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"I will never forget the moment your heart stopped
and mine kept beating."

Angela Miller












Chapter 1

Jason's
mom, Nancy, had been so thoughtful to talk me through cooking
Jason's favorite meal for our anniversary. Fortunately, a week ago
I tried to cook an out-of-date steak as practice—fortunately
because I burned it to a crisp and set off the smoke alarm in our
off-campus apartment. At least the fire department wasn't called
and I managed to clean and deodorize before Jason got home from
football practice. He never had a clue. Today was going to be
different. Today, I was going to cook our steaks to a perfect
medium rare—I hoped. The Au Gratin potatoes were in the oven, the
green beans with bacon simmering, and a bottle of non-alcoholic
champagne recently moved to the freezer to make it extra cold.

I glanced up at the clock, time for a quick
shower and to change into Jason's favorite lingerie. His choice
was—well sweet and suited me fine. It was white silk, but not the
thin slinky kind, the heavier, more luxurious kind. It had
intricate lace embroidery around the mid-thigh length hem,
sweetheart neckline of course, with the thinnest spaghetti straps.
I had others that were more fun, but he liked this one the
best. I think it was because it was the one I chose for our first
night as husband and wife. Hard to believe that was a year ago
already.

After I showered, I took a peek at the
clock—perfect, still time. I wiped away the fog on the mirror and
sat down to put on my makeup just the way Jason liked it, which
meant a little heavy on the dark eye makeup. I smiled—he really
never got over my first impression in high school—totally EMO. I
stood, leaned forward and finished the final touch of red lipstick.
As I covered up with my favorite knee-length black sweatshirt, I
realized how fast my heart was beating—I really was anxious for the
perfect anniversary celebration. Jason wasn't one to forget special
occasions, but I hoped at least dinner would be a surprise, the
rest no doubt would be incredible.

I returned to the kitchen just as the buzzer for
the potatoes went off. I took them out of the oven and set them in
the microwave so they could thicken—at least that's what the box
said. Once that was taken care of, I set the oven to broil like
Nancy had instructed. Since the oven was already hot, it came up to
temperature quickly. Should I put the steaks on now or wait until
Jason pulled in—or even until he walked through the front doorway?
The latter seemed like the best option given the last fiasco.
Nothing to do now but wait.

I plopped down on the sofa and tucked my cold,
bare feet up under my sweatshirt. Always cold—or hot, there was
that, one extreme or the other it seemed. There was studying I
could—probably should—do, but not tonight. It could wait. I glanced
up at the clock—still half an hour. I'd made a habit of being early
for things, partly because I hated to be late—it was rude, and in
the case of class, late could get you locked out and a zero for
attendance, but the other part, even after more than a year, I
hadn't quite adjusted to human speed—or more accurately, human
slow. I leaned my head back against the top of the sofa and stared
at the ceiling. After awhile, I glanced back at the clock. I swear
it hadn't moved.

I thought back a year to our wedding day. I was
in an upper room of the church, moments before I would go
downstairs to marry the most magnificent man in the entire world,
Jason. I was nervous—beyond nervous—I was terrified. I loved him
with all my heart, my now human heart, so it was completely
ridiculous to be afraid, but I was. My eyes drifted closed.

* * *

"Jitters?" came a calm, reassuring voice.

"Coach?"

"I didn't mean to intrude," he said as he eased
into the doorway.

"No, no, of course not." I turned and the sheer
train of my dress wrapped partially around me.

"Could you hold that for just a moment?" his
voice was warm and endearing.

I know I blushed; I could feel the heat in my
cheeks. Human senses were still so new. They made me an open book
at times.

Coach's face filled with a broad smile. After a
moment, he said, "Hard to believe you're the same fiery, little
girl that stormed onto my football field last year."

"I'm not." My gaze sank from his puzzled
expression to the floor.

Coach walked purposefully across the room and
then wrapped an arm around me.

"It's time?" I asked.

"No, not just yet."

He would tell me that if it were true or not,
because that's who he was—what he did, always there for you.

"Mind if I sit? We haven't even started and my
feet are killing me."

"Not at all." Coach stepped back and did the
best he could to hold the train of my dress so that I could sit on
what could only be called a tuffet, a backless, red-velvet chair
that was tucked away by the window of the small room. It made sense
now, why it didn't have a back.

I pressed the dress against my hips to keep it
from wrinkling as I settled onto the chair. I looked up into
Coach's still beaming face. Cathy peaked in through the doorway,
smiled with this kind of I was in good hands look before she
and Lisa headed downstairs. Coach glanced over his shoulder.

"They dress up nice." He scratched his head.
"Never thought I'd see the day those two were together." He
hesitated as if thinking, and added, "But then, that's what you've
done for this community—brought folks together."

"I never intended—"

"What's eating at you? I know it's not Jason.
You two were born to be together and I have no doubt that you and
that young man of yours are going to continue a relationship that
happens, oh, maybe once every hundred years." He pulled over a
chair, spun it around on one leg and sat down straddling the back
across from me. "If you'd rather talk to someone—"

"No!"

He waited patiently for me to gather myself.

"It's spring break, Coach."

"And?" He frowned, but not judgmentally, more of
a compassionate gesture.

"Well, I feel like Jason and I are in
hyper-drive, everything is happening so fast. We're both already
enrolled at Clemson for the summer—as soon as we graduate, we're
leaving—I mean, what about his mom?"

That brought a smile to his face. "Don't worry
about Nancy. I'll take good care of her."

"Are you saying there's more to your
relationship?"

He chuckled. "How's Sam and Nancy sound?"

"Who's Sam—No wait, that's you! I never knew
your first name. You've always been Coach. Sam, Coach Sam
Singleton. It fits you, you know." I tilted my head to the side and
raised a brow. "As in Sam and Nancy Singleton?"

A warm smile lit up his face then he leaned
forward, his expression turning serious. "We were talking about the
future Mrs. Izzy Whitaker. What's really going on?"

I hesitated before continuing. "What about the
kids at school?"

"Ah." He nodded. "Now we're getting somewhere."
He eased back a little. "As I recall, you talked this over with
Principal Moore, and she didn't see any issues."

"Easy for her to say. She's not the one the kids
think is pregnant."

His jaw tightened. "First one who says anything
like that will be doing laps."

"You can't—"

He chuckled. "I know, but you get my drift.
Besides, in a couple weeks you have exams and then you're out of
there." He cocked his head to the side. "What else?"

I glanced out the window to avoid eye contact.
"Are my parents—"

"No," he replied before I could finish. "I don't
pretend to understand the goings on that night in the ICU, but what
Nancy said, is that your parents' decision was cast in stone. You
miss them—" He slapped his forehead. "Of course you miss them, but
don't you think they're happy for the two of you?"

"Yes," I droned my tone lacking sincerity.

"But?"

"I don't know. I just thought—no, hoped they'd
come." A tear trickled down my cheek.

"Oh, now-now, we can't have any of that." Coach
reached over to the vanity and pulled out a tissue. He gently took
my hand in his, handing me the tissue with his other hand.

I dabbed at my eyes trying not to smear the
makeup, but he kept hold of my other hand. "Did I make a mess of
it?"

"No, you're still perfect." He looked a little
uncomfortable for a moment, which was very un-Coach, then got this
determined look on his face, got up and started pacing back and
forth in front of me. "Sometimes—as a Coach—it's important to know
what to, and what not to do, before a game, especially a big
game. The boys—let me rephrase, the participants need just the
right edge of anticipation and expectation without going overboard
and letting it build up. Oh sure, it's a delicate balance, but with
experience, we can learn to recognize when we've crossed that
line." He came to an abrupt stop. "What we have here is a case of
nerves. So, what we need to do is take stock—review the game plan,
so to speak."

I couldn't help but laugh. Everything with Coach
was wrapped up around football. "Okay," I said, "the game plan.
Let's see, you're going to walk Jason's mom down the aisle and then
come back for me, right?"

"Yep," he said with a nod.

"And then walk me down the aisle."

"May have to start out in the parking lot." He
chuckled.

"What?"

"Quite a crowd."

"But we only invited—" I glanced out the window
again. "Is that a television boom sticking up over the trees?" I
gasped.

"Sure is. Now, before you get that pretty head
of yours in an uproar, the service—as you and Jason planned— is
going to be just those who were invited. But once word got out you
two were tying the knot, well, everyone just wants to be here, like
they were for the two of you that fateful night. I know you
remember the candlelight vigils at the school and hospital."

I thought back to Coach standing outside the
ICU, clutching his hat to his chest. He'd never looked so
vulnerable—so helpless. Despite his vibrato, he was such a gentle
man—wise, witty and if I understood him correctly, maybe a
permanent part of Nancy's life. It didn't hurt that Jason and I
already adored him. "So, I got this?" I clarified.

"You got this. Just do what you did in practice
and we'll book a win for the Faulkner's and Whitaker's." He winked
and then slid his chair back over next to the vanity.

I spotted the clock on the wall behind him. "Oh
my God, we're fifteen minutes late!" I started to get up.

"Whoa, hold on there, take a minute. No one's
going anywhere. I want you to enjoy this as much as I know I am.
I'll meet you at the top of the stairs." He patted my shoulder.
"You're the most beautiful bride I've ever seen." He started for
the door.

"You're leaving? What if I chicken out?" I
teased.

He hesitated—pointed at me with that all knowing
look of his. "Not a chance." He nodded and then closed the door
behind him.

"Didn't we just say being alone before the big
game was a bad idea?" I whispered to the empty room. The television
van antenna outside the window drew my attention. This time, it
brought a chill as I remembered the night I almost lost Jason.

Jason continued to be apologetic about the
sacrifice I made on his account, even though I banned him from
talking about it. Despite the loss of my family, and immortality
for that matter, there was no other choice, and I think he was
finally beginning to understand that I would not—could not exist
without him. There was also no denying that I had quite literally
been stumbling through life since that day. Even after we bumped
heads in the ICU, both Jason and I expected me to have above
average human strength and coordination after existing with the
enhancements of being a vampire, but there was no way of
predicting, and well, it didn't turn out that way.

I slowly rose in front of the window and for the
first time, noticed the throng of photographers in the parking lot
closest to the church. It was a sea of camera lenses. I waved, like
Jason's mom had done from the hospital room window.

* * *

My eyes suddenly popped open. "What time is it?"
I murmured, glancing up toward the clock. The top of the pot on the
stove started to jingle as the steam escaped around the edges.
Jason was late. I got up and turned down the burner under the
beans. Of all the nights to be late, although it did happen
frequently if I was being fair. At this level, Division A college
level, football was more like a job than a game, but I could tell
he loved the challenge. Still, I missed him. Good thing I didn't
put the steaks in the oven—caught a break on that one.

I plopped back down on the sofa as the gentle
jingle of the pot lid slowly ebbed. I closed my eyes and drifted
back to the memory of our wedding.

* * *

I swear I could hear the clatter of camera
shutters before I stepped away from the window. As I turned, I
caught the reflection of the back of my wedding dress in the
mirror. From the moment Jason proposed, I knew my dress had to be
different and the crimson strands, and the meaning behind them were
just the special touch it needed. No one had seen the dress since
Jason's mom made the alteration. Now that I thought about it, it
was odd Coach hadn't mentioned it since he'd seen the unaltered
dress during a fitting.

A quick check in the mirror brought a smile to
my lips. Was that really me? The bodice of the dress was made from
a simple hand woven linen with a sweetheart neckline and thin
straps out on the tips of my shoulders. A sheer, V-neck panel above
that, was sewn to the straps and held two layers of lace cap
sleeves that Nancy had embroidered to look like wings—she still
thought of me as an angel. They weren't really my choice, but she
was so excited about them, I couldn't say no. Even my hair looked
different, smoothed out over my scalp toward the left side with
bobby pins until it reached a pearl comb that held back my curls.
Around the comb, three small roses were pinned to my hair. I made a
quick touch up on my lipstick—red, not black—and I was ready.
"Okay," I said to the empty room, "I got this. Please, just don't
run down the aisle and make a total fool of yourself."

I stepped out into the empty hall, but Coach was
waiting at the far end. He seemed to be speaking to someone rather
animatedly. His arms flew up from his sides just before he glanced
my way. He turned back to whomever he was talking to and said,
"We're ready to begin."

There was a grunt of approval followed by a
shuffle of feet down the steps.

I smoothed out the top of my dress, checked to
make sure the sleeves were laying as they should and then lifted
the sides outward and let the dress fall naturally around me. I
took a deep breath and started toward Coach. His smile lit up the
hallway.

"Lordy, you are a sight—beautiful! I'm not sure
Jason is going to be able to restrain himself long enough for me to
get you down the aisle." He chuckled. "I couldn't have at his age."
He glanced over my shoulder, presumably at the crimson strands
woven into the sheer train.

"Too much?"

He gave me a thumbs up and then offered me his
arm. "Shall we?"

As we began to descend the staircase, the organ
music faded and a piano picked up the processional Jason and I had
chosen. To an outsider, the music might have seemed out of place,
but the simple, old southern song was our way of letting Benjamin,
Elizabeth and the rest of the Faulkners be with us. I unconsciously
began to slow. We were still out of sight from the sanctuary.

"Oh my God!" Lisa exclaimed. "Your dress—I've
never seen anything like it."

"Perfect," Cathy added seeing the back for the
first time.

Jason's mom appeared from the back of the
sanctuary, all smiles. "I'm not Elizabeth with a needle and thread,
but is it what you hoped for?"

"Yes, a thousand times over. Thank you, you're
amazing." There were hugs all around as the wedding photographer
snapped away.

"Alright, ladies," Coach finally said, "game
time." He offered Nancy his arm. "Shall we?"

Nancy gave me another big hug. "I love you,
Izzy." She straightened out my dress and then turned to Cathy and
Lisa. "You girls ready?"

"Yes, ma'am," they echoed.

She slid her arm under Coach's and they started
toward the open sanctuary doors.

"I'll be back for you in a minute." Coach
winked, and they were gone.

Cathy and Lisa busied themselves making sure my
dress was smoothed out and then turned their attention to their own
dresses.

"I'm so happy for you," Cathy said.

"Me too," Lisa added.

"Thank you for sharing this special day with
me."

They both gawked, glanced at each other and
echoed, "You're kidding, right?"

It seemed like mere seconds passed before Coach
reappeared. The song changed again and Lisa started toward the
doorway. Suddenly, Cathy ran up, grabbed the two bridesmaids'
bouquets from the table and handed one to Lisa.

"Nice catch," Lisa said before continuing.

I turned to Coach. "We forgot my—"

He handed me my bouquet of white roses. I looked
down to turn it until the two red ones were facing me.

"Like you wanted?" Coach confirmed.

"Yes."

He made a motion toward the doors as Cathy
began, matching Lisa's pace. After a few moments, the pianist
played a few chords. You could hear the people in the sanctuary
stand.

"Ready?" Coach said.

"Ready."

* * *

"Ready for what?" someone said. "Hey sleepy
head, wake up. Don't you know what day it is?"

I didn't open my eyes, but reached forward and
wrapped my arms around Jason. "You're home. You're home!" I reared
up and we bumped heads.

"Nice," he said, from the floor in front of
me.

"I'm sorry, I must have dozed off."

"You've been busy. What smells so good?"

"I cooked dinner, or at least I hope I did.
Potatoes, green beans and, if my luck holds, steak, medium rare
just like you like it."

"Wow, sounds perfect." He pushed himself up to
one knee and extended a bouquet of white roses that surrounded two
red ones.

"You remembered." I took the flowers, held them
to my face and inhaled deeply. "They're beautiful."

"They pale in comparison." He grasped my left
hand, kissed the back of it and then kissed my ring—Elizabeth's
ring. "I tried to find a flower—any flower—that was as beautiful as
you and, except for some orchid that lasts for about an hour,
nothing comes even close, but at least the roses were part of our
marriage ceremony. Not bad for a guy, right?"

"Not bad at all."

He rose up and kissed me. I sank back onto the
sofa. He nibbled at the crook of my neck for a moment and then
pulled back.

"Do I have time for a quick shower? Before
dinner." He winked.

"Yes, but it's not really necessary—the shower I
mean." I took a slow, inconspicuous breath. It was all Jason, so
alluring, hot, but okay, maybe a little on the ripe side.

"How long for the steaks?"

"Three and a half minutes per side."

"And a half." He smiled a playful smile. "You
chose a sweatshirt for our anniversary dinner? Or maybe what's
under it?"

"Nope, nothing under it," I covered not wanting
to spoil the surprise.

"I like the sound of that."

"Well, not exactly nothing," I corrected.

He pouted, sticking out his lower lip. Suddenly
his face lit up. "Okay, you said you were ready, so one, two,
three, go!" He jumped up and raced into the bathroom.

"No fair!" I called after him, while I ran into
the kitchen.

"Don't forget to put the flowers in water," he
called.

"That's cheating." I got the only vase we had
and trimmed the bottom of the stems so they would fit and then set
the bouquet in the center of the table. I checked the microwave.
The potatoes were cold so I punched in three minutes to heat them
up. While they warmed, I grabbed the steaks out of the fridge and
got them into the oven. I glanced up at the clock, this was going
to be close.












Chapter 2

Jason
bolted out of the bathroom, headed for the bedroom to change as I
flipped the steaks. "Three and a half minutes, come on," I
whispered. The table was set, green beans and potatoes on either
side of the roses, everything was ready but the steaks.

"Wow, that smells amazing," Jason said as he
stepped out of the bedroom. "My mouth is already watering."

I leaned down and pulled out the steaks. As I
stood, we made eye contact. The race was on. Jason slid onto his
chair just after I put the steaks on the table.

"Beat ya," I bragged.

He rocked back in his chair with a broad smile.
"So my chair just happens to be on the opposite side of the table
tonight, right?"

"I planned ahead."

He leaned to the side as I slipped around the
end of the table to my seat. His brow rose. "I can see that."

I tugged the bottom of my sweatshirt down before
I sat. "No peaking. You want to bless it, or should I?"

He grinned.

"Jeeze! The food."

I waited impatiently as Jason cut into his
steak. A little blood trickled out onto his plate—at least it
wasn't toast. He took a bite and chewed slowly. Okay, is he trying
not to gag or does he like it? He swallowed, stabbed another piece
with his fork and then stuck that in his mouth.

"Come on, I'm dyin' here?"

He swallowed, set his fork down and then leaned
forward and offered me his hands across the table.

"That bad?" I said, laying my hands in his.

"What did you season the meat with?" he
asked.

I gulped, he was trying to find a way to be
gentle. "Ah, just butter, salt and pepper."

He squeezed my hands. "Perfect," he said with a
sigh, "absolutely perfect."

"Just to be clear, you are talking about the
steak."

He rose from his chair, leaned forward and drew
my hands toward him. After kissing each hand, he eased back onto
his chair. "You are amazing."

"You're not so bad yourself."

The rest of dinner was like that, playful banter
and teasing—it was wonderful—Jason was wonderful. He offered to do
the dishes afterward, but I insisted, so we compromised and did
them together.

"Why don't you have a seat on the couch," Jason
said as he rinsed off the last pot and grabbed a towel to dry it
off.

"The couch? I was kind of hoping for the
'drafting room'."

We had a two-bedroom apartment this year because
it became painfully obvious during our first semester that we were
not going to get much sleep in the bedroom—the dark circles around
our eyes were proof of that. Jason needed a place for a drafting
table, so we got a second bedroom for the table and our, 'play
bed'. The bedroom was strictly for sleeping and, for the most part,
it had worked out—for the most part.

"Anxious much?" Jason teased. "I picked up a
little surprise on the way home." He went over to his backpack and
pulled out a DVD. "Chick flick!"

"Great idea," I said, trying to not sound
disappointed.

He put on the DVD, sat next to me on the sofa
and then draped his arm around my shoulders. I cuddled up next to
him—maybe this wasn't such a bad idea after all. He leaned down and
we kissed.

"Happy anniversary," he said as he hit the play
button.

"Happy anniversary."

I'm pretty sure I made it through the coming
attractions—or at least I think I did. I think it was the big
meal—which was a total success—yea. I had to remember to call Nancy
and thank her. I glanced over at the roses, taking special notice
of the two red ones, and then, I was in Never Neverland again.

* * *

I looked down at my bouquet as Coach and I
entered the sanctuary to an audible sigh but waited until we passed
the threshold of the large wooden doors before I looked up. I
clutched Coach's arm, not because I was scared—I was, but because
when I saw Jason, my knees went wobbly. Jason even took a step
forward, which made it worse—I was either going to fall in the
middle of the aisle or go racing down the aisle to him. The draw
between us had never been more intense. This is where we were
supposed to be, our lives joined as one. His mom glanced at him,
and when she turned back, her face was beaming.

Make eye contact, I remembered the pastor saying
during practice. I consciously looked from side to side as Coach
and I slowly made our way down the aisle.

Frank from the hospital helicopter and two of
the Paramedics from town were in the second to last row. I
acknowledged them with a nod. Frank smiled and returned the
gesture. We continued.

About halfway to the altar, I saw Doctor Diaz
and Nurse Greene from the ICU and glanced up at Coach. We stopped.
I slipped my arm out of his and reached over to Doctor Diaz. As we
hugged, I whispered to them, "Thank you."

She pressed me back and whispered, "I'm so happy
for the two of you."

"So beautiful," Nurse Greene added.

I smiled, slipped my arm back under Coach's and
we continued down the aisle, but I glanced back. I wanted to see
their reaction to the back of my dress. I wasn't disappointed. They
exchanged an astonished glance. We were close enough now that I
couldn't help but look up at Jason again. I knew which tuxedo he
was wearing, but on the hanger versus on him—not even close. I
stumbled on a hem in the carpet but steadied myself with Coach's
strong arm.

Jason mouthed, "Wow."

There was light laughter that broke what had
become a very serene processional. Coach and I stopped at Jason's
mother in the first pew. We were still a good fifteen feet from the
two steps up to the altar, but as planned, Coach slipped his arm
out of mine. I pressed up on tippy-toes and kissed him on the cheek
and then waited until he slid in next to Nancy, who at this point
was in tears. I turned toward Jason and the bridal party, took one
step and then waited until the pianist finished the last few bars
of the song. We'd timed our walk almost perfectly. A faint whisper
arose from behind me—I think people were noticing the back of my
dress. I looked down at the two red roses in my bouquet, surrounded
by white as the pianist began the next piece, Jason and my
piece—our song. I slowly looked up.

The minister was in the middle framed by the
bridal party, Cathy—my maid of honor, and Lisa on the left. Matt
and Alex, the best man on the right. Next to Alex, the love of my
life, Jason, my very reason for living. As our eyes met, there was
a slight buzz, a sudden pop, and the sanctuary went black.

There was a shriek from the back and my whole
body tensed as the nightmare of Home Coming momentarily flashed
through my thoughts, but before I could react, Jason was at my
side.

"I've got you," he whispered.

"I—I—" My legs wobbled.

"Easy." Jason looked up toward the altar. "Alex,
see if you can light some candles."

"On it," Alex replied.

A candle flickered from behind the pastor and
one by one, the soft light grew as Alex and Matt lit the
candelabras on either side of the altar. The front of the sanctuary
now glowed in soft, flickering candlelight.

Coach joined Jason and I. "I imagine the camera
crews probably overloaded the circuit," he said.

"No real danger," Jason replied, "I think the
breaker just needs to be reset."

"No!" I turned Jason toward the altar. "This is
perfect. I don't know why we didn't think of it in the first place.
Can't you just picture this in Elizabeth and Benjamin's time?"

"You're right." Jason surveyed the room and then
turned back to me with this kind of twinkle in his eyes. "You okay
then?"

"Absolutely. Go." I knew exactly what he was
thinking.

"Yes ma'am," Jason replied as he retreated up
the steps.

"As long as he remembers that, you two will be
just fine." Coach chuckled and then added, "Not that there's any
doubt."

I playfully slapped his shoulder. "Not
funny."

"You sure you're okay?" Coach said.

"Yes, thank you—oh, and don't forget the 'yes
ma'am' thing with Nancy."

He chuckled and whispered, "Yes ma'am."

Jason sent Alex and Matt down the side aisles to
light the candles on the window ledges. The entire room was soon
filled with the soft, warm glow.

Coach smiled down at me and without a word,
returned to his place by Nancy's side as Alex and Matt jogged back
to their places up front.

The pianist struck a chord and the room quieted
back down. After a few bars, she started our song again. I walked
to the base of the steps as the song faded to a gentle
conclusion.

The pastor made a motion for everyone to be
seated. When the clamor subsided, he looked at me and said, "Who
giveth this woman to be wed?"

"Benjamin and Elizabeth Faulkner," I
answered.

He took one step down, offered me his hand, and
then helped me up the steps. The pastor extended his other hand
toward Jason and he folded in next to me.

Jason eased back to get a better look at my
dress. He lingered for just a moment, then leaned closer to me and
whispered. "I knew you and Mom were up to something, but I had no
idea—"

"Shh."

The pastor said a few words of introduction and
then Jason and I turned so that we were facing one another. Cathy
handed Lisa her bouquet and then arranged the train of my dress
with her artistic eye, in a sweeping, cascade down the step—not
perfect—not messy—artistically perfect. Once satisfied, she took my
bouquet and returned to her position.

"Friends," the pastor began, "we are gathered
here to celebrate the marriage of Jason Whitaker and Isabella
Faulkner." He raised his arms, motioning toward the candles around
the room. "It seems that for Jason and Izzy, even the conditions of
their ceremony are in our Lord's hands."

There was a combined sigh of acknowledgment.

The pastor gently grasped Jason's and my hands
before continuing, "We've all witnessed their incredible journey
and the miracle that has brought us all closer to God, but this
evening, we are here for Jason and Izzy—two young people, deeply in
love, devoted to one another and ready to join their lives as one."
He lowered our hands and released them. "I am pleased to say that
Izzy and Jason have prepared their own vows. I know I could not
have done them justice."

Again, there was light laughter.

The pastor turned toward me. "Izzy, whenever
you're ready."

'Whenever you're ready.' Right, my vows—I'd
practiced them a million times, they had to be perfect, for Jason.
My mind went blank. I looked up at Jason and his warm,
understanding expression meant he could see the panic in my
eyes.

"It's just the two of us," he whispered.

Without taking my eyes off of his beautiful
face, I took a slow, deep breath. A tear found its way down my
cheek. I gently took his hands in mine and started. "I—I love—"
Everything went black and for an instant, I had the sensation of
falling.

* * *

There were voices, so far away, I wanted to hear
what they were saying, but I couldn't get there. An eternity passed
before the voices slowly gained clarity.

"She's fine, Coach, just overwhelmed I
think."

"Are you sure?" Jason's mom said. "She's so
frail, I worry about her. Doctor Diaz is here, maybe we should ask
her—"

"I'm fine," I mumbled.

"Izzy?" Jason said.

I blinked several times to focus.

"You fainted. Are you okay?"

"Yes, I just need a minute."

Jason slid his hand under my back and eased me
up to a sitting position. "I got her, guys. Just let the pastor
know."

"I still think maybe Doctor Diaz—"

"Come on, Nancy, she's in good hands." Coach
wrapped his arm around her waist and steered her out of the
room.

"Where are we?" I asked.

"It's a waiting room behind the sanctuary—you
know, for baptisms. You sure you're okay?" Jason leaned forward and
kissed me on the cheek.

"I am now—except for the totally humiliating
part."

"Nah, these are friends, family, they understand
all you've been through."

"We've been, though," I corrected. I took a sip
of water from the glass that Jason's mom had obviously left on the
small table next to where I was now sitting. She was always
thoughtful like that. Are we doing the right thing?"

"What?" Jason recoiled.

"The choice I made, it hurt Benjamin and
Elizabeth so deeply. I can't imagine the pain that they carry
because of me—for eternity."

"Are you sorry you made that choice?"

"No! Absolutely not. You had to survive, but it
wasn't right to not consider their feelings."

"From everything you've told me about that
night, you did consider their feelings and they considered what my
dying would do to you. Besides, if anyone should feel guilty or
selfish, it should be me. You gave up eternity for a mere lifetime
with me. The thought of someone as beautiful as you aging and dying
because of me—it's—it's selfish at the very least."

I reached forward and stroked his cheek. "I gave
up nothing. I would not have survived without you. Only the
Faulkners were hurt."

Jason thought for a moment. "Well then, let me
ask you this. Do you think Benjamin and Elizabeth are happy for
us?"

"Yes, absolutely."

"Melanie and Nathan? Tink and Hayley?"

"Sure, but—"

"No buts. Families grow, move apart, but they
are always in one another's hearts. Besides, don't you feel their
presence at times? I know I do."

"Yes." I lowered my head, shaking it from side
to side. "I didn't know you felt them too."

"I wouldn't be surprised if somehow, someway
they're here because no way would Melanie, or Elizabeth for that
matter, miss your wedding. I bet Elizabeth is thinking she could
have done a better job on your dress."

"No, she adored your mother. She would love what
she did." I took another sip of water.

"Tell you what," Jason said, "forget the
prepared vows, just make it simple. I already know how much you
love me."

"Actually, you have no idea." I shrugged. "You
sure about the vows?"

"We know—" He made that familiar motion with his
hand between us. "This is just for our friends and family. Wing
it."

"Wing it—our wedding vows? You're kidding,
right?"

"You know what I mean, just relax and be your
beautiful self. The rest will just fall into place."

"I hope I've done all the falling I'm going to
do for one day."

Jason scratched his chin. A wry smile spread
across his face. "Well, there is the honeymoon."

"Don't even think—"

"Yeah, you're right. Could be quite
embarrassing."

"Ahhh! You're incorrigible."

Jason stood and offered me his hand. "Can't get
there without finishing here." He winked.

"Okay, okay, I get it." What I once innocently
referred to as butterflies boiled up inside me. "Well don't just
stand there."

Jason helped me up and flashed his pearly
whites. "Game time."

"That's not until we're finished here, tiger." I
was nice and waited until his blush dissipated before I let him
lead me out from behind the altar.

"That's what I'm talkin' about!" Matt yelled,
thrusting a fist up into the air.

The guys from the football team and the
cheerleaders applauded while Jason and I resumed our positions in
front of the pastor. Cathy fixed my dress to imperfect perfection
again and then Jason and I turned our attention to the pastor.

"Glad to see you're okay," he whispered.

"Just a little case of nerves."

He smiled warmly and then said, "Whenever you're
ready."

'No prepared vows,' I glanced up at Jason and
then closed my eyes and imagined it was just he and I—a deep breath
and I began, "I'm creative," squeaked out. I cleared my voice and
tried again. "I'm creative, and not the best with words—visual
expression is my way of communicating. So, I'm going to tell you
what went into the creation of my dress."

Jason looked a little puzzled, but his smile and
warmth were so overwhelming, I knew he would understand.

"Let me first say, I wear no veil because I bore
my soul to you long ago—the good—the bad and everything in between.
Besides, a veil over my hair—a puffball." I shrugged.

Matt and a few others laughed.

"Now, about my dress." I took another deep
breath. "The two clusters of crimson strands that begin faintly,
randomly at the base of the train, represent our individual lives.
As they make their way up the train toward the bodice, the many
paths of each of our lives intertwine as our focus turned toward
one another. They come together at the back of my waist, which
represents the day I fell in love with you, with all my being—the
many strands of two lives, now one. The wings embroidered into the
sleeves were your mother's idea. And while I am no angel, I am
never closer than when I am with you. From the back, a single
strand of crimson wraps around my body," I grasped Jason's left
hand and guided it toward the embroidered heart. "to my heart where
you will remain forever. Rich, poor, in sickness and in health, I
will love you and cherish you as long as I—forever." I pressed his
hand against my pounding heart. I looked up through tear-filled
eyes—happy tears—into his smiling face.

A beautiful moment passed quietly and then the
pastor whispered, "When you're ready, Jason."

"There was a time I lived and breathed football.
Every fiber of who I was, was solely focused on the game, but that
all changed with an innocent touch in the hallway at school. That
moment altered my life forever. Football? Really? You've shown
me—taught me things about myself, life, love, devotion, and despite
my human weaknesses, you love me." He glanced at the audience. "We
all know what you did for me, everyone here knows about your
selfless act of undying love. Although your parents aren't here
tonight, I know they will live in our hearts for as long as they
beat." Jason grasped my hand and slowly sank to one knee. "I love
you, Isabella Faulkner. I've always loved you. Nothing in this, or
any other world, will ever keep us apart." Jason rose to stand in
front of me again.

"The rings," the pastor said.

Cathy stepped forward with my bouquet and then
Jason withdrew the two red roses. Tied to each short stem rose,
were Benjamin and Elizabeth's rings. Cathy stepped back as Jason
handed me the rose with Benjamin's ring tied to it. Together we
untied the rings.

Jason eased forward and gently slipped the rose
in my hair. He took my left hand and held the ring at the tip of my
finger. After a short pause, he said. "A circle is eternal, like my
love for you. With this ring, I pledge my undying love." He slid
the ring on my finger next to Elizabeth's diamond.

Since Elizabeth's diamond fit perfectly, we
hadn't tried on the bands or had them sized—just a feeling we both
had. The ring fit perfectly and with it came a blissful wave of
warmth, of comfort and eternal love.

Jason eased back.

I stepped forward and secured my rose to his
lapel. Before I could step back, Jason wrapped his right arm gently
around my waist. I looked up into his warm, chocolate eyes and
melted.

"Izzy?" Jason whispered.

"Right." I held the ring at the tip of his
finger and as I slowly slid it on his finger I said, "With each
breath, I love you more. I am yours forever more." I could see the
same warmth spread through Jason and like my wedding band,
Benjamin's fit Jason perfectly.

Jason winked and his smile changed to more of a
grin. "That about wraps up the pre-honeymoon nuptials," he
whispered.

I must have turned two shades of red.

"Ladies and Gentlemen," the pastor said—and I
swear he was blushing as well—"With all the blessings of this
wonderful community, I pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss
your bride."

I was already in Jason's arms, so I wrapped my
arms around his neck and we kissed. We'd always had a powerful
chemistry, even after my change, but this was somehow different and
although it seemed totally impossible, even more beautiful. For a
moment it seemed as if we were alone, just the two of us, and we
shared the sweetest kiss possible. I hated for it to end, but Jason
finally eased me back and then set me on my feet.

The pastor draped his arms over our shoulders,
turned us toward the congregation and announced, "Ladies and
gentlemen, Mr. and Mrs. Jason Whitaker."

The room erupted in applause. The guys from the
football team started what sounded like a pre-game chant, while the
girls cheered.

The pastor leaned forward and spoke so only
Jason and I could hear, "You truly are blessed." With a gentle
nudge, he said, "God's speed."

Before we even got halfway down the aisle, our
friends and family, unable to contain their enthusiasm, flooded in
around us.












Chapter 3

"Hey
sleepy head," Jason whispered, his lips brushing my ear lobe.

"Hey." I blinked several times before I could
keep my eyes open.

Suddenly Jason swept me up into his arms and off
the sofa. All the college workouts had made him much stronger. "I'm
putting you to bed."

"No, wait!" I pressed against his chest. "Put me
down."

"It's okay, I know it's been a long day and
dinner was perfect. How'd the graphics test go anyway?"

"Seriously?" I frowned. "Put me down,
Jason."

"Okay already." He gently set me on my feet.

"Turn around." I made a circular motion with my
hand. "Close your eyes and no peeking."

Jason smiled as if he were trying to recall
something. "What was it Coach said? Oh, right, 'yes ma'am'."

"Well?" I made the circular motion again. Once
Jason's back was to me, I slipped off my black sweatshirt and then
smoothed out the silk lingerie I was wearing underneath. I reached
out almost putting my arms around his neck. "Okay, I'm all
yours."

Jason spun around and opened his eyes—I swear he
blushed. He swept me up into his arms, almost before I could lock
my arms around him. We kissed, a hot passionate, searing kiss and
he started down the short hallway.

"A little drafting?" I teased with a whisper. I
kissed him, nibbled at his ear and twirled a lock of his hair
around my finger.

"I think we can make an exception tonight." He
passed the drafting room and carried me into our bedroom. With our
lips locked together, he gently laid me on our bed.

* * *

Jason was in the shower when I awoke the next
morning. I'd hoped I would have awakened in his arms, but I also
knew how busy he was—the stress showed. Exams weren't far off and
the Spring Game was right around the corner. Hopefully, Jason would
make a good showing and get some playing time this season, maybe
even a partial scholarship—not that we needed it, but it would be
nice for him. They didn't come easy and he'd worked so hard.

I got up, taking the sheet with me and walked
over to the window. Sunrise flickered through the leaves of the two
large oaks across the parking lot from our apartment. I lay my hand
on the window. The glass was cold and gave me goose bumps. This was
a beautiful time of year in South Carolina, also unpredictable. The
temperature could be in the low forties, even the thirties at
night, and creep up into the mid-eighties sometimes by late
afternoon. I pulled my hand away from the window, leaving a palm
print surrounded by condensation.

"What an incredible night," I whispered.

"I'll say."

"Oh, hey, I didn't hear you come out of the
bathroom." I turned toward him and took in his beautiful sculpted
chest—the rest was covered with a towel. He was so totally hot. My
gaze washed over him until our eyes met.

Jason took a step forward. "Don't—" he started
as I let go of the sheet and it slid down my body to the floor.

"Dang, girl!" A voice yelled from the parking
lot below, followed by a shrill wolf-whistle.

Jason pulled me into his arms, away from the
window.

"That would be—"

"Blake," Jason finished. "Sorry, I tried—"

"To warn me, right. I guess he enjoyed the
show."

"What's not to enjoy?" Jason pulled my body
tightly against his and we kissed, but I could sense it would go no
further. He eased me back, still keeping me wrapped in his
arms.

"Busy day?" I asked.

"Blake is picking me up. Obviously, I'm already
late."

I wiggled free and avoiding the window,
retrieved my sheet and then wrapped up in it again.

"Don't be like that," Jason said.

"I'm not, it's just—"

"I know. I wish last night didn't have to end
either, but you're the one—"

"I know. I said you had to try."

"No, you said, 'give it my all'."

"And I meant it. You won't have to ah—red shirt
again, will you?"

"You can't." Jason started to get dressed in his
workout clothes.

"That's good. It means you'll get to play then,
right?"

"No guarantees. There's this new five-star
quarterback recruit this year."

"I can't believe he's any better than you. Bet I
could march right out on the field and prove it."

Jason laughed. "In your sheet."

I laughed too. "Well, I bet he couldn't complete
a pass if I did."

"Neither could I," Jason said. He walked up to
me and pulled me into his arms again. "You know I hate this."

"I know, but we've talked about this a thousand
times." I gave him a quick peck on the lips. "Listen, we both have
exams coming up, you've got the Spring Game—I can't wait to see you
play by the way—so let's just be two college kids until then. You
do whatever it is you need to do to get ready."

"I know you mean it, but—"

"No, no buts. You do your thing, I'll do
mine."

"You are my thing." He smiled.

I pulled away as there was a loud knock at the
door. "Oh, Izzy!"

"That would be Blake." I sighed.

"Yep. Maybe he thought it was an invite." He
winked and then gave me another kiss, stepped away and headed for
the bedroom door. "See you tonight."

"I love you."

"I love you. Good luck on that printing test
today."

"Is that today? Crap!"

* * *

Jason didn't do anything halfway. It was one of
the things I loved and admired about him, and he wasn't kidding
when he said he was going to be busy. For the next few weeks, we
only saw each other in the evenings, and then, we were both so
exhausted, we usually fell asleep right after dinner.

The week before the Spring Game, Jason didn't
come home two nights. We talked on the phone, and while I didn't
really understand why the team had to stay, I accepted it. After
all, our relationship was built on trust and I trusted him with my
life. On the third night, when he did come home, our reunion was
almost as sweet as our anniversary night except—I couldn't really
say for sure, but there was something, something off. I dismissed
it as the stress of the last few weeks.

* * *

When I awoke on Saturday morning, Jason was
already gone. I wish he'd have let me give him a good luck kiss,
but he was most assuredly in game mode—where he should be. Today
was the big day.

I took the CAT bus because with all the alumni
and special activities for the fans on campus, parking would be
impossible. I got to class just in time. I'd rather have been at
the stadium for some of the pre-game festivities, but class
actually turned out to be a welcomed distraction and kept me from
worrying about him. He was under so much pressure—I mean, this
might be his last shot if what he said was true about the new
recruit—five star meant something. It made it worse that the kid
was cocky about it. He actually told Jason to get used to the
bench—or maybe the stands—it made me so angry. When class was over,
I grabbed something to eat at the cafeteria and headed toward the
stadium. I was really surprised to see how many fans showed up for
more-or-less just an organized practice, even though it was in a
kind of semi-game format, but Tiger Fans were something
special.

As I approached the area of the stands where the
players' families sat, I heard Blake's wife, Betty lean over to one
of the parents I didn't recognize and whisper, "Here comes
Casper."

Nice. Sure, I was pale or as Nancy referred to
it, Alabaster. The funny thing, though—despite my lack of color—I
didn't burn. SPF whatever—nope—didn't need it.

"Hey, Izzy. I saved your seat."

"Thanks." I slid in next to Betty. "Blake
starting?"

"God I hope so." She moaned. "I mean, like if he
doesn't get a scholarship this season, he's going to have to drop
out—we just can't afford the tuition."

"No pressure, right?" I waved to the heavyset
woman on the other side of her. "Hi, I'm Casper." I glanced at
Betty as she grimaced. "Just kidding—I'm Izzy."

"Nice to meet you. Are you with one of the
players?"

"Yes. My husband is a quarterback—Whitaker,
Jason Whitaker."

"Oh, how nice."

"Is Jason starting?" Betty asked.

"I should think not," the woman said
matter-of-factly and then abruptly turned away—sort of a dismissal
kind of gesture.

Betty shrugged.

I wanted to punch the lady. I lowered my voice
so only Betty could hear. "Jason's worked really hard this entire
year, even more so these last few weeks. I guess it's no surprise
to you, but he didn't even come home a couple of nights."

"I didn't know that—about the not coming
home."

"Really? I thought the whole team stayed—maybe
it was just the quarterbacks."

The rotund woman next to Betty glanced at me
through the corner of her eye.

"I guess, makes no difference to me. Blake was
home every night." She turned to the lady next to her. "So have you
heard about the new quarterback?"

The woman said something that I couldn't
hear.

"Really!" Betty said. "I swear he's all the
alumni are talking about—maybe even an ACC Championship run."

I shut them out, thinking back to what Betty
said, 'Blake was home every night'. Jason didn't say the entire
team was there, but—well come to think about it, he didn't really
offer much of an explanation at all. What bothered me the most,
though—why was I questioning his motives?

"Here they come," Betty said as she and the
entire stadium stood.

Everyone cheered as the white and orange teams
took the field. This was a mock game, with referees and all, but
with special rules—my favorite, quarterbacks wore purple jerseys
and they could not, emphasis on not—be tackled. Even from
the stands, I was amazed how much bigger the players seemed this
year. On this level, they were kind of like human freaks, huge,
fast, agile, almost monsters—I shivered.

"You okay? You're not sick are you?" Betty
said.

"No, no, I'm fine, just a chill." It must have
been seventy-five degrees, but Betty didn't question it—like she
cared anyway. She was consistent; I had to give her that. "There he
is!" I yelled as I spotted Jason on the sidelines. I waved, but he
didn't see me—game mode.

I guess I shouldn't have been surprised, but
Jason didn't start—it was the new recruit. I wanted to cover my
ears as the announcer went on and on about the new kid.

His first play was a simple handoff, but on the
second, he rolled left and completed a short pass. The woman, and
presumably her husband, jumped up to cheer with most everyone else.
Yeah, so I could have thrown that pass, I thought.

The next play started the same, with the
quarterback rolling left, but this time, the defense was ready and
one of the linebackers—or maybe a safety—I never really could
remember which was which, rushed him untouched. I wanted the kid to
get splattered, but with the no touch the quarterback rule,
I knew that wasn't going to happen—still. The quarterback pivoted
awkwardly and collapsed, writhing in pain, clutching his leg.
Everything came to a stop as the trainers rushed out on the field.
A hush fell over the stadium.

I glanced over, and the woman next to Betty had
her hands over her mouth. Her husband was just shaking his
head.

"What are you staring at?" she huffed at me.

I didn't think I was staring—I'm sure I wasn't.
"Is he your son?"

"Maybe your husband will get his chance now."
She turned and followed her husband down the row to the aisle and
then started up the steps.

"Okay, that was rude—and awkward."

"Yeah, right," Betty said. "I guess we can kiss
a championship run goodbye."

I started to argue the point that Jason was
perfectly capable, but decided it wasn't worth the effort—not with
Betty.

Once the emergency medical cart left the field,
the game resumed with Jason under center this time. He ran two
running plays and then they punted. The white team managed a
successful drive and kicked a field goal.

On our next possession, the coaches mixed in a
few short passing plays, which Jason completed. According to the
announcer, one of them was in the perfect spot where only his
receiver could catch it. Unfortunately, Jason's next pass was
intercepted. Betty gave me this kind of scowl like it was my fault.
It looked to me like a miscommunication between Jason and the
receiver. Sure enough, on the sidelines, a coach was talking to the
two of them.

Jason did well the rest of the half and then
they did an intermission/halftime. The announcer gave Jason kudos
for a respectable performance but then dropped the bombshell with
an update from the hospital. The five-star recruit was done for the
season with a torn ACL and probably MCL.

Betty leaned over to me. "You know that kind of
injury could end his career before it even started."

"That's horrible," I said. And I meant it.

"Really?" Betty chuckled. "What do you care—I
know I wouldn't if it meant Blake would get a scholarship."

Yep, that was Betty. I just let it go.

"Want a soda?" I asked.

She hesitated.

"My treat," I added.

"Sure! It's really hot, a large one would be
great."

"Right." I got up and headed for the
concessions.

I was hungry, even though I'd eaten at the
cafeteria a short time ago, so I also bought us both hotdogs and
then headed back to my seat. I was just entering the tunnel when
the stadium erupted in cheers. I made it about halfway to the
opening into the stadium when the announcer yelled, "That's
impossible!" The fans roared again as they presumably showed a
replay on the end zone big screen. I was too far from the entrance
to see it.

"Can anyone feel another championship coming
on?" the announcer said.

Everyone cheered again as I emerged from the
tunnel. Jason's team, the orange, were lined up for an extra point.
I hurried to my seat.

"What'd I miss?"

"Is that for me?" Betty asked.

"Sure, here." I handed her a soda and one of the
hotdogs. "What'd I miss?"

"Oh, the game. The orange team got a touchdown.
It was a pass. I think Jason threw it."

"That's great!" I squealed. "It must have been
something the way everyone cheered."

"I guess." Betty stuffed half the hotdog in her
mouth and took a bite. "No mustard," she mumbled.

I sat and took a sip of my soda intently
watching the big screen, but they didn't show another replay. Even
so, watching Jason, I could tell he was really charged up—he was
playing great—better than great. His movements were noticeably
quicker, sharp and he was executing his role with unmatched
precision. He'd been presented an opportunity and he was making the
most of it, just like in high school.

After the touchdown I missed, Jason's orange
team seemed like they were on a roll, and it was clear the coaches
liked what they saw as they called more and more challenging plays.
In the last quarter, Jason even took a few snaps on the white team
and did just as well with the exception of a dropped pass that
really should have been caught. It wasn't until then that I
realized the orange team was probably the first string—or starters
to put it another way. Jason was playing with the first string!
This was beyond awesome. He was going to get his start and who
knows, maybe even a scholarship. This, no doubt, was going to be a
special night.

I think the fans knew something special was
happening too because almost all of them stayed to the very last
play. Last year, by the third quarter, at least half the fans had
left. Not this year.

"Where'd that Whitaker kid come from?" one of
the alumni a few rows up said.

"Yeah, where was he last year?" someone else
said.

"They redshirted him," another guy said in what
distinctly sounded like disbelief.

"Yeah, yeah, that's right. Don't know why,
though," the first guy confirmed.

"Well, that about wraps it up," the announcer
said. "Have a safe trip home and we'll see you this Fall. Go
Tigers!"

Betty got up with everyone else. "You
coming?"

"Nah, I think I'm going to just sit here and
finish my soda." I looked up at her. "Was Blake on the orange
team?"

She looked puzzled. "Most of the time, I
think."

"Good—that's good."

"If you say so. See ya."

"Bye."

The sun was setting over Lake Hartwell in a
beautiful golden, Clemson-orange glow. It reminded me of the sunset
in Georgia—from the riverbank. We'd faced a lot of adversity back
then—not to mention Jason had been shot, but that moment on the
riverbank was so special, endearing. I would never forget it. This
might also be one of those moments—no adversity like back then—just
the payoff for a lot of hard work and dedication—a golden moment to
cherish for sure.












Chapter 4

A low
bank of clouds rolled in so quickly, it eclipsed the sunset, and
with the twilight, came a chill. It was going to be a cold
night—but not at the Whitaker home. I smiled.

"Sorry Miss, you'll have to move along. It's
almost six o'clock and the stadium was supposed to be emptied by
five."

"I'm sorry." I got up. "I didn't realize it was
so late." I followed the security guard up the concrete stairs.
"You wouldn't happen to know if the players are still here?"

He stopped and turned back toward me. His face
was red and he seemed to be having trouble breathing. He grabbed
the back of one of the bleacher seats to steady himself. He held up
his hand to indicate he needed a minute. Just then I spotted
another security guard in the tunnel.

"Officer! Officer, down here! I think this man
needs help."

The other security guard walked to the edge of
the tunnel, but when he saw us—well the other officer probably—he
dashed down the stairs toward us.

"Stan, you don't look so good," he said to the
man struggling to breathe. "Take a load off." He more-or-less
pushed Stan down onto the bleachers. Once Stan was sitting, he
keyed the mike hanging from the shoulder of his uniform. "I have an
officer in need of medical attention in Section CC, lower
deck."

"On our way." An answer came promptly.

The officer looked over at me. "Thanks, kid
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