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“Call her Lo-Ruhamah [“Not-Loved”], for I will no longer show
love to the house of Israel, that I should at all forgive them.”
Hosea 1:6b NIV

“Say of your brothers, ‘My people,’ and of your sisters, ‘My
loved one’ [Ruhamah].” Hosea 2:1








The Gem in the
Locket

In the yard of the Orphanage, in the dark and the rain, in the
bushes by the dense forest that walled in the eastern side of the
yard, a child was crying—crying with the darkness and the damp,
crying as one without hope.

She had plenty of reasons to cry. Like her many brothers and
sisters, she had been locked up in the Orphanage because of her
father, a man named Adam. Unknown ages before, Adam had committed
high treason and incurred an unpayable debt, and he had put his
children away while the case was decided. They were shut away and
forgotten, apparently, and living at the King’s expense, which made
their indebtedness worse each passing day. The only father the
children had was the cruel master of the Orphanage, and he made a
point of impressing his looks and thoughts and ways on the
children.

However, the girl, whose name was Lo-Ruhamah, was crying for
another reason entirely. Part of the magic of the Orphanage was
that it was always dark and usually rainy; and in the dark and wet
of the yard, Lo-Ruhamah had slipped and broken her gold locket. Not
many of the children had lockets, and the ones who did generally
thought themselves better than the rest, and liked to show them
off. It was humiliating to lose such a treasure, and since slips in
the yard were common, some of the children had learned how to cover
the scratches and holes with some bits of brass they had found in a
shed. But Lo-Ruhamah did not know how to do so, and the ones who
did know were always the first to jeer the less fortunate. There
was no way out.

Lo-Ruhamah looked again at the locket. It was covered with
strange words that no one really understood (though the
brass-workers talked about them a lot and tried to copy them onto
their own work), and there was a tiny window for looking inside.
The window was too covered with scratches to see through, but it
wasn’t necessary now, anyway. The locket was bent open enough to
see inside, which was ironic: she had been trying to pry it open
for a peek when she fell. Now she could see inside it quite easily,
and wished that she couldn’t.

The tiny gem was there, just as she had known it would be: a
small, dark stone, dull and hard. All the children had such a
stone, and most of them thought it was black, but a closer
examination would have shown that it was really a deep, dark red.
It was the hardest thing in the Orphanage, harder even than the
terrible metal gates that shut the children in. (Some of them had
tried to cut through the gates, in fact, but the magic of the gates
allowed them to heal the cuts as quickly as they were made.) The
stone was also brittle, and so small that it could easily be
dropped, which was why the lockets were so useful: they protected
the little gems. The children who had no lockets would have lost
their stones almost at once, had it not been for the magic of the
stones themselves, which was that they never stayed lost for long,
but soon found their way back into hand or pocket—though usually
chipped and smaller as a result. Some of the children who did not
have lockets had even built lockets of their own, though they were
not as pretty or as effective at protecting the stones.

Lo-Ruhamah turned angrily from the locket. All the children
suffered from a terrible emptiness inside, and looking at the
locket or the stone usually made it worse. Why had they been given
such horrible things? Who cared about the silly old stone anyway?
It wasn’t pretty, and it couldn’t be all that valuable; but it was
the only thing she could call her own, the only thing that the
horrid old Caretaker of the Orphanage couldn’t take away from her
whenever he pleased. It was a gift, like the locket. If only…

Her thoughts were interrupted by a lightening of the rain and
the darkness. It was the very opposite of finding oneself suddenly
in a shadow, yet she looked up.

A man was standing there beside her. That was odd in itself,
because part of the curse of the Orphanage was that its prisoners
could not grow up, just old. It is a terrible thing to grow old
inside, yet never know the freedom of growing up; and the children
kept the selfishness and cruelty of childhood long after their
innocence and trust had gone.

Yet here was a man, and he was smiling down at her. In the
Orphanage, a smile was mostly just a way to get something, but
somehow Lo-Ruhamah felt that this man wanted to give her something.
But what?

“Is there something wrong with your locket, Ruhamah?”

Somehow she was not surprised that he knew her name, and there
was no condemnation in his tone, only concern. What did surprise
her was that he had shortened her name. She liked it, somehow; it
made her feel warm inside and soothed her hurts. Then she saw that
he had a locket, too, though his looked brand-new, for it had no
scratches or dents. There was something else different about it,
but she wasn’t sure what. She held up her locket to him with a hope
that was too small to be spoken.

He took the locket in his hands and seemed to caress it for a
moment. He opened it—the hinge obeyed him silently, not squeaking
and shrilling the way the locket hinges always did—then he closed
it again and smiled as he handed it back.

Lo-Ruhamah took the locket mutely. It looked brand-new, just
like the man’s. And as he bent down, she realized what was
different about his locket. The gems were heavy despite their size,
and over time a locket’s chain would sink deep into its wearer’s
neck. The lockets the brass-workers had repaired were even heavier,
though they saved their weightiest work for others. The man had no
marks around his neck, however, and the chain seemed almost to
float on his skin. The locket itself bounced lightly as the man
stood, and somehow Lo-Ruhamah knew that it was empty.

“Did you lose your stone?” It was a rude question, and
Lo-Ruhamah regretted it instantly, but the man just smiled again
and opened his locket, confirming her suspicions.

“No; I simply have a better place for it,” he said.

 

As time went by, the man made more friends and enemies—indeed,
more enemies than friends. His height and manhood were out of place
there, and his childlike nature did not match the childish natures
around him. The brass-workers, the ones who claimed to repair
lockets, especially despised him. They said he was unnatural,
accused him of breaking open his locket and selling the stone (as
if that were possible), and pointed out that when he cleaned
someone’s locket, which he was completely unauthorized to do, he
actually removed any brasswork they had put there, which of course
ruined the piece.

What happened in the end was never clear to Lo-Ruhamah. They had
gathered around the man (even some of the Locketless people joined
in), and began beating him. Those who had lockets held them like
knives, a tactic that worked especially well for the brass-workers,
who had long before fashioned blades on the end of their lockets
for just such occasions. The man just stood there, accepting the
blows and wounds, even though he was enough bigger and stronger
than his attackers that he could easily have brushed them all
aside.

Lo-Ruhamah thought that she remembered trying to stop them.
Anyway, she hoped that she remembered it. But sometimes she had
nightmares of joining in the butchery, and the horror of her
uncertainty was as great as the horror of the event itself. Then
the emptiness within her ached with the echoes of her waking
cries.

 

A long time passed. In the darkness of the Orphanage, it was
hard to judge time accurately, and whether days or years had gone
by, she never knew. One day she was walking with her friend Mara,
when she slipped on a rock and fell, smashing her locket. Mara
gaped at it and her, terrified. She wasn’t the sort to tell the
others, but she wasn’t the sort to stand by her friend when they
found out, either.

 But just then the rain and the darkness lightened, and
Lo-Ruhamah looked up to see the one she could not have hoped would
be there.

“Is there something wrong with your locket, Ruhamah?” he asked
quietly, but with a twinkle in his eye.

She stammered, “I thought you were dead!” Somehow she knew that
this was no ghost or illusion, but the man himself. She also saw in
his eyes that he had forgiven any part she might have played in his
death, yet she still could not help launching into an
explanation.

He waited patiently as she went from excuses to confessions to
asking forgiveness. Then he helped her to her feet. “I forgive you.
I had to go that way anyhow, to fix a few things, so that I could
fix everything.”

“Then will you fix my locket?”

“Yes. But I want to do more than that. The lockets were given to
protect the gems inside until I could restore them. Will you give
me your gem?”

Lo-Ruhamah started. “I can’t give you the stone; it’s all I
have! And anyway, we can’t give our stones away; they always come
back.”

“Not when I put them where they belong.”

Lo-Ruhamah hesitated for a few seconds—then placed all she had
in his hands.

He did not work with the locket as before. It popped open in his
hand, and he removed the stone, laying it in the palm of his hand,
right atop a terrible gash that still looked bloody.

Mara finally spoke. “You’ll get blood on it!”

“I know, child; I must,” he replied, closing his hand. A trace
of red showed through his fingers, and then he opened his hand. The
stone was growing lighter and bigger, and as it lightened it
changed from near-black to true, living red. It was a beating
heart.

He laid the now-unnecessary locket atop the heart, which
absorbed it. Lo-Ruhamah thought she could see the words of the
locket written on the heart itself, and it seemed stronger and
bigger than before. Then he turned to her.

“You must understand, Ruhamah, that this is now my heart, for it
lives by my blood, my life. It was when the life went out of it
that it became such a small and heavy pebble. I will give you my
heart and my life if you will acknowledge that they—and you—are
mine.”

She nodded. He placed the heart against Ruhamah’s chest, and
somehow inside it; and at once all the old emptiness was filled
in.

“There will be times when the emptiness tries to return,” he
told her. “That means that you need more of my life inside, and you
must ask me to fill you. But now the curse is broken, and you will
begin to grow up. When the time is right, I shall return for you,
and you shall become a full-fledged woman at last. But from now on
you shall be called Ruhamah.”

Then he turned to Mara. “Will you give me your stone?”

At the sound of his words, her locket opened, revealing the tiny
stone. The dark speck trembled as if about to grow larger at the
very music of his voice. She clutched the locket in horror.

“I can’t! What would I do if they asked me what happened to my
locket and my stone?”

“You could tell them the truth.”

“They would kill me!”

“They might,” he allowed. “Death is not nearly as terrible as
you think—at least not anymore.”

She turned as if to shield the locket from him. Then she started
crying. “It’s shrinking! My beautiful stone! It’s getting smaller
and smaller!”

“Of course! Whenever you move your heart away from me, it must
become less. If you want it to be its proper size, just give it to
me.”

“Why don’t you leave me alone, then?” she replied, not hearing
his last offer. “Do you want to make it shrink?”

“All I want is for it to be its proper size. The proper size of
a heart is the size of my hand; the proper size of nothing is less
than a pinprick. It must be either a true heart or a true nothing;
I hate things that try to straddle the fence. In the same way, you
must either become a real woman in me, capable of knowing love and
feeling joy, or become nothing—just the shell of a person, capable
of knowing only loneliness and feeling only pain forever.”

She ran away, sobbing.

“What will happen to her?” Ruhamah asked.

“Just what I said. I shall keep asking her, as long as she has
any heart left. If she will turn to me, I will heal her; otherwise,
she will destroy every part of herself except her immortality and
her pain.

“But as for you, you must keep listening for my voice, even when
you cannot see me; and I will tell you the way you must go. Someday
I will return for you, and the life that has begun to spread from
my heart to the rest of your being shall overflow into complete
healing. Wait for me!”

And he was gone from her sight.

 

In the yard, in the dark and the rain, in the bushes by the
dense forest that walls in the eastern side of the yard, a young
woman is crying out—crying out in the darkness and the damp; crying
out as one with hope: “Come, let me lead you to the one who can
heal you—who can give you a heart of flesh for your heart of
stone!”
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Justice,
Waivering, Triumphs (2010)
Chapman followed the newcomer through the doorway to find
himself in something like an elevator, but he scarcely noticed.
“Lawyer with a time machine!” he exulted. “This should strike some
proper fear into the rabble.”

But he who lives by the waiver...
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