
Angie looked around the courtyard; such quiet as she rarely saw in this place fell 
over the green space between her and the school building.  It built an aura of eerie reality 
around her and she recognized her body’s attempt to warn her that she now returned to a 
mindset she once swore to leave behind, never to pick back up again.  She wanted to feel 
fear or sadness or rage; all she felt was… professional.  Clinical.  Cold. 

She sensed Jase before she heard or saw any sign of him.  “How long have you been 
behind me?” 

“Only a brief moment.” 
She turned and saw in his eyes an understanding that made her long even more for 

the tears she knew should come at such a time.  Unlike the rest of the town, Jase knew 
exactly why she came here, what she left behind, what hid in the darkest recesses of her 
mind.  He loved her anyway, pulled her back to reality when the most painful memories 
threatened to overwhelm her.  He also knew that every part of her fought any hint at return 
to that part of her life; he resolved to not let this lapse destroy her. 

“I don’t know if I can do this,” her voice caught in her throat but not because of 
fear or sadness.  Only regret. 

“You can’t.  But you will.  And I will be right here with you every step of the way.  
When I told you I wasn’t leaving, Ang, I meant it.” 

She nodded, but the inadequacy and the desire to run threatened to topple her 
rickety stack of internal reserves.  “It’s not going to get better overnight, Jase.” 

“It’s worse than you know, babe.” 
She looked up at him and saw in the molten gold of his hazel eyes what she most did 

not want to see.  “Who?” 
“Brett Avery.”  The high school’s star football player.  He was more than that, 

though.  He was intelligent, quick witted, kind, a well-rounded kid that everyone knew 
and loved.  Or maybe not? 

“What?  Why?” 
“He was helping the elementary school special education teacher wrangle up her 

kids and get them safely inside.  One of the gunmen was just spraying the area as rapidly as 
he could.  He got Brett.” 

“I suppose I can find some comfort in knowing he died doing what he loved,” she 
answered with a sarcasm Jase knew was her shield in these times.  He carefully reached out 
to touch her shoulder, uncertain how she may react to touch at this exact moment.  She 
barely responded to it.  “Jase, there is no happy ending to this.  People don’t just get over 
this; they don’t suddenly one day wake up and feel safe and don’t hurt over the loss of their 
friend, brother, son.” 

“No.” 
“The sound of gunshots you know took your child never go away.” 



“No.” 
“The smell of gunpowder will always sting their noses.” 
“Maybe it’s time you open up, Ang.” 
She scoffed, “In this town?  Are you kidding me?” 
“Not at all.  Angie…” 
She cut him off, “No, Jase.  I’ll help as a psychologist.  They don’t need to know the 

rest.  It doesn’t pertain.” 
“Doesn’t pertain?!  Angie!  You of all people know how helpful it would be for 

people to feel the reassurance of having a connection…” 
She put a hand up to stop the flow of words when Jase’s boss approached.  

“Angelica.” 
“Bruce.” 
“Dillon told me you offered to help out.  Can’t tell you how much I appreciate it, 

Ang.  Heaven knows we need someone who knows our town helping with the aftermath.  
Hey, I might need to come see you.  This has been pretty rough.  Did Jase fill you in on 
our casualty?” 

“Yes, he did.  I’ll be available for anyone who needs help and for whatever help 
people may need.” 

“Thank you.  Truly, you have the deepest appreciation of this department and this 
town.  Thank God He brought you here when He did.  For such a time as this.” 

Angie forced a faint smile at the allusion to the book of Esther.  She wasn’t in the 
king’s palace facing the annihilation of her entire race; maybe the odds weren’t stacked so 
strongly against her as she thought?  Bruce was right; God had brought her here.  He had 
given her a past that might just be what these people needed.  No, they wouldn’t ever get 
over it; things wouldn’t ever be just as they had been.  But she might just be able to help 
them navigate the coming deep waters.  She just wasn’t sure how high a cost she would be 
expected to pay in order to help.


