
 



Chapter One 
 

 

Arbon Valley, Idaho, December 2008  

 

It had snowed over five inches the day I was born, and it wasn’t until the day I was saved 

that the snow was as deep or as blue.  

I was both intrigued and scared when I saw them pull up to the house. The cars 

wore the seal of the Power County Sheriff’s Office on the doors. The woman looked 

angry and cold. She wore the same uniform as the men, but hers looked bulky and ill-

fitted. She adjusted the holster around her waist and put her hand on the butt of her gun. 

As she did this, I looked at the pistol in my own hand and marveled at how heavy it was. 

I ran my thumb along the textured handle and contemplated my father’s instructions. It’s 

up to you now, he said. It didn’t make sense, but much of what had happened the past two 

days didn’t. My world was shattered. 

The woman officer had her gun out of its holster. Another officer followed. He 

wasn’t nearly as fascinating. Thin, plain and determined, he pushed against the wind 

toward our front door. 

Two other cars with two other officers were parked at odd angles in the driveway. 

The officers stepped out on to the snow-crusted gravel, but stayed back and watched. 

His voice startled me. “They’re here,” my father said calmly. He stood in my 

doorway. My gate was still locked. He shook his head, seeing I was drawn to the same 

window that started this terrible chain of events. 



“I’m sorry, Papa,” I said, looking into his eyes, hoping to see some inkling of 

forgiveness. 

He issued a sigh, defeated. “It’s not your fault. This is my doing, but remember 

what I told you about us.” He was anxious and kept looking down the hall toward the 

front door. “This is what I’ve been warning you about all these years. None of this would 

be happening if I had done what I was supposed to. It’s going to be up to you 

now…alone.” 

“Yes, Papa,” I answered, softly, completely unaware of just how alone I was 

going to be. 

“I love you, Sophie. Please know that. I’ve always loved you. That is why this is 

happening now.” 

It was the only time my father ever told me he loved me, and now he did it with 

such fervor it made my skin prickle. The words didn’t comfort, they left me feeling 

scared and abandoned. I nodded and sat on my bed. He took a last look at me, then put 

his hand to his mouth and left my doorway. I knew we were in trouble, but I didn’t know 

what would happen next.  

A loud pounding and a muffled demand came from just outside the front door. I 

heard my father walk toward it. I unlocked the gate and stepped from my room into the 

short hallway.  

He saw me and stopped. “This is what I’m talking about. You don’t listen. Being 

disobedient to your parents is like being disobedient to God.” His face was pained as he 

lowered his head. “I didn’t listen either.” 

I looked at the floor, the gun still dangling heavily in my hand. 



Low and demanding, a man’s voice called from outside the house. “Miguel 

Sanchez, open the door! We need to talk to you!” 

Papa’s face turned into a death mask. “Sophie, stay in your room. Pray for 

strength to do the right thing. Pray for me and what I didn’t do.” 

The pounding came again and startled my father. “If they ask questions, stay 

quiet. It should always be our secret.” 

“Why will they ask?” 

“They will ask because of what I did to that boy. I was trying to protect our secret. 

That is all I’ve ever done.” 

I turned to go to back in my room, and paused to ask another question, but he was 

already opening the door. He was thrust backward by the officers, guns drawn. His shoes 

scraped against the linoleum of our foyer as he struggled against them. I jumped back 

into my room without them seeing me. 

“My daughter is in her room. She has a gun!” I heard Papa yell in the struggle. 

I went to my closet and crouched in a corner. I tried to close the folding doors, but 

it was difficult from the inside. I dug in the carpet for my secret place and quickly 

disposed of the gun. My lips felt dry from breathing through my mouth, and I pulled a 

folded flannel blanket around my legs and up over my head. My back was pressed against 

the wall and I heard them yelling at my father to stay still. I tried not to breathe so I could 

hear what was happening over my fear and panic.  

I heard shuffling and then the noises outside. The slam of a car door made me pull 

the blanket back from my face, wondering if they knew I was there. Even with my 

father’s warnings, I hoped they would find me and wondered what to do if they didn’t. I 



cautiously stood up and made my way from the closet. At the window I peeked out to see 

the man put his hand on my father’s head and direct him into the back seat of the patrol 

car. Papa’s hands were fastened tightly behind his back and his face was a mixture of 

weariness and worry. I watched from the window, feeling like I should scream out or cry, 

but instead I worried about being abandoned. 

I heard the floor creak in the front hallway. Someone was still in the house. I 

slinked back to the closet and again pulled the blanket over my head. The floor moaned 

with each step that came closer and my heart started pounding so loudly I could feel it in 

my head. The front door closed and I heard a second set of footsteps.  

“Do you think she’s still in here?” A man’s voice asked in a loud whisper.  

The woman hushed him. Then the creaking made its way into my room. Someone 

was just outside my closet door and I bowed my head, praying for help. I closed my eyes 

tightly and wished myself away. Then a voice called to me from the other side of the 

folding doors.  

“We have guns. Open the doors and throw yours out,” the man demanded. 

“I don’t have a gun,” I said. It wasn’t completely a lie, but I was terrified that God 

would view it as such. “Please don’t shoot me.” 

“It’s okay. We’re not going to hurt you.” It was the woman. Her voice was soft, 

but resolute. 

“We’re here to help,” said the man, trying to sound genuine, but failing miserably. 

I pulled the blanket tighter around me. I cleared my throat and tried to sound 

serious. “Please leave me alone. I can’t talk to you.” 



There was a long pause. Then the woman spoke again. “You can’t stay here 

alone. We want to get you some help. I promise we won’t hurt you, but you must open 

the door and put your hands up so we can see them. Okay?” 

*** 

My entire life, my father told me, “People act with good intentions, but eventually they 

will hurt you. That is the reason we live like we do and why you don’t attend school or 

have friends. It’s for your own good. There is so much evil in the world and our small 

home in the Arbon Valley is our haven from it all.” 

I hadn’t seen much outside of our piece of land in the hills. The pasture was over 

a hundred acres and was bordered by tree-covered mountains that lined the valley. The 

road to our home was winding, and the only people who made the long trek out were the 

gas meter reader and people who were lost. My father pleasantly directed them back to 

the main road, not to arouse suspicions. When he was at work or gone to the store, his 

rule was: “Never answer the door and stay away from the windows.” 

We were rarely taken by surprise because of the view from the hill. The tall dust 

trail that followed cars up the twisting gravel lane was telling. Papa spent a good deal of 

time watching out the front, while I was sequestered in the back, when allowed to be 

outside.  

When a sighting took place, Papa ordered me into the house. “Stay down,” he 

demanded and I went to my room, or stood behind a wall until it was over. Sometimes, as 

I waited in my room, I peeked through the blinds when I knew that he wasn’t looking.  

I listened to conversations he had with lost travelers and wished that I could take 

part. At night I lay in bed and played out what I would say. Sometimes, I laughed and put 



my hand to my mouth. I raised my eyebrows as if responding to an intriguing question, or 

smiled widely at an adventurous tale. I studied the facial expressions of a group of 

college students who missed a turn while trying to catch up with the rest of their group 

while on a geology field trip. While one of the men talked to my father about the route 

back to the forest service station, the young women in the car chatted endlessly with each 

other.  

I couldn’t hear their conversation because the windows were closed, but I saw 

their expressions and I ached inside wanting to be part of it. I never suspected a thing was 

wrong back then. It was what it had to be. It was dangerous and Papa was protecting me. 

*** 

“We’re here to help you,” the woman said again. “You don’t need to hide. Please come 

out and talk to us.” 

Talk to us. The words sounded heavenly. For so long I had been lonely and 

wishing for more people to simply talk to, and now I was afraid to leave the closet and 

face these strangers.  

“Where is my father?” I asked the question out of concern for him, while at the 

same time fearing that he would catch me talking to people. I had witnessed what he had 

done to the last person I spoke to. 

“He is in the car. He’s going for a drive, so he can talk to some people about what 

he did to that boy. We need you to talk to us about what happened. Please come out.” 

I didn’t want to talk about what happened because I wasn’t really sure. I knew it 

was my fault, but the reason still puzzled me. Papa had said I couldn’t have friends, and I 

didn’t listen, and now my world was melting around me. 



In the books I read, all the girls had friends. They laughed and played together. 

They told each other secrets and they went places…outside. My father told me so many 

times why I couldn’t be like the girls in my books, but I still prayed every night that 

someday I would be. 

I heard the door open further and I swallowed hard. 

“It’s okay,” the voice said, calmly. “But please put your hands where I can see 

them.” 

 “It’s cold,” I said. My hair fell around my face. 

“It is cold,” the woman agreed. “And I have a coat on. Would you like me to get 

you a coat?” 

I shook my head, and then peered slowly up at her. Through my hair, I saw them 

both staring back. The woman put her gun in her holster and crouched down on her 

knees. The man stood behind her, his legs apart, his gun still drawn. 

“You’re going to be okay,” the woman said. 

She knelt on the floor, and sat on her feet. She leaned forward and put her hands 

on her legs. Her fingers where long and thin and her nails were cut very short. Her round 

face spread out from an uneven nose, and her small eyes looked at me with true concern 

and interest. I felt safe in her gaze and my fear subsided. 

The man relaxed his stance and put his gun away. His head leaned to the side as 

he studied me. I sat up straight, and with a small sweeping motion I lifted my long hair 

away from my face. I blinked up at them, and for a moment we all stared at each other.  

The man’s eyes grew large and his hands fell to his sides. The woman also gaped. 

She sucked her breath back into her body with a long, low gasp. 



Suddenly I felt naked. I retreated and dropped my face into the flannel blanket on 

my knees. 

“No, its okay,” she pleaded. 

I wondered what horrific thing they had seen. Was this why my father kept me a 

secret from the world? I rattled through my mind the few encounters I had with others 

and thought about their reactions, too. I realized Damien had gasped when we first met, 

but he came back. Over and over he had made his way through the fields and waited 

behind the hay pile in the pasture for my father to leave and for me to come outside. He 

no longer gasped, but he did stare. At first it made my stomach uneasy and I wanted him 

to stop, but I knew his reasons for it. He loved me, but that wasn’t the case for the others.  

The man’s voice cracked oddly. “Don’t be scared, little lady.” 

I gathered my courage and looked up at them again. The woman bit her lip, trying 

to hold her composure, but the man again let his mouth go limp and his eyes grew. I held 

my gaze, challenging them. I studied her face and then switched my focus to his. Wide 

eyes and gaping mouths. 

She swallowed and it broke the silence. “Callidora,” she said, softly. It wasn’t to 

me or to anyone, just into the silence that surrounded us.  

Her partner broke his gawking trance. “Yes—and Miguel Sanchez is Luke 

Theotokis.” 

The woman turned back to me and said it again. “Callidora, is that you?” 

 “No. My name is Sophie.” 



Chapter Two 
 

 

She was whispering, but I could hear everything she said. “There were bars on the 

windows of her room and a cage-like door that locked…but from the inside. She wasn’t 

locked in but others were locked out.”  

The woman officer was named Ellen. She sat with three others in the room with 

me. “She had a suitcase packed, but there were only a few things inside…a book, a 

drawing pad, a Bible and an old toaster. No clothes or toiletries, especially odd for a girl. 

In fact, I think she had one tube of toothpaste and a comb in the bathroom, but that was it. 

It wasn’t like she was going on a trip, but she had packed what was sentimental to her 

from the house. I still don’t understand the toaster.” 

The others scribbled notes. 

“Escape.” A tall man with dark hair and perfect skin announced from behind her. 

I eventually learned that his name was Anthony Carponelli, but he was known as Carpo, 

and he had been an investigator with the Idaho State Police for fifteen years. It was his 

one big case if, in fact, I turned out to be the girl they all thought I was. “It shows she was 

ready to make her escape.” 

“I wonder why now?” Ellen asked. “What pushed her to finally do it?” 

*** 

Julie Doherty was the social worker assigned to my case. She was actually the social 

worker who happened to be on-call that day, so she was saddled with me by default. Julie 

was quiet and simple, with hair that fell past her waist. She pulled it together in a long, 

tight braid that was held with an ornate clip at the base of her neck. She had light green 



eyes that smiled even when she frowned, and pale freckled skin that was always covered 

with long sleeves.   

Ellen had introduced everyone as we gathered my things from the house. “This is 

Officer Burns, and this is Julie Doherty. I’m Officer Richards, but you can call me Ellen. 

Okay?” I nodded, but said nothing. Even on the car ride over to the police station, I sat 

silent, wondering what was going to happen.  

The ride was exhilarating. I hadn’t been in a car for years and had forgotten what 

it felt like to travel that fast. When we pulled on to the main highway that led to the city, I 

saw houses everywhere. There were people who lived just a few miles from me and I 

never knew. I had never asked Damien how far he traveled to see me. Part of me was 

afraid that if he realized how long the journey was, he would stop. I couldn’t bear the 

thought. I wondered where he was now and if he hated me for getting him shot. I bowed 

my head and prayed for him. My father would be furious if he knew I asked God to help 

Damien…but Papa was gone. 

*** 

Julie gave me a pat on the head before leaving me in a hospital-like room. “I need you to 

take your clothes off and put this gown on.” 

I gave her a horrified glare. 

“It’s okay, Sophie, it’s just a checkup. I’ll be right back,” she assured me. She, 

too, had given me a strange stare when we first met, but then her demeanor had turned 

sympathetic and kind. I decided I liked her.  




