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To our loving families,

who continue to give us countless

reasons to rejoice.

And to God Almighty,

the author of life,

who has—for now—

blessed us with these.



  
    
Authors’ Note

The Redemption series is set mostly in Bloomington, Indiana. Some of the landmarks—Indiana University, for example—are accurately placed in their true settings. Other buildings, parks, and establishments will be nothing more than figments of our imaginations. We hope those of you familiar with Bloomington and the surrounding area will have fun distinguishing between the two.

The New York City settings combine real observation with imaginative re-creation.



  
    
Chapter One

The swim party seemed like a great idea, the perfect ending to a perfect summer.

Brooke Baxter West’s partner at the pediatric office had a daughter Maddie’s age, and to celebrate her birthday, the family had invited ten kids and their parents for an afternoon in their backyard pool.

For two weeks the girls had talked about it nonstop, seeking out Brooke each morning and tugging on her arm. “Mommy, when’s the swim party?”

But two days before the big event, another doctor at the office had received word from California that his aging grandmother had only days to live. Before he caught an emergency flight, he’d asked Brooke if she’d take his on-call duty for the weekend.

“You’re my last hope,” he told her. “My family needs me.”

Brooke hated being on call when she had plans to spend an afternoon with her girls. But other than the swim party, the weekend was open, and she could take the pager with her. The chances of getting a Saturday afternoon call were fairly slim. Saturday evening, yes. But not Saturday afternoon.

Now the big day was here, and Brooke was having doubts. She should’ve called around, found someone else to take the doctor’s on-call duty. Her kids wanted her at the party, and if a call came in, she’d miss the summer’s last hurrah.

Brooke slipped a pair of shorts on over her swimsuit. She was raising the zipper when she heard Peter’s voice downstairs.

“Hurry up, let’s go.” Frustration rang in his voice. “The party starts in ten minutes.”

Brooke rolled her eyes and grabbed her bag—the one with the life jackets and sunscreen. What was wrong with him? He was constantly grouchy; the two of them hadn’t had a normal conversation in weeks. Their home was so tense even little Hayley had noticed it.

“Is Daddy mad at you, Mommy?” she’d asked earlier that week.

Brooke had mumbled something about Daddy being tired, and that yes, they should pray for him. But after days of sidestepping him, she was sick of Peter’s attitude. He made her feel incompetent and irritating. The same way he’d made her feel ever since Maddie’s diagnosis. Didn’t he get it? Maddie was better now; no fevers for more than two months.

Brooke headed into the hallway and ran into Hayley and Maddie. “Guess what, girls?” A glance at the grins on her daughters’ faces and her smile came easily. “I’m wearing my swimsuit!”

“Goodie, Mommy.” Maddie jumped up and down and reached for Hayley’s hand. “We can play tea party on the steps.”

They joined Peter downstairs and but for the girls’ excited chatter, they rode in silence to the house across town where Brooke’s partner, Aletha, and her husband, DeWayne, lived. 

At three years old, Hayley was still small enough to carry, so Brooke swept her into her arms as they headed up the walk toward the front door. On the way up the steps, Hayley took hold of Brooke’s hand and squeezed it three times. The sign Brooke used with the girls to say, “I love you.” The love from her younger daughter was the perfect remedy for Peter’s coolness.

“You’re a sweet girl, Hayley; do you know that?” She shifted her pool bag to her shoulder.

“You, too, Mommy.” Hayley rubbed her tiny nose against Brooke’s. “You’re a sweetie girl, too. Know why?”

“Why?” Brooke and Hayley trailed behind, and Brooke took her time. She loved moments like this with her girls.

“Because—” Hayley tilted her head, her pale blonde hair falling like silk around her wide-eyed face—“I love you, that’s why.”

The door opened and Aletha smiled at them from the front step. “Hi. The party’s out back.”

Peter pulled out a smile, the one he wielded whenever they were in public. Brooke studied him, confused and hurt. Why couldn’t he smile that way at her? She’d been meaning to ask him, but she hadn’t found the chance. She was a few feet from the front door when her pager went off. She exhaled hard as she unclipped the pager from her waistband and stared at the small message window. Urgent, it read. The word was followed by the hospital’s main number. Great, she thought. I won’t get even an hour with them in the pool.

Peter came up behind her and looked over her shoulder. “What is it?”

“A hospital call.” She didn’t hide the disappointment in her voice. “Maybe it’s nothing.”

Several children, breathless and excited, ran into the foyer and surrounded Hayley and Maddie. Brooke ducked into the nearest bedroom and pulled her cell phone from her purse. “Dr. Brooke Baxter West here. Someone paged me.”

The nurse on the other end rattled off the information. One of the patients from their office had been admitted with a staph infection. It looked serious. They wanted a pediatrician to consult. Immediately.

“I’m on my way.” Brooke hung up the phone and returned to the foyer.

Peter caught her look and raised his eyebrows. “Well?”

“I have to go.” She pursed her lips. Doctoring was the most exhilarating career she could imagine having. But not when it interfered with her family. “I’ll be back as quick as I can.”

“It’s your own fault.”

A ribbon of anger wrapped itself around her heart. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Peter shrugged, his eyes distant. “You took the on-call.”

Maddie ran up to her. “Natasha wants us to swim, Mommy. Can we, please? Can we right now?”

“Um, baby—” she looked at Hayley standing a foot away, waiting for her answer—“why don’t you wait till Mommy comes back?”

“We can swim then, too. Please, Mommy? Can we?”

Natasha did a little dance nearby and hugged Brooke. Their families had been friends for years, and Maddie and Natasha were best buddies. “Please, can we swim?” Natasha linked arms with Maddie and the two smiled their best smiles.

Brooke could feel the fight leaving her. So she’d miss out on some of the fun. If she hurried, she’d be back in time to join them in the pool. “Okay.” She allowed a slight smile. “But let me talk to Daddy first.”

Peter had moved into the living room, and Brooke found him and DeWayne seated side by side, their eyes glued to the television. A baseball playoff game was on, and Aletha had joked that having the party at that time could mean the men might never leave the TV.

Brooke crossed the room and positioned herself between her husband and the big screen. “The girls want to swim.” The bag in her hands was bulky, and she set it on the floor between them. “Here’s the sunscreen and life jackets. The girls need both before they can go out back.”

“Right.” Peter leaned sideways so he could see the game. “I got it, honey.”

The term of endearment was for DeWayne’s benefit, Brooke was sure. She didn’t appreciate the way he looked past her to the game. “Peter, I’m serious. Don’t let them outside without sunscreen and a life jacket. They’re not pool safe.”

He shot her a look, one that said she was embarrassing him. Then he yelled out, “Hayley . . . Maddie, come here.”

The girls scampered into the room and came up close to Peter. “Yes, Daddy.” Hayley spoke first. “Can we swim?”

“Not yet.” Peter looked hard at Brooke and unzipped the bag. Quickly and with little finesse, he lathered sunscreen into his hand and then tossed the bottle to Brooke. “Do Hayley.”

She needed to leave, but this was more important. Moving as fast as she could, she squeezed the lotion into her hand and positioned herself in front of their little blonde daughter. “Here, sweetie. We don’t want a sunburn, right?”

“Right, Mommy.”

Brooke rubbed the sunscreen over Hayley’s arms and legs, her back and neck, and finally her face. She and Peter finished with the girls at the same time, and Peter tossed her the smaller life jacket. He said nothing as they worked, and that was fine with Brooke.

These days, the less he said the better.

She took the blue-and-aqua life jacket and slipped first one of Hayley’s arms, then the other, through the holes. Next she latched the buckles down the front and attached a strap that ran from the back of the vest, between her legs, to the front.

Brooke had researched life jackets, and this style was the safest of all.

When Maddie’s vest was on, Peter gave Brooke one last glare. Again because of DeWayne seated beside him, he kept his tone light, almost friendly. “There you go. See you later.”

Brooke said nothing. Instead she turned and bid the girls a quick good-bye. She found Aletha and promised to be back as soon as possible. A minute later she was in the car, doing a U-turn toward the hospital. With every mile she felt the distance between herself and her daughters. They were playing in the pool by now, getting used to the water, their little-girl laughter ringing across Aletha’s backyard.

She stepped on the gas. She’d make this the quickest call ever and be back before the underwater tea party even began. Then—other than her relationship with Peter—everything about the day would play out just like it was supposed to.
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Peter was grateful for the National League Championship Series on TV.

Because as much as he liked DeWayne and Aletha, the last thing he wanted was to spend that Saturday with a bunch of doctors. Swimming wasn’t his thing, and the current series was easily one of the most exciting ever. Besides, most of the guests were Brooke’s friends, people he barely knew. The prospect of catching a game with DeWayne had swayed him to come.

Especially after Brooke took the on-call assignment.

What had she been thinking? Of course she’d get called Saturday afternoon; kids needed doctors then most of all. Soccer injuries, illnesses that had brewed all week at school. Insect bites. Weekends were notoriously busy for pediatricians.

The fact that she’d let the other doctor talk her into taking his on-call was further proof that she wasn’t capable. Not nearly as capable as he’d originally thought her to be. Back when they’d met in med school, her confidence and competence had been part of what attracted him to her. But after the situation with Maddie—when she’d insisted that their daughter didn’t need a specialist—Peter had seen his wife in a new light.

One that was far from flattering.

An hour passed, and the sound of children came from the other room.

“Okay,” he heard Aletha tell them. “Dry off, and we’ll have cake.”

It was the seventh inning, and his team was down by one. Peter hoped they could keep the cake thing quiet—at least until the commercial. Not that he didn’t like birthdays, but he’d had one of the longest weeks in his life. His patients had needed him more than usual, he’d gone without sleep for two days, and now—on his day off—he was spending his Saturday at a kid’s birthday party.

At that instant—with the tying run on third and a power hitter at the plate—Maddie and Hayley ran into the room. They were shivering, and their life jackets made a trail of dripping water. “Daddy, can you take off our jackets?”

He glanced at them and then back at the TV. “Just a minute, girls. Daddy wants to see this.”

The count was 3–0, but this time the pitch was good. The batter cut and connected, but the ball flew over the catcher and into the stands. Foul tip. Strike one.

“Okay.” Peter looked at his daughters again. “Now what?”

“We’re dripping, Daddy.” Maddie took a step forward. “Can you take off our jackets? Please?”

“Sure, pumpkin.” He unsnapped the buckles on both vests and helped take them off. “Give them to Natasha’s mommy and ask her to hang them near the bathtub.”

The next pitch was a perfect strike, one that caught the hitter looking. Full count.

“Daddy . . .” Hayley stepped up. “When’s Mommy coming back? We’re a’posed to have a tea party with her in the pool.”

“Soon, baby.” He leaned around her and watched the man at bat belt one out of the park. The moment it was gone, he and DeWayne stood up and slapped their hands in a high five. “That’s my boys.”

“Bigger than life.” DeWayne gave a few nods and sat back down. “On their way, baby. On their way.”

“Daddy . . .” Hayley angled her head. “I love you.”

“Right.” Peter eased himself back to his seat. His eyes returned to the game. “Love you, too.”

“Bye.” Maddie turned and dashed from the room, her life jacket slung over her arm.

“Bye, Daddy.” Hayley was close on her sister’s heels.

“Bye.” Peter studied the screen and then remembered something. “Don’t go outside without those life jackets.”

But the girls were already out of the room.

He stared after his girls, and even with the noise from the game he could almost hear Brooke telling him to find them, make sure they understood about the life jackets. But the game was almost over, and anyway, the kids were about to eat cake. He could remind them about the pool in a few minutes.

His mind cleared, and all his attention centered once more on the game. A single and a stolen base, another single and a sacrifice fly. Two-run lead. If they won this game they’d take a three-two lead and the series would be as good as over.

Instead, the pitcher struck out the next two batters, and in the following inning the other team scored two runs to tie it up. Not until the bottom of the ninth inning did his team score the winning run. The game ended, the win forever in the books, and Peter was thirty minutes into a discussion on the merits of switch-hitting and relief pitching when he heard Maddie call him from the other room.

“Daddy! Daddy, quick! Help!”

He held up his hand to DeWayne. “Just a minute.” He raised his voice. “In here, baby.”

Maddie tore around the corner. Her hair was dry, her eyes round with fear. “Daddy, I can’t find Hayley.”

Peter was on his feet, his heart suddenly in his throat. “What do you mean?” Fear dug its talons into his back, his neck. It was all he could do to keep from sprinting toward the backyard. “I thought you were eating cake.”

“We did. Then we ’cided to go swimming, Daddy.” Maddie’s mouth hung open. “But Hayley said she wanted to be first to get the tea party ready for Mommy. Now I can’t find her—”

Peter didn’t wait for Maddie to finish. He took off for the patio door, not so much because of what Maddie had said but because of the thing she was holding in her hands. The thing Peter had only that instant recognized.

Hayley’s life jacket.



  
    
Chapter Two

Peter couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think.

“Hayley!” The word was a shout, a desperate plea that somehow she would answer him. As he ran into the backyard toward the pool, he could feel his body slipping into some sort of robotic mode, where his arms and legs continued to move without cognitive connection whatsoever. “Hayley . . .” He screamed her name this time, breathless, frantic. “Where are you, baby?”

He had the attention of the other guests and a number of adults began running alongside or behind him, all of them headed for the pool. Peter rounded a garden section and a cluster of high bushes, and suddenly he saw the water spread out before him. At first glance Hayley wasn’t there. . . . Let her be in a bedroom somewhere, in the play area downstairs, anywhere but here, God. Please . . . not here, God . . .

Peter was panting now, forcing his feet toward the edge of the pool. Only then did he see the small form at the bottom . . . still, unmoving.

“Hayley!”

“Daddy!” Maddie’s scream was high and shrill. “She’s in the water, Daddy . . . get her out!”

One of the parents took Maddie’s hand and led her back into the house as her words grew hysterical, “Daddy, get her out! Daddy . . .”

Time and understanding and all of existence clashed together in a single moment, a moment when a hundred realizations and actions and memories converged within him.

Hayley was lying at the bottom of the pool, drowning, maybe already dead, and she didn’t have her life jacket, and it was his fault because he was watching baseball when he should’ve been watching her. And Brooke hadn’t gotten to say good-bye, and now neither of them would see her baby blue eyes sparkle again, never hear her singsong voice, never know her little-girl arms around their necks after a long day at work.

But she was crying for him, even now, wasn’t she? “Daddy, help me! Get me out, Daddy . . . save me!” That was her, wasn’t it? Speaking to his heart from the watery grave where she lay?

“I’m coming, Hayley . . .”

And he was in the water, feeling the weight of his clothes and shoes, and diving down deep, deeper, to the place where her body lay, scooping her up and ordering himself to move faster, thinking how small she felt, how still, how it was taking forever to get her out of the water. And he was racing her toward the surface, rolling her up onto the patio while parents ushered their children back into the house. And Aletha was picking up the outdoor telephone, her eyes wide, expression frozen, and he was out of the pool, dripping wet, one shoe still in the water floating to the bottom. And he was standing over Hayley, staring at her blue face, turning her onto her side so the water would drain from her mouth, and he was screaming, “Call 9-1-1!”

“They’re on their way!” Aletha was standing next to DeWayne. “God, help us!” And she was grabbing handfuls of her own hair, her arms and legs shaking.

And Peter was leaning over his younger daughter, remembering how it felt to hold her for the first time, how she’d looked at Kari and Ryan’s wedding two weeks ago, how she’d wanted to save the rose petals because they were too pretty to drop on the ground, how she’d looked an hour earlier, decked in her life jacket, an angel smile lighting up her face.

And he was feeling for her pulse and finding nothing. Not a single thready beat. And he was pinching her nose, covering her small mouth with his and blowing a single burst of air into her lungs. Chest compressions. One—two—three—four—five. Another short breath. More compressions. And he was forcing himself to keep moving. Make her breathe . . . now, God . . . please, God. . . . And he was calculating the time, reminding himself of the details he’d learned in med school. Lack of oxygen for ten minutes, brain damage. Fifteen minutes, irreversible brain damage. Eighteen minutes . . .

And he was staring at his daughter’s closed eyes. Cough, Hayley . . . cough or cry or make a sound. God . . . wake her up! More compressions . . . more breaths . . . and he was willing her to move, willing her to do anything but lie there, unmoving on the wet patio while Aletha wept somewhere behind them.

And all of it, the entire scene, came together in that one moment, in the time it took him to draw a single breath.

Sirens wailed in the distance, and Peter sat up, pressing his fingers against the artery on the side of her neck, and this time he felt something. The faintest movement, like breath against his skin. A chance. She had a chance. He passed his hand beneath her nose, but the spot was stone still.

She wasn’t breathing.

Panic knocked the wind from him, and it took all his effort to suck in enough oxygen to give her one more short burst of air. God . . . what’s happening? Make her move, God, make her breathe. . . .

Paramedics were racing across the patio, asking him to step aside, none of them recognizing him as one of the doctors at the hospital. And they were covering her face with an oxygen mask, lifting her onto a stretcher and explaining that she needed immediate emergency care.

Peter wasn’t sure he could stand, wasn’t sure he could speak. But one raspy question came from a tormented place in his soul. “Will she . . . will she make it?”

“We’re doing our best . . .”

And with that, Peter knew. He knew because it was the same thing he would’ve said to the parents of one of his patients. Not when recovery was imminent, because that was the sort of news a doctor didn’t hold back. Rather it was the type of thing he’d say when the opposite was true.

When his gut feeling told him the patient didn’t have a chance.
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Brooke was beyond frustrated.

The call hadn’t been urgent at all, and by the time Brooke arrived at the hospital, the child’s diagnosis had been adjusted from staph infection to pneumonia. Basic, bacterial pneumonia. Lung X rays showed the infection was bad enough to warrant hospital admission, so the on-site doctor had advised intravenous antibiotics. Brooke verified that treatment, checked that the child was stable, and signed off on the hospital chart.

She was on her way to her car when another call came, this one from the emergency room. A ten-year-old boy had broken his arm at a soccer game; a piece of the bone had punctured the skin. Brooke gritted her teeth and hurried back, confirmed initial treatment, checked the pain-medication doses, and the boy’s vital signs. She was finished in twenty minutes.

“Finally . . . ,” she muttered as she headed for her car one more time. The party would be halfway over by the time she got there. The birthday song would be sung, cake cut and eaten. The underwater tea party, long over. The girls would be tired of swimming, ready to warm up inside.

Brooke blew a strand of hair off her forehead as she started her car. Peter was right; it was her own fault. She could’ve turned down the request. Someone else would’ve taken the on-call duty if she’d held her ground. Her family had to come first.

She glanced at her watch. Ninety minutes had passed since she’d left the party. Peter’s game would be over by now, so he’d be away from the television, maybe chatting with the other parents sitting around the pool. At least she hoped so. But then, he hadn’t shown interest in any of their friends lately. Since Maddie’s diagnosis and treatment for her bladder condition, Peter had been distant to everyone.

Mostly to her.

As she drove back to the party his voice filled her mind.

“Don’t rely on your training, Brooke. . . . Whether it’s our kids or one of your patients, talk to the specialists. Don’t get too relaxed, Brooke. . . . You’re still learning how to do this medical thing, Brooke. . . . Maybe you should practice medicine part-time, Brooke. What if I’m the family doctor, and you stay home with the girls, Brooke? You’re a better mother than a doctor, Brooke.”

His comments were a constant series of put-downs.

Brooke clenched her jaw. How dare he think his abilities superior to hers? Besides, the girls were fine, flourishing under the care of their nanny when they weren’t in preschool. She had three full days off, didn’t she? How many working mothers could say that?

Her irritation with Peter was still churning in her gut when half a mile from the party, a speeding ambulance came from behind and passed her. Brooke shuddered. No matter that she was a doctor, ambulance sirens always made her heart skip a beat. The screaming noise meant one thing: Someone, somewhere was in the midst of an emergency, a heart attack or a car accident or some other life-threatening incident. For the briefest moment, in less time than it took to blink, Brooke wondered if the ambulance was headed for the pool party. But just as quickly the thought was gone. Of course it wasn’t. The place was full of doctors; the children would be fine. Watched over, protected, and safe. No one would’ve let anything happen to them. Unless the ambulance was for one of the adults.

Then, like that, the crazy thought was gone.

Of all the homes in Bloomington, Indiana, the ambulance was certainly not headed for DeWayne and Aletha’s place. That was irrational mother-speak happening in her head, the voice that came up and caused a moment of worry whenever the possibility of danger existed. No matter how remote.

As she turned onto Aletha’s street, Brooke was thinking about Peter again, but then something caught her eye and her foot froze on the gas pedal. Instantly she felt the blood drain from her face. The ambulance was up ahead, its lights still flashing.

Parked in front of her friend’s house.

Dear God, not one of the children, please. . . .

Her heart slammed against her chest as she snapped into action. Her car flew past the five houses that separated her from the ambulance. Ten feet away, she hit the brakes and tore out of the car just as a cluster of paramedics came through the front door carrying a stretcher between them, and on the stretcher a figure.

The small figure of a child.

One of the medics held an oxygen mask to the child’s face, and in the group of people behind the stretcher was . . .

Brooke grabbed her throat. “Peter!” She ran across the yard, her feet moving only half as fast as she wanted them to go.

His eyes met hers and she knew, knew before she reached the stretcher, before anyone said a word to her that the child being taken to the ambulance was hers.

He jogged around the paramedics and came to her, grabbed hold of her shoulder. “It’s Hayley . . . ” He was pasty white and trembling, beads of sweat lined across his forehead.

Shock, Brooke thought. He’s in shock. But what had he said about Hayley? She knit her brow and gave a quick shake of her head. “What . . . what happened?”

The medics were moving past her and one of them stopped and put his hand on Brooke’s arm. “Are you the mother?”

The mother? Brooke wanted to blink and be back in the car, back on the road on the way to the party when the idea that the ambulance might be headed for Aletha and DeWayne’s house was nothing more than a random irrational thought.

The mother . . . the mother . . .

“Yes . . .” She jerked away from Peter and fell in alongside the moving stretcher. There, for the first time, she got a clear look at her daughter, motionless on the stretcher. She was blue. With frantic movements the paramedic continued working the oxygen bag. Terror flooded Brooke’s veins as she kept walking. “What happened?”

“She fell . . . in the pool.” Peter was back at her side, breathless and keeping up with them step for step. “She . . . didn’t have her life jacket.”

Brooke’s mouth fell open, and for half a second she stopped and stared at Peter. “What?”

Peter moved his jaw, but no words came out.

The paramedics were moving on without her, so Brooke spun away from him and caught up with the stretcher.

They reached the ambulance, and the first medic flung open the back doors. “Okay.” His tone was urgent, his eyes darting from Peter to Brooke. “One parent can come.”

“Me.” Brooke’s response was out almost before the paramedic finished his sentence. She shot a look at Peter. “Stay with Maddie.”

Peter took a step back and swayed some. “We’ll be right behind you.”

“Call my parents.”

He nodded, but she barely noticed. She was already climbing into the back of the ambulance, positioning herself next to Hayley, opposite the place where the paramedic was working at a feverish pace.

Another medic shut the doors and the ambulance sped off, sirens blaring.

“Hayley, baby, it’s Mommy.” Brooke took her daughter’s limp hand. “Wake up, baby . . . please.”

She gave Hayley’s fingers a squeeze, but the child lay unmoving on the stretcher.

Brooke blinked and looked about the inside of the ambulance. This couldn’t be happening. It was a dream, a nightmare, right? She wasn’t really in the back of a speeding ambulance, watching a uniformed man hold a bag over Hayley’s face, was she?

Spots filled Brooke’s vision, moving in slow, lazy circles, and a tingling began in her fingertips and forearms. Her breathing grew shallow. Shock, just like Peter. She was going into shock. “No!” She shouted the word. Then twice she blinked, hard and deliberate.

No, she was a doctor, not a victim. Shock wasn’t an option—not now.

Her training kicked in and she stared at Hayley, studying her, going over the facts the way she would if Hayley were someone else’s daughter. Hayley was here beside her, and they were on their way to the hospital because Hayley had drowned; wasn’t that it? Yes. Yes, those were the facts.

But Brooke had no information, and suddenly she was desperate to know. She shifted her gaze hard and fast to the paramedic. “How long—” Brooke fought to form the words—“how long was she under?”

“No one knows for sure. Ten minutes, maybe more.”

Ten minutes! Ten minutes while everyone at the party did what? Sat inside and never missed her? And what about Peter? Where was he, watching baseball? While Hayley wandered around the patio deck by herself? While she fell into the pool?

A flash of images tore across Brooke’s consciousness. Hayley making desperate little strokes for the side of the pool, panicking, trying to remember what she’d been taught about kicking her feet and blowing bubbles. Brooke could see her, paddling faster, harder as she began to sink.

She would’ve screamed for her daddy, for Maddie, for anyone who would help her out of the pool. But then she would’ve needed air, and that first giant gulp would’ve filled her lungs with water until finally she couldn’t remember how to scream or paddle or kick at all, until her mind gave in to the numbing darkness and her body began to drift to the bottom of the pool.

Brooke tightened her grip on Hayley’s hand and the images stopped. Save her, God . . . don’t let her die. . . . Nausea gripped her, and Brooke looked around for a bag in case she had to throw up. When she didn’t see one, she closed her eyes again, just for a moment. No, she wouldn’t be sick, not now. Hayley needed her; she could throw up later. She released her daughter’s fingers and stroked her feathery blonde hair. “Hayley, baby, it’s Mommy.”

The paramedic continued his efforts. Checking her pulse every few minutes, maintaining the rhythmic squeezing of the oxygen bag.

Only then did Brooke notice the swelling in Hayley’s hands and fingers, the way even her face looked bloated. The worse off a drowning victim was, the more swelling she would have. This time panic slapped her in the face, and she had to know, had to ask the question burning inside her.

“Is she going to . . .” Brooke ran her fingers along Hayley’s tanned arm and found the medic’s eyes. This was the question patients asked her, but now she was asking it. She pressed her free hand against her stomach and ordered herself to finish speaking. “Will she live?”

“We have a pulse.” The paramedic was breathless, sweat dripping down the sides of his face. “But she’s not breathing on her own.”

A lump formed in Brooke’s throat. The medic’s information was obvious. If Hayley were breathing on her own, he wouldn’t be giving her artificial respiration. But hearing it, listening to the man’s words as he gave the grim report, made everything about the moment more real.

How damaged was her brain, and how soon before they could determine the extent of her injuries and the first step back to normal health and . . . ?

She had a hundred other questions, but no need to ask even one of them. She was a doctor; she knew the answers. Depending on the length of time Hayley was underwater, her brain could already be dead. If it wasn’t, if a flicker of life remained, she could spend the rest of her life in a hospital bed hooked to tubing. Beyond that lay several dozen other possibilities.

Hayley could be brain damaged, unable to eat or walk or talk, or she might retain all of those actions, but in a slow, partial sort of way. Just one option was acceptable. And that would only happen if somehow her brain had escaped any damage at all. If Hayley hadn’t been under as long as they thought and if she could get past the initial trauma, then maybe—just maybe—she would come back to them, back to the same way she’d been that morning.

But Brooke knew the odds of that as well. She’d studied pediatrics after all. Once a victim could no longer breathe on his own, tests weren’t needed to determine whether brain damage had occurred.

It had; it was that simple.

The sirens grew louder, shrieking at her in a sort of pattern that mocked her and made her crazy. It was all her fault, wasn’t it? She shouldn’t have taken the on-call assignment. If she’d been there, Hayley never would’ve had a moment alone by the pool. She wouldn’t have had a moment alone anywhere. Brooke wouldn’t have allowed it.

But Peter . . .

Her own guilt dimmed as she pictured her husband, stuck to the living-room chair, watching the baseball game. As much as it was her fault, it was more Peter’s. She’d asked him to watch the girls, to keep an eye on them and make sure they stayed in their life jackets.

She slid her hand around Hayley’s again. “Baby . . . wake up, please, honey.” Her voice was quieter, less certain. If Hayley couldn’t breathe, she definitely couldn’t hear sounds. Hayley wasn’t there at all, not really. She was trapped in another world, locked in a distant cell where her release depended on one thing only.

Her brain’s ability to function.

“We’re almost there.” The paramedic glanced out the side window and kept his hand on the bag.

He didn’t need to tell her that every second counted. She nodded, her eyes locked on Hayley’s face. Move, baby. Show me you’re still there. . . .

But her daughter remained motionless, and Brooke thought of the life jackets again. Neither girl could take them off without help, and a mountain of rage began to form in Brooke’s soul. She had asked Peter to leave the jackets on, so that meant someone else must’ve removed them.

But who? Not Aletha or any of the other mothers. None of them would’ve taken that risk. And Hayley and Maddie never would’ve asked one of the other fathers. The mountain grew larger, and a picture began to take shape in her mind, one that imagined Hayley and Maddie running up to Peter and asking him to take off the life jackets. Maybe so they could play upstairs with the other girls or so they could sit more easily on the kitchen chairs while they ate cake.

If Peter had taken off the life jackets, he would’ve stayed with the girls, stayed with them until they were ready to go back outside or at least stayed in the kitchen with the other adults. That way he would’ve seen the girls heading back outside.

And if he hadn’t . . .

If he’d done nothing more than sit in front of the baseball game talking to DeWayne . . .

The ambulance jerked into the hospital driveway and tore up to the emergency-room entrance. Someone from the outside yanked the doors open, and the medic joined two others in a flurry of activity as they removed the stretcher and headed inside the building.

Brooke stayed with them, praying with every step, her rubber-soled tennis shoes padding out a muted beat on the hospital linoleum that sounded like Please, God . . . please, God . . . please, God . . . please, God. . . .

No other words came to mind, nothing she could force herself to say. The spots were back, and Brooke stared at the stretcher being pushed along in front of her. What were they doing here? And why was Hayley at the hospital, sound asleep? And how come no one was trying to wake her up?

Terror seized her, stopping her, doubling her over for a few intense seconds. She stared at the scuffed hospital floor and then lifted her head. Hayley was getting away from her, hurrying off on the stretcher without her.

“Wait!” Brooke straightened, urged her legs to keep moving.

“You okay?” One of the medics fell behind the group and held his hand out to her.

Brooke took it and felt herself moving forward, felt her feet pick up speed as she dropped the medic’s hand and caught up with the stretcher again. Please, God . . . please, God . . . please, God. . . . “Hayley!” She had no air, but she found a way to shout the words building within her. “I’m here, baby.”

The spots faded again and she remembered where she was, what was happening. They were trying to save Hayley’s life. She forced her feet to keep moving, keep taking steps until they took her to one of the private emergency rooms. Don’t let her die, God . . . don’t let her die.

“Get a tube in her.” The doctor’s voice was familiar, but Brooke didn’t look at him, didn’t look anywhere but at her daughter.

“Hayley . . .” Brooke’s whisper was lost in the chaos of emergency personnel working to get her little girl breathing. “Hayley.” She touched Hayley’s matted blonde hair, and her thoughts ran together.

What if Hayley died? What if she wasn’t okay? What if she was never the same again? Brooke ran her tongue over her lower lip and tried to swallow. What about herself? What if she couldn’t take another minute watching Hayley lying motionless on the stretcher? And where was Peter? Where had he been when this happened?

Wherever he’d been, he’d taken his eyes off her, let her drown. This whole thing was his fault; it had to be.

He probably took off the girls’ life jackets and forgot to put them back on. That had to be it. And if they lost Hayley because of his carelessness, then yes, it was his fault. Even if she had taken the on-call shift. As the medical team raced about the room, the realization became an understanding, and Brooke became certain about one more thing.

If she lost Hayley because of Peter’s carelessness, their marriage wouldn’t stand a chance. Because never, not as along as she lived, would she forgive him.



  
    
Chapter Three

Ashley was painting again.

In the first month after her diagnosis, she’d put away her easel and brushes, convinced she would have no time to paint as long as she was seeing doctors and working on a plan to stay alive. But she still hadn’t seen a doctor, and all her determinations to let go of painting had changed with Landon’s visit. His time with her the week after Kari and Ryan’s wedding convinced her that a difference existed between breathing and living.

“None of us know how long we have,” Landon had told her the night before he returned to New York. “Don’t stop living because of a diagnosis, Ashley.”

She’d thought about that often since then, and he was right. At least about part of it. Cole, for instance, and her painting. Even her twenty hours a week at Sunset Hills Adult Care home. She’d told the owner about her HIV blood test, and the woman had checked and found out Ashley could still work there. As long as she handled administrative and social details and left physical care of the patients to the other workers.

Her relationship with Landon would die because that was the right thing. But otherwise, she would stay engaged in life. Until her strength was gone, she would play with Cole, toss a ball with him or push him on the backyard swings, run with him along the shore of Lake Monroe, and read Dr. Seuss to him each night. She would stay connected with the people at Sunset Hills: Irvel and Edith and Helen and Bert.

And she would paint, pouring her heart across the canvas with every stroke.

All of it as long as she drew breath.

She sat outside her parents’ house now, watching Cole as he tried to lasso the horns of a plastic bull’s head. The head was a present from Landon. It had two metal stakes that dug into the ground, so that the bull, minus a body, appeared to be gazing ahead in a stiff sort of way, while the horns stood straight up, ready for capture. Landon had also bought him a cowboy hat and a child-size rope, one that was stiff enough to hold a loop and light enough for Cole to toss.

“It’s all in the wrist,” he’d explained to Cole when they set it up in Ashley’s front yard that day.

Now she moved her paintbrush in delicate strokes across the canvas and smiled at the memory. Cole’s eyes had been so wide she could see the whites almost all the way around them. His small mouth had hung open. “Are you a cowboy, Landon?”

“Well . . .” Landon had chuckled, casting her a glance across the yard. “Not really. But my uncle was. He taught me how to rope when I was a little older than you.”

Cole had been obsessed with capturing the horns of the plastic bull’s head ever since.

A breeze brushed against Ashley’s face, and she watched Cole from her place in front of her easel. The painting was of Cole this time—Cole with a cowboy hat and lasso, determination etched into his expression.

“Watch, Mommy . . . I got both horns last time.” Cole’s voice sang out across her parents’ front yard.

“I’m watching.” Ashley studied him, the easy way he held his arm up and behind him, moving his wrist just the way Landon had taught him. Cole was a natural athlete, a boy who would’ve thrived under the daily love of a man like Landon.

Ashley dipped her brush into a color that was too light to be brown and painted the fine outline of a rope above the image of her son.

Where was he now, Landon Blake?

Slowly, like the setting sun, sadness clouded her heart. He’d surprised her by showing up at Kari and Ryan’s wedding, and for the first twenty-four hours she almost let him change her mind about breaking things off with him. It was his presence that did it, of course. The nearness of him, the smell of his skin, and the way his fingers felt on her face.

His voice was as real now as it had been that evening. “I’m not leaving, Ashley . . . you can’t make me go.”

And for the first day Ashley could only hold on to him and believe he was right, that somehow they would find a way to be together despite her health. But by the second day, her sanity returned. She couldn’t live with herself if she dragged Landon down with her.

Two days before he left, she told him so.

“I need time,” she’d told him while they walked along the river behind her parents’ house. “I have to see my doctor, make a plan. And you . . . you need to get on with your life, Landon.” They stopped walking and she faced him. “You have three months left in New York.”

“No, Ash.” Something that wasn’t quite anger or sorrow filtered across Landon’s expression. “Don’t do this—not again.”

“I’m not doing anything. I’m telling you how I feel. I can’t be with you right now; my health has to come first.”

Landon fought her on it until the day she took him to the airport. But he agreed on certain points. Yes, he needed to finish up with the FDNY. His position at the Bloomington station wouldn’t open up until spring, anyway. In the meantime, she could figure out a plan for her health.

“But after that, I’m coming back for you.” They were lost in an embrace at the airport’s curbside check-in.

“I’m not sure, Landon.” She drew back and searched his eyes.

“Not sure about what?” His tone was more fearful than frustrated. “Ashley, stop fighting me.”

With everything in her she wanted to agree with him, to tell him to get back in her car and never leave her side again. But she loved him too much for that. She would never agree to a relationship with Landon Blake, not while she was battling HIV, not when she was facing the possibility of AIDS. But this wasn’t the moment to fight him about the facts. Instead of saying anything else, she had leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. “I love you, Landon. I always will.”

“That’s better.” His lips brushed against hers, and the tiny lines around his eyes relaxed some. “I’ll call you when I get home.”

When he left, she felt physically sick for days, as if he’d ripped her lungs out and taken them with her. But even if it killed her, she needed to let him go. Landon deserved a normal life, a life where she was nothing more than a fond memory. Of course he never would have agreed to that, so she stalled. If she could send him on his way and keep her distance, then eventually he’d move on with his life and everything would work out for the best.

At least that was the plan.

But in the ten days since Landon left, he had called four times. Ashley had done everything to avoid talking to him. Three times when she saw the call was from him, she let the answering machine pick up, and the one time she forgot to check her caller ID, she pretended to be too rushed to speak.

“Where’ve you been?” He sounded confused, hurt. “I left you messages.”

“Landon, I have to run.” She sighed loud enough for him to hear it. “I told you. I have a lot to figure out. Give me time, okay?”

The conversation had ended abruptly, and afterwards Ashley had wandered around her backyard for half an hour, until Cole came outside and found her near their old oak tree.

“What’s wrong, Mommy? You miss Landon?”

Ashley had managed the slightest smile. “Yes, honey.” She took Cole in her arms and nodded, struggling to find her voice. “I miss him a lot.”

Cole had wriggled free from her embrace and brushed his fingertips along her brow. “He’s coming back, Mommy. You don’t need to be sad anymore. Landon’s coming back forever. In a few shakes of a rope, remember?”

“I know, sweetie.” Ashley hadn’t had the strength to tell him the truth. That as long as her blood was contaminated, she couldn’t let Landon back into her life or Cole’s. “I know.”

She still needed to tell the rest of her family. Her parents knew, and Luke, of course. But now that Kari and Ryan were home from their honeymoon, she needed to tell them as well. That way they could form a plan for Cole in case she developed a full-blown case of AIDS.

She set down the smaller brush and picked up one with a broader tip. It was time to paint the sky, time to frame the frozen moment in a hundred shades of blue. She dipped the bristles into a powdery color and was just about to accent the area over the rope when the phone rang.

The cordless receiver sat on a chair a few feet away. Ashley set the brush down, hopped off her stool, and grabbed the phone on the third ring. “Hello?”

“Ashley . . .” The voice at the other end was tight, strangled with fear.

“Yes?” She couldn’t make out who it was, but his tone made her heart skip a beat.

“It’s Peter.” He hesitated, and she heard him release a shaky breath. “Listen, I need your help.”

“Of course.” Ashley moved closer to Cole. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

“Hayley . . . she’s at the hospital. I need to be there, but I have Maddie.”

Hayley? At the hospital? The child was perfectly healthy a few days ago when Kari and Ryan returned from their honeymoon. Ashley brought her hand to her throat and massaged her neck. “What’s wrong with her?”

Silence shouted on the other end.

A few feet away, Cole circled the rope three times over his cowboy hat and released it in a perfect loop around the bull’s plastic horns. “I did it!” He turned to her. “Did you see that, Mommy? I did it!”

She nodded and put her finger to her lips. “Peter . . . tell me what happened.”

“We were at a party. Hayley. . . she fell in the pool. When we found her she was at the bottom.”

Ashley gasped. “No . . . Peter, no!” The trees and bushes and grassy carpet around her began to shift, waxing and waning and making it hard for Ashley to focus. She dropped to the ground and crossed her legs, her voice no longer familiar. “Is she . . . how long was she under?”

“We don’t know.” Peter’s tone was more controlled now, but the urgency remained. “I’ll bring Maddie over in a few minutes. And please, Ashley . . . could you tell the others?”

She agreed, and the call ended.

But still Ashley remained on the ground, her chin on her chest as she stared at her knees and tried to accept what Peter had said. Hayley had drowned? She’d fallen into a pool without either Brooke or Peter seeing her? It seemed impossible. She glanced up, beyond the tree branches toward heaven.

Please, God . . . please, let her live. She’s just a little girl . . . full of life and hope and laughter.

As she prayed she included Brooke and Peter, because things between them were already strained. Brooke spent much of her time at their parents’ house, even when Peter was home. If something happened to Hayley, all of them would feel it. But for Brooke and Peter, things would never be the same again. Every day of their lives together would forever be changed.

If their marriage survived long enough to find out.
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Dr. John Baxter couldn’t concentrate on anything but Hayley’s vital signs.

By seven o’clock that night they were all at the hospital except Erin and Sam, who had already returned to Texas. But other than Peter and Brooke, only John understood the gravity of the situation. He sat in the waiting room glancing every now and then at the others. Elizabeth beside him, Ashley next to her, and Luke at the far end of the sofa. Luke was set to leave Monday for New York, and already he’d called Reagan and explained the situation, that he might wait and travel after they knew more about Hayley’s condition.

Across the room sat Kari and Ryan, the glow from their honeymoon dimmed in light of this tragedy. Brooke and Peter were in with Hayley. The children, Cole and Maddie and Jessie, were across town with Pastor Mark and his wife.

None of them talked about what had happened or how long Hayley had been under or who was at fault. In fact they’d said very little, each of them too deep in prayer and fear to think of anything to say.

John had called the pastor a few minutes earlier and given his friend an update. “It doesn’t look good.” He pinched the bridge of his nose and squeezed his eyes shut. “She could’ve been under fifteen minutes or more.”

“Oh, John . . .” The man didn’t say anything else. What could he say? He didn’t need a medical degree to understand how serious her condition must be if she had been underwater that long.

“She still isn’t breathing on her own.” John’s throat was thick, and he waited until he had more control. His mind kept screaming the obvious. Hayley might survive. But depending on the damage in her brain, she would almost certainly not live any kind of normal life. “Pray for her, Mark . . . for God’s will.”

“I’m praying for a miracle.”

“Right.” A knifepoint of guilt nicked John in the gut. “That’s what I mean. Pray for a miracle.”

But now, ten minutes later, John wasn’t sure.

If she lived . . . if her brain didn’t swell in the coming days, and if somehow her mind figured out how to breathe again, exactly how much of Hayley would remain? He shuddered and remembered a boy who had come into the hospital a few years earlier. The child—a two-year-old—had fallen into a muddy part of the river, where he was under twelve minutes before his desperate parents bumped into him and ran him to their car.

Friends and relatives gathered around the hospital in the days afterwards, praying for the boy to survive, and sure enough he did. But he left the hospital two months later an entirely different child. Unable to see or speak or move his limbs, the child was doomed to spend the rest of his life being tube fed, strapped to a bed or a wheelchair.

And John had wondered.

Wouldn’t the child have been better off in heaven? Why would God allow him to live, only to confine him to a paralyzed mind and body? to deny him the chance to run and play and live a normal life? The incident was so troubling, John had never actually resolved it. Instead he’d put it out of his thinking until now, until he and his family were the ones praying desperately for life, begging God for Hayley’s next breath.

He hung his head and laced his fingers along the back of his neck. Don’t do that to her, God. . . . If you bring her back, bring her back all the way. Anger welled within him, and he wanted to grab the nearest magazine and throw it across the room. He was a doctor, after all. A doctor! And here he was completely helpless to do anything for his little granddaughter.

God . . . I want her to live. . . . He worked his fingers into his neck muscles. But if she won’t be the same . . . if Hayley isn’t Hayley anymore, if she can’t play with Maddie or recognize Brooke—then God, maybe it would be better if you—

“John?”

“Yes . . .” He looked up and saw one of his colleagues at the door. Dr. Zach Martinez specialized in brain injuries; the two of them had finished med school together and started practicing in Bloomington the same year.

The man’s face was grim. “Could I speak to you?”

John gave Elizabeth a look as he stood and followed the doctor out of the room. When they were a ways down the hallway, Zach turned to him and pursed his lips. “The situation isn’t good, John. You know that.”

“Yes.” John’s knees shook. His arms hung weak at his sides. “Can you tell anything about her brain yet?”

“It’s damaged.” The doctor breathed hard through his nose. “We can see that much.”

“Meaning?” John was playing two roles today, doctor and grandfather. But here and now he wanted Zach to see him as a doctor, someone who could be trusted with the news, no matter how bad.

“She has severe brain damage, John.”

John took the news like a bullet, the sensation so strong he staggered back a step. “Severe?”

“Yes.” He clenched his jaw. “But that’s not the worst of it. Honestly, the team wanted me to ask you about . . .”

John searched the man’s face. The hallway was spinning, and he took hold of the railing that lined the wall. “About what?”

“Whether the family would consider organ donation.” Zach held up a hand. “I know it’s too soon, but if she dies, John, we need to know what to do.”

The floor fell away, and John tightened his grip on the safety railing. “They . . . they don’t think she’s going to make it?”

“Her brain’s swelling, and it’s only been hours.” His voice fell. “Swelling can last for three days after a drowning.”

“I know . . .” John leaned against the wall. “Have you talked to Brooke and Peter?”

“Yes.” The man bit his lip. “They wanted me to tell you so . . . so you can help them make a decision.”

A decision? About whether their three-year-old granddaughter should be cut apart and doled out to a handful of sick kids? The idea seemed ludicrous, as if it were happening to someone else, one of his patients, maybe, or someone on a movie set. But not to him, not to John Baxter.

He closed his eyes and saw Hayley the way she’d looked at his house a few nights ago. She’d been playing with baby Jessie, standing behind her, helping her walk toward Kari.

“That’s it, Hayley. What a good little cousin.” Hayley had bent down and planted a kiss on the top of Jessie’s head. “Okay, honey. Keep walking to mama.”

The image broke apart. He opened his eyes and Zach was still standing there, still waiting for an answer. John planted his feet a ways apart and let go of the railing. “Okay—” he gritted his teeth—“I’ll talk to them.”

By the time he returned to the waiting room, Brooke and Peter were there. Peter sat next to Ryan, his head back against the hospital wall, eyes vacant. Brooke was pale, her lips tight, face drawn, caught between Ashley’s and Kari’s embrace. As John entered the room, Peter caught his eye.

“We . . .” John coughed and searched for a strength he couldn’t muster on his own. “We need to talk.”

The others had no idea what was happening, but not one of them asked. The news was bad enough without something getting worse. Brooke pulled away from the others, wiped her sleeve across her face and followed John. Peter came a few steps behind. Out in the hallway, John looked from Brooke to Peter, and back again. “I talked to Dr. Martinez.”

Brooke was shaking, her face pale and clammy. She held his gaze and lifted her hands toward him. “Help me, Dad.”

Then, as if Peter weren’t there at all, she fell into John’s arms and wept against his chest. For several minutes she stayed that way, while nearby, Peter shifted his weight from one foot to the other. When Brooke had more control, she stepped back and stood a few inches from Peter, as close to her husband as she’d been all day.

“We can’t . . .” Peter cleared his throat and looked at his shoes. After a while he shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. His chin was trembling badly.

“You could wait.” John put one hand on Peter’s shoulder and the other on Brooke’s. “You don’t have to make this decision now.”

“Of course we want to . . . to help someone else.” Brooke’s words were high-pitched and jumbled together. “But if we say yes . . .”

Peter gave a hard shake of his head and lifted his eyes to the ceiling for a moment. When he had more control he locked eyes with John. “If we say yes, we’re giving up on her.”

A knot the size of a bowling ball shifted in John’s heart. He thought of Hayley’s worsening condition, and suddenly he wondered. Had God heard his prayer, the one he had been forming even as Dr. Martinez came to find him? Was God taking her now because John hadn’t wanted her to live, hadn’t wanted Hayley back unless she was whole and complete, the way she’d been before the accident?

Was this God’s way of honoring his request, his lack of faith that somehow she would be well again if she would live? The idea lay like a cement blanket on his conscience. He leveled his gaze at Peter and worked the muscles in his jaw. “You know the routine, Peter. Telling them yes is only part of the process. It doesn’t mean you’ve given up.”

“Dad.” Brooke lifted her fingers and covered her mouth for a moment. Fresh tears slipped from her eyes. “How can we?”

“Honey, listen.” John looked at her, his hand still on her shoulder. “God is in control; we have to believe that. I know how you feel about organ donations. We’ve talked about it a number of times.”

“The shortage . . .” Brooke hung her head and grabbed three quick breaths.

“Yes.” John squeezed her shoulder. How was he standing here, talking to her about Hayley’s organs, when he himself wanted only to run or scream or find a way to undo the damage in his granddaughter’s brain? He urged himself to concentrate. “It’s your decision, but don’t make it with your heart. Make it with your head. Then move past it. She’s in bad shape, Brooke. You know that. This is only protocol.”

Peter slipped his hands into his pockets and looked at his shoes again. He added nothing to the conversation.

“Okay.” Brooke sniffed and searched John’s eyes. “We’ll sign the papers.”

John waited a beat and looked at his son-in-law. “Peter?”

“Fine.” He said the word fast, as though it hurt too much to let it linger on his lips.

“All right. I’ll get Dr. Martinez.” John turned and saw the doctor talking with another specialist at the end of the hallway. He motioned at the man, and he came toward them, a clipboard tucked beneath his arm.

John nodded at Brooke and Peter. “They’re ready.”

The other doctor stepped closer, his voice soft, filled with compassion, as he held the clipboard out and explained the document. His words weren’t necessary, of course. Peter and Brooke knew the document well; it was part of their medical training. Brooke reached for the pen first. John watched as she signed her name, her tears leaving a black smudge beneath her signature. Peter signed it next. Then Dr. Martinez tucked the board beneath his arm once again.

He was telling them something in hushed tones, something about hoping for the best and wanting to believe that Hayley would be okay, and how their signatures on the document didn’t mean they’d given up on her or her chance for survival. But suddenly, in the middle of his brief talk, a different doctor came hurrying toward them, one John recognized but didn’t know by name.

“You’re Hayley’s family?”

“Yes.” Peter lifted his head for the first time in five minutes. His eyes screamed for a reason to hope, a reason to hang on.

Something about the scene made John want to cry, because the news couldn’t possibly be good. Peter and Brooke knew that more than anyone else in the family, but now, when it was their daughter’s life at stake, they wanted to believe as badly as the distraught parents they often dealt with.

The doctor uttered a frustrated huff. “We’re losing her.” He glanced at John, and then back to Brooke and Peter. “We thought you’d want to be there.”



  


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/florish.jpg





OEBPS/images/smalley.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
s I
/'l’L‘U[‘L’
]

Karen

INGSBURY

with Gary Smalley






OEBPS/images/x978-1-4143-3303-8.jpg





OEBPS/images/Karen.jpg





