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SEQUEL TO THE GIVER

The Giver sat in his annex, waiting to be called to the Council. His speaker was
switched ON, in anticipation of being called. His fingers rolled across the seat of his
chair as he stared into space, swearing he could hear the sereams of agony and some
squeals of joy at the same time. He wanted badly to cover his ears, to block out those
screams of agony that overpowered the few squeals of joy. Why was it that pain seemed
to override happiness? The Giver did not have long to ponder that question, as there was
a crackling noise, followed by the Chief Elder’s voice, which came trembling across the
room to his ears.

“Receiver,” the Chief Elder spoke in a quiet and frightened voice, like that of a
child who had lost its mother, “Please come to the Council, we desperately need your
advice.” Normally, use of the word ‘desperate’ would result in a whack with the
discipline wand, for using imprecise language. However, this situation definitely
deserved that word. The Giver stood slowly and painfully to his feet, as he spoke, “I will
be there as quickly as my feet will carry me, ma’am.”

The Giver looked around the room for his cane, and soon found it, right next to
his chair where he had been sitting. At this rate, he certainly wouldn’t last much longer.
Under his breath, The Giver spoke in a voice that was cracking with age, “If only Jonas
had been selected earlier...” But, there was no time for wishful thinking. He had to assist
the Community as quickly and as well as possible with the time he had remaining.

The old man couldn’t think about Jonas for too long, it made his heart heavy with
grief and sorrow. With each passing day, he felt Jonas’ life stipping into the gloom. It
was slowly at first, though it began to slip faster. It had only been today, the two month
mark of Jonas’ departure that the memories had begun to really reach the Community
with details and start having an effect. These last two months had been excruciating for
the Giver; he had waited impatiently in his annex, sitting there, sick with worry and fear.
While he was waiting for the chance to help the community, a part of him still did not
want to face his duties. He did not want to help the Community deal with the pain; he
did not want to explain to them the worst parts of non-Sameness. But he had to; it was
the reason Jonas was endangering his life.

The Giver hobbled slowly out of his annex, beginning the short, but painful walk
to the Council of the Elders. He had to convince them to keep the memories and not
purge them like they had with Rosemary. It was so difficult and wearisome, trying to
advise the Council based on the memories, when they had no understanding of them at
all. Though they were now experiencing them, they still didn’t understand, and this
probably left him farther behind with them than he had been before.

The thinking would be the ruin of The Giver. There were so many questions and
uncertainties that he wasn’t used to. Back before Jonas, he had known his job, known
his place, and had done it. But now, things were different. He didn’t know how to deal
with these suffering people. For so long he had boiled bitterness for them and their
foolishness, and now that he had the chance to change that, he almost didn’t want to.
But, he knew that he could not die before he had helped the Community; that was his
final assignment and he knew it in his bones, with every fiber of his being. He also felt,
however, that he could not finish the job, he was so weak.

Age was creeping up. Perhaps creeping wasn’t the right word anymore; it was
more like age was leaping on the shoulders of The Giver, and the weight was almost
unbearable. The hunch in his back grew as he leaned over his staff. His feet shuffled one




in front of the next; it would take another ten minutes to walk the distance a healthy
child would be able to walk in about three.

When The Giver finally did reach the building in which the Council met, he
coughed a little, politely asking for help with the heavy doors. He had to save the little
strength his voice had left for the Council. A woman whose hair was frazzled, and had a
wild look in her eyes, came to the door and opened it. “Receiver,” she said quietlyin a
voice that pleaded for help in deliverance. The Giver looked up at the young woman and
smiled ruefully, placing a wrinkled hand on hers as he spoke softly, “In time, in time,”
and he walked into the room.

The Council was seated in their high chairs; some were chattering without stop,
some were sitting rigid with fear. The Giver couldn’t help but wonder if any had received
the good memories, the pleasant ones. He had to wonder if all of these people had the
Capacity to See Beyond or not, could they see color, or would they have to be trained?
Ali the Giver could offer was training on how to deal with the memories; he couldn’t train
them on how to see the finer points of them. Jonas should have stayed, there should
have been another way to do this; The Giver had not the strength to do all he needed to.

The Chief Elder cleared her throat; it was obvious she had been crying, her eyes
were puffy, and, The Giver was sure, if he could still see color, they would be red, the first
color Jonas had seen. She began to speak over the sobs that still lingered in her voice,
“Receiver, what do we do?” The Chief Elder sounded so terrible, so lost. The Giver's face
softened, they were all nothing more than children. None of them knew a thing, and he
couldn’t blame them for it.

The old and feeble man walked closer to the woman, and spoke, “Jennifer, it is
my suggestion to keep the memories, or else we'll have none at all.” He paused for a
moment to look at the rest of the Council intensely, showing how much he believed this
to be true. “Jonas received about half of my memories, if you eradicate them, half will be
gone forever, and we all know my time is rapidly approaching. You will be left with
nothing.” Jennifer was not usually accustomed to hearing her name any longer, but it
was welcomed. The Giver could see relief and appreciation wash over her face for an
instant as the syllables of her name floated off The Giver’s lips.

“But Receiver, all of these memories...how do we...” The Giver cut her short, “It is
better for the Community to share the burden of the memories, and gain their own
wisdom for themselves to share with each other. We've all been alike for far too long.
Search inside for the good memories; you had to have received some, at least a few of
you.” He looked around the Council, and could tell that they were searching. Two or
three faces lit up instantly, and others soon followed, until everyone had at least a small,
pained smile on their faces. “Tell me about them,” The Giver said, and one by one they
told.

One had received the memory of the sail boat, three of the snow, four had
received the memory of the birthday party, and one had received the memory of the
loving family. All heads turned toward the one who described the family. “There were
Old in the dwelling with the adults, and with the children. And there were four of them!
Children that is, and only one set of parents. There was a plant of some sort in the
dwelling, and things were hanging off of them. They were all...smiling at the same time,
and laughing...and I just don’t know how to describe it.” The Giver smiled and said,
“What you felt was love. That is what the Community is missing; love, passion...all these
will become clear; you have to take the bad with the good. Please...”

The Giver’s vision blurred and moved to a snowy hilttop, Jonas was kneeling in
the snow, Gabe clutched to his chest. With horror and shock, The Giver watched as
Jonas collapsed on the ground, unable to go any farther. Suddenly, he was brought back
to the room he was in, and color once more flooded his vision, accompanied with the






