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  Prologue


The semester was coming to a close, but Daniel hadn’t said anything about moving home for the summer. The new greenery gave me hope that the long winter was over. Wearing five layers just to walk to class from my car had me feeling like I lived in the arctic. Now with Daniel in my life, I had a chance at love as well. 
Daniel and I went on our first date three months ago, but it felt like I had known him forever. We spent every free minute together, going to movies or eating out. He always chose the best restaurants. I already knew which ones were his favorite. I couldn’t even remember the last time I had eaten at my favorite restaurant, The Center Street Grill. The one time I had suggested it, he said it was too close to fast food. We were above fast food, he’d said. I had let it go, but I was really craving their fries right now. 
We walked hand in hand down a trail near First Dam up Logan Canyon. I couldn’t believe my good luck. I had a handsome boyfriend. I’d never been popular with the boys, so to have one this attractive take notice of me was something new.
When we got back to First Dam, we sat at the edge of the Logan River. He skipped rocks and I tried not to throw mine at the same time so he wouldn’t get mad if the ripples from my rocks messed up his. I loved his little quirks. 
My phone buzzed. I reached into my back pocket for it.
“What are you doing?” Daniel asked.
“It’s almost four. My mom’s probably wondering if I’ll be home for dinner or not.”
“Sadie, you know how it annoys me when you text while we are together.”
“I know. I’ll make this fast. I just don’t want her worrying about me.”
I read her text. Will you be home for dinner? 
I thought back to when she had met Daniel and me for lunch once and had immediately questioned me about it. Daniel had this habit of ordering my food for me. At first, it surprised me, but I loved that he seemed to know exactly what I wanted, even if I didn’t know it.
She had given me her “are you sure you know what you are doing” look. She thought he was controlling me and taking my choice away.
“Did you even want a steak?” she’d asked. “I thought you didn’t like to eat steaks at restaurants because they are so big.”
“Well, no,” I’d conceded. “But it’s cute that he’s trying to get to know me well enough to order for me.”
I shook my head to clear the memories. She didn’t know Daniel like I did. 
No. I texted, knowing she would worry if I didn’t respond.
Are you with Daniel? 
I smiled. Yes.
“Is it your mom? It shouldn’t take you that long to tell her no.”
I glanced up at him before looking at my phone to read her response. “She just wants to know what I’m doing.”
He grabbed my phone out of my hand before I had a chance to see what she had said. “You’re twenty-three years old, Sadie! They can’t tell you what to do.”
I reached for my phone, but he kept it out of my reach. “She wasn’t telling me what to do. She was just—” 
“Come on.” Daniel stood up, grasped my hand, and jerked me to my feet.
“Where’re we going?” I asked, clawing for my phone. “Give me my phone back.”
“To the courthouse to get married, of course.” 
I pulled my hand out of his. “What’re you talking about? You haven’t even asked me to marry you. We’ve barely been dating three months.”
“It’s been long enough. We need to get married. Then I can get you away from your overprotective family.”
My stomach tightened. “My overprotective family loves me. And I love them!” 
Daniel rolled his eyes and made a “hmph” sound. “They’ve been manipulating you to do what they want. You have no freedom with them.” He grasped my wrist, his fingers digging painfully into my wrist. “Now come on!” He dragged me toward his car. 
I jerked back. He lost his balance and let go of my hand. He swung around and the back of his hand slapped my face. My face went numb with pain. My eyes shut momentarily as I fought a blackness that wanted to sweep in at the edges of my vision. I went to my knees. I forced myself to stay focused. I could not let Daniel get me into his car.
Tears blurred my vision, and I heard someone yelling. Daniel got a fistful of my hair and pulled my head close to his face. A hatred I had never seen caused my gut to clench. I gasped as my neck wrenched painfully at his manhandling. I swallowed bile that rose to my throat, determined to stay in control. His closeness was suffocating me. How had I been so blind? 
“You’ll regret this,” he hissed and pushed me away, dropping my phone next to me in the process. I slumped to the ground, and Daniel ran to his car. His bright yellow warm-up clothes almost made me want to laugh. The bright clothes were a stark contrast to the man he had just revealed himself to be. I thought he was so excited to be with me that he hadn't taken the time to get ready for our date. Daniel hadn't cared about me after all. He had known he had me in the palm of his hands to control me how he wanted no matter what he wore. 
A jogger came off the trail toward me. Sunglasses covered his eyes, but I could hear the concern in his voice.
“Are you okay?” he asked. I nodded and stood up. My head spun slightly, so I slumped to sit on the ground, trying to figure out what had happened. My Prince Charming had morphed into a villain. 






  
  Chapter 1


The crowds on the streets of D.C. were so much more diverse than anything I was used to in Logan, Utah. The roads had four lanes everywhere. Roads branched off in every direction. I took the wrong road several times and was late for my appointment with the Bishop Douglas, bishop of the young single adult ward of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. He had found me an apartment and was waiting to introduce me to my new roommate. 
Dad contacted him the same day he had learned I was moving here. My family had been my rock for the last year, since the incident with Daniel. They were my emotional support through the process of getting a restraining order. Luckily, I hadn’t seen Daniel again, but I had hidden behind my family. 
My parents were willing to keep me under their wing, but my sister Jackie saw right through me. She knew I was hiding from life. She encouraged me to search for jobs farther away. I didn’t think she had intended it to be on the other side of the country. 
I figured moving as far away from them as possible would help me break my dependence on their protection. I wanted to move on with my life. I just didn’t know how I could ever date again. Whenever a guy with a handsome face tried to get to know me, I put up walls fast. I was twenty-four years old, for goodness’ sake! It was time I acted like it.
I breathed to release the tension I held in my gut. This was the first step to showing myself that I was my own person. That I could be an adult and do hard things. I wasn’t sure about going to the singles ward. I was grateful the bishop had found an apartment for me, but I didn’t think I could go to a place that would be chock full of single guys. I didn’t want to get in a relationship for a long time still, and if they were charming and good looking, well… that would be another reason to avoid them since the last one had totally duped me.
As I pulled in front of the offices of the apartment complex, I checked the rearview mirror. My long, sandy colored hair was pulled back into a ponytail, but it didn’t look like a complete mess after driving all day. My hazel eyes reflected the fear simmering beneath my calm facade. I took another cleansing breath and repeated to myself several times that I would be fine. I opened the door and walked up to the man who had stepped up to my car. 
The apartments were red brick three-story buildings. The bricks on the building I was in front of me were chipped. How old were these apartments? I prepared myself for the worst. Maybe the cheaper price wasn’t worth it. 
“You must be Sadie,” said the man, extending his hand. “I recognize you from your picture. I’m Ryan Douglas. Or Bishop Douglas if you prefer.”
“It’s nice to meet you.” I straightened my back, determined to appear confident and capable, and shook his hand. 
“Follow me. I asked some brethren from the ward to come help carry your stuff in.”
I stuttered, then blurted, “Oh, that isn’t necessary. I don’t have that much stuff.” I was totally capable of carrying three suitcases to my apartment. If the guys were from the ward, they would be single.
“Jillian, your roommate, promised she’d have cinnamon rolls. You wouldn’t take away their opportunity to eat a good cinnamon roll, would you?” 
“I—I guess not.” I managed to say. Was my roommate always having people over? That could be a good thing. I just didn’t know how to make friends anymore and would probably be the weirdo in the corner making awkward jokes. After isolating myself from almost anyone but my family, I was out of practice. 
I took another deep breath and rolled my shoulders. I could do this. 
Bishop Douglas led me around the corner of one building. On the left was a row of several apartment buildings, on the right were more parking spaces. Each building in the complex had a set of stairs in the middle, built into an alcove leading up to the subsequent apartments.  
“How was your trip?” The bishop’s voice brought me out of my musings.
“I had a flat tire at the Nebraska-Iowa border, but I have an aunt and uncle who live near there and they were able to help me. Besides that, it was a long drive.”
He chuckled. “I can imagine. I’m sure your parents were beside themselves when that happened.”
I nodded, my chest constricting slightly at the mention of them. I didn’t know missing someone hurt like this. “They would have been happy to keep me home. My younger sister convinced me to try to move out and ‘be an adult.’” I did air quotes. “When I found the job at Arlington Memorial, I figured it was my chance.” 
“It’s a great place.” He paused as he studied the building. “You’ll have to excuse me. I always forget which building she is in.” After a moment, he continued down the sidewalk. “You have a younger sister? Any other siblings?”
“My younger brother will be coming home from his mission in a few months. My younger sister finished her first year at Utah State. They're my best friends.” My throat tightened unexpectedly. Thinking of my siblings brought memories of roaming the mountains not far from our house. I looked behind me over the parked cars. All I could see were trees and more buildings.
“What will you be doing at Arlington Memorial?” he asked.
“Giving tours and helping the visitors.” I was excited to learn the history of the place. I liked history; just not mine. 
“Why did you choose a job so far away from home?” 
“Because it’s Arlington. I’ve heard about it and couldn’t believe I had the opportunity to work there.” Not to mention my sister made me apply for it when she found it. I didn’t think I had a chance at the job.
I glanced around. The grounds and the apartment buildings seemed well cared for.  I couldn't see any more chipped bricks. Maybe they didn't upkeep the manager building like they did the apartments. That was a relief. The bishop led me to a building that matched every other one we had passed, but the number 200 topped the arch leading to the staircase. We climbed one flight and stopped in front of apartment #233. 
“Jillian Peters is very friendly. You’ll like her,” he assured me as he knocked. 
“Come in!” called a voice with a slight Southern accent. Bishop Douglas opened the door. The homey smell of freshly baked cinnamon rolls came rushing out to welcome me in. 
“Hi, Jillian,” the bishop said. “This is your new roommate, Sadie Jepson. Sadie, this is Jillian Peters.” Jillian smiled from the kitchen, where she was putting frosting on the cinnamon rolls.
“Y’all will have to excuse my bad manners for a moment,” she drawled. 
I watched her, a grin releasing the tension in my jaw and clearing the tightness in my throat that thinking about my family had caused. Jillian had her blonde hair pulled up in a ponytail. She was almost as tall as me and slender. Classic country music played softly, and Jillian bounced her head to the rhythm, her ponytail swinging from side to side. My grin widened. 
If my first impressions were correct, Bishop Douglas had found the perfect roommate for me. She liked to listen to music and she was baking—two pluses. I preferred classic rock, but I could dig classic country as well. Her arm muscles tensed as she maneuvered the piping bag she held. 
Jillian put the frosting down and washed her hands. She walked over to me, ignoring my offered hand, and wrapped me up in a hug. Then she stepped back and held my forearms, beaming at me. “I’m excited to have a roommate again. I’m not around a lot, but it sure is nice to have someone to talk to once in a while.” Her Southern lilt was something I was not used to hearing, but I liked it. A new place and new people equaled a new me.
“It’s nice to meet you,” I said.
I took a minute to get my bearings in the apartment. The front door opened up to a living room and kitchen. There was a small table in the kitchen where Jillian had set the cinnamon rolls. An end table next to the door displayed a few books. Under a large double-paned window sat a couch. A coffee table separated the couch from two wingback floral patterned chairs.  It was homey and well-furnished.
“Why don’t you sit down?” Jillian brought me out of my thoughts as she gestured to the couch in the living room. “The guys’ll be here soon.”
As if on cue, a male voice spoke from behind me.
“Already here.” 
I jumped at the voice and walked a few paces toward the couch before I turned around. Only two men shuffled in. They shut the door behind them as the bishop moved toward the kitchen to make more room. Maybe he wanted a cinnamon roll, too. 
“Mmm. Smells good, Jillian,” said one with dark brown hair. I stiffened. He looked a lot like Daniel. My lungs let air out in a rush as my chest pressed on them. The same curly dark hair, a goatee. The only difference were the eyes. While this new guy’s eyes were brown like Daniel’s, they danced like he was always ready for a good time. Daniel’s had always been serious and dark. The room swirled for a moment. He’s not Daniel. I told myself. He won’t hurt you. But no matter how many times I repeated that statement in my mind, the tightness in my chest didn’t go away.
“Yeah, Jillian. You spoil us,” said the other, who had reddish brown hair.
The Daniel look-alike turned to me. 
“Here’s the newbie,” he said. I frantically searched for something about him that was not Daniel. His dark hair framed his face with his prominent cheekbones. I kept my focus on those cheekbones. Daniel had round, baby facial features. The rest of him had been chiseled, but I had always thought it funny how young his face made him appear. This guy had sharp angular features that I found strangely attractive, so I averted my gaze. I tried not to fall over the chair as he made his way to me, and I took a small step backward instinctively. I clenched my teeth. He was not Daniel! What was my problem? Sure, he was handsome and looked a lot like Daniel, but he seemed friendly enough. 
He continued a few more paces toward me with his hand outstretched. I hurried to shake it, then backed away. 
“I’m Bodie. I saw you coming in with Bishop Douglas, so I rounded up Mason.” He turned to the bishop. “No one else was available.”
“I’m Sadie.” 
At least I wouldn’t be leading a huge herd of guys to help unload my car. My heart jumped to my throat. My car! I fought the urge to run to the window to try to find it. I remembered turning a corner while walking with Bishop Douglas, but talking to him had distracted me. If the boys followed me out now, I would look completely incompetent, not knowing where I was parked. 
“I don’t think I have enough stuff to keep you busy. You guys enjoy your cinnamon rolls; I’ll bring in my stuff.” I made my way around Bodie trying to get to the door and hoping they would take the offer. 
Bodie’s grin grew wider. “Hear that, Mason? You don’t even have to work for them.” 
The guy with the reddish-brown hair laughed and shrugged. “I’ll take that.”
The guy Bodie called Mason glanced at the frosted rolls and then brought his gaze up to watch Jillian as she put plates on the table. Mason was even taller than Bodie. His auburn hair was cut short, and his face was speckled with freckles. Not my type of guy, which made him perfect for a friend.
Both of the guys towered over me, and my chest constricted again. I took a step back to distance myself. The claustrophobia that had started after Daniel had hit me reared its ugly head. It always formed when I was surrounded by guys, especially ones I didn’t know well and couldn’t yet trust. I turned to Bishop Douglas, anxious to distract myself from the men. “Are all the men in the singles ward this tall?” I tried again to push my way past the guys to get out into the open air. I was suffocating with them hovering around me. But they didn’t notice and didn’t move, so I retreated a few paces to give myself some space.
Bishop laughed but didn’t answer my question. 
“Do I get to meet this guy?” I asked, turning my attention to the red-head. I needed to do something to get away from Bodie who seemed step toward me every time I tried to distance myself from him.
“I don’t know if I want anyone else to meet you,” he said, then laughed as my face flushed. 
I gritted my teeth. Bodie’s cocky, flirty attitude also reminded me too much of Daniel, as well as his looks. I walked past Bodie with my hand outstretched to Mason.
“Mason,” Mason said as he took my hand and shook it.
“It’s nice to meet you. You enjoy your cinnamon rolls while I bring up my stuff.” I walked to the door.
“As tempting as that is,” Bodie said, beating me to the door and opening it. “I said I’d help you unpack and I’m a man of my word.”
“Her being beautiful has nothing to do with it, right, Bodie?” Mason jabbed him with his elbow and Bodie shrugged.
My face burned all the way up to my hairline, and I walked past them out the door, hoping they were too distracted teasing each other to follow. No such luck. I tried to find my car without looking lost. Bodie and Mason flanked me, and my heart rate kicked up. I tried to cover the sudden desperation for breath by inhaling deeply through my nose. My body tensed, igniting the nervous energy that had plagued me since I had decided to move here. I finally stopped after taking a few steps down the sidewalk to search the parking lot.
“Don’t you know where you’re parked?” Bodie asked.
“Of course I do,” I said with exaggerated certainty. “I’m just testing how well you were paying attention when you saw me.” 
Bodie leaned over so his head was next to mine. I backed my face away from his. 
“In that case, I saw you walk around that corner.” Bodie pointed to the end of the building. “Good thing I was still in the parking lot, so I got a good look.” He winked at me. “Otherwise we would have to wander around until you found your car.”
I walked that way, hoping he wasn’t playing a trick on me. Mason and Bodie followed me.
“You guys wait here,” I told them. “I’ll pull my car closer to the apartment.” I wanted a little space.
“What if you get lost?” Bodie grinned at me. 
I rolled my eyes and wandered away, hoping my gait was confident. They didn’t follow. I turned the corner and found my car. I sat in it for a minute, taking deep breaths. Bodie was way too flirty. Though my sister, Jackie, would insist he was being friendly. But he was also getting into my personal space too much. And he looked exactly like Daniel. How could I be friends with someone who brought up such horrible memories? I could be friends with Jillian. I nodded to cement the idea in my mind. Mason, too. He wasn’t flirty, and he didn’t look like Daniel. Two points in his favor. Plus, I was sure he liked Jillian. Triple bonus.
A second later, I pulled into an empty parking stall next to my new home. The guys grabbed the three suitcases out of my car and left me holding my keys and purse. I bit back a frustrated sigh and gritted my teeth, my jaw tensing as tears threatened for some unfathomable reason. 
“Don’t overdo it, Sadie,” Bodie said as he headed up the stairs to my new apartment.
“A girl’s purse is a mysterious thing and weighs a lot more than you may think,” I said. The sarcasm made me feel a little better. Maybe it would make him back off.
One hour, twelve cinnamon rolls, and countless teases and jabs—mostly from Bodie—later, everyone left, and it was just me and Jillian. 
Jillian joined me on the couch. 
“You make amazing cinnamon rolls,” I told her. 
“I should hope so. I work at a bakery.” She laughed. 
“You’ll have to teach me some tricks. I like baking, but I’m not as good as you.”
“I invite those guys over for treats once in a while,” she said. “Especially on Fast Sunday. They appreciate them all the more after they haven’t eaten all day.” She winked at me. 
“Do they all live in this complex?” I asked.
“Yeah.”
My phone rang before I could ask more questions. I glanced at the screen. It was Dad. 
“I forgot to call and tell my parents I made it,” I said to Jillian. “I better answer this. Hi Dad!” 
“Hi honey! Did you make it there alright and get moved in?” An echo behind Dad’s voice told me he had his phone on speaker.
“Well, I got here. I haven’t had the chance to unpack. The bishop had invited some guys to help me unload my car and they just left.”
“Well, that was nice,” Mom said.
“I hope those men are trustworthy.” Dad was moving into protective mode. I smiled. I liked protective mode. It made me feel loved and secure. Too bad he wasn’t here to scare them away with his shotgun or something.
“They were,” I assured him.
“Good. You’ll be careful? All by yourself?” Mom’s worry was evident as her voice cracked.
“Yes, Mom. I’ll be fine. Like Jackie said, I need to be an adult and move on with my life.”
“I know, dear. I’m still kind of mad at her for talking you into this.”
I laughed. “It will be good for me. You’ll see.” I just hoped I could believe that myself. “We’ll talk over Zoom on Sunday.”
“Okay, talk to you then.” Dad hung up before I did as I pressed my phone to my ear for another second, wanting to soak up every moment of contact with them. I knew I was going to need to find something to distract me so I wouldn’t be consumed with homesickness.






  
  Chapter 2


Ientered the Visitor’s Center of Arlington Cemetery fifteen minutes before I was expected. I wanted to go above and beyond to make a great impression. My whole body tingled with anticipation. Being a history nerd, I was especially intrigued with the United States in the 1800s. There was so much I would learn here. A lady with bobbed black hair sat at the welcome desk. My heart thumped suddenly. I blew out a breath. There was no reason to be nervous. I clung to the feeling of excitement. 
“Hi, I’m Sadie,” I said to the lady to get her attention, happy my voice sounded confident. “I’m supposed to start work today.”
The lady, whom I guessed to be about forty years old, smiled at me. It didn’t reach her eyes though and her face was drawn. I hadn’t really thought this would be a stressful job. Maybe I was just what this place needed. I knew I could ease any stress she was feeling because of work.  
“Just a moment,” she said curtly. “I’ll tell Mr. Anderson you’re here.” 
I stood still, staring out the glass doors that led to the cemetery. Soon, the lady came back with a gentleman who was about fifty.
“Sadie, you’re early.” He smiled and offered me his hand. 
I straightened my back and met his eyes as I shook his hand, making sure I had a strong grip. 
“This is Mrs. Keith. She’ll show you your duties today and get you acquainted.”
“Thank you, sir,” I said. 
Mr. Anderson went back to his office. Mrs. Keith pulled a packet from behind the desk and handed it to me. “Read this and get familiar with the information about the cemetery so you can answer questions when needed.”
She led me out the doors and into the cemetery. “You’ll be giving directions, information, and whatever other assistance is needed to visitors.” 
I nodded as she spoke, indicating I understood. She gave me a tour of the cemetery, explaining how things worked and telling me about the more interesting facts. She seemed to light up when she talked about the Mansion and the people who lived there. We had a love of history and the stories of those who rested here in common.
“Find somewhere to sit and review the information in the packet.” She indicated the papers in my arms. “Then report back to me by 4:30 so I can quiz you.” Her broad smile grew bigger, and the stress lines disappeared completely. She turned around and strode away, leaving me standing in front of the Kennedy graves. 
Once she was out of sight, I sighed and let my shoulders droop. A quiz? In a few hours! I remembered seeing benches at the little amphitheater behind the seats that faced the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier, so I headed there. 
I sat on a cement bench and started to read. After an hour, my eyes drooped, and my shoulders slumped. I shook my arms and legs, willing myself to stay awake. After jerking my head up a few more times, I stood and walked around as I studied. I hadn’t slept well the night before. Excitement and nervousness along with the sounds of traffic and sirens had kept me awake.
At lunch, I decided to take a quick nap. I went to my car after eating, rolled down the windows, and fell asleep. 
Thirty minutes later I hurried back to the amphitheater, hoping the nap and the brisk walk would help me stay focused. 
At 3:30, I got up and danced around to get my blood flowing before sitting again. I had one more hour. I sighed, put the stack of papers next to me on the bench, and pressed the heel of my palms into my eyes. My nap hadn’t sustained me for long. I had not been prepared to take a test today. 
Maybe this was a sign that this wasn’t the job for me. But if I quit now, I wouldn’t know if I had what it took to work here and live away from home. I picked up the thick packet of papers again and stared at it. It was a lot to absorb in only a few hours. I could go home to my parents, though. My parents would accept me back. They would be thrilled, Jackie would be disappointed, and I would return to my habit of hiding. Just like I did the moment Daniel shook my self-confidence.
I began reading again. There was no way I was going home now. Daniel wouldn’t dictate my life now that he was out of it. I would at least give the test a chance. At 4:15, I hurried back to the Visitor’s Center. Mrs. Keith was waiting for me. Without a word, she showed me to a corner, took the packet from me, and gave me several papers stapled together and a pencil. I closed my eyes briefly. Please help me, Heavenly Father, I prayed. Then I put my pencil to the paper and started the test. 
An hour later, after wearing my pencil down to nubbins, I handed Mrs. Keith the finished test and watched her walk briskly into her office. While I waited, I read every pamphlet on display and paced the room. How long would it take her to correct such a long test? I had finally spaced out and was staring out the glass doors toward the cemetery when she spoke behind me.
“You passed, Sadie.”
I jumped and whirled around. 
She smirked, then continued. “You can begin your regular duties tomorrow.” 
I let out a big quick breath and the tension in my shoulders faded away. She smiled. Why did I get the feeling she wasn’t smiling to put me at ease? She raised her chin. 
“We’ll see if you last the week.” She turned and stalked off with her nose in the air.
I stared after her. Did she not like me? I had thought we had bonded while she was showing me around. Had it all been for show? 
She turned before she reached her office. “I have a special assignment you’ll begin tomorrow as well.” She cocked her head to one side, studied me for a moment, then raised an eyebrow before disappearing into her office. 
I couldn’t believe it. She was going to give me an assignment she thought would send me packing. Well, I would show her I could do any job she gave me ten times better than she expected. 

      [image: ]The next day, I walked into the visitor center to drop my cell phone and purse in the appointed spot behind the desk. Mrs. Keith’s voice drifting out from her office stopped me in my tracks. 
“Dale hired a new girl again. I’ve already managed to get rid of four other hires within the first week.” She laughed. “What do you mean don’t scare this one off?”
She was talking to someone on the phone.
“Perfect! How is that perfect? He insinuated I’m getting old…You’re one to talk….You really think so?...That would keep the focus off me. You’re right.”
“Sadie!” Mr. Anderson called from the desk, and I pretended I hadn’t been eavesdropping. Mrs. Keith felt threatened by me. I could easily put her mind at ease that I was not going to be replacing her in any way.
Mr. Anderson went on. “How was your first day?” 
“It was good. Mrs. Keith said I passed the test.”
Mr. Anderson chuckled. “I don’t know why she thinks that test is necessary. I think just having you study without the test is sufficient. She scared three of the four other hires off with that thing.” 
I raised my eyebrow.
He put his hands up. “Not that it’s a bad thing to test you on the information. It’s just not how I would do it. Now, why don’t you use this morning to walk around the grounds, get yourself acquainted with the layout and all that Arlington has to offer, and maybe even take a tour up at the mansion.”
I smiled. “Yes, sir.” 
Taking a tour wouldn’t even feel like work. I walked out the glass doors that led to the cemetery and wandered among the graves. I kind of liked how almost every gravestone was exactly alike in color and height. The differentiating details could only be seen close up, with their name and dates, along with a religious symbol above their names. But from far away, it was a sea of matching white headstones that seemed to go on forever in every direction. Peace instantly enveloped me. I didn’t know where it had come from, and I hadn’t even been aware I was holding tension in my shoulders, but every muscle relaxed as I took in
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