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Friday—July 1, 2010
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He sat on the side of the road. Eyes facing forward, focusing on nothing. It was two in the morning, but he had lost all track of time. His knuckles were white from gripping the steering wheel so tight, but he would not feel that uncomfortable soreness until later. He was completely numb. There was only one word echoing in his head over and over. Inoperable. The radio was almost nonexistent tonight, which was unusual for a Thursday, but he could really use a distraction about now. He took a deep breath in, released his grip, and then exhaled loudly as he leaned forward and placed his forehead on the top of the steering wheel. 

“Why,” he whispered.  

The sudden tap on his driver’s side window startled him. He sat up straight in his seat and jerked his head around to see who it was. The look of surprise on his face must have been apparent to his visitor, because the man backed away slowly with his hands in the air mouthing the word, “Sorry.” He sat there for another moment until his breathing was normal and then rolled down the window. 

“I’m sorry officer I didn’t mean to startle you,” The stranger stated. 

Dave took a moment to inspect the unwanted visitor before he finally spoke.

“Is there something I can do for you, sir?”
“I was just wondering if you were okay.”
He gave the stranger a noticeable pause before he answered. 

“What would make you think I wasn’t?”

“You have been sitting here in the same position for over an hour.”
He dipped his head slightly and almost seemed embarrassed before he spoke.
“I needed to finish some paperwork.”

“I have no reason not to believe you, officer, it’s just that,” he paused, “you have literally not moved in over an hour.”

Now he was getting angry. 

“Who are you, and why have you been watching me for over an hour?”

The stranger sensed his anger building and attempted to ease the tension. 

“Officer, my name is Bill Dunkirk. I am the senior pastor of the church you are sitting in front of.” He pointed to the building that read Faith Bible Church. “I mean no disrespect in my actions sir, it’s just that I couldn’t sleep tonight.” He laughed and then pointed to the house behind the church. “You see, I live right there behind the church in the parsonage. Me, my wife, and my children. I am usually a good sleeper. But tonight, I could not find rest. I tried counting sheep,” he laughed once again, “but that did not work. So, finally I decided that if I could not sleep, I might as well work. I walked over to the church around twelve thirty, and I noticed you sitting out front in your patrol car. I thought nothing of it and read from the book of 1 Thessalonians to get a start on Sunday, or maybe the Wednesday night message.”

“Wednesday night? I thought church was only on Sunday unless you’re catholic?”

“We have a Sunday morning service, Sunday evening, and a Wednesday night service for believers.”

“People actually go to church that much?”

He laughed at the comment. 

“Some do.”

“Anyway, Pastor, you were saying.”

“I looked back out here at one thirty and noticed you in the same position. I told myself I would check at two, and if you were still here, I was going to come down and make sure you were okay.”
He smiled, and his disposition seemed a bit more at ease. 
“I thank you for your concern, sir, but as you can see, I’m doing fine.”

Below the window and out of view of the pastor, he was flexing both hands, which were feeling sore at the moment. 

“Okay then. I’m sorry to have bothered you, officer...”

“Jackson. David Jackson.” 

He extended his right hand out the window. The pastor took a step forward and shook his hand.

“It’s very nice to meet you, Officer Jackson.”

“Please Pastor, call me Dave.”

“And you call me Bill.”

“Alright Bill. I guess I should be going.”

“Dave, before you leave. I know you said you are alright, but is there anything you want to talk about? Anything that’s on your mind?”

Dave paused and scratched his chin. Pastor Dunkirk reached into his pocket and took out a business card. He handed it to Dave.

“Dave, if you feel like talking about anything at all. You just call me.”

“I hate to burst your bubble, Bill, but you might not get a phone call from me.”
“If I don’t that’s okay. You have the card if you want to talk.”
He held the card up and examined it. 
“Senior Pastor William Dunkirk, Faith Bible Church.,” he whispered.
Dave realized that in these last few minutes since he had been talking to Pastor Bill; he had not thought about his condition once. Dave decided that if the radio would not cooperate by distracting him tonight, then maybe a conversation with Bill would be just what he needed. The shift sergeant had always preached community-based policing. Maybe he could kill two birds with one stone here.  

“Actually, Pastor Bill, if you have a moment, maybe we could talk a little.”

The pastor smiled.

“I would like that, Dave. Do you want to come into the church or -?”

“That won’t be necessary. It seems like a pleasant night to talk outside.”

“Very well then. If you would like, you can just pull your car around to the front entrance. There’s a bench in front we, or I can sit on while we talk.”

“Alright. I’ll meet you over there.”

The pastor turned and starting walking toward the front of the church. Dave shifted the car into drive and did a U-turn back out onto the road and then made a left into the parking lot. He parked in the spot closest to the bench and exited the car. He stretched. The pastor walked up and had a seat on the bench. 

“Would you like to sit? There’s room for both of us.”
“Thanks, Pastor Bill, but I think I need to stand for a bit.”
“Very good. What would you like to talk about? You know whatever is said between us stays between us, right?” 
“It is not one of those conversations, pastor. I thought maybe I could get to know you better, that’s all. Maybe hear a little about the church and community things.”
“Oh. Well, that’ll be fine.” He smiled. “Ask away Dave. What would you like to know? I’m an open book.” Before Dave could speak, he added, “But before I tell you about me, let’s put your police experience to the test.”

“Okay, Pastor Bill. What did you have in mind?”


“Turn around.”

Dave turned his back to the pastor. “Okay.” 

“I’m a perp who just committed a crime in front of you. How would you describe me?”


This made Dave chuckle. 

“A white male approximately 40 to 45 years of age, 5’10 to 6’0, 175 to 185 pounds, short brown hair, clean shaven, wearing a blue polo shirt, khakis and loafers.”

“Wow! I am impressed. I especially like the part where I could be 40.”

“Well, I guess when you’ve been doing something for twenty-plus years, you should be good at it. How long have you been a pastor?” 

“22 years.”
“So, you know what I’m talking about?”
“I do. It seems like just yesterday that I graduated from high school. Time sure flies, doesn’t it?”

He sighed, “That it does, Pastor Bill, that it does.” He smiled. “So, what made you decide to go into the ministry?”

“Well, my father was a pastor, and his father was before him.”

“Ah, the family business.”

He chuckled. “It might look like that, but it’s deeper. You feel a calling within yourself. Yes, I grew up listening to my father practicing his sermons at home, and we spent a lot of time at the church, but when I read the bible and prayed, I felt a genuine bond with God. Probably the same type of draw you felt toward law enforcement.”

“They were hiring. I applied.”

He laughed.

“Okay, I was wrong about that one. It drew me toward the love of a God who gave his only Son for my salvation.”

The conversation was getting a little more serious than Dave wanted it to, so he changed gears.

“You said you have a wife and kids?”

“I do. I have been married to Marsha for 20 years now. We have four children; Matthew, who just turned 18, Sarah, 16, Brenda, 13, and Seth is 10.”

“Wow!”

“I know. Sometimes I can’t believe it myself.”

“Is the oldest boy going into the family trade?”

“No, He wants to be a history teacher. He has always loved anything to do with history. Mainly American history. Not to brag either, but the Dunkirk men have had their fair share of running into historical figures.”

“We’ll circle back around to that. Will that make him an outcast?” He raised an eyebrow. “Not going into the family business.”

Pastor Bill chuckled. “Not at all.” He paused a moment to find the words. “Every father just wants their child to be happy with what they do in life. History makes Matthew happy, and so it makes me happy.”

“But he won’t be preaching from the pulpit on Sunday’s. As a pastor, do you feel some sense of remorse that he won’t be following in your footsteps?”

“Matthew is his own man. He must pray and follow God’s will for his life. Whether it is teaching history, preaching from a pulpit, or protecting and serving others, that is up to him and God. We, as parents, have them in the nest for a little while. It is our job to instill in them the skills necessary to survive in this world without us. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“I would.”

“Do you have kids of your own, Dave?”

“I do.” Time to shift gears again. “Have you been at this church for 22 years?”

“No. We have been here,” he paused and appeared to be counting in his head, “16 years now.”

“Are you from here?”

“I was actually born in Green Bay, Wisconsin.”

“Ah, so, a Packers fan?”
“No, no, no! A bears fan. We moved to Chicago when I was five.”
“So, you grew up in Chicago?”

“I did. I graduated from high school there and then went onto Moody Theological Seminary, where I eventually got my MA in Pastoral Studies.”

“Did you meet your wife in college?”

He laughed. 

“We met in kindergarten.”

“Was it love at first sight?”

“We started eating the same paste, and when our eyes met, it was magic.” He got a laugh out of Dave. “We lived in the same neighborhood. We went to the same school. So, we really saw each other a lot. Over time, our friendship developed into a relationship, and four beautiful kids later, here we are.”

“How did you make the leap from Chicago, Illinois, to Dargen City, Michigan?”
“The short version is that God sends you where he needs you.”
“And the long version?”

“I was pastoring this small, albeit very nice, church just inside the city. It was a wonderful church, a godly church, and the congregation was growing. We had been there for six years, and it had grown by thirty percent.”

“That’s a lot. So, what makes a man uproot his family and move them four hours away to pastor a church in an area he isn’t familiar with?”
“I was sitting in my office one Friday night, going over my notes for the Sunday sermon, when the phone rang. It was late, right around 11:30. I answered, and the voice on the other end was one of my college buddies, Martin Jacobs. Martin and I talked from time to time over the years, but I had not heard from him in a little over a year. He had this big booming voice that I remember only got louder as he got more excited.” He paused for a moment and chuckled. “Anyway, his voice seemed weaker. I knew that something was wrong.”
“Nice friend. He doesn’t call you for a year and then, when something is wrong, he picks up the phone. Let me guess, he needed money? It’s amazing how that happens.” 

“No, nothing like that. He wanted me to come and visit him.”

“It’s harder for you to say no if he can look you in the eyes.”

He smiled and then continued.

“I told him I could come see him in a couple of months when my schedule opened up. We had a lot of things going on at the church that needed my attention. He managed a laugh and then he said, ‘I need you to be here tomorrow.’ He could be the dramatic type occasionally, so I told him I would see what I could do.”

“Was he satisfied with that answer?”

“Just before we hung up the phone he said, ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.’”

“So, he expected you to jump in your car the next morning and drive four hours from Chicago to see him, just based on him saying, ‘I need to see you tomorrow.’” 

“Yep.”

Dave smiled. 

“How disappointed was he when you called him the next day and told him you couldn’t make it?”

“He was happy to see me the next morning when he woke up.”

“Wow! You actually drove to see him?”

“I left around four the next morning and made it there a little after eight.”

“Was your wife angry?”

He leaned in and whispered. “Marsha’s the one that made me go.”

“Really? How did that conversation go?”

“After the phone call, I wrapped it up for the night and went home. I walked through the front door and Marsha was sitting in the living room. Normally at that hour, she is in bed. Matthew was two and Brenda was about a month old, so she was usually exhausted. I walked over and gave her a kiss, then sat down next to her. Before I could say a word, she said, ‘Go see him.’ I was, of course, stunned. I asked her who she was talking about, and she said, ‘Martin.’”

“You’re freaking me out here, Pastor Bill.”

“You? It freaked me out.”

“Did she tell you why, or even how she knew?”

“It appears he called the house first and talked to Marsha. I guess he was more convincing to her than he was to me.”

Dave laughed.

“For a moment there, I thought you were going to tell me she had a dream or a vision.”

“No, just a sympathetic heart to the plight of a dying man.”

“Wait. He was dying?”

“Yes. He didn’t say it over the phone, but her intuition has always been better than any of my instincts. She could hear the desperation in his voice and knew that I would regret it later if I didn’t go.”

“So, what was the big secret?”

“When I got there, the first words out of his mouth were, ‘Thank Marsha for me.’ It, of course, made me laugh. He then told me he had developed prostate cancer.” He paused and collected his composure. Dave remained silent and waited for him. “Sorry, I zoned out on you for a minute. Cancer. It is a nasty disease that has taken my fair share of family and friends. Anyway, he told me he had little time left, and that he wanted to leave the church in excellent hands. He said he prayed about it day and night, asking God to send him someone who would love and nurture this place as much as he had.”

“And that person, was you?”

“According to him, it was. He said he felt led to tell me what God had revealed to him, and I could do whatever I wanted with it. He looked weak. I visited with him for about two hours and then got back in the car and made my way back to Chicago.”

“And just like that, you became pastor of this church?”

He laughed.

“No, the process is a little more detailed than that. The church will select a few interested candidates and have them come in on separate Sundays and preach. When all the candidates have gone, then the congregation votes on one candidate to come back and preach again. Then, after that sermon, they vote again. This time to either make him the new senior pastor, or to keep searching.”

“Sounds pretty cutthroat.”

“No, not really. It doesn’t benefit a congregation to choose the wrong leader.”

“How can you choose the wrong leader if all of you preach the same thing?”

“Because even though we preach the same message, we have different styles of delivering it. Some pastors, like police officers, relate to others differently. There are many factors at play.”

“I guess I never realized that. So, they chose you?”

“They did. It was hard leaving Chicago, and a church with a congregation that I loved and had been ministering to for six years.”

“Then why leave?”

He smiled.

“You go where God calls you to be. After my meeting with Martin, things fell into place, and Marsha and I could see us calling this place home.”

“So, your friend Martin died of prostate cancer?”

“He did.”

“When you spoke with him, did he mention whether there were signs, or did it just come upon him quickly?”

“Like most people, Martin is stubborn. He told me that looking back, there were many signs that he just ignored. He was too involved with work or just pushed off the symptoms as a nagging pain here and there, until the pain was more severe, and he couldn’t ignore it any longer.”

Dave paused. He smiled and sighed. “Yeah.”

“So, we have fully embraced this church, congregation and community as our own.” He smiled. “Did you grow up here, Dave?”
“I did. I was born here. Raised here. And I will die here.” He looked down at the ground and smiled before continuing. “I have a lot of significant memories here, Pastor Bill. I hope that you and your family have a lot of same.”
“So far, so good.”

“Do you see yourself staying here and retiring from this church?”

“We always keep our minds open to the possibility that we could be called to move again, but I don’t see us leaving soon. Do you have a home church, Dave?”

“No.”

“Do you have Sundays off?”

“The way my schedule runs, I have every other weekend off?”

“We have Sunday night services that start at 6 p.m. It is perfect for the people working midnights. Come to church, hear a great sermon, and then grab dinner and relax the rest of the night.”

“Sorry Pastor Bill, that’s more of my wife’s thing.”

He smiled. “Well, something to think about.”

Dave chuckled. “Maybe.”

There was an awkward pause in the conversation, which made the Pastor feel as if Dave had something else on his mind.   

“Dave, is there anything you’d like to talk about tonight? Anything on your mind you’d like to get off your chest?” 

“Pastor I,”

Dispatch interrupted. 

“616 and 612.”

He depressed the button on his radio.

“Go for 616.”

“Go for 612,” Officer Martinez chimed in.

“28747 Lona. 28747 Lona. A neighbor reports yelling from that location.”

“616.”

“612.”

“I’ll show both units on the way at 0247 hours.”

“Duty calls Pastor.”

“I enjoyed our conversation, Dave.”

“So did I.”

“You have my number if you ever want to talk, or my address if you want to stop by.”

“Thanks. I hope you’re able to get some sleep tonight.”

“Me too. Stay safe out there.” 

The pastor turned to walk back toward the church, and Dave climbed into his cruiser. He shifted into drive, but then rolled his window down.

“Pastor Bill,” he called. 
The pastor turned.
“Yes, Dave.”

“I’m just being curious, but you said that you were working on a sermon from the book of 1 Thessalonians. What’s the message?”

“It focuses on 1 Thessalonians 5:16-18. ‘Rejoice always, pray without ceasing, in everything give thanks; for this is the will of God in Christ Jesus for you.’ The message being, give thanks to the Lord for everything that happens in your life. We seem to always thank him for the things that benefit us, but we seldom thank him for the calamity that enters our world. Verse eighteen is very clear. Give thanks to the Lord for everything that happens in your life.”

“So, you’re telling me we’re supposed to thank him for our troubles? When we break an arm, or the bank forecloses on our house, or even when we get diagnosed with a terminal disease? That’s what you’re telling me?”

“It’s not what I’m telling you, Dave. It’s what God is telling us to do.”

“That doesn’t seem right.”
He smiled. 
“There’s more to it than that. Come to the service on Wednesday night and find out more.”

“I have to get to this call, Pastor Bill, but I’ll think about it.” 

He shifted into drive and headed for 28747 Lona. 
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They came from opposite directions but pulled onto the street at the same time. Dave let dispatch know they were both on scene.  

“616 and 612 are out.”

“Copy that. I will show both units out at 0255 hrs. Be advised I am showing numerous runs for DV at the residence, but no weapons currently registered there.” 

“Units copy.” Dave responded.  

They parked two down on both sides of the house and approached on foot. Martinez took up a position on the side of the front door, and Dave walked around to the side door. As he approached the door, he noticed a light on in the back of the house. The back gate was open, so he walked through to see if he could see or hear anything. He heard voices coming from what appeared to be the kitchen. 

“Yap-yap-yap-yap-yap...that’s all you do all day long.” A male voice screamed.

“Well, maybe I wouldn’t have to if you actually did something around here.” The female voice shouted back.

“I bust my hump working all week to provide for this family and this is the thanks I get.”

“Being a man means more than just working for a paycheck. You also have responsibilities at home.”

“Yap-yap-yap, you’re like a little bird that won’t stop.”

“If I were a little bird, it would be, chirp-chirp-chirp, not yap-yap-yap, you idiot.”

“Why did you even marry me, Rachel? All you do is criticize me. Do you even remember why?”
“Every day I forget a little more, Joe. Most men take decades to digress into the state you’ve fallen into, but it only took you a couple of years.”
“Well, I’m sorry I’m not Mr. Perfect.” 

“Mr. Perfect? Joe, right now I’d settle for Mr. Cares. All you do is go to work, then you come home and start drinking the rest of the night before you pass out on the couch and do it all over again the next day. I can’t even get you to do anything on the weekends. You just watch sports, yell at the TV, and drink.”

“Well, excuse me for trying to find a little pleasure in life.” 

Dave then heard sobbing. He looked over to see Martinez peaking around the corner of the house at him. He gave him the nod as he started toward the front of the house. Martinez knocked on the door. A second later, the porch light came on. 

“Who is it?” Joe yelled through the door.

“Police department sir, open the door,” Martinez responded.

“Everything’s okay in here. You can go.”
Dave had made it back to the front of the house and was standing on the other side of the door. 
“You know that’s not how this works, Joe,” Dave yelled back.

“We have neighbors Joe, open the front door.” Rachel whispered loudly to him.
The front door opened. Joe then unlocked the screen and invited them in. Martinez entered first, with Dave right behind him. As he entered the door behind his partner, he whispered to him, “Why don’t you take her into the kitchen while I speak to him in the living room?”
“Ma’am why don’t we go into the kitchen and speak while my partner speaks to your husband here in the living room.”

He followed her into the kitchen while the other two men stayed put. Once they were out of sight, Dave started.

“What seems to be the trouble this morning?”

“Same as every morning,” he paused for a second to look at Dave’s name tag, “Officer Jackson. Haven’t you been here before?”

“I have, but that doesn’t mean it’s the same problem as last time.”
“Well Officer Jackson, it is. She gets on my case about not doing enough around the house. I drink too much, yadda-yadda-yadda, and here we are.”
“So why don’t you get a divorce and move on with your life?”

Joe seemed surprised by this suggestion.

“Aren’t you supposed to tell me to work it out?”

“I’m not a counselor or a priest. I’m a realist. Why prolong the inevitable? You two can keep going through the same song and dance, but the answer is right in front of your face.”  

“I guess, maybe. I really hadn’t thought about it like that.”

“Your young, there’s no kids yet, so why drag it out?”
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Martinez stood across from Rachel as she sat in the kitchen chair and cried. 

“We had so many plans, Officer Martinez.”

“How long have you been married?”

“It’ll be two years next month.”
“And how long have you known each other?”
“Six years now. We met our freshman year in college. We took the same literature class, Mr. Fisher. Man, he was a weird duck.” She laughed. “We bonded over discussing how weird he was. I discovered this sweet, sensitive, ambitious young man. He was so passionate about life.”

Martinez smiled.

“So, the relationship progressed. Then, after four years of getting to know each other, marriage.”

“In a nutshell, that’s it.”

“So, what happened?”    

“Beer happened.”

“Was he a big drinker during those four years?”

“Not at all. Both of us are social drinkers. We would have a drink or two at a party, maybe a glass of wine with a nice dinner, but never one right after another. We didn’t even keep any beer in the fridge.”
Martinez spoke softly, and his face revealed a sincere empathy for what the young couple was going through.
“So, tell me Rachel, what happened that changed all of that?”

Her voice cracked, and she dipped her head. She took a moment before she spoke. Martinez saw a box of tissue on the counter. He grabbed the box and handed it to her. 

“It’s okay. Take your time.”
“We got the call on Saturday, July 4th, last year, around six thirty in the afternoon. Joe’s mom was driving home after work. She wasn’t even supposed to work that day, but she picked up an overtime shift at the hospital to make some extra money.” Rachel paused and blew her nose. “She was a nurse. Anyway, she was driving home on Interstate 94. The police estimated her speed at right around 65.” She smiled and managed a weak laugh. “It always drove Joe crazy that she stayed in the right lane and drove under the speed limit.”
“It sounds like she was just a cautious driver.” 
“She was.” She wiped her eyes and took another moment. “Well, on this day she was driving behind a pickup truck, who also was doing 65. They were moving right along in the right lane when, without warning, the truck swerved to the right and up onto the shoulder. There was a car stalled in the right lane. She never even had time to react. She hit it doing 65. The police told us it killed her on impact.”
She cupped her face with her hands and cried. Martinez walked over and put his hand on her shoulder. 

––––––––
[image: image]


Joe tried to look around Dave like he could somehow magically see through the wall into the kitchen.

“Why’s she in there crying?”

“She’s playing the sympathy card. Did you strike your wife tonight, Joe?”

“No, I wouldn’t do that.”
“Did you push her or maybe lean into her as you walked by, by accident, of course?”
“No-no-no...” He responded. 

“Well, it sounds like she might be communication something different to my partner. Maybe even shedding a few tears to gain a little sympathy.”

“Rachel wouldn’t do that. If she’s anything, she’s honest.”

“Maybe she knows that when the police go to an address over and over, eventually somebody has to go to jail.”

“No, no way. We have our problems, but I would never lay my hands on her. Ever!”

“Does she have any girlfriends who really kind of hate men? You know the one I am talking about? The one that see’s men as nothing more than oppressive, and she can’t hold a relationship to save her life.”

It only took him a second to think before he uttered the friend’s name.

“Sydney.”

“What’s her story?”

“She’s a man hater. She cannot hold a relationship because she’s an intolerable witch. Sydney’s probably been on a hundred first dates over the last five years because no man can stomach a second date with her.”

“So, are you sure Sydney isn’t rubbing off on her?”

“Sydney.” He said it again, this time with contempt in his voice.

––––––––
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Rachel finally regained her composure, and she put her hand on Martinez’s hand and squeezed it. He gently squeezed her shoulder and then moved back into his position.

“Thank you so much, Officer Martinez, for being so patient with me.”
“Your family is going through a rough time,”
She wiped her eyes with the tissue and continued. 

“She was a very sweet lady. My husband and her were very close. His dad walked out on the family when Joe was five and his brother was three. He moved to Texas to do God knows what, and Joe has not seen him since. Joe has a good relationship with his brother, but he is in the Airforce, stationed over in Japan for the last three years. He saw him for the funeral, but then it was right back to Japan.”

Martinez stood there with a somber look, nodding as she spoke.

“That’s got to be tough on him. A dad that’s not a factor in his life, and a brother he loves but can’t see.”

“It is tough for him, and when his mom died like that, it just sent him right over the edge. About a week after the funeral, he brought home a case of beer. It lasted maybe two days.”

“And he hasn’t stopped since that day?”

“No. I’ve approached him about getting help. Going to AA. He has no desire.”

“Does he have any friends who can help you convince him to seek help?”
“His so-called friends are the ones who have helped get him to this point. He has superficial friends who refuse to talk about anything that might exhibit feelings. It’s not manly to talk about your feelings. Drink your problems away.”
“He doesn’t have one friend he can confide in?”
“Not one.”
Martinez shook his head in disapproval.
“Does your church offer any type of counseling or help in this matter?”

“Church? I haven’t been to church since I was a little girl, and I’m not sure he’s ever been.”

“Have you talked about seeing a counselor or couples’ therapist?”
“I’ve brought up the idea, but his friends have convinced him it’s not-”
Before she could finish her sentence, Joe came barging into the kitchen. 

“I never touched her,” he screamed.

Martinez stepped toward him and extended his arm.

“You need to stay back, sir, and she never said that you touched her.”

“Bologna, I heard her in here crying, trying to play the sympathy card so I would go to jail. Well, I’ve never laid a hand on her.” He focused his eyes on her. “And that witch Sydney has completely turned her against me.”

Rachel stood up and looked into his eyes. 

“Joe, I stopped talking to her weeks ago. I do not agree with the way she approaches relationships. She has a very cynical way of looking at things.”

Dave was standing behind Joe with a hand on his shoulder.

“Let’s go back into the living room and finish our conversation.”
“I just want to go to work now. I don’t start until six, but I can sleep in my car in the parking lot until I start my shift.”
Rachel stepped toward her husband and placed a hand on the side of his face. 

“Let’s just go back to bed and you can rest until you have to leave. I won’t say another word this morning.”

He pulled away and turned to walk back into the living room without saying a word. Dave followed. She sat back down in the chair and looked down at the floor. 

“I just don’t know what to do, officer.”
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They stood on the front lawn and watched as Joe drove away. Dave handed Martinez his notes so that he could write the report.

“What did you and Joe talk about in the living room?”
“I told him he needed to get out while he was still young.”
“What? Why would you tell him that?”
“Because he needed to hear it. He can sit here for the next couple of years miserable, getting the police called on him once a week, maybe get arrested once or twice, or he can start fresh.”
“Did you ask him what the fight was about today?”
“Joe said she won’t get off his case about not doing enough around the house. She’s constantly making him feel like he’s an inferior man.”
“Did he mention the fact that everything went downhill about a year ago when his mother died in a car accident? That for six years before that, they never even kept a beer in the fridge.”
“No, he didn’t mention that.”
“So you automatically jump to divorce without even suggesting counseling.”
“Here we go with the counseling.”

“It works Dave. I have seen it.”
“You are a 28-year-old happily married man, Javier, with a kid on the way. Life is good. You are in a good place because you made the right decision. Not everyone has that kind of luck.”
“So, were you unlucky when you met Gina?”

“No, and we’re not talking about my marriage.”
“Your separated Dave, not divorced. You still have hope of saving your marriage.”
“With counseling, right?”

“You trained me for two months. We went to your house to eat lunch frequently, and I saw the way you two acted toward each other. Love with a capital L. It wasn’t fake or forced. It was genuine.”

Dave cut him off. 

“You got all the info you need to write this?”
Javier sighed. 
“Every time a conversation gets real Dave you-”

“Javier. Do you have all the info you need?”

“Yeah, I’m good.”

Javier shoved the notebook paper in his pocket and started walking to his squad car. Dave turned and walked toward his car. Javier sat in the driver’s seat and watched as Dave stood outside the door of his cruiser. He could not tell if he was in pain or adjusting his belt, but Dave was taking his sweet time getting into the car. Finally, Dave got in, fired it up, and drove away. Javier grabbed the mic.

“612, radio.”
“Go ahead 612.”
“You can show both units clear. No assault and the male half will leave for the night. I’ll be writing.” 
“Copy 612. Both units are clear at 0330 hours.”
Javier found a quiet spot in town and parked to write the report. Dave made his way back to the church. He drove by slowly to see if there were any lights on. It was dark, both at the church and the parsonage. He heard that word echo in his head once more. Inoperable. He had some serious thinking to do, and he could not do that half asleep. He pressed the accelerator and headed toward the only church a cop knew. Dunkin Donuts.
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Chapter 2
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The apartment above the garage was there when they bought the house in 1994. It needed some work, but it reminded them of the cozy little studio apartment they were living in currently. Dave’s father, Edward, was a carpenter, so at an early age, he taught Dave some very useful skills. Between Dave’s carpentry skills and Gina’s decorating sense, they had the place looking exactly like their old apartment in no time. It had a staircase that went up the back of the garage to its own private entrance. Inside there was a queen size bed, a fully functional kitchen with a refrigerator, stove, and sink, and a bathroom complete with toilet, sink, and shower. Guests could visit and be comfortable in their own private space.      

Dave started staying over the garage roughly four months ago. This is not what they intended the space for, but their marriage was at a crossroads. He believed they had been drifting apart for the last few months. She knew it was the last couple of years. Dave had become distant from the family. He started missing important events, because of working longer hours and working on his off days. He always claimed that it was to “pad the family bank account,” but she knew it was more about him and his wants, then it was about their family’s finances. The kids always wondered when dad was going to be home, and if he would make it to their school event to watch. When she tried to talk to him about it, he would get angry and it would always end with him on the couch, or above the garage. She also noticed that after he moved into the apartment, the kids acted out at school and at home. On the chaotic meter of life, it was currently at a 9.5.  

Gina sat in the middle of the bed in the dark. Her hands clasped together, and her eyes were closed. 

“Lord, please help us. I do not know what is going on with Dave, and he will not talk to me. I love him and just want to be a part of his life again. Please help our family.”

She could not hold back the tears any longer. She laid down, hugged her knees, and wept uncontrollably. The stress over the last couple of years had finally taken its toll. The kids were both staying at a friend’s house tonight, so she was free to cry as loud and long as she wanted. 
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Gina came to know the Lord almost two years to the day. July 6, 2008, to be exact. She remembered the date, because Dave had spent Friday the 4th partying with his friends, and it carried over through the weekend until the night of Sunday, July 6th. In the past, they had driven north and rented a cabin on Higgins’s Lake. It was a nice family friendly lake almost 3 hours away, and it was a great way to spend time together and shed the city for a few days. She had proposed the idea in the winter because the cabins filled up quick. He told her to wait a bit because he was not sure if he had to work or not. Even though she pointed out to him he had enough seniority to take any time off he wanted, he always made an excuse to push it off. When the fourth finally rolled around, he told her he had taken the weekend off to bond with the boys. The argument that ensued was one of their worst fights ever. Ironically, he told her they were going up north to one of the guy’s cabins to golf, fish, and just hang out. They left at noon on that Friday. She sat in her room with the door closed, crying. The kids, now 13, were seeing the pattern that was developing. Dad did whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted, and mom cried. The man that they had grown up admiring and loving was now the man that consistently made their mom cry and put everything else before them. 

Gina continued to sit in the dark and cry when the phone rang. She wasn’t going to answer it, but something inside of her forced her to.

“Hello.”

“Hi, Gina?”

“Yes, this is Gina.”

“Is everything okay? You sound sad.”

She pulled the phone away from her, covered the receiver, and cleared her throat. She recognized the voice as Patty King, one of her friends from work.  

“I’m sorry Patty, I just woke up from a little nap.”

There was a chuckle on the other end. 

“The brief pleasures in life. Hey, I know this is last minute, but would you like to come over for a Fourth of July BBQ tonight?”

“Tonight?”

“Frank swore up and down to me he would not do it this year, but he came home early from work and told me to call some friends, that he was feeling festive,” she laughed again. “It’s one thirty now, so we were thinking six o’clock. Just bring yourselves. Frank stopped at the grocery store on the way home and bought a ton of hamburgers, hotdogs, brats, potato salad, chips, and much more.”

“That’s awfully generous of you both. But if we came, I would want to bring something.”

“No. Just you, Dave, and the kids.”

“Dave had to work...”

“Then just you and the kids. Please come Gina. It will be a lot of fun, and a lot of good food.”

She then rattled off the name of several of her friends and co-workers that were coming. 

“Okay. We’ll be there.”

“Excellent. We look forward to seeing all of you.”

Gina placed the phone back on the cradle and made her way into the master bathroom, and splashed cold water on her face. She opened the bedroom door to find both of her kids sitting up against the wall on either side of the door. Gina sat down in between them, and they placed their head on her shoulders. She told them they were going to a BBQ. 

Marc asked, “Whose house mom?”      

“Patty and Frank King.”

“Awesome. Justin has the best games.”

“Yeah, well, we’re not going over there on a beautiful summer day to sit inside and play video games.”

She pulled him in tight and kissed the top of his head. 

“Is dad gone for the weekend?” Melissa asked.

“Dad had a work thing.”

“He always has a work thing.”

“I Know.”

She pulled her daughter in tighter and placed her chin on top of her head. 

“But today we’re going to eat some hamburgers and hotdogs and see some fireworks and hang out with some really cool people.”

“Cool people...if you say so, mom,” Melissa responded. 

Gina laughed.

“Well, at least you can hang out with Brenna.”

“Yeah, that’s cool.”

“What’s wrong? I thought you liked Brenna.”

“I do. That’s why I said, ‘That’s cool.’”

“Okay, okay, you just didn’t sound all that excited when you said it.”

Melissa just sighed. 

“I’m going to go make a dessert for the BBQ, and I want you two to clean your rooms, please.”

“Ah mom,” they said in unison. 

“Don’t ‘ah mom’ me. I’m not raising a couple of hobos. I want these rooms to look like a couple of clean, respectful, and neat young adults occupy them.”

A double sigh echoed the hallway before they both stood up and went to their rooms. She smiled and stood up. She walked toward the stairs to make her way to the kitchen when Marc poked his head out of his room.

“Can you make rice crispy treats, please?”

“I don’t think that we have any more Rice Krispies left. But I know I just got a box of Fruity Pebbles.”

“Yes, even better. Thanks mom.”

Before she could answer, he closed the door. She continued toward the kitchen.
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Frank and Patty King were two of their closest friends. Gina and Patty started working together at the hospital fifteen years ago, and they instantly hit it off. When Gina learned that Patty and her husband, Frank, were close in age to her and Dave, they got together for dinner. During dinner, they also learned that their sons and daughters were very similar in age. The men learned they had a lot in common. They both loved the outdoors, Detroit sports, and a good BBQ. As a bonus, Frank owned his own insurance company, and they went through him for all their insurance needs. Over the years, the families bonded through vacations, dinners, and sporting events. Roughly four years ago, that all seemed to change when Frank and Patty declared they had found the Lord. Gina still saw Patty as the friend she had grown to love, but Dave was having a hard time adjusting. It was right around this time that Gina noticed a change in Dave as well. He started drinking more and hanging out with his work friends a lot. Whenever the King’s wanted to go to dinner or hang out, he always had an excuse to miss, so Gina and the kids often went alone. Frank also noticed a change in Dave. Whenever they hung out together, his mind seemed a thousand miles away. When he tried to explain his newfound faith, Dave would change the subject quickly, or find an excuse to leave. Coming to know the Lord had excited Frank, and he was excited to share that with Dave. They hung out less and less until they eventually stopped hanging out altogether. This did not hurt the women’s relationship. Patty explained to Gina every detail of their transformation. What it meant to be saved, and how she too could find salvation. Gina explained to Patty that she and Dave were okay and that their life was good. Patty respected that, but gave her an open invitation to attend church with them anytime she wanted to. She also expressed to Gina that she was praying for them daily, and Gina told her she appreciated that. Their relationship remained strong.  
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Gina and the kids made it to the BBQ around six thirty. Frank was manning the grill. There was a lot of smoke, and Patty was setting out the side dishes. She stopped what she was doing and gave her a big hug as she walked up. Marc and Melissa had already found Justin and Brenna and were off doing whatever teenagers do. 

“Gina, I told you that you didn’t need to bring anything.” 

“I just whipped up some fruity pebble treats. It was no problem.”

“When Frank gets wind of these, they won’t last long. You know his sweet tooth.” 
She smiled.
“I do. He and Dave have that in common.”

“They really do,” she chuckled. “It’s too bad Dave had to work today. Frank really misses seeing him.”

She looked down and spoke softly. “I guess duty calls.”

“Make sure you take a big plate of food home for the hard-working man.”
Gina set the treats down and covered her mouth. She was fighting back the tears. Patty placed her hand on her shoulder and whispered to her. “Let’s go into the house.”
There were guests spread out over the yard, but the path to the house was clear. The last thing Gina wanted was to bring attention to herself. They made it into the bedroom without so much as a look from other guests. Mainly because everyone was watching Frank try to control the grill flames. Patty closed the door behind them. She directed Gina to a chair and had a seat in the other. 

“How can I help Gina? If you just want to sit here in silence, then we will. If you want me to leave and you just want to sit here, then just let me know. You can take all the time you need.”

Gina was fighting through the tears. She took a breath and let it out. 

“I just don’t know what to do anymore, Patty. Dave has gotten so distant. It’s like I don’t even know him.”

Patty didn’t say a word, she just placed her hand on Gina’s. “He’s not working today. He went up north to one of the guy’s cabins to ‘bond’ with the fellas. That was our trip every year. He works so much more. He doesn’t want to be home with me or the kids at all.”  

Patty handed her a tissue, and she took it. She wiped her eyes.

“Is there anything at all that Frank and I can do to help?”

“That’s very sweet of you to ask. I wish there was.” She paused. “Just maybe, please pray for us?”

“We can definitely do that.”

They stood and hugged. Just then, the bedroom door opened, and Frank popped his head in. They both turned and looked at him. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt anything.” He was pulling the door closed when he opened it again.

“Just so you know, someone already ate half a pan of your cereal treats.”

He closed the door. They looked at each other and laughed. 

“Yeah, someone,” Patty remarked.

After a little more time passed, they left the room and walked back out into the yard to join the BBQ. Gina and the kids had a great time. She talked with a lot of her co-workers that day. Some she knew, and some she was meeting for the first time. The burgers and hotdogs were actually very good, despite all the smoke that filled the air around Frank and the grill. The fireworks were spectacular and the leftovers plentiful. As she and the kids were leaving, Patty gave her a hug and invited them to go to church with them on Sunday. Gina told her she would think about it and let her know. As she drove home that night, both teenagers slumped back in their seats with their eyes closed. She seriously thought about going for the first time. By the time she pulled into the driveway, she had decided. They were going to church on Sunday with the King’s. 

On July 6, 2008, Gina and her children walked into the Southridge Church of Christ. A deacon greeted them at the entrance with a warm handshake and a program. The adults sat somewhere in the middle, and they took the kids downstairs to attend a service that was catered for young adults. Patty smiled and looked at Gina. 

“I’m so glad that all of you could join us today.”

“Thanks for the invite.” 

“Of course. Frank and I hope that you and the kids will join us for lunch after the service. Every week we go to this all you can eat buffet. They have every kind of food.”

“We don’t want to intrude on your family time.”
“Nonsense. It’s no intrusion at all, and the kids, like Frank, will probably love the hot fudge Sunday bar.”
“Okay, that sounds great.” She smiled. “I’m looking forward to hearing your pastor speak today. You always talk about what great sermons he delivers.”

“Gina, I completely forgot that Pastor Roberts and his ministry team are at a theological seminar in Dallas this weekend. We have some visiting pastor from across town. I’m sorry.”

“No, that’s okay. I’m still glad to be here.”

The organist played and the music pastor took his place in front of the podium and asked the people to stand and turn to page 84 in their hymnal. The pianist played How Great Thou Art, and the congregation sang. Gina stood there, hymnal in hand, looking around the church. It was a beautifully built. Modern on the outside, with a more traditional cozy atmosphere on the inside. Something you might see in a Norman Rockwell painting. It was spotless and wonderfully decorated, and the choir that sang behind the pastor was in perfect harmony with the congregation. They sang two more songs before the visiting pastor walked over from his seat on the main platform and took the podium. 

“Isn’t it a great day to be here learning about the Lord?” He said with a big smile as he looked out at them. 

“Amen,” came the spirited response from those in attendance. 

“For those of you who don’t know me, I am Pastor William Dunkirk. Faith Bible Church is my home church, but it is my extreme pleasure to be here with you today. Now, you’re probably asking yourselves, ‘If he’s preaching to us, then who is preaching to his congregation?’ Well, let’s just say that my associate pastor needs to earn his supper this week.”

Laughter from the congregation. 

“Of course, I’m just joking.”

He tilted his head down and looked at them over his glasses. More laughter erupted. 

“If you would please turn in your bibles to the book of John chapter ten verse twenty-eight.” He paused and gave them a moment to find the verse. Gina didn’t have a bible with her, so Patty placed her bible on Gina’s lap and smiled at her.

“Frank and I will share his.”
“Thanks,” she mouthed. 
She picked it up and looked at the verse as he read aloud. 

“John 10:28 says, ‘And I give them eternal life, and they shall never perish; neither shall anyone snatch them out of My hand.’”

He paused and looked out over them.

“Let that verse sink in for a minute.”

He closed his eyes and waited a few seconds. “Let’s pray.” They bowed their heads.  

“Father, we come before You today with open minds and open hearts, asking for Your grace and understanding in receiving this message. Teach us, oh Lord, that we might teach others. We ask this in the name of your one and only Son, Jesus. Amen.” 

“Amen,” the congregation echoed. 

Pastor Dunkirk broke down the three aspects of that one verse and spoke for forty minutes about its importance to the world. Gina found herself entranced by his words and couldn’t believe that he could explain a single verse in such extreme detail, and with such passion. When the pastor finished speaking and the choir sang, she replayed the highlights of his sermon in her head over and over.   

“The one true Son of God, Jesus, spoke these words. He said, ‘And I give them eternal life.’ He died and rose again for you and me. All we must do is accept this extreme gift of grace and He promises us eternal life. Continuing, He says, ‘and they shall never perish.’ He’s telling us that with that acceptance, we will never, ever die. Our bodies on this earth will one day die, but our soul will live on in heaven with Him forever. And just when you didn’t think it could get any better folks, he says, ‘neither shall anyone snatch them out of My hand.’”

And he made an explosion noise that startled some of the congregation. They met it with laughter followed by him exclaiming, “Yeah, that’s right. No one, and I mean no one, can take us away from Him. At that point, Satan has lost the battle and gone down in ultimate defeat. He cannot snatch us out of the Savior’s hand.”

As the singing concluded and just as the pianist was now playing, Pastor Dunkirk walked up to the podium.

“Please bow your heads.”

Everyone bowed their head except Gina. She stared up at the pastor as he prayed. 

“Lord in heaven above. We thank you for sending your Son, Jesus, to die on the cross for our salvation. But death did not have power over Him, and he rose on the third day, conquering death forever. He now sits at Your right hand as our advocate. All we have to do is believe in Him and accept Your gift of amazing grace. Father, please be with each member of this congregation today as they go out into the world. Guide them and give them Your grace this week. And we pray this in Jesus’ precious name. Amen.”

When the service was over, the pews emptied. Patty looked over at Gina. 

“Are you ready to get some lunch?”

“Patty, can you go get the kids from downstairs? I’d like to go up and shake the pastor’s hand and tell him how much I enjoyed the sermon.”

“Absolutely. We’ll meet you out by our car. Take your time, there’s no rush.”

Gina walked toward the front of the church. There was a short line to the left of the pastor. Each person was shaking his hand and saying some kind words about his sermon. She got into line. She did not know why her hands were sweating, and she was nervous. The lined moved quickly toward him, and she noticed she was the last one in line. Gina had second thoughts and took a half step toward her left to get out of line and walk toward the back of the church to go out the front doors. As she stepped, she heard a voice to her right. 

“Thank you for coming today.”
She looked to see the man in front of her gone and Pastor Dunkirk standing there with an outstretched hand. She took his hand. 
“It was a very nice sermon, pastor.”

She started to turn and walk away when he asked, “What did you like about it the most?”

She froze. At that moment, it felt like she was back in middle school, waiting to see the principal. She broke down and cried. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to put you on the spot...” 

“It’s okay, pastor...pastor...”

“Just call me Bill.” He stated with a sympathetic tone. 

He took her hand and guided her to the front row of pews. They sat down and he explained to her the path to salvation. She expressed to him she knew in her heart that she was a sinner saved by His grace. That day Gina Jackson accepted the Lord as her personal savior, and she knew that everything in her life would now be different. She was excited to tell her children, her family, and friends. But what about Dave? What would he think? 
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When Dave got back from his “boys’ weekend” it was around eight in the evening. She gave him time to settle in and decompress and then asked to speak to him alone in their bedroom around ten. Marc was in his room playing video games and Melissa was in her room talking on the phone to a friend. They walked into the bedroom, and she closed the door behind them. He sat down on the corner of the bed and ran his hands through his hair, and yawned.  

“What’s on your mind, babe?”

She took a seat next to him, grabbed his hand, and smiled. 

“The kids and I went to church with Patty and Frank today.”

“I’ll bet that was a real treat.” He laughed.

“Dave, I accepted the Lord as my personal savior today.”

He turned to look at her.

“You what?”

“I asked Jesus to come into my heart and forgive my sins.”

“So, you drank the Kool-Aid. So, does this mean that the kids drank it too?”

“I talked to them about it and told them my decision, and why I made that decision. They asked me if they had to do it too. I told them it’s a decision that we all make on our own.”

“And they understood that?”

“They’re thirteen Dave, not two. Of course, they understood. They both told me they had fun in church, and they would like to go back.”

“What do I do now, Gina?”

“What do you mean?”

“You’ve joined the ranks of the King’s, so now I can only assume that you’re going to judge me and be on my case all the time to go to church.”

“Dave, take a deep breath and look at me.”

He let out a sigh. He then turned to face her. “What?”

“Dave, I’m not going to pressure you to do any of that. God gave us the free will to make our own decisions. I decided for my life to trust in Him as my Lord and Savior. I’m new at this and have a lot to learn about being a Christian, and what it entails reading His word daily and praying to strengthen my relationship with Him. But beyond that, I’ll have to rely upon Him, the church, and other believers to nurture that relationship.”

“Geez, you’re already talking like the King’s. Believers? Well, just so we’re clear, I’m happy with my life and don’t intend to change.”

“Are you happy with your life, Dave? Because from where I’m sitting, our marriage has been slowly declining over the last two years. All you want to do is work, and when you’re not working, all you want to do is hang out with your friends from work.”  

“Maybe that’s because they’re the only ones that understand me.”

“Dave, I want to understand you. When we were dating and even in the first few years of our marriage, we were an open book for each other. We shared everything with each other, good or bad. Then one day you stopped sharing because you didn’t want me to worry about you at work. I got news for you, Dave. When your husbands a cop, you worry every single time he walks out that door if it’s the last time you’re going to see him. Please trust me again.”

“I never stopped trusting you.”

She sat beside him and rested her head on his shoulder. He laid his head on hers. 

“I love you. I need you. The kids need you. Please, just let me back in.”

“I’ll do better. I promise. But you’re on your own with the Jesus stuff.”

“Just let us back in.”
He sounded sincere enough that night, so Gina went to sleep with hopes of a new beginning for them. Over time, that hope faded. He made her feel like he was trying at first, but then he fell right back into his old habits and started shutting her out again. Over the next two years, she would continue to build her relationship with the Lord. She would read her bible daily and pray. In every prayer, she would ask the Lord to be with Dave. To keep him safe and bring him back to her and the kids. Gina and the kids would go to church every Sunday with the King’s. In the beginning, Dave made excuses why he couldn’t go, but as time moved on, his reasons were cruder and colder. Through the church, Gina had made good friends who encouraged her and prayed for God’s strength in her life. She joined a small group. Every Tuesday evening at seven, they would get together at someone’s house to study the bible and pray together. They served dessert at the end of the meeting, so it gave them a chance to engage in small talk and learn more about each other. While Gina was learning more about God and expanding her friend’s circle, Dave continued to stay distant and keep his circle limited. Their lives continued to grow in different directions. 
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Chapter 3
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Dave continued to stare at the ceiling, willing his eyes to close so that he could get some sleep. He looked over at the clock. It was 9:30 a.m. Sleep was one area where he had never had a problem until now. He was normally off at 7:00 a.m., barring any last-minute accidents or runs, changed and in his car by 7:10, and in his bed looking at the inside of his eyelids with the lights out by 7:30. All of that was true today, except for staring at his eyelids. It was his weekend off, but he took overtime tonight and had to be back to work at 7:00 p.m., so he needed to get some sleep. 

“I don’t understand what’s happening. Like clockwork, I’m out by 7:30, six solid hours of sleep, and I’m up at 1:30, ready to go.”

Dave took a deep breath in and exhaled slowly. He shifted his position and laid on his side, propping an extra pillow between his legs. He shut his eyes. Ten minutes later, they opened. He clasped his fingers together and rested his head on them. He stared at the ceiling once again, this time focusing on what looked like a small blemish on the paint. That’s the last thing he remembered before he fell into a deep sleep. 
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Dave came riding up in his squad car, lights shining and siren blaring. He slammed on the brakes and the vehicle skidded sideways and came to a stop, placing his tires at the opening of the large hole. Dave jumped out of the car and took in his surroundings. He was at the center of pure chaos. There were cars and houses on fire in every direction he looked. Vehicles were driving into trees, houses, and into other vehicles. People were running all over, some were screaming in pain from the accidents and fire, and others were viciously attacking other people. This was the very definition of chaos. He felt the ground beneath his feet move, and before he could act, his squad car was plummeting into the very hole that was now opening to swallow him. He fell and instinctually crawled away from the hole. As he moved, the ground under him disappeared, and he felt his body drop. He quickly reached out and grabbed onto the edge with both hands. As his body dangled above the hole, he struggled to pull himself up. He tried to fight the urge to look down to see what fate awaited him, but he lost that battle. He looked down, but all he could see was darkness. No light came from the pit. All he could hear was screams. Dave looked over his shoulder and saw person after person falling into the darkness, each one screaming as they fell. He closed his eyes and whispered, “How could this be?” Dave felt a sharp pain shoot through his fingers and hands as he struggled to hang on. He opened his eyes and
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