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“Weeping may tarry for the night, but joy comes with the morning.”

— Psalm 30:5 (ESV)

For those who stay.

Healing begins in ordinary days.
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​​​​CHAPTER ONE - Routine

[image: ]


Joshua and Peter lay on the sofa; Peter pressed in close, careful not to hurt Joshua’s left arm, a movie murmuring in the background.

At eight, Mrs. Wilson called them upstairs. They bumped shoulders, laughing.

Minutes later, Peter appeared in Joshua’s room, hair damp, their dad’s T-shirt hanging past his knees, Happy tucked under his arm.

“Your turn,” he said, hopping onto the bed.

“Come on, Joshua,” Mrs. Wilson called. “We need to wrap your arm.”

Peter stuck his tongue out playfully at Joshua.

Not long after, “Okay, fellas—lights out,” Mr. Wilson said, coming up the stairs.

“Night, Josh.” Peter hugged Joshua around the neck.

“Night, Mack.”

“You and me, right?” Peter asked softly as he left the room.

“Always.”

“Rest well, sweetie,” Mrs. Wilson said softly. “Don’t forget you see the doctor tomorrow morning.”

Joshua frowned and nodded.

“Night.”

Joshua watched a moment longer. Even on the quiet nights, he still waited to hear Peter moving across the hall.

The hall light dimmed and the house grew still.

The ride to the orthopedist was long and uncomfortable. Joshua sat beside Peter in the back seat, holding his hand. The seatbelt pressed across his hips, a dull ache he couldn’t escape.

At the clinic, Peter stayed glued to his side while the technician took images. In the exam room, Mrs. Wilson answered most of the questions. Joshua only caught one word—healing.

He heard the doctor say it, but the word didn’t land.

Afterward, they went for cheeseburgers, fries, and milkshakes, then stopped at the mall for the boys some clothes.

At the shoe store, Peter stopped. “Those are like the ones Mom and Dad gave us.”

Ones the hospital had thrown away.

“Let’s see if they have your sizes,” Mrs. Wilson said.

They left the store with new sneakers.

By the time they got home, Joshua was worn out.

Peter walked him to his room, helping stack pillows to brace him the way Nurse Maria had taught him in the hospital. When Joshua finally slept, Peter sat Happy beside him and went downstairs.

Downstairs, Mr. Wilson set plates on the table. Peter placed napkins. Mrs. Wilson moved between the stove, quick but unhurried.

Peter helped Joshua to the table and watched him through dinner, catching every wince. Afterward, they cleared dishes and loaded the dishwasher.

Later, the usual bedtime routine returned.

Peter burst into Joshua’s room and hopped onto the bed. The jolt sent pain through Joshua’s hips and down his arm. He hissed through gritted teeth.

“Joshua, you don’t have to shower tonight,” Mrs. Wilson said from the doorway.

“But a hot bath might help.”

Hours later, Joshua woke to a sound that didn’t belong.

He sat up and listened.

“No... don’t...” Peter whimpered.

Joshua was across the hall before he was fully awake. Peter rolled back and forth, tangled in the oversized T-shirt, his face damp.

“Josh—don’t... leave...”

Joshua touched his shoulder. “Mack.”

Peter gasped awake and wrapped his arms around Joshua’s neck. “Don’t leave me.”

“No way, Mack.”

“Ambulance,” Peter whispered. “Took you away. I was by myself.”

Joshua pulled him close with his good arm and rocked him. “I got you.”

Mr. and Mrs. Wilson hurried into Peter’s room.

“Nightmare,” Joshua said. “It’s okay. I got him.”

Joshua led Peter to his bed and lay down beside him. Peter clung to him until the shaking slowed. Joshua didn’t sleep until he did.
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​​​​CHAPTER TWO - Don’t Let Go
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Sometime after three in the morning, a loud clap of thunder woke Joshua with a start. Lightning flashed and rain tapped on the window. 

Peter stirred beside him, tightening his grip on Joshua’s sleeve. His breathing was calm and steady.

Joshua hadn’t moved all night. His hip ached and his arm throbbed.

He finally had to shift. Peter opened his eyes and whimpered.

“Josh?”

“It’s okay, Mack,” Joshua whispered. “Go back to sleep.”

Peter stretched, rubbing his eyes. He buried his face against Joshua’s right arm and curled his fingers into the sleeve of his shirt.

Joshua listened to the rain. He closed his eyes but couldn’t sleep.

Several minutes later, Peter stirred again. “Josh?” he whispered.

“Yeah?”

“I gotta pee.” 

“Go on. I’ll be here.”

Peter pouted. “Not by myself.”

Joshua limped down the hall with Peter beside him. He turned the bathroom light on. 

“You first.”

On the way back to bed, Joshua stopped at Peter’s room and gathered the pillows. He laid them across his own bed and eased himself down, bracing his hips and arm. 

Peter climbed in beside him.

“Get some sleep, Mack,” he whispered.

The last rumble of thunder faded in the distance. Pale morning light filtered through the curtains. The storm had passed, but the house felt uneasy.

“Joshua?” a voice whispered.

Joshua felt a hand on his forehead. Mrs. Wilson leaned over him.

“Are you hurting, sweetie?”

“Yeah,” he whispered. He had been groaning in his sleep.

She returned with a small pill and a glass of water. Joshua took it and lay back. When she tried to help him sit up, Peter shifted closer, tightening his grip on Joshua’s shirt.

Joshua held still through the pain. 

Peter rolled onto his side. His hand slipped loose.

Even half asleep, he felt the emptiness. “Josh?”  

“Here, Mack.” Joshua rubbed his back. “I got you.”

Peter reached for Joshua’s right hand and held it tight, watching until his eyes closed.

The smell of bacon drifted up the stairway. Peter’s stomach growled. Joshua chuckled. Peter giggled.

“How ‘bout some breakfast?”

Peter nodded.

He and Peter went down the stairs hand in hand.

“Morning, boys,” Mrs. Wilson said with a smile. “How are you feeling, Joshua?”

“Better.”

Before sitting down, Joshua pulled a chair close so Peter could sit beside him. Peter scooted until their chairs touched.

Mrs. Wilson set down eggs and bacon. 

Peter let go of Joshua’s hand and curled his fingers into the hem of his shirt.

“School starts soon,” she said, sitting down with a cup of coffee. “Are you excited?”

Joshua shook his head. Peter stayed quiet.

“Different schools,” Joshua mumbled.

Peter stopped eating. He pressed into him.

Mrs. Wilson watched how Peter leaned against Joshua, how he never quite let go.

“Hey, how about the park today?” she asked. “You up for it, Joshua?”

“I guess.”

“And you, Peter?”

Peter shrugged.

Joshua met Mrs. Wilson’s eyes and nodded.

The air felt fresh after the storm. The sky was bright and clear.

Mrs. Wilson sat on a bench while Joshua pushed Peter on the swing, careful not to send him too high. Each time Joshua stepped back, Peter glanced over his shoulder.

They walked the greenway with ice cream and lemonade. By the time they reached the car, Peter wore a chocolate mustache.

In the back seat, their hands joined.

“You have fun, Mack?” Joshua asked.

“Yeah.”

“Me, too.” Joshua squeezed his hand.

Mrs. Wilson caught Joshua’s eyes in the mirror. They both smiled.

Dinner and a movie passed. Bath time meant Joshua helped Peter instead of Mrs. Wilson. Peter stayed close while Joshua showered.

Afterward, Joshua lay on his bed with a book. Peter sat beside him, Happy in his lap, talking about the swings and the ice cream.

“Time for bed,” Mrs. Wilson said. Peter reached for Joshua’s hand.

She saw it and said nothing.

“How’s your hip?”

“It’s easing.”

Sharing the twin bed was hard on Joshua’s hip, but he knew Peter needed to be with him.

Finally, the Wilsons bought Joshua a bigger bed. There was room to breathe, and the mattress eased the pain.
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​​​​CHAPTER THREE - The World Pushes Back
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Joshua didn’t sleep much the night before school started. Peter dreamed off and on throughout the night, never quite settling. His legs sometimes jerking hard enough to jolt the bed.

Morning came too fast.

Joshua sat on the edge of the bed longer than usual, waiting for the ache in his hip to ease enough to stand. He moved slowly and carefully.

Peter sat on the bed, staring at the floor, rocking—small at first, then faster like he was trying to stay upright. Happy was clutched tightly to his chest. 

“C’mon, Mack,” Joshua said, softer than he meant to. “We gotta go.”

Peter didn’t answer.

By the time they made it downstairs, Joshua’s patience was thin. He told himself it was just the first-day nerves.

But Peter stayed close to his side, fingers hooked into Joshua’s sleeve, like letting go wasn’t an option.

On the bus, Peter never let go of him. 

When they reached the middle school, Joshua stood to get off the bus. Peter panicked—crying, clinging to Joshua like he didn’t know how to let go. In the commotion, he yanked on the sling holding Joshua’s left arm, sending pain shooting up his arm.

The driver waved over a staff member. They hurried the boys to the front office while the counselor was called. 

Mr. Harris led them into his office. They sat together on the small sofa while he phoned Mrs. Wilson. Peter started rocking again. Joshua
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