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by Christopher Lee Spino

​Dedication

Micah 6 : 8
 He has shown you, O man, what is good.
 And what does the Lord require of you?
 To do justice. To love mercy.
 To walk humbly with your God.

​Index

Preface – The Fall and the Awakening
 Chapter 1: Inside
 Chapter 2: Outside
 Chapter 3: The Door of Memory
 Chapter 4: The Street of Living Things
 Chapter 5: The Day That Taught Me People
 Chapter 6: The Day That Healed Quietly
 Interlude: Scriptures of Restoration
 Chapter 7: The Witness of the Word
 Chapter 8: Small Doors, Straight Paths
 Chapter 9: The Road Beside the River
 Chapter 10: The Hands That Mend
 Chapter 11: The Work Continues

Final Lesson:
 When the road ends, start building where He leaves you.
 The next mile always begins with gratitude.

​About the Author

​Christopher Lee Spino writes from lived experience, finding the divine in everyday labor and kindness. Chris Awakens begins his ongoing story of work, faith, and unseen order in an ordinary world guided by extraordinary grace.
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​

​Preface

Forgive my disrespect of the formalities.
Good day to you. My name is Christopher, and I’ve been living at a different frequency of your time.
If you’ll allow me to ramble a bit, I’ll fill in the details as I remember them.
My last memory of my original plane of existence was as happy as anyone could dream of.
Don’t fret,I made it here. We’ll make it for many years to come.
To coin the phrase: once upon a time, there was a place almost identical to this one.
The major difference was faith.
Not that empty, loud faith you hear from the ones shouting, “If you don’t repent, you’re going to hell.”
No, this was something deeper.
And hell,hell may begin to describe what came next.
Not with fire and brimstone, but something softer and worse.
A place where you’re rewarded with things like pink-handled pliers, where you learn how to pull out your own nails with a smile, where the worst pain becomes your companion.
My days are all the same, if I’m lucky.
Wake up. Stand. Arms and feet outstretched.
Barbed vines of searing heat wrap around my limbs, lift me face-down, head lower than my heart. They pull until my joints pop.
Blood must be spilled to clean the room.
If I don’t start mopping as soon as I’m released, the grass grows again,sharp as glass, laced with quills that pierce through skin until the floor shines red and I can see my reflection in it.
We can communicate there, if you want to call it that.
Moans, grunts, whimpers,our language of the damned.
We once believed in a heaven and hell.
Hell was for the ones who did wrong, never to return the same.
Heaven,well, I used to think it was closer to your idea of hell.
But now?
Now I think my friends would never believe how blessed we are here, in this strange middle place.
If you read this and find one thing useful, let it be this:
This life we live,this waking world,is the blessing of God.
Whether you choose to accept your faith and form a true relationship with the Father and His Son, or surrender to the depravity of false happiness, the truth remains.
Dreams can be true.
But all things are through Jesus,God Himself.
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​Chapter One

​The House That Didn’t Remember Me
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Thump.

The sound wasn’t just my body hitting the mattress,it was the earth acknowledging I’d survived another night. The air in the room felt thick, heavy, like it had waited all day for me to wake up.

I opened my eyes to nothing. No outlines, no light leaking from the blinds. Only the smell,mildew and metal. A bitter, wet taste clung to the back of my throat. I reached for the white plastic bin I kept by the bed for bad nights, but my hand met something cold and square. A red biohazard can.

My first thought: hospital.
My second: jail.
My third: this isn’t either.
The room hummed faintly, a vibration that didn’t come from electricity. I groped along the nightstand until my fingers brushed the ridged neck of a half-empty water bottle. I unscrewed the cap, took a mouthful, swished, spat into the can. The water came out black. Again,green. Again,yellow. Again,white. The last rinse stung, but it was clean.

Before I could drink, my chest convulsed. The cough came from somewhere deeper than lungs, tearing up pieces of whatever I’d swallowed in my sleep. Black first, then red foam, then air. I fell forward on my hands and knees, trembling with the force of breathing. Tears blurred the edges of everything until only the floor existed,cold, sticky, real.

When the room steadied, I sat back and listened.

Traffic far away, cars leaving the bars at closing time.
A helicopter somewhere to the east.
Sirens,two sets, then three.
Life was happening without me.

I forced my legs under me, stood, and nearly went sideways. My balance was gone; my muscles shook like they hadn’t been used in weeks. The carpet under my feet felt damp, or maybe it was just the sweat dripping from me. My ear itched. I scratched and felt something flake off. A red scrap floated down, landed in the sink, melted into a thin pink river that spiraled toward the drain.

I turned on the light.

Nothing happened.

The switch clicked, but no response. My phone was dead, too,black screen, no reflection. The only mirror was the one above the sink. I leaned in.

A stranger stared back.
Eyes too wide, pupils swallowing the color.
Cheekbones sharp enough to cut.
Skin the color of paper left in the rain.
Blood crusted across my lips like cracked paint.
I whispered, “What happened to me?”

The man in the mirror didn’t answer, but his jaw moved a split second later,as if my reflection were thinking about responding.

I stepped closer. So did he.

“Am I still dreaming?” I asked.

He tilted his head, curious. My stomach dropped.

Something clattered behind me. The biohazard can toppled over, rolling until it hit the baseboard with a dull, hollow sound. I turned. Nothing there but my own shadow stretching too far across the wall.

I laughed,short, nervous, ugly,and the sound died
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