
The rain showed no signs of stopping anytime soon.  Drop by drop, the water 
splashed upon the study's one window.  The pitter-patter of the raindrops was enough to 
distract the Reader from the book he'd been trying all afternoon to delve into.  He'd 
picked up the book as a way to misdirect his own thoughts from feeling sorry for 
himself, but it was as if the rain were mocking him.

Each droplet splashed its own reminder of everything the Reader had been trying 
to forget.  The weather bullied him.  The Reader, victimized by his own thoughts just 
wanted to escape his life for a moment and to find respite in some other world.  It was 
not to be.  He looked back down at his book, and noticed that in all the time the rain had 
diverted his attention, his thumbnail had carved a name into the top of the page.

Audrey.
The Reader sighed as her name lay plainly in front of him.  She was the thought 

he was trying to escape.  She was the reminder of who he was and who he didn't want to 
be, for the moment.

He was Layne.  He was a young man in his mid twenties, without much to his life. 
It wasn't that he didn't want to do anything.  He'd been a big dreamer when he was 
young.  He had so many plans and ideas for what he could do with his life.  But 
somewhere along the way, he'd felt he missed his path.

Layne leaned back in his chair, cocking his head back to stare at the ceiling.  He 
thought to himself, “Audrey was the one thing that never changed, even when my 
dreams did.  Even after I stopped dreaming and tried to live awake.”

He closed his eyes and remembered the time when they were young, after their 
teachings were over for the day.  She'd bet him that he couldn't climb the side of the 
Chapel and sneak into the third story window.  The bricks and stones used to build the 
building were just jagged enough for him to take the bet.

The first few feet were easy.  Hand over hand, foot over foot he ascended the wall. 
Soon enough, he was halfway there.

She called from down below, “No using the second story window, that's 
cheating!”

He wriggled around the window, still climbing deftly.  No problems whatsoever.  
The wall was perfect for scaling, and his hands were just the size to grip the bricks the 
way he needed.  He was only a few more away from reaching his goal.

Then the window above opened.  Layne froze in place.  Audrey stood down below 
trying not to burst into laughter as Layne clung to the wall, his body stretched out like 
taffy.

One of the Chapel's Deacons peered out the window, seeing Audrey down below.
“What are you shouting about, girl?”
“Nothing, Deacon Poole!” she shouted back, barely containing her laughter as 

Layne pressed himself against the wall, hoping the Deacon wouldn't see him.
“Teachings are over for the day.  You should go home!”



Layne's foot slipped, but in the most fluid motion he could manage, he slid it on to 
a brick in a much more comfortable position.  He secured himself to the wall.  
Unfortunately for him, Audrey gasped as she saw Layne slip.  Her reaction alerted the 
Deacon that there was more going on than she'd let on.  Layne looked up, with a half-
smile as he saw the Deacon grimacing down at him.

“Look out!” Audrey and Layne both shouted at one another.  Layne was too 
distracted by his improvised escape plot to see the Deacon reaching down for him.  He 
flattened his body against the Chapel's exterior, then pushed off, jumping from above the 
second story window.

The Deacon's hand brushed Layne's wrist as he plunged to the ground below.  
He'd narrowly escaped.  Layne crashed to the ground beside Audrey, grabbed her by the 
arm, and the two waved to the Deacon as they fled.  “See you tomorrow, Deacon 
Poole!”

“You two will be in big trouble!” he bellowed back.

Layne sighed and opened his eyes.  He missed being able to be so carefree as he 
was back then.  He closed his book, realizing it was a futile effort to continue trying to 
read with such a distracting background noise.

As he returned the book to the shelf, he noticed it was quiet.  He turned to the 
window.  The rain had stopped, almost as if it were only raining to keep him from 
reading.  In his head, he thought of how similar the words torment and torrent were.  He 
tried to arrange them in just such a way for a clever turn of phrase.  Why must you 
torment, you horrendous...Ah screw it, it's gone now.  The moment's passed.

He gave up and headed to the den.  The den was empty, save for an unmistakable 
aroma of ginger lingering in the air.  The curious scent led Layne to the kitchen.

A single pot sat above the flame in the kitchen.  An amber liquid bubbled inside.  
Layne approached the pot and peered inside, wanting to taste.

“No no no no no no no!  You mustn't taste it yet!” implored a voice from behind 
Layne.  “I haven't finished the recipe.  This is just a syrup!”

“A syrup for what, Uncle?”
“Beats me.  I just thought it would be interesting to see what would happen if 

ginger and water were used to make a syrup.  Ginger's good for settling the stomach.  
I'm trying to find a way to make it easier to ingest!”

“Well, Doc, do you have anything to settle a restless heart?” Layne spoke 
incredulously.

Layne's uncle pulled out a chair and gestured for Layne to sit down, and took the 
seat across for himself.  “Thinking about her again, are ya?”

Layne stared at the floor and leaned against the chair, refusing to take a seat.  
“Yeah.”

“You just have to accept that she took the Exodus.  Almost everyone does, 
eventually.  She'll be back one day.”

“You mean like Mother and Father came back?” Layne fired back without a 



moment's hesitation, glaring at his uncle.
“Don't lose faith in her, Kiddo.”
Layne fixed his eyes back on the ground, his stare intensifying, “Faith is the 

whole reason this mess exists.”
Layne hung his head and plodded off.  He wasn't upset with his uncle.  He wasn't 

upset with anyone really; he was just upset.  He ventured outside into the muck the rain 
had left behind.  He stomped in each muddy puddle he came across in the dirt path, his 
eyes fixed to the ground.

He had no destination.  He was just following the path.  He knew eventually the 
dirt path would turn to a cobblestone road as he made his way into the busier parts of 
town.  The stone path had no puddles for him to splash about in.  Instead, he made sure 
that each time he moved, his next step would be a diagonal from the stone he was 
currently on, rather than straight ahead.  Always four stones away.  Always diagonal.  
Step by step.  

He counted the stones he traversed.   Four, eight, twelve, sixteen...  64, 68, 72...  
One hundred eight.  He'd become so engrossed in his manner of walking that he'd 
forgotten what it was that had him so upset.

He looked to take another step, but there were no more stones to count.  He'd 
reached the paved road of Aquamarine.  His eyes traced the road all the way to the point 
it disappeared into the horizon.  The last time I saw her, she was walking down this road.  
When someone from this town receives The Calling, their Exodus always begins here.  I 
hope she made it okay.  I hope she found what she was looking for.  I hope I see her 
again.

Layne took a deep breath and turned back around to head home.  He found 
himself on the town's market street.  Vendor stalls, buskers, and children skirted the 
length of the street.  Children chased each other in their youthful games.  The 
townspeople bought and traded for the various odds and ends available.

The vivacity and cacophony of the town's market had gone completely unnoticed 
by Layne on his way past.  I must really be out of it.

A beggar in tawdry rags stopped in front of Layne, blocking his path.  As Layne 
tried to shuffle past, the man looked up, both palms up to face Layne as if to halt him.  
The beggar's burlap face curled into a toothless grin.  Layne tried his best to flash a 
smile in return, but his impatience got the better of him.

“Sorry Drifter, I have no alms for the poor.”
“Pah, no need for alms, son.  I seent the way you was lookin' down the Wellway.  

I know that look.  Yer feelin' Called, ain'tcha?” the old man reckoned as he dusted off his 
ragged coat.

Layne shook his head, “I am not a Believer.  There is no Calling for me.  I am 
just... thinking.”

“Why don'tcha believe?  Have you not felt the pow'r of the Well?”
“I don't much believe a hole in the ground on the other side of the continent can 

really influence a person's life as much as the Deacons tried to teach us.  All I see are 



people fooling themselves out of what they want most.”
The drifter hobbled closer to Layne, squinting up into his eyes.  “What is it yer so 

afraid of?  You seem drunk off yer own jaded view of the world.”
Layne coldly stared into the worn eyes of the man, “Drifter, why should anyone 

believe that sacrifice is the only path to righteousness?  Thanks to the Well, I have lost 
my father, my mother, and now the one person in this world who brought me happiness.  
I have seen nothing good come of any of their sacrifices!  We're all just taught to believe 
in the Well's power by the Deacons from when we're children.  I think there's something 
in the water, and it isn't magic.”

“Can ya entertain an old man's desire to tell you about his own Calling?  Perhaps 
my experience can give ya a new perspective, son.'

Layne shrugged.  He wasn't particularly interested in being preached at, but he 
didn't really care to return home and sit around doing nothing, either.  “Might as well.  
Better than sitting around feeling sorry for myself.”

Layne propped himself up against a wall as the drifter prepared to tell his story.
“It all begins when I was but a boy.  About half yer age, I s'pose.  I was still of age 

where I had to attend the Teachings every day.  Boy I hated them.  I wasn't really sure 
myself back then why I went.  I was about like you.  Didn't much believe a 'hole in the 
ground' as ya said could really do much fer me and mine.  But there was one thing I did 
like.  There was a bubbly little girl with a smile that could shine away a tempest.  She 
was my oasis.  We grew up together, close as friends could be.”

Layne chuckled.  “Sounds like me and Audrey.”
The old man continued his story, “Perhaps we were closer than friends.  I sure 

wanted to be.  She made me smile no matter what she did.  But there was one problem.  
My teacher, Deacon Springer, was her father.  He didn't take kindly to the looks I gave 
her, no sir.  He knew I didn't put much faith in the Well.  He couldn't let me be the drop 
of poison to taint her.  I didn't think much of it, though.  He wasn't too hateful a man.  
He truly loved the Well.  He wanted me to learn to Believe.”

Layne rolled his eyes and scoffed, “You can't make someone believe just because 
you want them to.  Faith isn't just some blind hope.  It's evidence of the things you can't 
hope for.  Faith is the answer when your entire life is questions.”

The drifter raised his bushy eyebrow at Layne, taken aback a bit by the fervent 
rant.  He resumed, “The year I became a man, tragedy struck my family.  Our house 
burned to the ground, and we had nowhere left to turn.  Ma and Pa never had much 
money.  We'd pretty much survived by bartering things Ma grew in the garden and off 
Pa's wages at the Mill.  I asked Deacon Springer what I should do.  Without hesitation, 
he insisted I was being Called, and that it was my time to take the Exodus.  I was so lost 
and looking for answers, I believed him.  I set out on my Exodus.”

Layne waited a moment to see if the bum was going to continue talking.  He'd 
seemed like he lost his place in the story.

“Well, Drifter, what happened on your Exodus?”
“Ah yes, the Exodus itself...Funny thing, the day I was to set off, my Bubbles 



came as well.  She felt convinced it was her Calling s'well.  She hadta be there with me 
hand in hand.  Eager, she was.  As I got closer to the Well, though, my disbelief caught 
up to me.  I wondered why Deacon Springer was so sure it was my Calling.  I wondered 
why Bubbles was so eager.  A mind that can't trust itself, now that's a dangerous weapon, 
son.  The story came together in my mind, dunno if it was true or not.  Deacon Springer 
was responsible for my place burning down.  For my folks bein' left to their own.  All to 
keep me away from his little girl.  My suspicions weighed me down as the journey came 
closer and closer to its end.  I still don't have the truth of the matter to this day, but I do 
know my visit to the Well was no coincidence.  We'll just leave it at that.”

“What did y-” Layne started.”
“I said we'll leave it at that,” the drifter's manner of speech and tone had changed 

completely.  Layne backed off, and nodded in thanks for the story as he wandered off.
The old man's story aroused suspicions Layne had always had lingering in the 

back of his mind.  Even thinking back to the day he scaled the wall.  Deacon Poole 
seemed like he was hiding something.  What kind of secret could the Deacons have 
about the Well?  Why was it so important for everyone to take the Exodus for 
themselves?  Why was it so important to Believe?

Layne pondered the questions as he made his way back home.  He immediately 
approached his uncle and apologized for the over-reaction earlier.

“It's fine.  I can understand.”
“Uncle, I have a question,” Layne prompted, his eyes staring intently at the wall.
“Shoot.”
“Well,” his eyes turned to his uncle, “I know you never took the Exodus.  But are 

you a Believer?”
Layne's uncle chuckled at the question.  “I most certainly am.”
“Well, why didn't you ever answer a Calling?”
“Who said I didn't answer?  I answered no.  My thirst for knowledge outweighed 

my thirst for anything the Well could offer.  There's so much more we can gain from 
understanding our world around us than relying on some force we can't even explain to 
provide for us.  We have all the tools to provide for ourselves right in front of us!  We're 
just Taught to put our faith in the Well.  I very much believe the Well is as powerful as 
they say, it's just...” he trailed off and looked back at Layne, who was leaning forward, 
quite into his uncle's rant.

“...just what?”
“Well, the best way I can describe it...it's like when a farmer in an area that doesn't 

get much rain digs ditches to direct the water to the soil for his crops.  That water ends 
up serving a good purpose.  It watered some crops.  But at the same time, the water had 
a different purpose before the farmer redirected it.  Sometimes I feel like that's what the 
Deacons are doing.  Redirecting humanity's purpose.”

Layne leapt up excitedly.  “I know JUST what you mean, Uncle!  I've never really 
been able to put into words exactly why I didn't believe in the Well.  Between the story 
about Father, and just...how suspicious the Deacons all act...and now the story that 



drifter told me when I was out just now, though, I think I get it.  It's never been the Well 
I was so wary of.  It's the people around it.  Uncle.  I have one more question.”

His uncle raised a lone eyebrow.
“Do you think it's wrong to take the Exodus even if you don't feel you are 

Called?”
“Well, there's no way to discern for sure whether a desire to take the Exodus is a 

Calling or not.  It's all up to interpretation.  I'm sure you could make it seem like you 
really felt you were being Called if you really wanted to.  What are you plotting, 
Nephew?”

“I want to see for myself, with my own eyes, the Well.  Free of influence of 
others' words.  I want to see it.  I want to prove to myself the whole mystique about it is 
all brainwashing from the Deacons.”

“And for the sacrifice?  If you're going to prove to yourself it's a sham, you have 
to at least follow that rule.”

Layne froze.  He'd forgotten one major detail.  The end of the Exodus.  The final 
answer to the Calling.  In exchange for the blessing of the Well, the Well required the 
object the Called held most dear.  It was believed that, only by sacrificing something of 
meaning could one truly show they were worthy of the blessing of the Well.

“There's only one item I have that I could ever describe as the most dear to me,” 
Layne frowned.  “I was hoping to give it to Audrey.”

Layne reached down his shirt, pulling out a small chain.  Upon seeing the object 
the chain was for, a tear rolled down his uncle's cheek.

“Your mother's...”
Layne nodded as his index finger and thumb twirled a ring between them, moving 

it closer to him as he inspected the one memento he had left of his mother.  The ring had 
perfectly circular golden band.  The gem was deep blue Sapphire, cut without a single 
imperfection into the shape of a drop of water.  The engraving had long since faded, save 
for the barely visible word Spring.

“It's the only thing of hers I have.  It's the only attachment I have left of my 
parents.  If there is anything I hold dear, it is this ring.”

“And could you really let go of that, just to prove a point?” his uncle inquired, 
pressing the question to emphasize its importance.

Layne stared straight into the sapphire, as if it were the water of the Well itself.  
“There's only one way to find out.”


