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Three years. The fighting had been going on
for three years, Amanda hadn’t had a husband for three years, and
her son Gideon hadn’t had a father for three years. The war had
brought them nothing but fear and anxiety that, before the fighting
was done, they would receive a letter informing them that Mr.
Charles Wright would never come home and would instead be buried in
a large cemetery with others who had been killed in the
fighting.

There was also the fear that Gideon would
barely remember his father if the return happened; he was only 9
now, and while Amanda knew he had a sharp memory, she didn’t know
if he would remember the man he called ‘Papa’ as a 6-year-old.

Amanda shook her head to clear it as
footsteps entered the room, the woman well aware that it was Gideon
returning from school. Unlike usual, his movements sounded slow and
plodding as he moved behind her chair and towards the kitchen.

“How was school?” Amanda glanced over her
shoulder to see the boy stop by the doorway, “Do you have any
reading to finish?”

“No, ma’am.” Gideon said quietly. He kept his
gaze on the floor and Amanda frowned.

“Why are you looking down? Look at me when
you answer, if you please.”

It took several moments before Gideon lifted
his gaze and Amanda’s frown deepened.

His left eye was nearly swollen shut, the
skin a steadily darkening purple color while his eye weep with
tears. She reached up and cupped his cheek, eliciting a flinch, and
gave a very soft, “Oh Gideon… Who did this?”

“No one,” Gideon mumbled, “I… Ran into
something.”

“Gideon, don’t you fib. Who hit you? Did you
start a fight, or upset someone?”

Her son didn’t meet her gaze as he answered,
his hands now fidgeting in front of him, “Edwin and the others; I
pushed him because he said Pa wasn’t ever going to come back, and
that God didn’t care about any of this happening. I shouldn’t have
pushed him but I was angry and…” He trailed off, “I’m sorry,
Ma.”

For several moments, Amanda stared at him
with her mouth slightly agape. Of all the things that they had to
go through, this was one she knew she wasn’t prepared for. If
Charles were there, she was sure he’d have the right thing to say
to reassure their son and then to give him a consequence for
starting a fight at school… But she wasn’t Charles.

“Do you believe him?” She finally asked, her
eyes gentle as she searched his face, “Do you believe what Edwin
said about your Pa and whether God cared or not?”

Gideon shrugged slightly and shifted, “I
don’t know.”

That wasn’t what she was hoping he’d say.

If anything, that was the worst thing he
could have said. If he had said ‘no’, then she could
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