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For the publishers: 

What if you found a scrap of an illegal document, Scripture from an ancient banned religion? Would you turn it in to Uni-Gov or investigate the forbidden religion? Even more of a dilemma, the words seem to trigger events, making The Find a living thing. 

In my futuristic teen novel THE LIVING FIND, sixteen-year-old Terry and his friends discover James 4:1-10 in an archeological dig, then see the verses fulfilled in events around them. The setting is 2052 in York, Pennsylvania after the Universal War for World Peace that ended in ’26 with a ban on all religions. 

At first fearful, Terry then determines to submit to this new God idea. He and his two friends, Jason and Rachel, go with him to find facts about this religion. They encounter a suspicious teacher, civil guards, a fellow student suspected of murder, underground agents, and an old man who finally shares the gospel with them. The climax involves one friend’s arrest and Terry’s salvation experience. 

The novel has some elements of the supernatural as God and Satan do battle to win Terry’s allegiance. He learns that only God and His Words are light and truth. I chose not to use a Biblical timeline in my story. The main idea explored is “What effect would God’s Word have in a vacuum – for young people who have no notions of God, religion, and so forth?” I believe that God would work in amazing ways to show Himself.

Young adults from age twelve on up will enjoy this fast-paced novel, many of whom enjoy certain types of sci-fi and fantasy. I especially targeted the junior-high boy who is, many times, the most reluctant reader.

As an English teacher for twenty-seven years in various Christian schools, I found the students’ biggest need was to realize the Word of God is alive and applicable to their daily lives. I drew out Biblical principles in the literature, encouraging them to trust the Lord with their present and future needs. 

In courses both at our community college and through the Institute of Children’s Literature, I’ve learned the creative aspects of writing. A group of local writers often critique my work. I have enjoyed the Festival of Faith and Writing in Michigan and the Iowa Summer Writing Festival. 
Published in one local magazine and soon to have a piece in another, I have done both devotional and article writing. Also, I have a second novel almost finished.
THE LIVING FIND may be just the novel you are looking for in a new twist in fiction that emphasizes the role of the Words of the Living God in our walk with Him. Included here are Chapters One and Two.
CHAPTER ONE

“From whence come wars and fightings among you…”

“Dirt, dirt, and more dirt. All I get is dirt,” Terry O’Mannon grumbled. He dropped his trowel, ripped off his hat and triple-filter mask, and stood to stretch his slight frame. Unzipping his asbestoprene coveralls, he pulled at his T-shirt, wiped his face, and then squinted into the shallow hole he’d dug. It’s already the fourth day of the dig. Wish I could find something really ancient and important. 
Terry noticed Rachel Delaware a few feet away, who was one class below him at Franklin Education Center. With her hat and mask discarded beside her, she leaned forward, her jaw set. She’d already found two pieces of pottery, possibly from the  Susquehanna, Native Americans who’d been wiped out nearly three centuries before. Rachel’s long hair lay in a dark braid down her back and loosened strands softened her tan face. Seems like she could be one of their descendants, Terry mused.  

When he caught himself smiling, Terry jerked his gaze past her and the dig area to the large field ready for planting. The air seemed unbelievably clean this afternoon, the sun already hot for May. The turned-up earth smelled fresh and rich. While cultivating a few weeks before, the farmer had found rusty tools and broken pots in this corner of the field. His son, a ’51 graduate of Franklin, had then contacted the school’s new club, the Young Archeologists of America. And now, here they were, the chance Terry and his friends had anticipated all year.

Taking a gulp from his water bottle, Terry studied the other YAA members. All wore prolonged-exposure gear – tan coveralls, white hats, and breathing masks – as protection from harmful solar rays and questionable air purity. Some used trowels or brushes in the two-by-four-foot shelves or holes while others cleaned and cataloged their findings on long tables. It seemed as if everyone had found something – everyone, that is, except him.

Just a week ago, Souders had jabbed his desktop with a gnarled finger, and barked, “When we get to the dig site, turn in even small bits of pottery, people. Every piece of cloth or leather, every scrap of bark, every arrowhead, everything!”  

Mr. Souders was Terry’s tenth-level history teacher and the archeology club’s advisor. Last year, before the club was formed, the aging teacher battled to get government approval for these digs. The Ban of ‘26 hadn’t allowed archeological excavations for over twenty years. Some people thought this was part of Uni-Gov’s attempt to cover up dangerous history. That was probably stupid, but who knew what the all-powerful world governing body was up to? 

One of the government’s civil guards – most of the students called them c-guards – had accompanied the group and stood at the outer edge of the dig. The school had them and so did the stores, office buildings, street corners…they were everywhere: Uni-Gov’s watchful protectors.

Last fall, Terry and his friends had joined the archeology club, excited about exploring old cultures. He hadn’t known then how grueling the work would be, especially since they had to use the old tools. He frowned. Wish we could use the neutrino-scanner that government archeologists use. Just switch the dial to the type of material you’re looking for and it beeps when you get close. 
Terry got back on his knees and began carefully wiping the surfaces of his dig with a stiff brush. In the northwest corner, he swept something that made a crackling noise. “Hey, what’s this?” he whispered. Gently, he brushed the dirt away from a delicate piece of paper about an inch and a half wide and maybe three inches long. 

 Perspiration moistened his forehead as he bit his lip and pondered how to best proceed. With a smaller brush, Terry cleaned layers of fine dust from the paper’s surface, revealing tiny words typed in faded brown ink. Finally, he used rubber-tipped tweezers to lift the paper out of the hole and into a clear plastic bag. He didn’t dare handle the fragile paper with his hands. When he realized he had been holding his breath, he exhaled loudly. 

“Finally find somethin’?” Jason asked. The stocky boy digging behind Terry got up with a grunt, lowered his mask, and came over. “Uh, I don’t think these folks had little typed books back in the 1700’s. Sorry, man, but it looks like just a scrap of paper. Probably only a few years old.” 

“Yeah, maybe so,” Terry said with a grin. “But it’s the first thing I’ve found!” 

They stood side by side, squinting through the plastic to read the print. A large number four stood to the left of the first three lines of type. As Terry read aloud, he stumbled over the unfamiliar words: “From whence come wars and fightings among you? Come they not hence, even of your lusts that war in your members?”

“What kind of zorky thing is that?” Jason asked, scratching his head under dirty blonde hair. “Wars and fightings?” 

“I don’t know. Part of a political pamphlet maybe. Something from the Big War?” Terry flipped the paper over. Nothing there. “I’ll go ask Souders. He’s taught history so long he should know something about what it could be.” 

He sauntered over to the tables, pleased that he finally had something to show for himself. “You said every scrap of whatever!” he called to his teacher who was bent over a narrow aluminum table covered with items already cleaned and tagged. 

Mr. Souders took the plastic bag Terry waved in front of him. He adjusted his glasses and peered at Terry’s find. Suddenly, the man’s nostrils flared and his lips pursed like the thing was covered in bio-chem germs. He pushed the bag back at Terry. “Trash, just trash, boy! Certainly not from the Native Americans.” Mr. Souders’ face had gone white and his hand trembled.

“But—” 


“Means nothing. Throw it out!” Deep lines cut into the man’s forehead as he returned his attention to the table.

Terry’s excitement plummeted into his stomach. Stunned and confused, he thought, Weird reaction. Why is he getting all upset about it if it’s just trash? Terry shoved the bag into a large pocket in his coveralls. 

“Man, I really thought I had something,” he muttered. As he shuffled toward his site, he heard angry shouts a few feet away. Two of the older boys were shoving each other and pointing at a long, rusty rifle whose ends jutted into both their digs. 

“I saw it first!” shouted the shorter one, a wiry, dark-haired boy named Anthony.

“Most of it’s in my dig,” red-haired Pete shouted back, “so I should get the credit for it!” 

“Yeah?” Anthony snarled. He made a fist and pulled back, just as Mr. Souders stepped up behind him, grabbed his arm, and spoke in a stern but quiet voice. Even the   c-guard started toward the boys but then stopped, evidently figuring Souders had everything under control. 

As Terry returned to his dig, he rolled his eyes toward Jason. “Wow, I guess these finds are kind of competitive. They sure want credit for this stuff! Talk about ‘wars and fightings,’ huh?” A slight shiver rippled across his shoulders as he remembered the mysterious words.

“Yeah, like on the paper,” Jason asked.  “So what’d old Souders think of your find? Anything?” 

“Nah, says it’s just trash. Strange reaction, though.” 

“What do ya mean?”

“Well, it’s like he got scared. His hand shook when he shoved the paper back at me.” Terry pulled the bag from his pocket. Then, with one hand cupped over his mouth, he whispered, “Hey, maybe it’s something illegal!”

Jason grunted. “Yeah, right, Detective.” He chuckled as he went back to his work. 

With his back slightly to Rachel, Terry glanced over her way. 

Without warning, she smiled up at him with large, inquisitive brown eyes. “What, O’ Mannon? Have I got dirt on my face?”

Terry felt his face redden. “No, of c-course not,” he stammered. “It’s fine.” 

“Fine, huh?” She stood, hands on hips, and nodded toward the bag in his hand. “Did you find something? I saw you talking to Mr. Souders.”

Terry lifted the bag, wishing he had something better to show for his four long afternoons in the sun. “Just a scrap of paper with some faded print on it. Souders said to throw it out.”

Jason stopped digging and raised his head. “Terry thinks it scared the old guy, like maybe it’s contraband!”

“Shhh, Jase. Don’t give away my secrets!” Terry winked at Rachel.

She stepped closer. “Oh yeah? What does it say?” 

“Some decrepit Shakespearean-sounding words,” Jason said flatly.

“Like what? I’m excellent at English. Maybe I can help, sort of like translating.” Rachel smoothed wisps of hair, pulled at her wrinkled coveralls, and poked her nose into the air.

Terry laughed. Even if his find wasn’t valuable, maybe this could be a way to connect with Rachel. Handing her the bag, he said, “See what you think.”

Rachel cleared her throat and read, “‘From whence come wars and fightings among you?’” She paused. “I think that just means, ‘Where do they come from.’” 

“Okay, I get that, Miss IQ-130.” Terry grinned and ran a hand through his thick auburn waves, damp with sweat.

Rachel made a face at him and continued, “‘Come they not hence.’ That means, ‘They come from this.’”

“Yeah,” Jason drawled. “This is real exciting.”

“Shut up, you guys!” She punched Jason’s arm. “So, let’s see. The ‘wars and fightings’ come from the next part: ‘your lusts that war in your members.’” 

“Whoa, what’s that about?” Jason asked. “Sounds like something naughty!”

Terry’s grin went tight. “Come on, Jase.” He wondered if Rachel would get upset at the reference. He knew there used to be a lot of dirty magazines and porn stuff on the old internet, but the government had shut down anything like that years ago. Regular people had no internet access anyway. But maybe underground groups still traded porn or even printed it.

Rachel seemed to ignore them and tapped her lower lip with slender fingers. “Um, let me think. ‘Lusts’ can mean ‘strong desires.’ And ‘in your members’ can be ‘in your being,’ you know, ‘inside you.’ Anyway, basically, we fight with each other because of our desires. Like when we want what someone else has.”

“Makes sense.” Terry tried to put it all together. “Like those guys fighting because they both want credit for that rifle.” He studied Anthony and Pete, who seemed to be arguing while trying to look busy. 

Suddenly, Terry felt uneasy in the pit of his stomach. “Uh, do either of you think it’s weird, finding this ‘message’ or whatever, and then, bam! It’s acted out right in front of us?”

“Yeah, I just got this kind of creepy feeling.” Jason hunched his shoulders.

“Like a ghost walked by,” Rachel said, her eyes wide. “Spooky!” 

Just then, a hand grabbed Terry’s arm. “What—” he exploded, whipping around.

Mr. Souders’ gray eyes bore through him. “Why aren’t you three working?” he demanded. “We don’t come out here to ruminate in the meadow like cows!” He pointed at the plastic bag in Rachel’s hand, then said to Terry, “Didn’t I tell you to get rid of that thing, boy?”

Terry hung his head. “Yes sir, you did, I guess.” 
“You guess? Well, since it’s delaying your work, give it to me.” He held out his hand, but Rachel didn’t move. 

“You’ll learn it’s safer to do as you’re told,” Mr. Souders said with a peculiar glint in his eye. Then, snatching the bag from her, he marched back to the tables and threw it into a trashcan. 

“Sorry, Terry.” Rachel spoke softly and touched his arm. “I would’ve liked to find out what else was on that paper.”

Terry stared at the trashcan. Something wasn’t right. Souders wouldn’t have been that mad if the paper was nothing. With quiet determination he said, “We’ve got to get it back.”

“Well, that’ll be sort of tricky, won’t it?” Jason said, scratching his head again.

“Not really,” Terry said. “When we all pitch in to put stuff away for the day, one of us will grab the garbage.”    

CHAPTER TWO

“Ye lust, and have not: ye kill, and desire to have, and ye cannot obtain:”

Later that evening, Terry, Jason, and Rachel pawed through the dig’s garbage now spread across the floor of Terry’s basement.  

“Got it!” Jason yelled and held the plastic bag high with a plump, grimy hand.

“All right, guys, let’s get at it.” Taking the bag from Jason, Terry put it on the oak table at the end of the O’Mannon family room closest to the stairs. “We’ve only got about an hour ‘til shut-down and curfew.” At 9:30 every evening, the electricity was shut off on all but the furnace, water pump, heater, and garage.

Rachel used tweezers to slip the paper out of its bag. “Okay, what’s next?” she asked as she positioned a small lamp to shine directly on the tiny print. The boys jerked chairs to either side of Rachel’s. Jason sat down, but Terry turned to the sagging bookshelf against one of the painted, cement-block walls. Quickly, he pulled an spiral notebook from between some books. 

“Whoa, where’d ya get that dinosaur?” Jason said as Terry flopped it in front of him.

Ignoring him, Terry said, “Okay, how about I read, Rachel explains, and Jason, you write everything down in this notebook. I’d rather use this one, not my school e-note-book, especially if the paper is from something contraband. You can’t be too careful with electronics issued by the school. Maybe they could somehow track this later.”

Tapping the old notebook with a pen, Jason nodded as a hint of a frown formed on his wide brow, his mouth set in a grim line. 

Rachel was already studying the faded print. “Look, this part has a tiny number two next to it. In fact, each of these sections are numbered consecutively.”

Terry began reading where they’d left off that afternoon. “Ye lust, and have not: ye kill, and desire to have, and ye cannot obtain: ye fight and war, yet ye have not, because ye ask not.” He read it again silently, feeling confused. 

Rachel pointed at the paper. “The next part seems to go with it, so keep reading.”

“Ye ask and receive not,” Terry read in a monotone, “because ye ask amiss, that ye may consume it upon your lusts.” Terry slumped back against his chair. “Oh, brother,” he groaned.

Jason’s frown deepened. “That’s a mouthful, even for me. What’s it all mean?”

“I don’t know,” Rachel said, sounding somewhat exasperated. “There’s a lot of lusting after things, then fighting and even killing for them. Then it says the person should’ve just asked for things!” She paused, scrunching up her face. “Uh, let’s see. To ‘ask amiss’ means ‘wrongly,’ so…maybe he asked with a wrong motive.” 

 “But who’s he supposed to ask? The guy he ended up killing?” Terry said. “And to ‘consume it upon your lusts.’ What’s that about? Is he eating food?”

Rachel shrugged. “I guess it means he asked for something good, but for selfish reasons.”

“Hey, slow down!” Jason gripped the notebook in one hand and the pen in the other. “I have no idea how to put any of what you’re saying on paper!” 

“Just try to get the basics down, okay?” Terry said.

“Which is again?” 


Terry rolled his eyes. “Rach?”

Rachel explained it again as Jason wrote furiously.

Terry pondered all they’d covered so far. “One thing I don’t understand is that the guy right away kills to get what he wanted. Then later the writer says to ask for it. He should already be in prison, not getting another chance!”

“Don’t yell at me! I didn’t write it,” Rachel snapped. She closed her eyes and rubbed them with her fingertips.

“I think I’m about over it. This is stupid,” Jason said, shaking his cramped hand.  

A door opened above, the stairway light clicked on, and footsteps came down the basement steps. Mrs. O’Mannon brought a tray of warm brownies and glasses of milk over to the table. The delicious aroma drifted into the cool, dank room.

“Thought ye could stand a wee treat,” she said. 

Terry grinned at his mother, who always showed Irish hospitality. In the mid ‘30’s, when she was sixteen, she’d left her parents to come to America and join her aunt who still lived in Harrisburg. On the boat, his mother had met Terry’s dad, and within a few months, they married. 

As Mrs. O’Mannon set the tray down near Jason, Terry found himself thinking that his mother seemed tired and much older than her thirty-five years. Her hair was still a golden red but had a few gray streaks in it. 

“Thanks, Mrs. O. You make the best brownies!” Jason said and reached for the biggest one. “Hey, and we didn’t even have to ask.”

A quizzical expression flickered across her face. Then she smiled. “It’s just a mix, to be sure, but I stood in line a long time to get my allotted two boxes. The dessert boxes go so quickly at the Human Goods store.”

Turning toward the fragile paper, Terry’s mom said, “What is it you be working on so late? It’s almost 9:00 and you two need to be home before curfew.” By 9:30 all cars and pedestrians had to be off the streets and securely inside their homes or at least on their own property. 

Terry shrugged. “Just something we found today at the YAA dig, Ma. Nothing real important.” He found that he was not able to meet her gaze.

“Surely you’re not supposed to be taking things from the dig, are ye?” she said, her voice rising slightly. “I would not think that’d be legal, lad.” 

Terry wondered if his mother would understand their drive to solve this mystery. Was the paper just trash? For now, it was little more than a riddle to him, but as he remembered the fight that afternoon and the paper’s strange words, he felt a nervous twinge inside.   

“Oh, no, Mrs. O’Mannon,” Rachel said. “The faculty advisor threw it away, and we just took the garbage bag.”

“Well, that doesn’t sound so bad,” Mrs. O’Mannon said. Then a horrified expression filled her face. “Ach, you’re going to clean up this mess now, I be hoping.”

“Of course, Ma,” Terry said, ducking his head. “Sorry.”

Jason and Rachel laughed.

Mrs. O’Mannon rested her hands on her wide hips. She was small but Terry knew she meant business. 

“So how was your day in the Med Center, Ma? Lots of filing and typing?” 
“The sweetest old couple came in for their euthanization shots,” she said, her cheerfulness returning. “Their family will do the elder’s celebration next week. Another few days and they’ll pass on peaceful-like in their sleep.” Mrs. O’Mannon sighed, a slight smile on her lips. “Even though it’s not yet the wife’s time, bein’ only a wee past sixty-nine, she wanted to pass on with her husband. So romantic. Sometimes I wish I could’ve done the Euthan Ritual when your pa died three year ago.” 

She shook herself then and touched Terry’s shoulder. “But no, that wouldn’t be fair to ye, lad. That’d be selfish. Speaking of dying…I heard on the news that there’s been a shooting in the park. A lad from Franklin was killed. Name of Pete Johanson, I believe.”

Terry groaned, recognizing the name of the boy Anthony was about to punch that afternoon.

“What is it, love?” 

Briefly, he explained how they knew the boys and about the fight that afternoon.

“I suppose it could even have been Anthony that shot him,” Terry said with a grimace. “I’ve heard he’s kind of wild, but not like he could kill someone.” 

“This violence! I thought we’d learned our lesson in the Big War.” 

Terry knew she was referring to the Universal War that ended twenty-six years ago with the Ban. Hundreds of millions died and so much was destroyed. It took ten years just to get basic water, sewer, and energy systems back up and running. His folks said they’d waited to get pregnant with him until things were pretty stable.
“Do ye know what the fight was all about?” she was saying. “And was killing a boy really necessary to get whatever it was the shooter wanted?”

“Yeah,” Jason finally spoke up after a big swallow. “They both wanted credit for the same old rifle.” He shook his head. “What a stupid reason to kill someone!”  

“Well, I’ll leave you kids to your work.” The teens remained silent as she retreated up the creaking steps and snapped off the stairwell light. 

Terry studied the paper again. With a feeling of apprehension washing over him, he whispered fiercely, “Look, you guys! The paper said the person killed to get something.  And Pete was shot and killed, probably for that same reason!” 

Rachel gasped. “What if the paper predicted it and then it happened! What if it’s trying to—to talk to us?”

“What if the paper is somehow making it happen?” Terry wondered aloud.

Jason dropped the brownie and spat out a mouthful. “This is totally zorked. I can’t –  that thing is —” 

He jumped up and knocked over his chair. “I’m out of here!” Taking the stairs two at a time, he seemed desperate to escape Terry’s scrap of paper. 

When the basement door slammed, an ominous silence filled the room. Terry and Rachel were alone. Without a word, Rachel reached over and grabbed Terry’s hand.

