the day passed quickly, and I was back home.  When the suns went down, I fell into bed.  It didn’t take me long to drift asleep.  
[Are you sure Jahni?  Never?  Are you sure?  Are you sure?  Are you…]  It was the same voice as before.  
“Just shut-up!”  I yelled in aggravation.
“Jess?  Are you having another nightmare?”  It was Clara’s soft sleepy voice. 
“No.  No, I’m fine Clara.  You can go back to sleep.”  I replied, mainly so she wouldn’t ask any more questions.  It worked.  She was sound asleep within a few seconds.  I sighed.
I was tired of these stupid dreams!  The voice from before should have haunted me, but it was more frustrating not knowing who the voice belonged to.  Not to mention the strange daydream I had in class today.  Sloane and Jahni, who were they?  She did look like me.  I admitted to myself.  I don’t usually draw portraits.  I let out a sigh.  
Now I was dreaming at night and during the day!  I covered my head and tried to think about something else.  The career assessment…I want to…Why won’t these dreams go away?  I groaned inwardly.
It would be better to forget.  But how can I forget, when almost every night I dream of my people speaking my language?  It’s hard to live here with the realization of where I could have grown up.  I just wanted a night of blissful sleep without any anxiety.  
The pleas of if only’s are never too far from my thoughts. So many times I cast them aside.  As always, they return.  The sad thing is my what if’s only takes me so far.  I can’t really remember much before the Jareneiks.  It was just enough left that I knew home would be better than here.  I fell asleep wishing I didn’t live with the Jareneiks.  I wanted to be home.  
[image: ]
[Jahni.  Jahni.  Are you sure?]  His persuasive voice was as gentle as it had been before.  
[Yes, I’m sure.]  I thought.
[Never?]  He asked with an undertone of disbelief.   
[Who are you?]  I was puzzled.
[Never…never?]  His voice started to fade.
[But…]  I was interrupted.
[Yes, you will.  Never is too long.]  The male voice was firm and sure of himself.
[But who are…?]  I tried again, but he was already gone. 






  
  3


“Jess… Come on... wake-up.” Clara's voice loudly ripped me from my dream-filled slumber. Clara was the one waking me up? I am usually the first one awake. I rushed to make up for the time I had slept away. 
I went through my day easily, but there was an unusual peace that hadn’t been there before.  It was strangely familiar.  Balum was still there.  He never gave up!  At least he hadn’t been waiting outside my door again.  That was a small blessing.  
“Jess.”  Clara called me out of my thoughts.
“Huh?  Yeah.”  I responded and walked faster.
Clara shook her head.  “Are you okay, Jess?  You seem a little…off lately.  We are never on time for classes anymore.”
I thought of the voice last night.  The words he said echoed in my head.  The strange thing was, I didn’t want them to leave.  I liked the sound of his voice.  It made me think of someone special.  I pushed my brain for the forgotten memory, but it was no use.  I let it go and slid into my normal chair.
“No homework the rest of the week.”  The teacher told us.
Four kids cheered.  I shook my head and continued drawing on my paper.  Mana leaned over clumsily to me.  
“I never do mine anyway.”  She giggled and leaned back.
My drawing hand froze in midair.  It was the same word again.  Is it a sign?  I tried to shrug it off, thinking I was
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