
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THINGS ARE NOT WHAT THEY SEEM 

  



MIKE 
C E N T R A L I A  

DELL 
OSSO 

 



 

 

ALTERNATE DELETED ENDING 
 

 



FORTY-EIGHT 
 

 

 

 

 

 

They drove in silence for a couple hours. Peter watched the world go by outside. 

Mostly, Habit stuck to rural roads that passed through forests of maples and oaks 

and sycamores and eventually turned to pines. Occasionally, they’d pass through 

a field, newly harvested and brown with the death of autumn. Deer were there, 

foraging the grains left by the heavy equipment that had recently scoured the 

land. The roads took them over mountains and through valleys, across streams of 

glistening water and under remote railroad overpasses.  

 They were headed north. Ever north. 

 After two hours of travel they passed a “Welcome to New York” sign, and 

Peter said he had to use the restroom. 

 Habit pulled the car into the next gas station and shut off the engine. They 

both sat there, watching an older man fill his Ford with gas. 

 “We need to keep moving,” Habit said, “so make this quick.” 

 Peter unlatched his seat belt. “How do you know I won’t run?” 

 “Because you want to know the truth.” 

 “I could find it on my own.” Peter knew he couldn’t, not anymore. The truth 

had gotten too convoluted and elusive. He needed Habit now but didn’t want the 

bald man to know that. 

 Habit frowned and shook his head. “Not this truth.” 

 Opening the door, Peter said, “I’ll be just a few minutes.” 



 The bathroom in the convenience store was clean and empty. Peter was in 

and out in less than five minutes. He thought about running. He still didn’t trust 

Habit. After all, this was the same man who had recently tried to kill him. He was 

a professional hit man, trained to kill, educated to be heartless and singularly 

focused. Why would he suddenly have a change of heart and want to help Peter? 

 Back in the car, Peter closed the door and fastened his seat belt. He’d 

decided he had no other option than to play along with Habit and see where this 

trip took him. Besides, his curiosity was piqued as to the identity of the mystery 

man and what truth he had to tell. 

 Twenty minutes into the second leg of their journey, Peter said, “Why are 

you helping me?” 

 Habit smiled. “I was waiting for you to ask that. We used to be partners, so I 

guess you could say I feel a certain loyalty to you and respect for you. But that 

wouldn’t be entirely true. The truth is, our lives are linked by more than just 

military training.” 

 “But you tried to kill me.” 

 Habit was quiet for a long pause. His face tightened and a shadow moved 

over it. “That was business. Nichols had me by my weakness and exploited that. 

That’s why I need to get rid of him.” 

 “So you know he’s still alive. That guy you shot back there wasn’t Nichols.” 

 “I know. I knew then.” 

 “Then why’d you take the shot?” 

 “To send a message.” 

 “Do you think he got it?” 

 Habit slowed the car and turned left onto a road that appeared to be 

freshly paved. The yellow center lines hadn’t even been painted yet. “Nope. That’s 

why I came back.” 

 “Why?” 



 “To get you. They’ll come after us. They’re not going to give up on you.” 

 “And you’re using me as bait again.” 

 Habit shook his head. “That’s not exactly what I have in mind.” 

 The mystery surrounding Habit was growing on Peter’s nerves. The man 

was being intentionally enigmatic, giving Peter just enough information to keep 

him interested.  

 Peter had had enough for now. He turned his head and watched out the 

window as they passed through a small town. There was one intersection and one 

light. A police car was parked just beyond the light, the officer keeping watch on 

the traffic, waiting to catch someone violating the law by either running a red 

light or making an illegal turn. The officer met Peter’s eyes as they passed but 

there was no sense of recognition in them. Peter realized he had been holding his 

breath and exhaled.  

 “Where are we going?” Peter said. 

 “I told you, there’s a man you need to meet.” 

 “No, I mean where, a location, like on a map.” 

 Habit glanced at him. “Ever hear of Utica?” 

 “Sure.” 

 “Just north of Utica is the Black River Forest. That’s where the truth is.” 

 Two hours later Habit turned the car onto a dirt road that wound its way 

up a mountain dotted with pines as tall as five-story buildings. The road was 

narrow and rutted and at times the sedan bottomed out and scraped on the stony 

ground. Habit did his best to avoid the potholes and ridges. He cursed under his 

breath each time the ground rose or dipped sharply.  

 At the top of the mountain, concealed by trees that stood as tall and 

straight as telephone poles, sat a cabin. It wasn’t much to look at, just four walls 

and a slanted metal roof, but it was solidly built to withstand the harsh winters of 



upstate New York. Smoke puffed from the chimney and threw the aroma of 

burning wood into the air. 

 Habit parked the car along the side of the cabin and shut off the engine. 

 “Someone wants to be left alone,” Peter said. 

 Habit studied the cabin with intent eyes. “More like someone else wants 

him to be left alone.” 

 “What did he do?” 

 Habit turned towards Peter. “What makes you think he did something?” 

 “This has the feel of exile rather than escape.” 

 Habit didn’t answer. He opened his door and exited the car. 

 Outside the air was cool and crisp and the smell of smoke mixed with pine 

intensified. Above them, pines rose from the soil and reached toward the sky, 

blocking most of the direct sunlight. The ground was barren and rocky, blanketed 

with dry needles. 

 “Though it would be a nice place to escape from the world,” Peter said. 

 The cabin had a sprawling front porch that stretched the length of the front 

wall. On it were four wooden rocking chairs and a small table. Before Habit could 

knock, the front door opened and an elderly man appeared. Without saying a 

word he hugged Habit and clapped him on the back. He appeared to be in his 

eighties, slightly shorter than Peter with a shock of thick white hair. His chest and 

arms were thick, remnants of a physique hardened by manual labor. Even in his 

advanced years he had an athletic way about his manner of moving.  

 When he pulled away from Habit the old man looked at Peter and studied 

him with serious gray eyes. “So this is him?” 

 Habit nodded. “It’s him.” 

 Something about the old man seemed familiar to Peter. The set of his 

shoulders, the angle of his jaw, his eyes, mouth, even the way he spoke. Peter 



knew this man but he didn’t know how. Another part of his past that was a 

mystery. 

 The man approached Peter and stuck out his hand. Peter took it.  

 “Son,” the man said, shaking Peter’s hand, “I’m Jedidiah Patrick. We got a 

lot to talk about.” 
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Jedidiah turned and entered the house; Habit and Peter followed. The interior 

was furnished with antiques and rustic pieces. The door opened to a great room 

with a cathedral ceiling. To the right were a small kitchen and two closed doors, 

no doubt a bedroom and bathroom. Deer antlers and rifles of every size and 

caliber decorated the walls of the great room and from the peak of the ceiling 

hung a chandelier made of moose antlers.  

 Jedidiah headed for the kitchen. “Sit down. Sit down. Would you like some 

coffee? I just put some on.” 

 Habit declined but Peter, both awestruck and intensely curious, agreed. 

“Please. Sugar, no cream.” 

 Jedidiah shook his head. “Same as me.” 

 Minutes later he returned with two steaming cups of coffee, handed one to 

Peter, and sat on a chair opposite the sofa where Peter sat. 

 Jedidiah sipped at his coffee, not taking his eyes off Peter the whole time. 

“Amazing,” he finally said. “I didn’t think I’d ever get to meet you. Half of me didn’t 

want to.” 

 Peter glanced at Habit, then back at Jedidiah. “I’m not sure I understand.” 

 “You will,” Jedidiah said. “I’ll get to that part. But you need to know the 

whole story.” 



 “I just want to know where my wife and daughter are.” Peter reached into 

his pocket and retrieved the folded piece of paper with the photos of Karen and 

Lilly. He handed it to Jedidiah. “Do you know them?” 

 Jedidiah held the paper and stared at the photos for a long time. Tears 

welled in his eyes and he blinked them away. He smiled, nodded. “Yes, I know 

them. My, it’s been so long.” 

 “Do you know where they are?” Peter still wasn’t sure what was going on 

but he was getting impatient. 

 Sadness clouded Jedidiah’s eyes. “Yes. I do.” 

 Peter moved to the edge of the sofa. “Where? Tell me. Are they all right?” 

 Jedidiah put the paper on a coffee table but kept his eyes on the images of 

Karen and Lilly. “I must begin at the beginning.” 

 “I don’t have time for stories,” Peter said. He knew he sounded rude and 

didn’t want to insult his odd host but his desperation was rising. “I need to know 

where they are.” 

 Habit raised a hand. “You’ll want to hear this. You need to hear this.” 

 Peter calmed himself, sat back on the sofa. 

 Jedidiah took another sip of coffee. “I joined the Army as soon as I 

graduated high school. I was seventeen. Lied to get in. The war was just starting 

for us, the Japs had just bombed Pearl Harbor, and I wanted in. I was young, 

athletic, a dead shot with my Winchester model seventy, and full of love for this 

country.” He paused as if to add impact to his declaration of patriotism. “In ’42 a 

call went out for volunteers to form a new ranger battalion. I was the first to sign 

on. It seemed like an assignment made for me.” 

 He took another sip of coffee and licked his lips. Peter looked around the 

great room and found a display of all Jedidiah’s medals propped on the large 

mantel above the stone fireplace. 



 “It didn’t take me long to fit in there,” Jedidiah said. He shook his head as he 

stared at the floor, still holding his mug. “I seemed to have a sixth sense about 

things, combat things. Least, that’s what the captain said.” He paused again, a 

distant reminiscent look glazing his eyes. 

 After a few long seconds, Habit cleared his throat.  

 Jedidiah scratched his nose, took another sip of coffee. “Well, a lot 

happened in Europe. We got ourselves into some horribly sticky situations. A lot 

of them I still don’t know how we made it out of. Eventually, I made it to Captain 

and then the war ended. First thing I did was marry my high school sweetheart. I 

went home, got a job at the local supermarket, and nine months later we had our 

first child. I tried to forget about the war but something like that, you don’t forget 

so easily. Life was good for a few years. I was moving on, making a living, 

providing for my family.” 

 Jedidiah stopped and stared at the pictures of Karen and Lilly again on the 

coffee table. He took another long sip of coffee. Peter lifted his mug and drank 

some too. 

 “Then North Korea invaded South Korea,” Jedidiah said. “The Korean War 

started and we got involved. I was drafted, called back into duty. I left my wife 

and baby girl and went back to fightin’. I won’t bore you with the details of that 

war but it weren’t pretty, I’ll tell you that much. More than once, more than twice . 

. . more than a handful of times, I thought I was a goner, said my good-byes, 

prayed to God to take my soul directly to heaven, but he had other plans for me. 

After the war I went home again. They called me a hero, the perfect soldier, but I 

didn’t feel special at all. I was just another John coming home, hoping to pick up 

where I’d left off.” 

 Peter scooted forward on the sofa. “Jedidiah,” he glanced at the paper and 

the photos on the table. “What were the names of your wife and daughter?” 



 Jedidiah picked up the paper and touched the picture of Karen. “Karen and 

Lillian. We called her Lilly, sometimes Lil.” 

 Peter sat back on the sofa, numb. After a second or two a chill started at the 

top of his scalp and raced down his spine as if someone had cracked open his 

skull and dumped a pitcher of ice water in it. His fingers tingled, his toes too. He 

felt the weight of Habit’s stare on him. Jedidiah remained quiet. 

 Peter opened his mouth to speak but his throat felt as dry as a sock, his 

mouth as though it were stuffed with cotton balls. He swallowed to work up some 

saliva. Finally, he said, “I . . . I don’t understand.” He leaned forward and tapped 

the sheet of paper. “This is my wife and my daughter. Karen and Lilly. Lillian.” 

 Jedidiah crossed his legs and studied Peter with narrowed eyes. 

 Peter turned to Habit. “What’s going on here? You know, don’t you?” 

 After uncrossing his legs, Jedidiah leaned forward. “I can explain this . . . I 

think. It’s amazing, really.” 

 “Is that what you call it?” Peter said. His confusion was turning to anger. 

 “Yes. Really, it is. When I returned from Korea I was approached by a 

Doctor Steffensen. Military doctor. He asked me if I was done serving my country. 

I thought it was an odd question to ask someone who had just fought in two wars 

so I said I was. I had done enough and quite frankly was surprised I’d survived. He 

then asked me if I wanted to do something that would forever benefit America. I 

was intrigued so I went along with it. It was the Centralia Project. Or more 

specifically, the Gemini Project, which was part of Centralia.” 

 “What does this have to do with Karen and Lilly?” Peter said. 

 “I’m getting there. Please, let me explain. The Gemini Project’s primary 

purpose was to perfect the science of somatic cell nuclear transfer. Know what 

that is?” 

 Peter shrugged and shook his head. He’d read it in the file about Jedidiah 

on the computer in the bunker.  



 “It’s a fancy term for cloning.” He paused and stared at Peter as if waiting 

for a reaction. 

 But Peter was struck motionless. Of course, the lamp that kept popping up 

in the rooms in his dream. Gemini. Realization had come quickly and he 

understood—or at least thought he understood—where this was going.  

 “The science was in its infancy then, lots of theorizing and testing. The 

Germans had tinkered with it for years and came pretty close on several 

occasions. But they didn’t have the ability to do it with humans until the early 

sixties,” Jedidiah continued. “And they didn’t perfect it until 1984. That’s when the 

first cloned human was born to the Gemini project.” He waited again. 

 A nauseating knot formed in Peter’s stomach. Beads of sweat broke out 

across his brow and face. Anger flushed his cheeks. This couldn’t be happening. It 

had to be more of the psychological torment they’d put him through. They were 

trying to break him down further, destroy his sense of being, his sense of worth 

and autonomy. But it wasn’t, was it? He knew it was real. The old man spoke the 

truth. When Peter looked into Jedidiah’s eyes—those gray, aged eyes—he 

shuddered; it was as though he looked into his own eyes.  

 The images of Jedidiah in his uniform came back to Peter. The resemblance 

that was there, the identical resemblance. He’d thought it was some photo editing 

trickery. But now that he looked deep into Jedidiah’s eyes he knew it wasn’t. 

There was nothing unique about him, Peter Ryan. Nothing at all. He was a carbon 

copy, sixty years younger, of the man who sat before him. 

 “How?” Peter heard himself ask the question but it was as if someone else, 

a total stranger, spoke. “Why?” 

 “They thought I was the perfect soldier and wanted to replicate whatever it 

was I possessed. You were the first but you weren’t the last.” 

 “There are more of me—us—out there?” 



 Jedidiah nodded. “Two that I know of.” He cast a glance toward the 

bedroom door. “Three. But I’ve been out of the picture for years now. They gave 

me this land, built me this home, and basically told me to keep my trap shut. If I 

talk they threatened to do some really bad stuff to me, including death.” 

 “But you’re talking now.” 

 Jedidiah shrugged, tilted his head to one side. “I’m an old man. I fought two 

wars, married the love of my life, had a beautiful daughter, did what I thought was 

the right thing to do for my country, and retired to this paradise. What more can I 

do? Let them come.” 

 Now it was Peter’s turn to lift the sheet of paper with the photos of Karen 

and Lilly. “But how do I have memories of them? Feelings for them? I remember 

so much about Karen, about Lilly. I love them so much. They’re my world. 

Everything.” Still holding the paper he drilled Jedidiah with a look seeking 

answers. “And you’re telling me I never knew them? Never held Karen? Never 

hugged Lilly? They were nothing to me? They never existed in my world?” 

 Jedidiah’s eyes filled with tears and this time he did nothing to dash them 

away. Streams of water trickled down his cheeks. “I’m sorry. I am. My love for 

them must have been such a part of me, of the fabric of my very being, that it 

became part of my DNA and was passed on to you, along with my memories of 

them. It’s amazing.” His studied his hands for a few long moments, then said, “My, 

how I loved them.” 

 A thought struck Peter and put an instant lump in his throat. He placed the 

paper beside him on the sofa. “Where are Karen and Lilly now?” 

 Though he knew the answer, he had to ask the question anyway. Maybe, 

just maybe, by some quirk in his DNA code or some misfire in his brain he’d 

remembered incorrectly. 

 “Gone,” Jedidiah said, and the declaration was like a punch to Peter’s gut. 

“They died over fifty years ago.” 



 “In a car accident.” 

 He nodded. “Yes. Karen was driving Lilly to school.” 

 “And lost control of the car. It slid off the road and into a ravine. The car 

burst into flames and they were both killed.” 

 Jedidiah lifted his head and stared at Peter. “That’s right. You remember.” 

 “But they aren’t my memories.” He no longer knew which were his 

memories and which weren’t. Suddenly, Peter was overtaken by a profound sense 

of loss. He had no wife, no daughter. He had no reason to press on, to live. They 

were his reason, or so he had thought. Everything he did was for them, to see 

them again, to hold them again, to hear Lilly’s laugh and feel Karen’s body against 

his. Tears pushed behind his eyes and he struggled to keep them dammed. 

Finally, to Habit he said, “And how do you fit into all this?” 

 Habit glanced at Jedidiah as if seeking approval to speak. Jedidiah nodded. 

“Jedidiah is my great uncle,” Habit said. “When I was old enough I joined the Army 

and they quickly noticed that I possessed many of the same traits as him. Family 

resemblance, I guess you could say. They recruited then trained me to be your 

handler, to never leave your side. And I didn’t until you fumbled on the mission in 

Afghanistan and they pulled you from the project.” 

 “I couldn’t take the shot,” Peter said. So at least that part was true. 

 “No. You couldn’t. They never planned on that, on you having morals and a 

heart. They decommissioned you but not the Centralia Project. Or the Gemini 

Project. You were still useful to them, of course, for obvious reasons. But in order 

to keep you around they had to brainwash you, reprogram your mind, your 

emotions, your moral compass, everything.” 

 “Scrub and imprint.” 

 “That’s what they call it. But something triggered your memory. Who 

knows what it was; could have been anything. You started remembering things, 



details you could never know. They couldn’t risk you blowing their project, so 

they put a hit out on you.” 

 “You.” 

 Habit nodded. “Me. After you so easily foiled their first attempt. But after 

you found the bunker, Nichols convinced them to let you live. He swore he could 

salvage you, reprogram you yet again.” 

 “Them? Who’s them?” 

 “Don’t know and never will. The project goes all the way to the Pentagon 

but it’s totally off the books. My guess is that someone there is calling the shots. 

Nichols isn’t, not ultimately. I know that.” 

 Peter rubbed his face with both hands. This was too weird, too far out. It 

was unbelievable and yet for some odd reason he totally believed it.  

 “It’s a lot to take in,” Jedidiah said. “Believe me, I’m sitting in my chair 

looking at myself sixty years ago. They never let me have any contact with you or 

the others. I knew you existed but that was it.” 

 “Where are the others?” Peter asked. 

 Habit shrugged and frowned. “Who knows? Two of them are in Afghanistan 

or Iraq, maybe somewhere in Africa. They’d be in their mid-twenties by now.” 

 “Do they know what they are?” 

 “No. They were raised in Centralia, underground, with a surrogate mother. 

They grew up thinking their father was a war hero, killed in action. It ingrains 

that sense of patriotism and loyalty.” 

 Peter eyed Habit curiously. “You said two of them. Where’s the third?” 

 Jedidiah said, “It’s time, Lawrence.” 

 Habit took a deep breath. “After they birthed the three of you, for some 

reason they had a bunch of miscarriages. Years’ worth. It just wasn’t taking 

anymore. So they decided to shake things up, try something new. They altered the 



gender. And it worked. The last clone was a female. Recently, she began having 

memories as well.” 

 “Who is she?” 

 Habit looked at Jedidiah. “Ready?” 

 Jedidiah dipped his chin. “Bring them out.” 

 Habit stood and crossed the great room. He paused before the closed 

bedroom door and knocked quietly, then opened it. Moments later a woman 

emerged followed by a small girl. The pair from the bunker. 
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“This is Nora and Maddy,” Habit said. He stood behind the girl, Maddy, and rested 

his big hands on her shoulders. “They both know the truth now too.” 

 Nora took Maddy’s hand and led her to the sofa, where they sat next to 

Peter. Maddy looked up at Peter with large blue eyes. “Thank you for rescuing us.” 

Her voice was soft and serious. 

 Peter struggled to swallow past the lump that had once again lodged in his 

throat. She reminded him so much of Lilly, or who he had imagined Lilly to be. 

She, this precious girl, would be his reason to go on, to survive, to live. She was so 

innocent, so pure. He couldn’t let a thing happen to her. 

 Nora leaned toward Peter and put a hand on his. “Yes, thank you.” 

 Peter forced a smile. “How did you get here?” 

 “Lawrence found us,” Nora said. “After you went down. You were so far 

ahead of us. I saw you hit the ground, saw the men come after you. I thought 

they’d killed you. We turned and ran the other way and that’s when Lawrence 

appeared.” 

 “Where’s Amy?” 

 Habit sat in the chair. “She’s at a safe location. She feels terrible about her 

role in all of this.” 

 In the distance, the faint sound of a chopper’s blades beat the air. 

 Peter and Habit locked eyes.  



 Jedidiah stood and moved across the room. His swiftness belied his age. 

“Take Nora and Maddy and get out,” he said. “I’ll hold them off.” 

 Nora clutched Maddy and held the girl close. 

 Jedidiah opened a gun safe and pulled out two rifles. He tossed one to 

Habit. 

 Habit turned to Peter. “There’s an emergency exit through the floor, a 

tunnel that will drop you out farther down the mountain.” 

 “Won’t they be expecting that?” Peter said. 

 Jedidiah lifted an area rug to reveal a trapdoor in the wood flooring. “They 

don’t know about it,” he said. “I thought this day would come sooner or later, 

when they’d need to get rid of the evidence. I prepared myself.” 

 Outside, the chopper’s thumping grew ever closer and louder. 

 “Quickly now,” Jedidiah said. “Down you go.” He handed Peter a rifle and a 

handgun. “Just in case.” 

 Habit handed Peter an envelope. “Hang on to this. It’s your ticket out of this 

world.” 

 Habit then lifted the trapdoor. Beneath it was a dirt tunnel lined with 

corrugated metal that dropped about twenty feet then turned south. A wooden 

ladder fastened to the wall provided a way to descend. It must have taken 

Jedidiah years to complete. 

 The chopper was now overhead, the concussion of its blades almost 

deafening. The windows of the house rattled, the floor vibrated. 

 “Go,” Habit shouted. “We’ll hold them off.” 

 Crouched by one of the front windows, Jedidiah looked their way, gave a 

thumbs-up, then waved them on. 

 Peter tapped Nora’s shoulder. “I’ll go first, then Maddy, then you.” 

 She nodded, worry and fear etching deep lines in her brow. 



 Maddy, though, seemed to be unfazed. She ran to Jedidiah and wrapped her 

hands around his waist. He smiled, said something to her that Peter couldn’t 

understand, then patted her head. She then hugged Habit. 

 “Let’s go,” Peter said. 

 He descended the ladder and waited for Nora and Maddy to do the same. 

When Nora’s head had cleared the floor, Habit lowered the trapdoor back into 

place and darkness closed in on them. 

 Peter helped Maddy off the ladder, then Nora. “It’s okay,” he said. “Stay put 

and let me get a feel for where we are.” 

 The darkness was oppressive, almost palpable, and seemed to have a 

weight all its own. 

 Above, they could hear hurried footsteps on the floor, then the pop-pop-pop 

of gunfire. 

 Peter frantically felt the walls of the tunnel, searching for any source of 

light. He had no idea how long this tunnel was or what kind of turns or drops it 

took. He didn’t like the idea of groping around in the dark, buried two stories 

underground, in a metal tube barely wider than his shoulders. Finally, his hands 

found a small plastic box. He unlatched it and lifted the lid. It was filled with 

objects of various sizes and textures but there was one that was unmistakable. A 

flashlight. Peter switched it on and a swath of light illuminated the tunnel. 

 The firefight continued above. Gunfire, muffled by earth and floor, sounded 

like raindrops on a tin roof. 

 “C’mon, let’s go,” Peter said. “We need to move fast.” He knew Habit and the 

old man wouldn’t be able to hold them off for long. If the chopper had found them, 

it was a sure bet that ground forces wouldn’t be far behind. Soon the two men 

would be overwhelmed by sheer numbers and would be forced to either 

surrender or fight to the end. 



 On all fours, the threesome crawled, Peter in the lead, keeping the light 

pointed southward. Behind them darkness loomed and in front the light reached 

twenty, thirty feet, then was swallowed by what appeared to be an abyss of 

emptiness.  Surprisingly, though, the tunnel was clean and free of rodents. The 

exit must be tightly sealed to keep water and animals out, Peter thought. 

 They crawled in silence for what seemed to be at least a quarter of a mile. 

Finally, the tunnel took a slight turn upward and the light found an exit hatch. 

 Nora blew out a breath. “Oh, thank God.” 

 The exit hatch was round and had a hand wheel in the center to seal it from 

outside exposure. Peter grasped the wheel and pulled counterclockwise. The 

wheel moaned as it broke loose from its locked position and began to turn. 

 Muted sunlight flooded the tunnel when the hatch swung open. Peter half-

expected there to be armed men waiting for them but the surrounding forest was 

quiet and void of any gun-toting hitmen. He helped Nora and Maddy from the 

tunnel then surveyed their surroundings. The tunnel had opened on the side of a 

hill, the opening protected and hidden by a stand of serviceberry. Around them 

stood giant pines, oaks, and maples, their branches offering a shield from any 

hovering aircraft looking for three fugitives. 

 “Are you both okay?” Peter asked Nora and Maddy. 

 They both nodded. Nora looked around and rubbed her forehead. “Which 

way do we go?” 

 Peter reached into his pocket to retrieve the envelope Habit had handed 

him. 

 Maddy touched Peter’s arm lightly and said, “What’s your real name?” 

 Peter looked at her but didn’t answer right away. What was his name? His 

real name. Truth was, he didn’t have one. He was called Jed Patrick after Jedidiah; 

he was then named Peter Ryan as part of his brainwashing and new identity. He 

was a man with no real identity of his own and no name. He was a ghost. “It’s still 



Peter.” It was the best he could do. Peter was the only name he felt any kind of 

connection with. 

 Maddy tilted her head to the left, something Lilly used to do. “Can I call you 

Mr. Peter?” 

 “Sure.” 

 “Okay. Mr. Peter?” 

 Peter opened the envelope. “Yes?” 

 “What’s going to happen now?” 

 Peter pulled his attention away from the envelope and studied the girl’s 

innocent face. There were questions there but no fear. “I don’t know, sweetie. I’m 

hoping what’s in this envelope will help us out with that.” 

 He slipped the contents from the envelope and unfolded a bundle of 

papers. They were birth certificates, three of them. One for Eric Bingsley, born in 

Baltimore, Maryland; one for Angela Anders, born in Hartford, Connecticut; and a 

newer one for Abigail Anders, also born in Hartford. Included in the bundle was a 

map of the Coeur D’Alene National Forest in northern Idaho. A star marked a 

location along a service road deep in the heart of the forest. 

 Also in the bundle was a smaller sealed manila envelope. Peter broke the 

seal and slipped out a pair of keys, two driver’s licenses for Eric Bingsley and 

Angela Anders, and a fold of hundred dollar bills totaling ten thousand dollars. 

 “What’s it for, Mr. Peter?” Maddy said. 

 Peter tucked all the contents back into the envelope and stuffed it into the 

front pocket of his pants. “A new life, sweetie. For all of us.” 

 Trekking down the mountain, Peter led the way. The terrain was rough but 

not impassable. The soil was soft but the carpet of pine needles as well as the 

stones that jutted from the ground like worn molars provided some traction.  

 They’d traveled not even twenty minutes, picking their way along at a pace 

slower than Peter liked, when he simultaneously heard the distinct crack of a gun 



and felt something slam into the back of his left shoulder. The force threw him 

forward and spun him around. Immediately, he hollered for Nora and Maddy to 

get down even as another gunshot ripped through the still forest air. 
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Nora lay on the ground, facedown, Maddy pressed up against her. Peter had hit 

the ground too. His shoulder burned like a hot poker had worked its way into the 

muscle surrounding it and now wrenched this way and that. He tried to move it 

but it was useless, any activation of the muscles surrounding the shoulder sent 

that poker deeper into the tissue. 

 Below them, about forty feet, sat an outcropping of boulders. They needed 

some cover. 

 Another shot sounded and dirt kicked up to Peter’s left.  

 Peter slid Nora the rifle. “Take it and head for the rocks. I’ll cover you. Stay 

low and use the trees for protection.” 

 Eyes wide with fear, Nora grabbed the rifle and nodded. 

 Peter rolled onto his left side, ignoring the pain that ate at his nerves, and 

lifted the handgun with his right. “Go,” he said to Nora and Maddy. He squeezed 

off three rounds as they scrambled to their feet and took off for the rocks. 

 More shots came from the higher ground. Peter returned fire and prayed 

that Nora and Maddy had made it to the outcropping safely. He stole a glance 

behind him and didn’t see them.  

 Rolling to a tree five feet to his right, Peter got to his feet and used the thick 

pine for cover. He had seven rounds left and the best he could tell there were at 

least five gunman. He needed better cover than this tree.  



 Holding his left arm close to his body to minimize the jarring, Peter took off 

running, one tree to the next, zigzagging his way down the hill. Bullets zinged 

around him, took chunks out of the trees, and sprayed dirt. One nicked the flesh 

on the back of his right arm. It bit like a snake.  

 When he reached the rocks he ducked behind them and found mother and 

daughter crouched, holding each other tightly.  

 “Are you both okay?” Peter asked. 

 The gunfire had stopped. Their pursuers were advancing.  

 Peter said to Nora, “Take the rifle and go with Maddy. You need to get out 

of here.” 

 “Go where?” Nora said. 

 Peter handed her the envelope. “Here. I’ll hold them off.” 

 “And what about you, Mr. Peter?” Maddy asked. 

 “I’ll find you.” Though he knew he wouldn’t. He’d hold off the gunmen long 

enough for Nora and Maddy to escape but the odds of survival were not in his 

favor. “Now go. Quickly. They’re coming.” 

 Mother and daughter stood, Nora holding the girl’s hand with her left and 

the rifle in her right.  

 “Ready?” Peter said. 

 They both nodded.  

 “Go!” 

 Hand in hand, they took off down the hill. The moment they cleared the 

rocks, Peter popped up and scanned the area above them. Two gunmen slid out 

from behind trees and raised their weapons but before they could get off a shot 

Peter dropped them both with two quick shots. 

 Another bullet came from his left and ricocheted off the rock. Peter spun, 

found the shooter, and pulled the trigger. Bark exploded off the tree next to the 

man. 



 Four rounds left. 

 Movement caught Peter’s eye higher up the mountain. Two more men 

dashed out from behind a tree. Peter fired twice, hitting one in the chest but 

missing the other. 

 Two men remained, one about thirty yards to his left, ten o’clock, the other 

higher up the mountain, fifty yards, at one o’clock. 

 He had only two shots left. He needed to draw them out into the open. He 

knew he was a quicker shot than they were. If they exposed themselves he could 

aim and get off a round before they could. But he didn’t want to initiate a 

confrontation too soon. Nora and Maddy needed time to descend the mountain 

and get a safe distance away.  

 Peter moved around to the right of the boulder, putting the bulk of it 

between himself and the gunman to his left. From this vantage point he would be 

able to focus on the gunman farther up the mountain. Every movement, though, 

sent jarring pain through his arm, shoulder, and neck. The left side of his shirt 

was now soaked and clung to his body like plastic wrap. 

 Leaning against the cool rock, Peter breathed a prayer—for Nora, for 

Maddy, for himself. If he was to get out of this alive it would not be by his own 

doing. 

 Before he could talk himself out of it, Peter lunged away from the rock. Pine 

needles crackled, leaves crunched. But instead of committing himself forward, he 

stopped his progress and quickly pushed back. The distraction worked, though. 

Hearing the commotion, the gunman peeked out from behind his tree, rifle raised. 

Peter had only the smallest target. He aimed, pulled the trigger. Bark flew and the 

gunman cursed. He’d only succeeded in knocking the rifle from the man’s hands. 

 Without a moment’s hesitation, Peter stepped out again, this time far 

enough that the man to his left could see him. The gunman on the higher ground 

hadn’t retrieved his gun yet. He was crouched by the tree, holding his hand. 



Pressing his left arm to his body, Peter ran forward, up the hill, keeping an eye on 

the position of the gunman to his left. 

 As planned, the man showed himself. He swung out from behind the tree, 

rifle raise, and just before he hit the ground, Peter saw the muzzle flash. As he fell, 

Peter raised his handgun and fired at the gunman, hitting him square in the chest. 

The man’s arms flew up, the rifle sailed, and he fell back, motionless.  

 Frantically, Peter continued scrambling up the hill. If he could reach the 

other gunman before he retrieved his gun there would be a fighting chance. But 

when he was still thirty feet away the man launched himself forward, scooped up 

the rifle with his left hand while holding his right hand against his chest. He spun 

around and pointed it at Peter. 

 “Hold it! Stop right there!” 

 Peter pulled up, panting, sweating. His arm was going numb; his hand and 

forearm swelling. Blood dripped from his fingertips. He was growing weaker by 

the second. 

 “Hands up,” the man hollered. 

 Peter raised his right hand. His heart hammered in his chest. This was it. 

This was how it would all end. In the woods, alone, with no one to even witness 

his death. He was glad for that, though. He wouldn’t want Nora or Maddy to see 

this. He prayed again that they were far enough away and that they’d make it to 

the cabin in Idaho, someway, somehow; that they’d be safe and able to start a new 

life. 

 A familiar voice spoke then from an unseen location. “You’re a difficult man 

to hold on to, Peter.” 

 Nichols. His voice was unmistakable. He emerged from behind the trunk of 

an ancient oak, hands behind his back, head held high, like a big-game hunter who 

had just brought down his prize trophy and now wanted to gloat in his victory. 



 The gunman approached Peter cautiously, making sure to keep enough 

distance between them to avoid any hand-to-hand engagement. As he drew 

closer, though, Peter noticed two fingers missing from his right hand. He held the 

rifle tight against his shoulder, but still it wavered. He’d gone pale and his skin 

glistened from a cold sweat. 

 “They want me to discontinue you, you know,” Nichols said. He too made 

his way closer to Peter, carefully navigating the rocky, sloped terrain. 

 Peter said nothing. Because there was nothing to say, no argument to 

make, no sentence to deliver. He didn’t want to give Nichols the satisfaction of 

hearing him beg, either. 

 Nichols and the gunman stepped closer to Peter until they were ten feet 

away. Nichols put a hand on the gunman’s shoulder. “I don’t want to kill you, 

though. There’s still more to do. But you know those military types. They do want 

their orders followed. They’re so obsessive about it.” He drew in a deep, 

melodramatic breath. “So I guess I have to reluctantly comply.” 

 Peter’s mind whirled, searching for any way out of the situation, but there 

was none. He was trapped, had no plan and no options. End of the road. 

 “But I don’t have to watch,” Nichols said. He tapped the gunman on the 

shoulder. “Whenever you’re ready.” Then he turned his back to Peter and began 

making his way back up the hill. 

 The gunman repositioned his feet and tucked the stock of the gun even 

tighter against his shoulder. He tilted his head to the left to bring Peter into the 

gun’s sights. 

 Peter tensed. He had to do something; he wasn’t about to go down without 

a fight. But if he lunged at the gunman he’d be dropped before he could take one 

complete step. 

 Nichols continued up the hill. Every now and then his shoes would slip on 

the pine needles. 



 But before Peter could do anything the crack of a gun sounded and he 

flinched, thinking it was the end. Nichols spun around. The gunman wavered, 

lowered the rifle slowly, then went to his knees. A hole the size of a quarter oozed 

bright-red blood from side of his head.  

 Nichols reached inside his coat, but before he could draw his own weapon, 

Peter snatched the rifle from the falling gunman and aimed it at Nichols. “Don’t do 

it,” he said. 

 Nichols froze, his hand still buried in his coat, feet wide, eyes intent and 

serious. 

 Peter quickly closed the gap between himself and Nichols, keeping the rifle 

trained on Nichols’s head. “Pull it out and drop it.” 

 Nichols slowly removed his hand in which he held not a handgun but 

rather an envelope. 

 From Peter’s right, Nora and Maddy emerged from behind a stand of three 

close pines. They walked quickly to Peter, Nora still grasping the rifle she’d just 

used to put down the gunman. When she reached Peter she said, “Maddy 

wouldn’t let me leave you.” 

 Peter gave them both a subtle smile then said to Nichols, “What’s in the 

envelope?” 

 “My insurance.” 

 “Throw it on the ground in front of you.” 

 The envelope landed midway between Peter and Nichols. Peter moved 

forward and picked it up, keeping the gun on Nichols the whole time. He handed 

the envelope to Nora. “Can you open that, please?” 

 Nora opened the envelope and slid out a packet of papers. She unfolded 

them and scanned the top sheet. 

 “What is it?” Peter asked. 



 Nichols stood relaxed, his arms at his sides, his eyes bouncing back and 

forth between Nora and Peter. 

 Nora held out the papers. “You’ll want to see this for yourself.”  

 Peter stared at them, not sure he wanted to know what was printed there. 

He’d been told so many lies already, how could he ever sort it all out? He still 

wasn’t even sure Jedidiah’s story about the cloning was the real explanation. It 

made sense, sure, but anything would make sense if the hearer was desperate 

enough for the truth.  

 “Here,” Nora said. She handed the bundle to Peter and pointed her own 

rifle toward Nichols. 

 Peter took a deep breath and read the top page. It was a military medical 

report for a Lieutenant Roger Abernathy. Abernathy had apparently spent time in 

Walter Reed Medical Center after suffering severe head trauma, six contusions 

across the cerebral cortex. Terms like blunt force trauma, comatose, unresponsive, 

vegetative state, and death jumped out at him. 

 “Who is Abernathy?” Peter asked, even while an eel squirmed in his 

stomach. 

 “Keep going,” Nichols said. 

 Peter flipped to the next page and nearly dropped the papers. There was a 

picture of him in his dress blues, an official Navy photo. He was Roger Abernathy, 

Navy Seal. 

 The forest floor seemed to shift beneath his feet. The trees overhead and all 

around loomed menacingly, their branches reaching for him. It couldn’t be him. 

 “You were the best,” Nichols said. 

 Peter didn’t look up from the paper. He stared at it but read none of the 

words. They were just black letters floating in a white sea. 

 Nichols took a step closer. “It was an ambush. You were part of a team sent 

to rescue our ambassador to Kenya. His convoy had been attacked, everyone 



killed except him. A group of rebels held him hostage and we needed to get him 

out. But someone must have tipped off the rebels. They knew you were coming. 

Casualties were high.” He paused to shove his hands into his pockets. “You were 

beaten to within an inch of your life. It was a miracle we got you out; even more of 

a miracle that you survived. The doctors at Walter Reed wanted to pull the plug 

on you but I wouldn’t let them. I believed in you, Roger. You were the best I’d ever 

seen. I knew if anyone could pull out of that coma it would be you. And you did, 

but . . .” 

 Peter looked up. “But what?” 

 “You had complete amnesia. Couldn’t remember a thing. Doctors said 

considering how extensive your brain damage was you would probably never 

regain your memory.” 

 “So you decided to give me a new memory.” 

 “That’s simplifying it, but yes. Physically you made a complete recovery, 

maybe even in better shape than you were before, if that was possible. 

Emotionally you were stable. You just had no memory. Your mind was a complete 

blank.” 

 “And what about my family? Did you contact them?” 

 Nichols sighed, ran the toe of his shoe in a line in the dirt. “You had no 

family, Roger. Your father walked out when you were ten and was never seen 

again. Your mother and little sister were both killed in a car accident. Their names 

were—” 

 “Karen and Lilly.” 

 Nichols hesitated, stared at Peter as if giving him a moment to process this 

new information. “You were raised at an orphanage in Wisconsin. The Navy 

became your family. And after your injury and recovery we retrained you. That’s 

what the Centralia Project was all about. You were the first and the best until bits 

and pieces of your past started resurfacing. We tried to weave them seamlessly 



with the imprinting we were doing but there’s no substitute for the real deal. 

Finally, we had to retire you.” 

 Holding the papers in one hand and the rifle in the other, Peter kept his 

eyes on Nichols as he said, “Nora, take Maddy and head down the mountain.” 

 Nora started to protest but Peter silenced her. “Please, Nora. I’ll catch up 

with you.” 

 She and the girl left and Peter stood statue still until he no longer heard 

their footsteps. He then balanced the rifle against his leg while he grasped the 

paper in his hand and crumpled it. 

 “Lies,” he said. “More lies.” He tossed the ball of paper onto the ground. 

 There was no mistaking the truth of what he’d seen in Jedidiah’s eyes: he’d 

seen himself, as simply and clearly as if he had looked into a mirror. Of all the 

stories he’d been fed and explanations he’d been given Jedidiah’s was the most 

unlikely but the one he’d most believed. Jedidiah’s love for his wife and daughter 

had been so intense and so real that it had become part of his very fiber, part of 

his DNA. And little Lilly’s faith, which she’d gotten from her father, had been so 

genuine and so deep that it had become a part of who she was, down to the code 

of her DNA. And all of that had been passed on to Peter: the love, the loyalty, the 

trust. There was no denying it. 

 Peter picked up the rifle and pointed it at Nichols, who raised his hands, 

stepped backwards, and almost fell. 

 “Roger—Peter, wait. Please. You have to listen to me. Listen to the truth.” 

 “Take out your wallet,” Peter said. 

 Nichols hesitated.  

 “Now! Do it,” Peter hollered. 

 Nichols reached inside his jacket and pulled out a black wallet.  

 “Throw it to me.” 

 Nichols tossed the wallet to Peter. 



 “Now your phone.” 

 Nichols retrieved his phone. 

 “Throw it to me.” 

 He complied. 

 Peter picked up the phone and wallet. “Now turn around and get on your 

knees.” 

 Nichols’s face twisted into an awful scowl. “If you’re going to kill me, do it 

while you look me in the eyes. This isn’t how you were trained.” 

 Peter walked to Nichols and stopped just short of an arm’s length away. 

“Fine. Get on your knees facing me.” 

 Nichols straightened his back and glared at Peter. 

 Peter swung the butt of the rifle around and caught Nichols along the side 

of the head. He listed to the side, stumbled, and struggled to regain his balance. 

While he was fumbling, Peter shoved Nichols with his foot. Nichols fell and landed 

on the ground, facedown. 

 Quickly, Peter put a foot on Nichols’ back and the barrel of the rifle to his 

head. “I should kill you. That’s what you trained me to do, isn’t it? Kill without 

mercy, without remorse. You created me like some Frankenstein monster. And 

now we’ve come full circle and I hold your life in my hands. And you want me to 

do what I was trained to do.” 

 “So do it!” Nichols hollered. He was crying now, whimpering like a scared 

child. 

 “No.” Peter pulled the rifle away and lifted his foot. “I’m not a monster like 

you. Roll over.” 

 Nichols turned over on the ground. His face was red and wet from tears 

and sweat. Fear widened his bloodshot eyes. 



 “Do you know how far it is to Utica, Mr. Nichols? About forty-five miles. It’s 

a good ten mile hike just to get out of this forest. I hope you know your way 

around in the outdoors.” 

 Peter then turned and left, not looking back once to see if Nichols had 

climbed to his feet. 



FIFTY-TWO 
 

 

 

 

 

 

The map Habit had given Peter led to a stretch of the Coeur D’Alene National 

Forest near the Montana state line. Two cabins, a hundred yards apart, sat miles 

off any regularly traveled path. A third cabin, smaller than the other two, sat a 

quarter mile away, tucked into a clearing and surrounded by towering spruce and 

fir trees.  

 Peter, Nora, and Maddy gathered around an outdoor fire, as they had every 

evening since arriving at the site a month ago. The fire writhed and gyrated, 

sending sparks crackling into the chilly night air. Above, a cloudless sky 

shimmered with millions, maybe billions of stars. Peter wore a sling to support 

his left arm. The shot was a flesh wound, nothing more. It tore through the deltoid 

muscle, narrowly missing the bone. Stitches, the sling, and a robust course of 

antibiotics would have it healed in a couple months. 

 Nora and Maddy had taken the main cabin, a two-bedroom A-frame, and 

Peter occupied the cabin just over a slight rise. He wanted to be within earshot, 

and they’d set up a comm system of sorts using two-way radios.  

 Once a week they all trekked into the town of Coeur D’Alene for groceries 

and other supplies they needed, and to renew reading material at the library. 

Other than that, the remote homesite was where they spent all their time, away 

from people, away from cameras, and miles off the grid. 



 Nora leaned forward and poked at the fire with a stick. Firelight reflected 

off her face, softening the corners of her jaw and the roundness of her cheeks. 

Peter couldn’t deny that she was a beautiful woman. He also couldn’t deny that he 

enjoyed every moment they’d spent together over the past few weeks. Nora and 

Maddy were a remarkable pair. Though Maddy shared no DNA with either Nora 

or her husband, Nora had raised the girl since birth and was her true mother in 

every other sense of the word. On the computer in the Coeur D’Alene library Nora 

had been able to confirm that her husband had indeed died in combat nine 

months ago. He was truly the hero she knew him to be. 

 “I keep thinking,” Nora said, “how do we know they won’t find us here?” 

 She’d mentioned similar concerns several times before. The captivity that 

she’d endured and her inability to protect Maddy there had left scars that would 

take a long time to heal, if ever. 

 Peter broke a stick and tossed half into the fire. “If we’re careful and limit 

our exposure we’ll be okay. This place is a speck on a map, one in a number of 

hunting and camping sites just like it. The forest is dense and desolate. It’d be like 

finding one particular pine needle in a forest of pines.” He looked at Maddy, who 

smiled at him. Her smile always gave him strength, for it radiated confidence and 

certainty, faith and trust. “We’ll be fine,” he said. “We just need to stick together.” 

 “The money will run out eventually,” Nora said. “And then what will we 

do?” 

 Peter dropped the other half of the stick into the fire and watched as the 

flames took over it. “We won’t run out. I’m going to look for a job next week.” 

 “What?” Nora looked up, her eyes wide. “How? Where?” 

 “The people here don’t know me as Peter Ryan or Jed Patrick or Roger 

Abernathy. They only know me as Eric. They don’t know where we live, where 

we’re from, or anything else about us. I’ll get a job lumberjacking. I think I’d like 

that.” 



 Nora was quiet for a few long moments. Finally she said, “I don’t like it, but 

I trust you. If you think it’s okay then . . . okay.” 

 “It’ll be all right,” Peter said. 

 Maddy rested her hand on Nora’s arm. “It will. Mr. Peter will be careful, and 

God will be with us. He’s always with us. He always has been.” 

 They all sat quietly while time passed slowly and the fire danced before 

them, crackling and popping to its own disjointed beat.  

 Finally, Maddy lifted her face and said, “Mr. Peter, I’ve been thinking a lot 

about the dream you said you used to have, the one in the house with all the 

rooms.” 

 “What about it, sweetie?” 

 “Well,” she poked at the fire with a long, slender stick, “you know how you 

told us about the last room, the empty one?” 

 “Sure.” 

 “And you know how you said you thought it meant your past was gone, 

that there was just nothing there?” 

 “Yes. What are you getting at?” 

 She jabbed at a glowing log and sparks floated into the night air ten feet or 

so before cooling and disappearing. “Well, what if it didn’t mean your past?” She 

paused, but Peter could tell she wasn’t done, that her mind churned with some 

thought that had been bouncing around in there for days, ever since he told Nora 

and her about the recurrent dream he’d had. “I mean, the house kinda reminds 

me of a book, and each room is a chapter or a bunch of chapters. And what if the 

last room is the last chapter and it’s blank because God isn’t finished writing it 

yet.” 

 Whether she was aware of it or not, Maddy’s wisdom ran much deeper 

than an eight-year-old’s should. She was right, of course. Peter had been spending 

too much time looking back, trying to find out who he really was, when it was 



now time to look forward. God wasn’t finished with him yet; his story was still 

being written. 

 Peter smiled at Maddy. “Sweetie, you’re amazing. You know that?” 

 Nora pulled her eyes away from the fire and fixed them on Peter. She 

stared at him for a long time, seeming to read his thoughts. Finally, she just smiled 

at him and went back to studying the movement of the flames. 

 Maddy half-giggled and sighed loudly. “Are you two gonna get married?” 

 If Nora’s face blushed Peter couldn’t tell by the light of the fire, but he felt 

his own cheeks redden. He laughed then shook his head. “You get right to the 

point, don’t you, kiddo?” 

 She pulled her shoulders up and smiled sheepishly. “You make a cute 

couple.” 

 Peter didn’t answer the question and neither did Nora. They gazed at each 

other across the fire until Nora finally looked away. Truth was, Peter did have 

feelings for her, deep feelings that had been cultivating over the past two months. 

Time would tell where those feelings would lead him. For now, he’d do his best to 

protect and provide for Nora and Maddy. 

 Maddy grinned wide. “You know, we all have a blank page in front of us. 

Who knows what God will write on it?” 

  



Now get the rest of the story . . .  

 

 

Peter Ryan wakes up on a typical morning only to find his house 

empty, his wife and daughter nowhere to be found. His world is 

shattered after a phone call to a friend confirms the impossible: 

his wife and daughter died in a car accident he does not 

remember. Haunted by faint memories and flashes of details, Peter 

becomes convinced that something isn’t right and begins to 

question reality. When he discovers a note in his daughter’s 

handwriting, strange memories begin to surface that cause him to 

second-guess nearly everything he once believed. Suddenly armed men show up at 

Peter’s home, turning the mysterious puzzle of his past into a dangerous game of cat and 

mouse. On the run and unsure whom to trust, Peter has to discover what’s real and what 

isn’t . . . before he loses everything. 

PURCHASE CENTRALIA NOW! 

 

Jed Patrick is convinced he’s doing all it takes to keep his family 

safe―new names, new location, new identity. But just when he 

thinks he finally has his life back, trained men claiming to be CIA 

agents break in and threaten his wife and daughter, proving once 

and for all his family will never truly be safe until he eliminates 

the agency dead set on hunting him down. Not knowing if Karen 

and Lilly are better off by his side or in hiding, Jed is determined 

to protect them while finding a way to use the classified 

information that he possesses to dismantle the Centralia Project. But he soon learns that 

eliminating Centralia may require compromising his own values. As danger escalates, 

Jed isn’t sure whether there’s anyone or anything he can trust―including his own senses. 

PURCHASE KILL DEVIL NOW! 

https://www.tyndale.com/p/jed-patrick-series-1-centralia/9781414390413
https://www.tyndale.com/p/jed-patrick-series-2-kill-devil/9781496408228

