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December 31st, New Year’s Eve
A beautiful, normally quiet and peaceful community is filled with jubilant energy. Neighbors gather together, setting fire to tiny missiles and other legal explosives that light up the night sky.   Young and old cheer as the fireworks explode and rain down in magnificent splendor. 
As the earth continues its rotation and gets closer to spinning into a new year, Victoria, a middle aged woman stares out the front window of her home. Victoria’s companions for this special night are a half empty glass of red wine and the strangers on her television crowded together in Times Square. 
With the half empty glass of wine and empty gaze out of her window, Victoria watches the familiar faces of her community celebrate an old earth. The people she barely knows but seen many times continue to make the heavens dance with a temporary light show just outside her front lawn. 
Victoria is suddenly startled by a loud explosion as the grand finale of a particularly large pyrotechnic display sounds off and seemingly turns night into day. 
Victoria directs her attention from the celebration outside to the celebration on her television as celebrities tell famous and familiar stories that have happened in recent months.  
As she walks from her front window towards her spacious family room, she stops in her stride. Victoria notices very familiar smiling faces that are speechless and motionless staring back at her from the other side of the dining room. She moves in closer to a wall decorated with fond framed memories of her family and friends. Victoria smiles as she travels through her own life’s history that has been photographed, framed and now rests on her dining room wall. One by one the photos take her from her oldest child, Kristen, who is married with a daughter of her own, to the middle child, Daniel, and to her youngest child, Britney, who is in college. Victoria finally reviews the photograph of how the family began. She gently pulls one of the framed reminders down from the wall for a closer look. 
Victoria stares at the photograph of whom she used to be and the person standing by her side that she thought she knew. The wedding photo in her hands is a bitter sweet reminder of all her hopes, dreams and plans she made with the man she loved. She closes her eyes as a single tear rolls down her face. The tear is a symbolic reminder of her lonely reality. 
With the photo in one hand and the now empty wine glass in the other, she walks into the “family room” minus the “family.” Victoria settles onto the couch in front of the television as celebrities continue to share historical moments of times past. She rests her head on a throw pillow that soaks up the moisture falling from her eyes. 
Victoria’s memories of happiness, conger up the painful truths of the here and now. She takes another look at the photograph and reads aloud the text at the bottom of the picture frame:
“Mr. and Mrs. Freeman”
She closes her eyes and rests the beautiful memory against her chest as if trying to give life to the photograph or see if it can somehow give restoration to her broken heart. She falls asleep into her sorrows of matrimonial separation.
 
New Year’s Morning
Victoria’s sleep is interrupted by the vibration of her cell phone on the coffee table. She struggles from the couch that cradled her stiff body as she slept. Victoria checks the time just before answering the call. She realizes she woke up several hours into a new year. Her enthusiasm to start the day is given to her by the news she receives from the caller:
“Hello… What!?... Oh my God!! I will get cleaned up right away and meet you at the hospital! Happy New Year to you too!“
Victoria stumbles around her bedroom searching for clothing that doesn’t necessarily need to be ironed. She calls one of her employees with the good news and a request as she awkwardly tries to button up her blouse. 
“Good morning Liz! Guess what?!... My daughter is having her baby! If you can, I’m going to need you to close for me tonight...Great, thank you!”
 
Hospital
In the early hours of a brand new year, a very excited family huddles around a brand new baby boy. The boy that’s only a few hours old is being held by his sister, Haley. The intelligent and very excited big sister has only been around eight years longer than the newest member of the family. She adores her little brother. 
“He is so cute!”
Haley’s father, Patrick, smiles as he admires his children and offers a compliment to the both of them.
“Yes he is a cutie pie, just like you Haley.”
Victoria abruptly enters the recovery room with a huge smile on her face.
“Well hello there family!”
Everyone smiles. Haley swiftly and delicately hands her little brother to their father. She runs and jumps into Victoria’s arms.
“Grandma!”
“How does it feel to be a big sister?!”
“Good Grandma! Look, he is so cute!”
Victoria moves in closer to inspect her grandson. Patrick stands with his son in his arms and gently places him into his mother-in-law’s loving embrace. Victoria marvels at her beautiful grandson as she holds back her joyful tears. Victoria then proudly and remorsefully looks at the mother of the newborn, her daughter, Kristen.
“Kristen honey, I’m sorry I didn’t make it in time for the delivery! I really wanted to be there with you.”
Kristen can see the hurt in her mother’s eyes and reaches out to touch her hand.
“It’s okay Mom, you’re here with us now.”
Patrick puts his arm around Victoria and kisses her on the cheek.
“Ms. Freeman, she did great and besides he was ready to come out and be with his family.”
They all smile and continue to adore the handsome child as Victoria finally releases the tears she held captive. She speaks with a trembling voice.
“I am so proud of you Kristen. Thank you for my first beautiful grandson.”
“I’m proud of you too honey, you were so brave. Wow! I have a daughter and a son!”
Victoria continues to hold her grandson as he rests quietly in her arms. The adults circled around him begin to cry for joy. Kristen looks her husband lovingly in his eyes and whispers how she feels about him.
“Patrick sweetheart, I couldn’t have done it without you. I love you.”  
Patrick leans in to kiss his wife but the tender moment is interrupted as his cell phone begins to ring. He takes the call.
“Hello, this is Mr. Alexander. Oh Hi Jackie. No, I’m at the hospital... No, I’m fine. My wife just had our baby!” 
 
Patrick seems to be nervously annoyed with the caller. He hurries off the phone.
 
“Thank you, it’s a boy!  Um, can we talk tomorrow? Ok, bye.”
 
Victoria is still showering the newborn with kisses. Kristen’s attention is shifted from her son to her husband as she looks fixedly at him with an uneasy gaze. 
 
“Who was that Patrick?”
 
“Oh, just one of my co-workers from the office, it’s no big deal. I will talk to her tomorrow.”
 
Patrick tries to keep the mood in the room from going stale. He goes over to Victoria and begins to play with his son. Haley joins in the playful antics with her little brother as she looks her mother in the eyes.
 
“What’s wrong Mommy?”
 
“Nothing baby, I’m fine.”
 
Kristen realizes her mood change is obvious. She tries to disregard her discomfort of the phone call her husband received and turns her attention back to her son. 
 
Cesar’s
 
Victoria’s son, Daniel, walks into Cesar’s restaurant but he is not here to have lunch or for any good reason. Daniel walks to the rear of the restaurant and finds the person he has come to see. As he gets closer, two very large men step in front of him blocking his path. Daniel looks between the two goons to the man sitting at the table. The man suspiciously eyes Daniel for a moment before giving the okay to let him by.
 
“It’s okay boys, let him through.” 
 
The two men step aside. Daniel slowly walks to the table and stands as if politely waiting for permission to take a seat. The man, who is clearly a gangster, tells his most trusted bodyguard, “Mack,” to check the visitor for weapons and any recording devices. 
 
“Mack, check to see if he’s clean.”
 
Mack stands in front of Daniel. Daniel assumes the position with a slightly annoyed look on his face as if he has been through this many times before. Mack thoroughly checks him out.
 
“He’s clean boss.”
 
The man at the table continues to suspiciously stare at Daniel. Then gives a sarcastic nod gesturing for him to take a seat. Daniel sits down on the opposite side of the booth as the man digs into his lunch as if it were the best food he has ever tasted. Daniel sits quietly as the owner of the restaurant, Cesar Diaz, devours the last few bites of his meal. He looks up at Daniel.
 
“Are you hungry Daniel? You want something to eat? Of course it’s on the house!”
 
Cesar and his bodyguards begin to laugh. They are aware Daniel is a low budget hustler who never seems to have money.  Daniel declines and nervously gets straight to the point of his visit.
 
“I’m not hungry. Look Mr. Diaz, I have a friend and um, he called me. He, you know, he um wants to buy some of your merchandise.”
 
Cesar and his goons stop laughing. The mood in the room is no longer lighthearted. Cesar leans over the table to make sure he has Daniel’s attention.
 
“Who told your friend about the “merchandise?”
 
“Oh! I told him Mr. Diaz.”
 
“Where do you know this friend of yours from, Daniel?!”
 
“He’s a trusted friend.”
 
“Okay, well, what is this “trusted” friend’s name?”
 
“His name is Lou…Lou Johnson.”
 
Cesar smirks and leans back into his seat. He ponders the name for a moment and then agrees to do business with Daniel’s friend.
 
“Okay Daniel, we can do business. I’m going to send Mack with you.” 
 
“Thank you Mr. Diaz.”
 
Daniel gets up from the table and begins to walk to the restaurant’s exit door to the back alley. Mack gets up from his seat to accompany Daniel as Cesar  grabs his arm stopping him for a moment. Cesar looks to the exit door where Daniel is standing and then pulls Mack closer and whispers his thoughts.
 
“Mack, I think this guy Lou Daniel is talking about, is the same idiot that owes me money! If it is that inutil idiota, (useless idiot) you know what to do!”
 
“You got it boss.”
 
Mack and Daniel exit the building into the back alley towards Daniel’s car. Mack prefers to take his vehicle instead.
 
“Hey Dan, this way, we’ll take my car.”
 
“Whatever, it’ll save me some gas.”
 
Daniel and Mack continue to walk down the back alley.  Suddenly a mysterious clean shaven man appears out of nowhere and bumps into Daniel. Daniel yells at the man.
 
“Hey! Watch where you’re going man!”
 
Daniel and Mack continue down the alley as the man stops and turns towards Daniel watching him walk away.
The man calls out to Daniel with a loud voice. It seemed effortless for the man to be so audible. 
 
“Daniel! Why are you in such a hurry? Who are you running from?”
 
Daniel stops and looks back at the man to see if he could recognize him and realizes he has no idea who he is. Daniel runs up on the stranger grabbing him by the shirt.
 
“How the hell do you know my name, you damn…”
 
Daniel looks the man in his eyes and can no longer speak. The man stands unmovable, showing no signs of aggression, defense or defining emotions. He speaks to Daniel in a calm precise tone.
 
“There is a path of light that will lead you from the darkness.”  
 
Mack grows impatient. He knows Daniel’s bark is louder than his bite.
 
“Daniel, come on man! Let’s go!”
 
Daniel snaps out of the temporary trance and releases the man’s shirt. He turns and walks away not knowing what to think. The man continues to watch Daniel as he and Mack walk to the car. Mack feels a bit uneasy as he notices the man’s full attention is squarely on Daniel.
 
“Dan, who the hell was that guy?!”
 
“Um, nobody, I took care of it. Let’s get out of here!”
 
Just as they get into the car, Daniel gives in and looks back towards the man but the mysterious stranger is gone.
 
Miami
 
A tall handsome man wearing an expensive designer suit is sitting at his desk reviewing client documents. This mature male is the CEO of a small private law firm he established in the heart of Miami, Florida. He is also Victoria’s ex-husband, George Freeman. This self absorbed business man has put a 4-hour driving distance between his old life in Central Florida and his new life in South Florida. With George’s lack of contact concerning his family, he may as well be in a foreign country.  
 
As George continues to review client files, a tall beautiful woman barges into his office with a sarcastic glare. Her tone as well as her relationship with George is inappropriate. ‘Heather’ deuces as George’s secretary and secret lover.
 
“So sorry to disturb you, Mr. Freeman, but your ex-wife is on line two!”
 
Heather storms out of the office before George could utter a comforting word. He closes his eyes for a moment mentally preparing for the verbal beating he feels Victoria is about to give him as well as the verbal thrashing Heather is sure to deliver. He takes a deep breath and answers the phone.
 
“Hello Vicky.”
 
“George you know I hate it when you call me that! Look, I’m only calling to let you know Kristen had the baby.”
 
George curiously smiles and once again proves his physical and mental absence. 
 
“Is it a boy or a girl?”
 
“Damn it George! I’m not surprised you don’t know! We all knew months ago Kristen was going to have a boy! But since you never call to check up on her or any of your children, you wouldn’t have any idea what’s going on with your family!”
George babbles words out of his mouth to tell an obvious lie.
 
“Um…Well for your information, I do call Kristen!”
 
“Oh really, I have my doubts about that!”
 
George feels uncomfortable because he knows Victoria is aware he isn’t telling the truth. His discomfort elevates as Heather takes the liberty to re-enter his office without notification. Heather stands directly in front of his desk with her arms crossed eyeing him intensely as if to drive him crazy or to drive him off the call. George concludes the conversation with Victoria.
 
“I don’t have time for this right now. I will book an early flight and be there by tomorrow afternoon.  Vicky, will you please tell Kristen I’m coming to see her and the baby?”
 
“No George! Have the decency to contact her yourself and stop calling me Vicky!”
 
The line goes dead before George could utter a rebuttal. He slowly hangs up the phone and looks into his secretary’s eyes. By the look on Heather’s face, it is beyond obvious she is not happy. George tries to avoid the ensuing confrontation by speaking with overly dramatic joy about his new grandson.
 
“Hey, my daughter had her baby…I have a grandson! Heather, I’m going to need you to book the earliest flight to Orlando leaving tomorrow.”
 
Heather did not submit to his direct yet subliminal message of joy. She still has a choke hold on jealousy and uses anger to unleash it. George is yet again the recipient of such an ugly emotion. 
 
“Yes Sir, Mr. Freeman!! Would you like for me to pick up a gift for your grandson and maybe some flowers for your wife, Vicky?”
 
“Heather honey, you know she is no longer my wife and that’s the second time you called me “Mr. Freeman.” You only call me that when you are mad at me. So lay it on me sweetheart, what did I do this time?”
 
“You called her Vicky! I know you George! You only call her Vicky  when you are flirting with her! Do you still love her?”
 
“Heather, baby you can’t be serious…I love you!”
 
“Yeah, whatever you say Mr. Freeman!”
 
George tries to reconcile the emotional intensity but does not get the chance before Heather whisks herself out of his office. George reclines into his chair in a deflated posture bewildered from the last ten minutes of his life.
 
University Campus 
 
Britney, the youngest child of the Freeman family is walking the campus parking lot with one of her wild and crazy classmates, Lilly.  Lilly is a twenty year old that enjoys the college life for all the wrong reasons. She calls herself a carefree, free spirit. Lilly actually does care but only about herself. And she is a free spirit, passing on her mischievous nature to whoever is a willing recipient. She doesn’t give up on tempting Britney  to give in to an evil and selfish act.
 
“Britney, you know Professor Smith really likes you! He is so fine and the best part is he is filthy rich!”
 
“And what will that do for me Lilly? Make me rich or just filthy?! I am not interested in sleeping with a man for his money.”
 
Lilly’s pursuit of persuasion is persistent. She digs up a painful mistake Britney made and rips the bandage off the emotional wound with a judgmental tone.
 
“What about Herbert? Is he still your sugar daddy or is he mad at you for what you did?”
 
 Britney stops walking and silently turns towards Lilly. As the saying goes “if looks could kill” Lilly would have taken her last breath at that very moment, instead she begins to taunt Britney.
 
“Don’t look at me like you’re better than I am! Why are you such a loser?”
 
Britney is too exhausted to reply. Without saying a word, she walks away. Lilly tries to insult Britney by letting the free spirit in her yell statements that are direct reflections of how she feels about herself. 
 
“Go to hell Britney, you lonely loser! You’re nothing but a gold diggin’ tramp!”
 
Britney continues to distance herself from the eerie vibrations of Lilly’s voice. Finally reaching her car, she gets in and shuts the door to the world outside and begins to analyze her world of reality inside the archives of her mind. Before she could travel very far into her life’s history, her cell phone begins to ring. She checks the caller I.D. and notices it is her mother, Victoria. Britney   conceals her true emotional state of mind by answering the call using a cheerful voice.
 
“Hi Mom…Yes I’m fine, how are you? What?! Kris had the baby?! Why didn’t you call me earlier? Oh, I must have missed the call.  I just got off from work. I can’t believe Campus Coffee is open on New Years! No one is even here, except that idiot, Lilly. Huh? Oh, she’s nobody... Yeah, I’m going to call Kristen today, I promise. I love you too Mom…Bye.”
 
Although Britney is very happy about her sister’s new baby, the news of the newborn child compounds her anguish. The brash conversation with Lilly and the news about the birth of her nephew resurfaces an unjust decision she made not long ago. Britney closes her eyes as the memory of a particular critical moment of her life plays out in her mind. 
 
Britney can see herself nervously sitting on the edge of the tub in her bathroom. The anxiety of what could change her life forever is too much to bear. She finally looks down into her hand, checking the results of the home pregnancy test. Negative emotions overflow as she notices the test results are positive. 
 
The next scene in Britney’s mind takes her to the cold hard hospital bed she remembers. A doctor re-enters the room with a vibe fitting the same comfort as the hospital bed. Britney can hear the doctor’s words as if he is sitting in the car next to her.
 
“Britney, you don’t have to worry anymore. Your problem is aborted.”
 
Hearing those words so loud and clear startle Britney out of her nightmare she just relived as a daydream. She wipes the tears from her eyes and checks her surroundings. She starts the car and drives away from the campus.
 
Victoria’s House
 
Victoria is in the kitchen humming a cheerful song as she prepares a meal for her guest that is soon to arrive. She is still glowing with excitement about the birth of her grandson. As she adds the final ingredients to her famous pasta sauce, she hears the doorbell ring.  Knowing who is at the door, she continues to hum the good mood tune as she goes to answer it. Victoria opens the door welcoming her long time friend, Martha, into her home. The two embrace and squeal like 15-year old school girls because of the good news Victoria has to share that Martha can’t wait to hear. 
They hurry into the kitchen and sit at the breakfast table. The celebration begins with a glass of wine.
 
“Vicky honey, how are you? You look great!”
 
“I feel great! I am so happy for Kristen and my grandson! He is so adorable!”
 
“I’m glad to hear that Vicky. So tell me, how does it feel to be a grandmother again?”
 
“It feels wonderful! I haven’t felt this type of joy in a long time Martha. My grandson has given me something to smile about.”
 
“I can’t wait to meet him!”
 
“I will show you pictures after dinner. We are having my famous pasta tonight!”
 
Victoria and Martha enjoy dinner together as they share fond memories of years past. They laugh hysterically at some of the stories they remember. After they cleared the table, Victoria continues to brag about her handsome grandson as she shows photographs of the newborn to Martha.
 
“Look at my grandson! I can’t get over how beautiful he is.”
 
“You never told me his name.”
 
“Oh, they named him David.”
 
“David, a name fit for a king… A king after God’s own heart.”
 
“Okay Martha, did you have too much wine? What are you talking about?”
 
“No Vicky. King David is from the Bible. He….”
 
“Whoa Martha, I know you love “God” and all that but I’m not really in the mood for Bible talk tonight.”
 
“Yes I do love God and all I know to do is tell the truth about Him when I have the opportunity… Anyway, does David’s grandfather know about him?”
 
“Yes, only because I called to tell him. David would have been ten years old by the time George would have thought to ask about him! I can’t stand talking to George! Just the sound of his voice makes me angry!”
 
“Wow Vicky, no need to yell. I’m your friend and George isn’t here. Look, I know why you don’t have fulfilling joy in your life. Vicky  sweetheart, you have too much baggage. You are still carrying suitcases full of hate, anger, and resentment and un-forgiven moments that are in the past. There is so much clutter in your mind, you can’t even see how blessed you are. You still have life so that means you still have a future but you can’t move into the future if you are holding on to the past. You need to forgive George and move on.”
 
“There you go again with that “forgive” word. He cheated on me Martha! He abandoned his family at the most important time of our lives! I don’t know why we always end up talking about this. You couldn’t possibly understand….”
 
“Stop it Vicky! I’m your best friend. I am also on the outside looking in. It’s easier for me to see what you can’t see. You are bitter and resentful. You know what else I think? I think you still love George. If you didn’t you wouldn’t be so angry all the time. My dear friend, I encourage you to use that love to forgive him and let God take care of the rest.”
 
The Meeting Location
 
Daniel and Mack drive into a dark secluded parking lot in a rough part of town. They park the car looking around suspiciously for cops, rival drug dealers or any type of surprise ambush. Suddenly Daniel’s friend, Lou, appears out of the darkness.  Daniel waves him over. Lou jumps in the back seat and begins to complain.
 
“Damn Dan! Nice of you to keep me waiting so long!”
 
“Shut up man! Let’s just do this deal so we can get outta here.”
 
“Whatever! Let’s do this…Wait just a damn minute! I know this dude! This is one of Cesar’s hit men! Daniel did you set me up! He’s gonna kill me!”
 
Mack pulls a gun from his jacket, pointing it directly at Lou’s head. Mack smiles at the idea of killing for the pleasure of his boss. 
 
“That’s right stupid! You know exactly who I am! We have been looking for you a long time, now you get to pay with your life.”
 
Daniel doesn’t know how to respond but he does the best he can to figure out what the matter is.
 
“Mack! What the hell are you doing! Lou, what’s going on? What did you do?”
 
“I’m a dead man! Dan, you set me up!”
 
Louis jumps out of the car trying to run for his life. Daniel tries to stop Mack from going after Lou to no avail. Mack stands just outside of the vehicle and takes a steady aim at Lou’s back and pulls the trigger. As if in slow motion, Daniel watches his lifelong friend fall to the ground. Daniel then gets out of the vehicle and runs towards Lou’s limp and lifeless body unaware that Mack has made him the next target. Mack takes aim at Daniel’s head but is startled by the commotion off in the distance. People from the neighborhood heard the gun blast that took Lou’s life. They begin to trot towards the scene. Mack panics, jumps into his car and tears out of the parking lot. Daniel is unaware the approaching strangers helped spare his life. Seeing there is nothing he can do for his friend, he too panics and runs from the scene but not before making eye contact with the curious neighbors, they respond.
 
“Hey! Stop! Someone call the cops, that guy just shot this man!”  
 
The Next Morning
 
Daniel is in his apartment biting his fingernails as he paces the living room floor. His girlfriend, Patricia, is sitting on the couch watching his every move, looking for a sign of hope in his eyes. The television is on a news channel they have been watching all night for possible updates on the crime Daniel witnessed. Suddenly he stops pacing and Patricia stops breathing as the news anchor begins to deliver details about their living nightmare. They listen intently. 
 
“A man was shot dead last night in a vacant parking lot near Church Street. Witnesses described the male who fled the scene to a sketch artist. If you have any details on the man fitting the sketched description please call it in to the number below.”   
 
Daniel stands silently staring at the television screen. Patricia gasps as she begins to breathe again. Her hope for hope is ruined by the sketch artist’s depiction that clearly describes Daniel. She quizzes her boyfriend about their next move. 
 
“Oh my God Daniel, what are we going to do?!”
Daniel begins to pace again not knowing what to say because he has no idea what to do. He ponders every option he could manifest and concludes one of the worst options is his only hope.
 
“I have to call my Dad!”
 
He grabs the cell phone from the coffee table and begins to dial. He turns away from the broken look in Patricia’s eyes so he could maintain his last bit of energy to ask for his father’s help. His dad answers.
 
“Hello, this is George Freeman.”
 
“Dad, I need your help!”
 
“Daniel? What’s wrong?”
 
“Dad, I’m in trouble… It’s really bad this time! A man was murdered last night! I didn’t do it but I was there. The people who saw me think I killed Lou!”
 
“Lou, who the hell is Lou?!”
 
“Dad please, I don’t have time to explain everything! I just need your help!”
 
“Okay, okay. Where are you?”
 
“I’m at my apartment.”
 
“Good. Don’t leave, I had plans to be in Orlando today to see Kristen but when I get there I will come straight to you… Does your mother know about this?”
 
“No! I don’t want her to know… Dad I know I messed up before but I’m not a murderer! I didn’t do this!”
 
“Okay son. I’m going to make some calls and I will see you tonight.”
 
Daniel slumps down onto the couch next to Patricia. They both are speechless and exhausted. The only comfort they can offer one other is to sit quietly in each other’s arms.
 
Kristen’s House
 
Patrick is excited to bring his family home from the hospital. He is carrying gifts and baby supplies as he struggles to open the door for his family. Finally getting inside, Haley bolts past her father to her bedroom. She begins to give all of her attention to her dolls and teddy bears. Kristen goes into the family room with David to change his diaper and feed him. Patrick smiles as he looks through the large box of gifts they received for their son. Patrick goes to put the box of toys and baby formula in the kitchen as his cell phone begins to ring, he answers.
 
“Hello? Oh, Hi… What? I just brought my son home. Only for two hours? Okay then, I can do that. Yes, no problem, everything is already at the office. Okay, I will see you in a bit… Bye.”
 
Patrick presses the end call button on the phone and takes a deep breath. He goes into the family room to inform Kristen of his obligation. 
 
“Honey, I have to go to an emergency meeting at the office. Is it going to bother you if I’m gone for a few hours?”
 
Kristen doesn’t respond right away. She watches Patrick’s body language to determine if his statement is truth or a lie. Unconsciously she gives him an answer that is definitely a lie.
 
“No, of course not, Haley is here if I need help with David.”
 
“Okay great. I’m going to get ready to leave now. I will try to be home before dinner.”
 
As Patrick walks into the bedroom he can see Kristen’s reflection in a mirror on the wall. He notices she is watching him with a very suspicious and worried look on her face. He feels very awkward and uneasy about her glare.
 
University Campus
 
Britney is walking to class with an arm full of text books. All of a sudden she feels the caress of a man’s hand on her back. She whips around to see the main reason for her recent emotional terrors. A tall masculine man stands in front of her wearing a sheepish grin as he invades her space. She yells out in a way not to cause any attention.
 
“Herbert! What are you doing! I already told you I never want to see you again!”
 
“Awe, come on Britney-poo, don’t be like that! I just want to talk to you, that’s all.”
 
“Leave me alone Herbert! I’m serious!”
 
“Hey sweet thing, don’t tell me your conscience is bothering you!”
 
Britney’s reflexes take control of her. She slaps him as hard as she can. Herbert  gets very close to her.
 
“Listen, you crazy…”
 
“No Herbert! You listen, you lunatic! Don’t you ever touch me or come near me! As a matter a fact, don’t even look at me you sick bastard!”
 
Britney runs away from Herbert  as he stands watching her with venom in his eyes. In a menacing and psychotic manner, he speaks to Britney  as if she is still standing there listening. But his words are only a devilish comfort to himself. 
 
“You can run baby but you can’t hide. That’s right Britney. I’ve got you exactly where I want you!”
 
Herbert  smirks as he walks in the opposite direction. Britney   continues to speed walk towards the campus parking lot, she is severely shaken. She darts around a building and braces herself against a wall. She closes her eyes as she tries to catch her breath. Britney  is spooked once again when she hears her name called by someone standing right in front of her. She quickly opens her eyes with her hands tightly gripped in a fist. She breathes a breath of relief, seeing her friend, Traci, standing there with a look of perplexity. 
 
“Britney, are you ok?”
 
“Yes… I’m fine.”
 
“Um, okay? Well it’s good to see you, you haven’t been around lately.”
 
“I know. Um, I’ve been hitting the books…you know. Finals are coming up soon.”
 
“Yeah, I know. Maybe I should start taking that serious… Hey! We should get together to study!”
 
“Yeah okay, um, I gotta get going Traci. I’ll call you.”
 
“Okay, Bye.”  
 
Britney is still overwhelmed by Herbert’s surprise interrogation. She decides she is not up for the challenge of focusing in class today. Instead she gets in her car and heads back to her dormitory.
 
Daniel’s Apartment
 
The sun begins to touch the Westside of the planet as the street lights in Daniel’s neighborhood obey their time setting to illuminate. Daniel’s nervous tension has not settled. Trying to calm his jitters, he rips the cap off of a bottle of beer. He puts the open end to his mouth, tilts the bottom end up and drinks its content until the bottle is empty. Daniel’s efforts for calm, fill Patricia with more anxiety. 
 
“Daniel honey, don’t you think you’ve had enough?”
 
“They don’t serve beer where I’m going!”
 
“Daniel, don’t talk like that!”
 
“I’m sorry Patricia, you know I didn’t mean…”
 
Daniel’s words are cut short. He is rendered speechless when he hears a knock at the door. Patricia sits up but her apprehensiveness is not allowing her to stand from the couch. Daniel walks slowly to the door. Fight or flight mode kicks in when he hears another heavy handed knock on the door. Daniel tries to use an intimidating voice to question the visitors.
 
“Who’s there?”
 
“Daniel, it’s your father. Open the door son.”
 
Retrieving a little hope from the sound of his dad’s voice, Daniel opens the door. To his surprise his mother barges in pushing past his dad.
 
“Mom, what are you doing here?!”
 
“What do you mean, what am I doing here?! Daniel, why haven’t you told me about this? And who is this girl?”
 
“Um Hi, I’m Patricia…”
 
“She’s my girlfriend. Dad, why did you bring Mom here?”
 
“Look Daniel, she’s your mother. She would have found out soon enough.”
 
Victoria can barely take her eyes off of Patricia but when she does she notices Daniel’s living conditions. Patricia can tell Daniel’s mother is disgusted with how Daniel is living. As if it truly matters, considering the moment, Patricia begins to clean up the apartment a little.
 
“Patricia what are you doing? Stop, that’s not important right now… Mom, Dad, I’m innocent! I could never kill anyone, especially my best friend!”
 
“We believe you Daniel. Look, I’ve called in a favor to my friend, Benson. He’s a really good defense attorney… But he um…”
 
“But what Dad?!...” 
 
“Look Daniel, this isn’t going to be easy but you have to turn yourself in.”
 
“What! Daniel no! You can’t leave us!”
 
“What does she mean “us” Daniel?”
 
“Mom, Patricia, please! We are trying to get this figured out… Dad… You don’t know these people. I know who killed Lou! And they know that I know… No matter what I’m a dead man!”
 
The room falls silent as everyone tries to digest Daniel’s last statement. By the look on everyone’s face, Daniel can see they have many questions but are unable to speak. He sums up his dispirited and grim affairs. 
 
“Look, what I know for sure is, I’m mixed up with some very bad people. Lou is a perfect example of what these people are capable of.”
 
Victoria can no longer stand, she takes a seat on the couch next to Patricia as Daniel’s words echo in her mind. Daniel’s father actually feels desperate for the welfare of his son and takes charge of the situation.
 
“Daniel, not only am I your father, I am a lawyer with many friends in the business. I don’t like what you’ve gotten yourself into but I do understand it. Son, like I said, the best thing for you to do is turn yourself in.”
 
Kristen’s House
 
Patrick is standing outside of the front door to his home. He is not sure what to expect from Kristen because of the suspicious stare she gave him before he left the house. His anxiety of her possible reaction is also due to the fact that he has been away three hours over the two hours he said he would be gone. The one thing Patrick hopes will turn bitterness to a palatable sweetness is the news he has to share. He enters the house, Haley runs with open arms to greet her father.
 
“Daddy!”
 
“Hey my beautiful princess…where is everyone?”
 
“Mommy is making dinner and D.M.L.B. is sleeping.”
 
“D.M.L.B.?”
 
“Yeah Dad. David My Little Brother.”
 
They both laugh as they walk hand in hand to the kitchen. Kristen doesn’t turn around to greet Patrick. She speaks to Haley instead. 
 
“Haley, have you finished your homework?”
 
“No ma’am. Not yet.” 
 
“Do you need any help princess?”
 
“Nah, it’s pretty easy Dad.”
 
Haley sits at the dining room table to complete her homework. Kristen continues to cook with her back to Patrick as he musters the courage to start a conversation with his wife.
 
“Hi honey, sorry I’m late… Do you need any help?”
 
“No thanks, dinner is almost ready.”
 
“Okay, um…I have some good news and I have some bad news. Which one do you want to hear first?”
 
Curious to hear what Patrick has to say, Kristen finally stops what she is doing and turns to face Patrick.
 
“Well? What’s the bad news?”
 
“I have to go to Washington for a week.”
 
Kristen studies his eyes for a moment. She responds just before causing awkward silence.
 
“Um, okay…well? That isn’t so bad, I guess? So, what’s the good news?”
 
“I’ve been promoted to Regional Campaign Manager for Senator Wallace!”
 
“Oh my goodness Patrick, that’s wonderful! I am proud of you!”
 
Patrick’s hopes are fulfilled. Haley joins in the blissful celebration as they all embrace. 
 
Daniel’s Apartment
 
Everyone is sitting in the front room of Daniel’s apartment discussing the possibilities of his fate. Victoria and Patricia’s eyes are red and puffy from the many tears spilled over this agonizing situation. Suddenly everyone jumps to their feet as they all stare silently at the door. They are all aware the revelation of their decision is just beyond the door. Detectives knock as they announce their identification.
 
“It’s Detective Jones and Detective Smith. We’re here for Daniel.”
 
George looks at his son before opening the door. He tells Daniel the ugly reality he is obviously aware of.
 
“Okay son, they’re here. It’s time to go.”
 
George opens the door. The detectives make their way in, confirming Daniel’s identity.
 
“Are you Daniel Freeman?”
 
“Yes sir.”
 
“You have the right to remain silent…”
 
The detectives continue to read Daniel his rights as they handcuff and begin to escort him out of his apartment. Patricia begins to cry profusely as she reaches out to touch Daniel.  George and Victoria restrain her from doing so. Daniel offers the only comforting words he is sure of to Patricia. He then looks at his parents as he adds a stifling truth to the suffocating moment. 
 
“Patricia, I love you! Mom, Dad please take care of my girlfriend, she’s pregnant. She’s going to have my baby!” 
 
Victoria holds her chest as she gasps nearly sucking all of the air out of the room. George stands in a petrified stiffness with a bewildered continuance on his face. Patricia’s eyes are focused on the father of her unborn child. 
 
The detectives begin to place Daniel in the back seat of their cruiser. Off in the near distance is the same mysterious man Daniel encountered as he and Mack were leaving Cesar’s Restaurant. The masculine figure stands and watches silently as the detectives secure Daniel in the back seat and drive away from the scene.
 
Cesar’s Restaurant
 
Cesar and Mack exit the restaurant into the back alley. Two other goons Cesar  employs, follow closely behind. Cesar  hands Mack a black briefcase and also gives him verbal instructions that double as a warning.
 
“Make sure you get the merchandise to the buyer. It would be a good idea for you not to screw up this time.” 
 
“I won’t mess up boss.”
 
“I’m going to send Bruce and Sammy with you to make sure you don’t!”
 
Mack takes the briefcase and goes to load it into the trunk of his car. Cesar  whispers to the other men, reminding them of the original plan for Mack.
 
“Bruce, Sammy, make sure this is the last time I see Mack alive. I can’t take the risk of him being interrogated by the cops, that clumsy punk might snitch.”
 
The two men take guns from underneath their shirts and start to walk towards Mack. Cesar can’t believe his eyes. He swiftly yet quietly reverses their hasty actions.
 
“No! Ay Dios mio! Ustedes dos son idiotas! (Oh my God, you two are idiots!) Not here! Take him somewhere outside of the city and do him there! Make sure you burn the evidence!”
 
I-Hop Restaurant
 
Seven hours into a new day, the sun’s location is not very high in the sky as George, Victoria and Patricia discuss last night’s events over a hot breakfast. Tragic incidents usually bring people closer together but at the moment this is not the case.
 
“Please Mrs. Freeman don’t talk to me like that! I never had any plans to “trap” Daniel. We fell in love before we found out I was pregnant.”
 
“Patricia honey, love doesn’t pay for diapers and baby food.”
 
“I know that already! Look, I’m just trying to tell you, although my getting pregnant wasn’t planned, our love isn’t a mistake. We’ve been seeing each other for over seven months.” 
 
“Seven months? I’m his father and Daniel never told me anything about you.”
 
“Mr. Freeman, he’s tried calling you several times but you were always unavailable.”
 
Victoria is surprised, hurt and confused. The look on her face and her stiff, erect, upright posture says it all but she uses words to make sure.
 
“Let me get this straight! Daniel reached out to you, the self centered father that moved as far away from his family as he could. I don’t believe this! I’m only twenty minutes away!  I’m the one that has always been there for him and he didn’t even try to tell me about a new girlfriend let alone a pregnant girlfriend!”
 
Customers are starting to notice Victoria’s behavior.  George becomes uncomfortable, he feels like all eyes are on the table he is sitting at. He tries to confine the conversation to their general area. 
 
“Victoria calm down. Do you want everyone here to assume I’m a loser and your son doesn’t like you?” 
 
“You are a loser!”
 
“What? Anyway, Patricia look, I’m sorry about all this. You are carrying my son’s child, me and Victoria’s grandchild. We will see to it that you are taken care of until Daniel comes home.”
 
“We will?!”
 
Victoria’s voice skyrockets. George is too embarrassed to continue the conversation in a public place.
 
“Check please!”
 
University Campus
 
Britney is sitting on soft green grass underneath a large tree as she crams pertinent information into her brain for today’s final exam. Students titled this area of the campus “Field of Knowledge.” Many other students are around performing the common ritual of last minute studying. 
 
Britney’s focus drifts from her notes because of a sudden eerie sensation of being watched. The feeling is not deceiving her. She hears the crunch of footsteps in the dew covered grass. The footsteps become louder as she quickly looks over her shoulder in time to see Herbert  kneeling over her body like a passionate lover. 
 
“Hi baby! I’ve been looking for you! I miss you!”
 
“Herbert, please leave me alone! I told you I don’t want to see you! Why are you bothering me?”
 
Herbert  ignores her plea and begins to kiss her. The other students in the area are oblivious to Britney’s plight as she struggles to get away from Herbert’s unwanted affection. He becomes very aggressive as he quietly and sadistically pins her down.
 
“Hush my beautiful queen, no need to fight. I just want to know why you killed our baby. Why did you destroy our family?”
 
“We are not and never will be a family! Are you crazy, Herbert? You made me get that abortion!”
 
Students begin to take notice of the confrontation as Britney breaks free from his grip. Herbert  continues to speak using a seductive and romantic tone as he delivers a very threatening message. 
 
“Britney sweetheart, I think I’ll pay your mother a visit and tell her what you did to our precious unborn child. Oh yes darling, I’m going to tell her you never gave our baby a chance to live.” 
 
Britney is stricken with a fear that grips the core of her soul. At the thought of such horrible intentions she is willing to submit to any hostile agreement that can be made.
 
“No Herbert, please don’t! I will do anything you want, just please don’t tell my mother!”  
 
“That’s my girl. Here is what we will do. I’m having a party tonight at my place, I want you to come. Dress up real nice. Wear that little tight black dress I like. It’ll be fun, there’s going to be some beer drinking, dancing and a whole lot of lovin’ going on. The best part about this party is, it’s only going to be a party for two, me and you baby.”
 
Britney reluctantly shakes her head in agreement. Herbert  wipes a lonely tear from her face as he gently kisses the crest of her brow. He hugs her and whispers in her ear.
 
“See you tonight.” 
 
Herbert  walks towards the north campus parking lot leaving Britney to her thoughts of yet another conscious and costly decision. In a daze, she quickly gathers her books to leave the crowded study area with the title that did not benefit her, “Field of Knowledge.”  She feels alone on that crowded field and she has no knowledge of what she should do. Clutching her books tightly against her chest she hustles to vacate the campus.  
 
Having a one track mind to leave, Britney is oblivious to the noisy commotion in the distance behind her as tires screech and people scream. She doesn’t look back nor break her stride as she continues to speed walk to her vehicle. Students rush in the opposite direction, along with many teachers who witnessed the terrible accident. People gather together in the north campus parking lot to assist in whatever way they can. Britney is dedicated to her thoughts and unaware of her surroundings as Herbert’s threats reverberate in her mind. She drives away from the campus nearly running into a speeding ambulance.
 
County Jail
 
Daniel is dressed in a bright orange, county issued prisoner’s uniform. He is sitting in an uncarpeted brightly illuminated visitor’s room impatiently waiting for his dad. Daniel’s face lights up with satisfaction to see a highly anticipated familiar face as his dad and another gentleman enter together. The correctional officer escorts the visitors to Daniel’s table.
 
“You have twenty minutes.”
 
Daniel ignores the jail house rules as he stands and tightly embraces his father.
 
“Dad, it feels like I’m already losing my mind in here.”
 
“I know son, sit down we have a lot to cover in twenty minutes.”
 
 They take seats in hard unstable chairs as the correctional officers in the area watch them closely. Standing with the officers is the mysterious man who watched Daniel get arrested the night before. He isn’t speaking with the officers or acknowledging their presence in the least. His only focus is intensely intentional on Daniel. 
 
George gets down to business beginning with the introduction of his colleague.
 
“Daniel, this is Defense Attorney Benson Smith, he’s the friend I was telling you about.”
 
“Hello Daniel. I’m going to be straight with you. As it stands, you are the only suspect with three witnesses identifying you at the scene.  By request of your father and the fact that I’m a local attorney, it will be best that I handle your case.”
 
“Son, everything is going to be fine. I have a few more days before I fly back to Miami. Benson and I plan to use that time to get everything sorted out. But for now we will explain what you should do.”
 
George and Benson dive into the details of beneficial conduct Daniel should carry out while incarcerated. Daniel listens without distraction. He does not want to jeopardize his stay nor possible release from such a hellish place.
 
Kristen’s House
 
Kristen is carrying her exhausted newborn to his crib for a late afternoon nap. She tucks David into his sleeping quarters and smiles as he peacefully falls asleep. She quietly leaves the room and goes into the kitchen. With David sleeping, Haley at school and Patrick at work, Kristen takes a moment to enjoy the noiseless house. She pours herself a cup of brewed tea and takes a seat by an open window. 
 
Sitting at the breakfast table enjoying the warmth of the sun, she looks over at a digital clock to check the time. Although not surprised, she is disappointed her father is a day and a half late for his visit with her and the baby. Her disappointment is accompanied with anger as she realizes her father didn’t have the respect to call to tell her he wasn’t coming. Kristen telephones her mother to complain. 
 
“Hello…Mom, it’s me. You probably won’t be surprised but Dad never showed up to meet his new grandson. What? He’s with Daniel? I thought he was flying in to see me and David! He could’ve at least called me to say he wasn’t coming... What! Oh my God, Daniel was arrested for murder?! Mom wait! Does Britney know? Okay…okay, I will call her. Mom, please make sure you call me back as soon as possible…Bye.”
 
Ending the call with her mother, Kristen doesn’t hesitate to update her sister with the horrible news.
 
“Britney Hi, listen, you’re not going to believe this!”
 
Victoria’s Boutique
 
Victoria tries to maintain a strong presence as she manages her boutique. Although she is physically present, her mind is far away wondering how well her daughters are handling the news about Daniel. Her cell phone rings again. She quickly answers it with an inaccurate assumption of who is calling.
 
“Hello…Kristen?”
 
“No, it’s me, George. Have you talked to Kristen? I totally forgot to call her! I’ve been so involved with trying to figure out this mess Daniel has gotten himself into it slipped my mind…”
 
“George, relax, I talked to Kristen. I told her what you are doing for Daniel…for us. I’m sure she’s called Britney with the news by now. So you just take it easy, you have enough on your plate.”
 
George is pleasantly put at ease by Victoria’s soft and supportive tone. He takes a sudden risk with the emotional bond he is feeling.
 
“Vicky, um, I was thinking. We have a lot to talk about, you know, um, like our grandson, Daniel’s situation and oh yeah, our other grandchild Daniel’s girlfriend is pregnant with. So, what do you think about meeting me tonight for dinner? Maybe we can meet at that quiet café on Mary Ann Boulevard?”   
 
“Oh, you mean the café with the large wine selection?”
 
“Yes, that’s the one.”
 
“Well, we do have a lot to talk about. Um, I can meet you there at 6:00.”
 
“6:00 it is.”
 
Ending the call they are both perplexed by the cordial mannerisms they displayed. Speaking to herself aloud Victoria questions herself.
 
“What have I gotten myself into?”
 
George, just as confused, discovers something unusual. 
 
“I called her Vicky  and she didn’t get mad at me.”
 
6:15PM Café 
 
George is sitting in a quiet and secluded area of the café. He gets a little worried as he checks his watch for the fifth time in ten minutes. Just as a waitress comes checking to see if he would like to continue waiting for his guest or place an order, Victoria arrives. As if time decided to slow down almost to a standstill, George is reminded how beautiful Victoria is. She approaches the table wearing a stunning evening dress with her hair draped down to her shoulders. Victoria sits opposite George as the candle lit dining table sets a romantic atmosphere. The waitress notices how George is looking at Victoria and makes an observation George does not correct. 
 
“Your wife looks lovely tonight. Would the two of you like to see the wine list?”
 
Without hesitation, George’s reflexes take over.
 
“No need. We will have a bottle of Chateau Leovilli.”
 
“Wine from the region of Saint Julian, very nice selection Sir.  I will be right back with your order.”
 
Victoria is surprised and a bit curious about George’s lavish wine selection. It happens to be her favorite wine for rare occasions.
 
“So, you remember my favorite wine? George, what are you up to?”
 
“Nothing, I just thought it would be nice to have a premium wine with dinner. Maybe it will help us relax while discussing our stressful situation, that’s all.” 
 
Victoria is keenly aware that is not all George is up to. He proves her right by the smile on his face and the tone of his voice. The moment is derailed by what he says next. 
 
“You look so beautiful tonight.”
 
“George, are you kidding me?! I thought we were here to talk about Daniel.”
 
“I apologize. Yes, we are here to discuss Daniel…I just felt compelled to tell you how I think you look.” 
 
Victoria settles down from her brash remark. She is actually flattered by George’s flirtatious forwardness.  The table falls silent as the waitress returns and fills their wine glasses. Victoria ponders and regrets her hasty rebuttal. 
 
“Look George, I’m the one who should apologize.  We are both worried and upset about Daniel’s arrest. I am grateful you are taking charge of this.”
 
“I’m going to do everything in my power to help. He’s our son, he’s our family.”
 
George can see the worry and admiration in Victoria’s eyes. He changes the topic from Daniel’s dilemma before overwhelming emotions spill in to tears.
 
“Hey, I was able to stop by Kristen’s this afternoon. David is one handsome baby boy and Haley is getting so big. Victoria, despite what happened between us, we created a beautiful family.”
 
George is unsuccessful at his attempt to hold off Victoria’s tears. As moisture streams from her eyes she looks deeply into his eyes and softly touches his hand. With a very sincere voice she agrees with his last words.
 
“Yes George, we did create a beautiful family.” 
 
 
6:30 Britney’s Dorm Room 
 
Britney is lying in bed with books and other study materials as she blankly stares up at the ceiling. She is unable to concentrate on college obligations as she dwells on the disgusting obligation she agreed to with Herbert. Hearing the emotive news about Daniel added weight to her already heavy heart. 
 
Like a ridiculous tune she can’t get out of her head, Herbert’s last words play over and over in her mind, “See you tonight.” Believing Herbert  is psycho enough to visit her mother and reveal their dark secret, she gets out of bed to prepare for an awful night. Just as she pulls the requested “little black dress” from the closet she hears a knock at the door. Feeling too emotionally drained to care, she opens the door without first identifying the visitor. Revealing the unannounced, un-welcomed person standing there with a devilish grin, Britney doesn’t use any respectful or cordial greeting.
 
“What the hell do you want Lilly?”
 
“I don’t want anything loser, I came to give you something.”
 
“Lilly, I really don’t have time for you right now!”
 
“Oh, I guess you don’t have time for me to give you news about your baby’s daddy…oops I mean the man you almost had a baby with.”
 
“What are you talking about?!”
 
“Wow! You really don’t know! Herbert  was hit by a car on campus today. He’s on life support and I heard he might die.”
 
Britney studies Lilly’s face to see if she can detect a set up for a prank. With Lilly’s cold and heartless words, Britney determines she must be telling the truth.
 
“Awe, why the sad face Britney, Bree, Bree?… I thought you wanted him to leave you alone? If Herbert dies then you won’t have to ever worry about seeing him again. Well? Not unless you still dream about him.”
 
Britney slams the door in Lilly’s face unable to bear another second of her repulsiveness. Bracing against the door to keep from collapsing to the floor, Britney  begins to cry profusely. She can’t decipher with certainty the reason why she is crying. Refusing to be as heartless as Lilly, she doesn’t accept the faint idea of her tears being tears of joy. Nevertheless, Britney does feel a hint of relief. Determined to confirm Herbert’s condition, she grabs her car keys and heads to the hospital.
 
Victoria’s House
 
As Victoria drives down the street nearing her home, she notices the headlights of another vehicle following closely. She pulls into her driveway as she nervously watches the other vehicle park directly behind her. To her surprise and relief she knows this person well. Getting out of the car Victoria wears a look of concern as she greets her friend.
 
“Martha, what brings you by, is something wrong?”
 
“No, nothing’s wrong. I was in the area and wanted to check up on you…But I can see you are doing just fine, hot momma! Did you go out on a date or something?”
 
“Well um, actually yes but it’s not what you think! Just come inside, I will tell you all about it.”
 
Martha has an inquisitive smile on her face. Victoria rolls her eyes with a smirk knowing she will be probed and prodded for details. They enter the house and recline in the family room. Victoria quickly distributes a disclaimer about the so called date.
 
“Okay Martha before you start digging, it wasn’t a real date. George and I met for dinner to talk about Daniel.”
 
“And you chose to wear a sexy dress to talk to your ex-husband about Daniel?”
 
“Don’t start Martha!”
 
They share a laugh about the implication. As the laughter and conversation digresses, Victoria regressively lets the tidal wave of emotional turmoil resurface. Martha notices the disturbing cascade.
 
“Vicky honey, what’s wrong?”
 
“I’m scared, I’ve been through a lot in my life that I was able to handle but this time I’m really scared. My son isn’t going to jail, he is in jail and I don’t know how this is going to turn out. Martha, Daniel has a baby on the way, his girlfriend, Patricia, is pregnant.”
 
“Oh Vicky, don’t cry…I know its sounds a little cliché but everything is going to work out. You know, at times like these, there is only one thing we can do.”
 
With a spark of hope and a side of desperation, Victoria looks squarely into her friend’s eyes.
 
“What can we do?”
 
“Pray.”
 
“Pray!? Martha, please don’t go there tonight.”
 
“Listen, don’t you shut down on me this time! All of your life you’ve trusted only yourself and it’s clearly evident how that’s working out for you. Vicky, I know what I’m talking about. I’ve experienced the miraculous that could have only been God! You remember the trust I put in God to heal me of breast cancer.  One week I was diagnosed with clear evidence of the disease. By the end of the following week nothing could be found and I’ve been healed ever since.”
 
Victoria silently reflects upon Martha’s dreadful and miraculous bout with cancer. She then questions her personal standings with God.  
 
“I do remember that but what about me Martha? I don’t have a relationship with God like you do. Do you really think He will listen to anything I have to say? It’s hard for me to believe I can just finally reach out to Him because I’m at the most desperate time of my life!”
 
“Sweetheart now is the best time of your life to reach out to Him. I personally believe if you would at least try God, He will give you reason to have faith.”  
 
Feeling extremely passionate about what God can do for her friend, Martha said what she felt compelled to say. But not wanting to over saturate the seed that has been planted deep into Victoria’s mind, Martha peacefully allows the ocean of information to settle as it takes root.   
 
Hospital
 
The hospital is relatively quiet as Britney enters the Intensive Care Unit. She walks timidly to the information counter inquiring about Herbert’s location. She feels unsure if he is actually there.  
 
“Um, I’m looking for Herbert Wilcox.”
 
Without looking up from whatever she is preoccupied with the nurse points in the direction of Herbert’s room.
 
“Room 311.”
 
As the reality of the atrocious news manifests, Britney’s natural reflex to breathe is confused. She is unable to move knowing her imagination of Herbert’s condition is only a few feet away from true form. Once again, never breaking from her preoccupation the nurse somewhat shoos Britney away with a stern point in the direction of Herbert’s room.  
 
Britney walks checking the room numbers labeled on the wall. Quickly and yet all too soon she reaches the numerical destination. She stalls only a step away from the open door to the room. Abruptly several questions bombard her mind. “What if he’s awake? What if he sees me? What will I say? What if it’s not as bad as Lilly said? What if he dies or is already dead?”
 
Britney closes her eyes, mentally bracing herself for the moment of truth. Instead of barging into the room she simply peeks around its entryway. At first look she makes direct eye contact with Herbert. To her justifiable liberation Herbert’s eyes are closed. It only takes her a moment to scan his circumstance to be made fully aware of his brutal predicament.
 
In that moment Britney witnessed multiple stitches, breathing tubes, horrific scars, IV lines and what must have been the life support system beeping in the corner. 
 
A doctor there to check Herbert’s progress suddenly surprises Britney with his presence and question.
 
“Hi, are you Herbert’s girlfriend?”
 
“Um no, I know him from school…Is he going to…”
 
“I understand. All I can say is at the moment he isn’t doing too well. We are…”
 
Britney seen and heard all she could bear. Before the doctor could finish his statement she left the hospital ten times faster than she came.              
 
Courthouse
 
A few days have passed but the anxiety of current affairs is only getting started. George and his colleague, Benson, are standing outside of the local court house, their conversation is worrisome. Victoria arrives in the midst of their discussion, she is concerned about her tardiness but her concern for being late quickly shifts.
 
“Hi, sorry I’m late. I stopped by Kristen’s to drop off some supplies for David…”
 
George and Benson’s emotions aren’t confined. The state of their emotions is displayed in their body language. Victoria’s observation of such is clear.
 
“George, what’s wrong?”
 
“It’s not good. Detectives investigating Daniel’s case found another body. Although not conclusive, Daniel’s name is the only one tied to it.”  
 
“No! This can’t be happening! What are we going to do now?”
 
Benson, understanding George is just as emotionally involved in the case as Victoria, he speaks up.
 
“Forgive me for being so forward but I’m not going to sugar coat this. For now they don’t have any physical evidence confirming that Daniel is involved. But the relationship of the second body does link to his case and does make matters worse. But don’t give up, I’ve made your son’s case my top priority.”
 
County Jail
 
Daniel is being moved to a larger county jail facility due to his unresolved accusation. As correctional officers load Daniel into a large and highly secured bus, the mysterious man that has been observing him continues to do so. This person’s interest in Daniel is unknown.
 
Officers perform a final check of the bus’ security. 
Given the all clear signal prompts the driver to begin transport. As the bus travels into the sunset, the symbolic idea of a happy ending is the furthest thing from Daniel’s mind. With a broken gaze, he stares out of a tinted window trying to enjoy the temporary controlled freedom. But it is hard for him to focus on freedom knowing he will be in a jail facility made for hard core career criminals on this very night. 
 
Patrick’s Office
 
It is a beautiful Friday morning. Kristen is in a cheerful mood as she drives Haley to school. David is nestled in a child seat preoccupied with plastic toys. Kristen and Haley are singing along with an upbeat POP song on the radio as they pull into the school’s drop off zone. Before Haley bolts out of the car to greet her friends, she gives her mother a hug and adult like words of appreciation.
 
“I love you Mommy! I appreciate you and Daddy making a little brother to be with me. You and Daddy are the best!”
 
Kristen is blissfully surprised at her daughter’s mature gratification. She is unable to offer a thankful reply before Haley darts out of the car to be with her peers.
Kristen’s good morning mood reaches a new level. She picks up her cell phone to call Patrick and relay what their daughter said. As she calls another phone in the car begins to ring. Searching for the hidden cellular she looks underneath a small pile of David’s toys in the front seat and finds Patrick’s business line. Seeing that Patrick will be unable to receive the call because his phone is with her, she hangs up. She smirks and speaks to David as if he would be able to understand. 
 
“Your father would lose his head if it wasn’t attached to him.”
 
Realizing how important it is for her husband to have his cell phone, she turns the car around and heads to his office. 
 
Reaching her destination, Kristen uses the visitor’s parking area near the front of the office building. With the cell phone in hand and David in her arms, she enters the lobby. The secretary at the front desk recognizes Kristen.
 
“Good morning Mrs. Alexander, Patrick just got out of a meeting. If he’s not in his office, check the conference room.”
 
“Okay, thanks.”
 
Kristen, still in high spirits, walks the halls of the large office building. She makes her way to Patrick’s private office, he is not there. She smiles as she notices all of the new family photos he mounted on the wall. She exits and goes to check the conference room. As she nears the convention space, she hears laughter coming from the room. As she looks inside, she sees Patrick and a beautiful woman she has never met, giggling and talking with one another. Patrick is sitting, flipping through some files as the woman stands over him with her hand resting on his shoulder. Kristen is made even more uncomfortable as the flirtatious woman leans over Patrick’s shoulder to look at the files. The woman’s cleavage is vividly exposed in Patrick’s eye line. 
 
Kristen’s blissful morning has taken a sharp turn towards grim. She knows she can’t make a brash entrance confronting Patrick and this vivacious woman because of David being with her. Instead of making her presence known at all she quietly and dejectedly leaves the office.
 
Church
 
Victoria day dreams as she robotically drives to the boutique. She has made the trip to her place of business countless times. But this particular morning she notices a large billboard reading, “God isn’t running from you, He’s waiting on you. If YOU stop running then maybe YOU can catch up.”  She finds it very strange that she never noticed the billboard before, nevertheless she finds the wording compelling. As she continues her drive she sees a homeless man standing on the corner of a busy intersection with a cardboard sign oddly stating, “Just ask Him.” Victoria ponders the two messages she just witnessed for a moment. Concluding  the stress she has been under for the past few months is making her notice strange things, she turns on the radio. Hoping music will help divert her focus, she listens to the melody of an unfamiliar song. The chorus of the song begins and takes Victoria’s breath away, “life is sometimes hard but He will never depart. If you need help to get through it, ask God and He will do it.” It is no longer possible for her to ignore what seems to be a clear message. Overwhelmed, Victoria pulls off the road into a small parking lot. As she tries to make sense of her feelings, she checks her surroundings to observe she has driven into the parking area of a small church. 
 
Silently staring at the front door of the sanctuary, Victoria has an overpowering sensation of being powerless. Wanting to say something to God, she realizes the only time she has ever engaged in prayer was with Martha and Martha was doing all of the talking. Victoria gives in to the moment and makes more of a statement than prayer. 
 
“Okay God, you’ve got my attention!”
 
Victoria reaches into her purse for her cell phone. She dials the boutique, Liz answers.
 
“Liz Hi, um listen, I am going to be a little late. No, everything is fine. I need to make a quick stop…Okay, thank you. I’ll be there soon.”
 
Ending the call with her employee, she returns her gaze to the entryway of the church. Suddenly, a maturely aged man wearing jeans, a weathered t-shirt and garden gloves comes from around the corner of the church building. He goes to the main entrance and unlocks the door and goes inside. Seeing that the sanctuary is open, Victoria takes a deep breath and verbally encourages herself.
 
“Well Vicky, I guess you no longer have an excuse.”
 
She exits the vehicle and walks towards the breezeway of the church. Reaching the access point, she places a hand on the door and stops. Standing inches away from entering God’s house, Victoria mentally deliberates, trying to find reason for resistance. With a moment of careful consideration, the dark clouds hovering over her family, outweighs all reason to resist, she enters. 
 
Slowly walking the center aisle, Victoria is consumed with the notion of uncertainty. Seeking the gentleman that entered before her, he notices her first.
 
“Praise the Lord ma’am, may I help you?”
 
“Oh, um, I just…Well, I really don’t know what I’m doing here.”
 
“Okay? Well, let me introduce myself. My name is Pastor Charlie.”
He extends his hand. Victoria hesitantly places her hand in his. After a few seconds the Pastor gently places his left palm over the backside of her hand, prompting Victoria’s introduction.
 
“Oh! I’m sorry. My name is Victoria, Victoria Freeman.”
 
“It is a pleasure to meet you Mrs. Freeman.”
 
“It’s Ms. Freeman. I’m no longer married…Pastor Charlie, I’m sorry to bother you, I…”
 
The pastor is gifted with a very discerning spirit, he can sense Victoria’s grief. He interrupts her apology with compassionate understanding.
 
“Ms. Freeman, it’s quite alright. Sometimes just spending a little time in the house of the Lord helps you figure things out. You are more than welcome here…I have some lawn work to do, I will be outside if you need me…Stay as long as you like.”
 
The Pastor smiles and exits the sanctuary. Victoria, feeling embarrassed and emotionally drained quickly takes a seat in the nearest pew.
 
Victoria is unsure of what to expect as she sits in the empty church. She looks around the sanctuary noticing the beautiful royal colors of the stained glass windows. She looks to the pulpit and locks her gaze upon the large wooden Cross mounted on the back wall. She suddenly feels the tension in her body drain from the top of her head to the soles of her feet while simultaneously being filled with a peaceful quiver. She closes her eyes locking in the sensation as she begins to freely speak to the Lord.   
 
“Dear God, I don’t really know you but I feel like you know me very well. I know people who feel so sure about you, I can see the peace and joy they have whenever they talk about you. God I want that kind of peace! I feel guilty asking you for help knowing there are a lot of people with much greater needs. But dear Lord, I’m not happy seeing my family fall apart, I feel so empty and helpless. I believe you healed my friend, Martha, from cancer, well, she said you did. If it was you that helped her, will you help me too? Will you please restore my family? I don’t know what I need to do for you to help me…I never read the bible and this is my first time in church but if you will show me, I will do it. I’m ready to change so my life can change…I can clearly see evil in this world…so if there is evil there must be good, there must be a God. Please give me a personal reason to believe so I can learn to have faith like other people. Please make whatever you do in my life clear to me so I don’t mess it up.”
 
Victoria opens her eyes feeling an extraordinary peaceful presence. She stands to exit the building. As she turns to walk down the aisle she notices a man standing at the exit of the church. He has a very calm expression on his face and a bible in his hand. Victoria is shocked but not afraid.
 
“Oh, I’m sorry sir. I didn’t know anyone else was in here.” 
 
“No worries, I love feeling the texture of people’s sincere prayers to the Almighty.”
 
Victoria is not offended by what would usually be an invasion of a private moment. She smiles and continues to exit the church. As she walks by the gentleman, he holds the door open for her and makes another statement along with a kind gesture, that for the moment, does not take Victoria by surprise.
 
“Victoria, this bible is for you, it is the living Word of God. Words that will help you live…Reach out to your son’s girlfriend…Patricia. She is alone and could use a friend.” 
 
Victoria silently takes the bible and exits the building. She gets into her car and once again begins her trip to the boutique. As she replays the last several minutes of her life, she is finally taken by surprise. She speaks aloud her realization. 
 
“Oh my God, I have no idea who that man was!”  
 
 
 
Hospital 
 
For the past few days, Britney has tip toed her way through the hospital checking Herbert’s condition, although she has never actually gone into Herbert’s room.  Today she performs her low profile shuffle through the Intensive Care Unit. Sometimes, Britney would see Herbert’s family members sitting with him trying to talk him out of his coma. Most of the time she would see him lying motionless with the sophisticated life support system being his only companion.
 
Expecting one of the two scenarios, Britney stands at a distance but within view of Herbert’s room. What she is witnessing is not at all what she assumed. There is a nurse redressing an empty bed. Britney peculiarly observes the room. She moves closer to make sure Herbert  is not repositioned in a blind spot of her view. 
 
Inconspicuously standing near the doorway, she confirms Herbert is not in the room. With the unanticipated confirmation, Britney   suddenly suffers numbing anxiety. She stands stiffly stunned in clear view of the nurse in the room. The nurse becomes curious of Britney’s awkward gaze. 
 
“May I help you?”
 
“Oh, um, yes…The man that occupied this room, did he get moved to another floor?”
 
“You mean Herbert Wilcox?”
 
“Yes.”
 
“I’m sorry but Herbert’s family requested he be taken off life support. He passed away last night.”
 
Britney is rendered speechless as she looks fixedly at the nurse.
 
“Ma’am, are you going to be okay, do you need me to call someone for you?”
 
“No…thank you.”
 
Britney begins a slow walk to the hospital’s exit as her stomach begins to churn with guilty relief. Tears suddenly pour from her eyes as she realizes her nightmare is over but she is terribly ashamed her nightmare’s relief is gained because of a horrible tragedy.
 
Miami
 
George is in his office having an inappropriate closed door meeting with his secretary. He puts his arms around Heather’s waist and with the palms of his hands he gently grips her backside. Annoyed, she abruptly pushes away from his grasp. Assuming something is bothering her, George stares at her for a moment trying to read her disposition. Seeing that her body language is out of character, he questions the reason.
 
“Honey what’s wrong? Why are you so distant lately?”
 
“I don’t know. I’m just tired I guess.”
 
“Well, it seems you’ve been tired for the past several weeks. You haven’t given me any attention in a long time. A man has needs you know.”
 
George continues his pursuit of flirtatious activity, Heather quips an agitated response.
 
“Stop it George! I’m not in the mood right now!”
 
He backs off from his angle and tries another approach in efforts to make Heather happy.
 
“Okay sweetheart, I’m sorry. Listen, why don’t you take the rest of the day off and get some rest?” 
 
Out of nowhere Heather gets charged with renewed jubilant energy. 
 
“Really, thank you! I will forward all calls to your office.”
 
“I was going to fly out tonight and stay the weekend in Orlando to visit with Daniel and help Benson with the case. But I will cancel those plans and make new plans to be with you starting tonight, honey.”
 
“No! Um, no sweetie, don’t break your plans for me. I’ll just spend some quiet time at home. You go be with your son.”
 
“Wow, that’s really thoughtful of you. Thanks honey.”
 
George leans in for a kiss but ends up kissing the wind as Heather speeds out of his office to an early weekend. George is only able to speak to her fragrance that lingers in the room.
 
“Bye, have a nice weekend.”
 
George’s cell phone begins to ring as he circles around his desk and takes a seat, he answers.
 
“George Freeman speaking…Oh, hey Benson, what’s going on? Really? That’s great news! I’m flying out tonight. No? Well, I guess it does make sense to come up there later…Benson, thank you for staying on top of this for me. I guess I will see you in a few weeks then. Okay…Keep me posted.”
 
George is very excited to hear the updates on Daniel’s case. Thrilled to share the joy, he calls Victoria with the news.
 
“Victoria, I have good news! I just got off the phone with Benson. He told me the police identified the second body! It was a bodyguard for some big time drug dealer, named Cesar. Listen to this, they found the weapon that killed Daniel’s friend on this guy’s body! We just have to wait for the results of the fingerprints…No. I’m not going to come up this weekend. I will be there in a few weeks…Okay. You have a good weekend too. You’re welcome. Bye.”
 
Kristen’s House
 
As the sun begins to rest beyond the Western hemisphere, Kristen’s energy continues to build a negative atmosphere in her home. She is sitting dead center of the family room’s couch with only the dim light from the sun barely penetrating the west window. Kristen allowed Haley to sleep over her best friend’s house to avoid exposing the child to emotions she doesn’t intend on holding back from Patrick. As the sun shines day light on the other side of the earth, complete darkness falls inside the Alexander’s home. Patrick unlocks the front door and gingerly enters the house. He was made aware of Kristen’s visit to the office by the young lady that works the front desk. 
 
Spending most of the day worrying about the reason Kristen never made her presence known to him just about made Patrick sick. As he enters the lightless family room, he is mentally preparing to take his verbal tongue lashing.
 
“Hi honey. Why are you sitting in the dark? Where are the kids?”
 
Obviously being short with him she answers.
 
“David is napping. Haley is at a sleep over.”
 
Patrick turns the lights on. Illuminating Kristen’s face, he no longer needs to ask if something is wrong. Clearly seeing she is very upset and somehow he is the cause, the remaining energy drains from his body as he questions what he is guilty of.
 
“Okay Kristen, what did I do and why didn’t you come see me today? I was told you stopped by.”
 
Kristen answers the question with a question.
 
“Who is she Patrick?”
 
“Who are you talking about babe?”
 
“I’m talking about the flirty woman wearing the short skirt and the low cut blouse that was hovering all over you in the conference room!”
 
“You mean Daisy, Senator Wallace’s daughter?”
 
“If she is the one you were flirting with, then yes!”
 
“Flirting? I wasn’t “flirting” with anyone!” 
 
 “I was there Patrick, I saw you!”
 
“Kristen, did you see me flirting with Daisy or did you see Daisy flirting with me?”
 
“It doesn’t matter!”
 
“Yes, it does matter!”
 
“You didn’t stop her Patrick! You just laughed as she pressed her implants against you!”
 
“What?!”
 
Their feud elevates to a high volume waking the baby. As David begins to cry, Kristen stands with a sadistic quality and a sub-zero glance as she gives her point of view.
 
“Patrick, I’m not stupid, I don’t know if I can do this anymore.”
 
She walks away from Patrick to check on the baby. Patrick stands with a curious and broken look on his face as he watches Kristen leave the room. Because of her icy gaze and chilling words, Patrick’s confidence is frozen. Not wanting to follow her but wanting clarity, he questions her with a shy quivering voice.
 
“You can’t do what, Kristen? What are you trying to telling me?”  
 
Patrick’s curiosity is not satisfied as Kristen enters David’s room slamming the door behind her. 
 
Miami
 
George is in a charming mood as he dries himself from a hot shower. He picks up the remote controller for his surround sound stereo system and presses the power button. As loud upbeat jazz music plays throughout his house, he wraps a towel around his waist and shimmies to his wardrobe. Choosing a sophisticated outfit, he lays it across the bed. Going back into the bathroom he dashes himself with his favorite cologne. 
 
Suddenly, chiming through the loud music he hears the doorbell ring. Feeling favorable he doesn’t bother to clothe himself. He answers the door wearing only a wet towel. George opens the door to what he expected and greets the young lad with a large tip.
 
“Here you go Jimmy.”
 
“Thank you Mr. Freeman, I hope you like them.”
 
“They are beautiful as always!”
 
George closes the door and sets the large and brilliantly arranged roses on the kitchen counter. He steps back to take a full view of the bright red cluster and confidently speaks to himself.
 
“Heather is going to love these!”
 
George intends on surprising Heather with a night out on the town. He knows dinner and dancing always puts her in a good mood and he is also aware when she is in a good mood he gets the attention he desires. 
 
George drives into the parking area of high end, luxury condominiums on Biscayne Blvd. He gets a little annoyed to see a junk pile of a car parked in his reserved parking space.  Shrugging off the violation, he parks further away. With a pep in his step, George climbs the flight of stairs. He searches his key ring for the master key to the beautiful condo. He has the “master key” being that he pays the rent and the lease agreement is in his name. With an excited knot in his stomach, he quietly unlocks the door and makes his way inside. Smiling from ear to ear as he carries the vase of roses, he tip toes to Heather’s bedroom. He stops in mid step as he hears sounds coming from the television in the room. George chuckles to himself, fully aware Heather is a romance TV junkie. As he nears the bedroom he can hear a romantic scene of the movie get louder, he can hardly hold back his laughter. He carefully turns the door knob for an effective scare as he bursts into the room.
 
“Hi hon…”
 
George is very successful in his pursuit of fright but unsuccessful in his assumption that Heather was watching a romantic movie. The scene he was hearing is a live event. 
 
Heather swiftly covers herself as a young, very tan and muscular man jumps from the bed in full glory. The vase slips from George’s hands and shatters to the floor. A moment of silence ensues. Heather is the first to speak, appalled at George’s intrusion.
 
“George, what are you doing here?! You were supposed to be in Orlando! You can’t just barge in to my home like this!”
 
Feeling more embarrassed than the nameless nude man standing in the corner, George is able to respond without physical violence although he responds verbally violent. 
 
“Who the hell do you think you are, telling me I can’t come here? This is my place, it’s in my name and I pay the rent! You are the one trespassing! So here is what you can do, you can be out of my place by morning! Go live with your boyfriend!” 
 
Heather’s youthful naivety is exposed as she threatens George.
 
“If you kick me out I will sue you! I will expose our relationship to everyone in the office and have you charged with sexual fraternizing with a minor! Did you really think we were a couple? I’m only twenty four years old, you’re in your fifties.”
 
 “Are you crazy?! No…I take that back, I must be crazy. But you are definitely stupid to think you could ever sue me! First of all, I’m one of the top lawyers in this area. Second, you must be the only one in the office that doesn’t know that everyone knows about us! And sex with a minor? Like you just said, you are twenty four years old. You have been working for me for only a year, ergo you were five years past being a minor when I hired you! Heather, I will admit I cared about you and yes I’m in my fifties. But what’s worse, an old man hooking up with a young woman, or a woman in her early twenties hooking up with an old man? Listen! Here are the last two things I will say before I go, little girl! I changed my mind. I want you out of here tonight. You can get your boyfriend here to help you pack! And here is the last thing. Don’t bother coming in on Monday!”
 
George leaves the condo and goes to his car. As he speed walks, he resists the whispers of rage trying to return him to the messy atmosphere. He is emotionally aware a revisit would cause him to do something he would regret.
 
Getting in his car and quickly turning the ignition, he tears out of the parking lot. As he speeds down Interstate 95, he passes a mile marker sign that reads, “Orlando 250 miles.” George speaks to himself with determination of what the night’s events have made him realize.
 
“I am such a fool! I have nothing if I don’t have my family.”
 
Purposely missing his exit, George continues to travel northbound I-95, destination Orlando.
 
Jail
 
Daniel is being escorted to the visitation area for a surprise visit he never thought he would witness in or out of jail. As the security guard holds the door open for Daniel to enter the large room, Daniel stops just beyond the doorway staring at his two visitors. The clean cut security guard prompts Daniel to join his visitors with a straight to the point yet patient tone.
 
“Don’t keep the three young ladies waiting Daniel.”
 
Daniel surrenders the long glance at the temporary guests from beyond the confines of his bondage and goes to be with them. As he makes his way over, he continues studying the unlikely pair. It is not unlikely they would visit but from Daniel’s point of view, it was terribly unlikely they would come together. To add more astonishment to Daniel’s surprise, the two are laughing and talking together like best friends. 
 
Daniel’s visitors sit smiling as if auditioning for a Crest commercial as Daniel slowly lowers himself into the wooden chair as if anticipating a reality show personality to come out of no where screaming, “you just got punked!” Daniel questions the awkward couple.
 
“Mom, Patricia? What are you doing here? Is this a coincidence the two of you would surprise me on the same day at the same time?”
 
“Well, it’s nice to see you too, Daniel!”
 
“Patricia, I didn’t mean it like that, babe. I guess?”
 
“Daniel, things are different. Your parents have been really nice to me, they treat me like family. Your Dad calls all the time. He sends money and even baby supplies and she hasn’t even arrived yet!”
 
Patricia pauses, still wide eyed and smiling, expecting a joyful response from her boyfriend. Instead Daniel looks his mother in the eyes for confirmation. Before Daniel is able to question his mother to link the visual confirmation with verbal verification, Daniel notices the security guard standing at a distance looking directly at him. The guard has a very relaxed posture with undetectable emotion until he suddenly smiles at Daniel with the vibrancy of the sun. The guard nods prompting Daniel to focus on his visitors, Daniel does so.
 
“Wait! Let’s back track for a second.”
 
Expecting Daniel to question and disbelieve what Patricia said about his Dad actually keeping in contact with anyone, Victoria tries to answer the assumption.
 
“I know what you’re thinking Daniel. It was hard for me to believe that he would follow up with Patricia too. But your father has been really good about checking in with all of us lately.”
 
Daniel looks at his mother with a hint of astonishment that she would automatically defend her ex-husband without solid reason. He then corrects his mother’s assumption with a sly and excited smile. 
 
“Wow Mom, I never thought I’d see the day that you would defend Dad. But that’s not what I was thinking.”
 
Daniel then turns and looks the mother of his child directly in the eyes. Patricia continues to smile as Daniel’s expression displays deep sincerity. 
 
“Patricia, what did you mean when you said “she hasn’t arrived yet?” What are you trying to tell me?” 
 
Patricia and Victoria look at each other as the moisture builds in their eyes. Patricia then looks to Daniel to answer his query. 
 
“Your mother and I went to visit my OB-GYN today…We found out the sex of our child…Daniel, you’re going to be the father of a baby girl.”
 
“We’re having a little girl?!” 
 
Daniel’s outburst of enthusiastic elation causes the entire visitation center to hush and focus on the commotion at their table. Seeing it is nothing to be concerned about, guards continue their patrol and the other inmates turn their focus back to their visitors. Daniel suddenly looks at the guard who escorted him in and mentally replays what he said at the door, “Don’t keep the three young ladies waiting Daniel.” Daniel writes off the possibility of the guard knowing about the third young lady who is developing in Patricia’s womb.
 
Daniel’s enthusiasm abruptly modifies as he looks at his uniform and his controlled environment. Patricia and Victoria try to resist joining Daniel’s shift but are empathetic to his condition because it desperately affects them too. Daniel expresses his woe.  
 
“Not only am I a statistic for keeping bad company, but I’m going to cause my baby girl to be one too! She’s going to grow up without a father!”
 
Victoria affirms herself as his mother by talking to him in a compassionate and stern quality.
 
“Stop it Daniel! Your father and Benson have been working on the case very hard. They have come up with a lot of good evidence that we all believe will get you out of here…Sweetheart, you just have to have faith that this is all for a good reason.”
 
“Good reason! A good reason Mom?! I’m in jail, how could I ever have “faith” in that?! You don’t know what it’s like in here! Oh my God! I can’t believe you are all of a sudden so positive about this!”
 
“God is exactly why I am so positive about this, Daniel. I’ve wondered for a long time, how other people could be at peace in the middle of what seemed like a terrible situation. I’ve wondered about all this God stuff everybody is always talking about. But over the last several weeks I have given in to trying this faith in God idea. I now understand how people who have more experience at trusting God can have so much hope. They give all their worries to God and make Him responsible for getting them out of the mess they made or unexpected situation they are in. Daniel, do you remember when you were about seven years old how you loved swimming in the pool at our first house? Your father and I would tell you to never get in the pool without one of us watching you. Do you remember when you didn’t listen to us and you went out back and jumped in the pool anyway? Do you remember almost drowning? If it wasn’t for that funny feeling I had to look for you, I never would’ve heard you screaming for me. You would have drowned that day. After all those years I finally understand that moment. That funny feeling was God telling me you were in trouble. It was you that put yourself in harm’s way but you knew to call out for me and I heard you. Sweetheart that is the cycle we all go through in life no matter how old we are. When you were little you called for me or your father when you needed us. But when we become young adults, middle age or when we get old, we still need someone to call on when we make mistakes or have a need. You didn’t listen to us when we told you not to get into the pool without someone watching after you. Instead of getting mad at you, I pulled you out from your struggle because I love you. God has done that for a lot of people, even people I know, like Martha. Now that I know who to call on to pull me out of my troubles, I can have peace, hope and faith. My heart is troubled because you, my only son, is in a place like this. But because of God I have hope. Because of the new information God allowed your father and Benson to find, I have more faith. And I believe very soon we all will have true peace. God wants to show us that He loves us but you have to believe He will show up.”
 
Daniel is unable to dispute his mother’s poetic revelation as he sits quietly trying to digest the detailed monologue.  Patricia is pleased with Victoria’s passionate display of words but unable to offer vocal support due to naivety of spiritual truths. Before anyone could interrupt the silence at their table, a loud buzzer sounds off indicating the conclusion of the visitation time frame. The security guard has to remind Daniel of the meaning of the buzzer as Daniel sits speechless staring at his mother and his pregnant girlfriend. 
 
“Daniel, it is time to go.”
 
The guard waits patiently for Daniel as he stands about three feet away. Victoria remembers the gift she brought for Daniel and quickly digs into her purse to retrieve it. 
 
“Daniel I have something for you. I wasn’t sure if they would let me in with it but no one ever asked me about it when we checked in.”
 
Victoria is still apprehensive about giving Daniel the package as the guard watches their every move. Victoria places the package on the table as she looks toward the guard giving him an opportunity to intervene if it is the wrong thing to do. He makes eye contact with Victoria and offers a gentle nod and a subtle smile acknowledging the approval of the gift. She slides the package over to Daniel.
 
“Here, it’s a bible. It was given to me but I want you to have it. Make sure you look in the back of it, there is another special gift that should make you smile.”
 
Daniel takes the bible as he stands. He then offers the only thing he is sure of at the moment.
 
“Mom, I don’t know what made you want to get to know Patricia but thank you for making sure she and the baby are okay. Patricia, I love you and I miss you very much.”
 
Daniel somberly begins to exit the area. Although still in the same room, each step he takes away from his loved ones feels like a million miles. Patricia and Victoria sit holding each other as Daniel and the guard walk through the threshold they first entered. The guard suddenly and momentarily looks back at Victoria with a peaceful radiance just before he and Daniel walk out of view. Victoria gasps as she grips Patricia’s hand.
 
“Ms. Freeman, are you okay?” 
 
“I think that guard was the same man who gave me the bible I just gave Daniel!”
 
Victoria never told anyone about what seemed like supernatural guidance to the small church where she was given the bible. Neither did she share the faith moment she had while sitting in the pew of that sanctuary and Patricia is not asking any questions.
 
Patrick’s Office
 
As a new day begins the brightness of the sun continues to chase darkness away. Patrick is standing at the window in his office watching night give in to light. Suddenly, a pair of freshly manicured fingernails glide over Patrick’s shoulders. He quickly turns to see Daisy, the daughter of his boss, leaning in for a kiss. Before Patrick is able to pull away, her lips make contact with his. Patrick responds with disgust.
 
“Daisy stop! What the hell are you doing?!”
 
“Good morning to you too, handsome. I didn’t expect to see you here so early.”   
 
“Why did you kiss me?”
 
“In my family, that’s the way we say good-morning to those we love.”
 
“Love?! What are you talking about?!”
 
“C’mon Patrick, we have been spending so much time together lately, I know you can feel the stimulating attraction between us.”
 
“What! There’s no attraction between us. And there’s damn sure not any love either. What’s the matter with you?... Besides the only reason we’ve been around each other lately is because of your father’s campaign project.”
 
Daisy is facing the window and can see her father in the parking lot on his way into the office. She walks towards Patrick getting very close to him as she speaks in a gentle whisper.
 
“Patrick baby, I have been called a spoiled brat all of my life because of my father’s success. And yes, I do enjoy getting what I want because of that. And, as if you couldn’t tell, I want you. I will say it again, I get what I want.”
 
Patrick gets extremely uncomfortable because of Daisy’s nearness and the echo of her father’s voice as he greets the front desk clerk. Daisy doesn't back down.
 
“Not only is my daddy rich and powerful, he’s your boss. So let’s get straight to the point, you will be my toy so get ready to come play with me.” 
 
Patrick tears himself from her grip with demands of his own.
 
“I am not a toy! So don’t play with me! I want you to stay away from me!”
 
Daisy takes a deep breath as the footsteps of her father near Patrick’s office. She turns to look at the open door to the office and back to Patrick as a demonic vibe fills her eyes and the room. She speaks with a devilish grin.
 
“Oh Patrick, you are my toy. You just don’t know it yet.”
 
Like a lightning flash and without warning, Daisy throws herself face first into Patrick’s desk and falls to the floor. Patrick’s eyes grow wide and his heart pounds with fear.  Just as Daisy rolls over holding her bloody forehead, her father runs into the room in a panic.
 
“Oh my God! Daisy honey, are you ok?!”
 
“I don’t know Daddy, it hurts.”
 
“Patrick, what happened? I heard the impact all the way in the hall.”
 
Patrick stands petrified and speechless as his boss attends to his baby girl.
 
“Don’t just stand there Patrick, grab the first aid kit out of the cafeteria.”
 
Daisy knows how to manipulate her father, she has twenty five years of experience. She turns on her little girl in need charm, sending her father after the medical kit.
 
“Daddy, please. I want you to get it. Patrick can call for an ambulance to come check me out. Oh my gosh, I don’t want a permanent scar on my face!”
 
“Honey, we will do whatever we have to, to make sure that doesn’t happen, don’t you worry. Patrick, you get that ambulance on it’s way!”
 
Daisy’s father darts out of Patrick’s office to retrieve the medical box. Patrick finally snaps out of his trance and picks up the phone to call 911. Before he is able to dial the three digits, the hairs on his neck stand as goose bumps crawl over his body. Daisy is glaring at him with the same sinister stare and her tone doesn’t put him at ease in the least.
 
“Sweetie, why did you try to take advantage of me? You thought there was something between us sexually? You thought my being nice to you was some sort of inappropriate attraction?”
 
“That didn’t happen!”
 
“Well, why are you wearing my lipstick?”
 
Patrick quickly looks into the wall mounted mirror secured next to family photos. He indeed has a hint of her lipstick covering his lips. He desperately tries to wipe her makeup off of his face using the sleeve of his jacket. He is unaware in his vigorous effort the lipstick smeared onto his shirt cuff. Daisy is still staring as trickles of blood ooze from the open wound.
 
“My daddy is going to want to know if I am okay... So? Am I okay, Man Toy?”
 
Patrick is aware of what could happen if Daisy tells the lies she threatened. Seeing she is psychotic enough to follow through with the evil she started, he gives in.
 
“Yes, you are okay.”
 
“Good. You better make that call, babe.”
 
Just as Daisy collapses to the floor falling back into character, her father runs back in with medical supplies.
 
“Daisy honey, are you okay?”
 
The words send another wave of chills down Patrick’s spine as he dials.
 
University Campus
 
Britney is in her dorm room lying in bed with no ambition to go to class. She is still derailed from Herbert’s death as she allows guilt to resurface. Thoughts of Herbert  are joined with the memory of the abortion of their child. She speaks to herself as condemnation continues to beat up her already bruised emotions. 
 
“What have I done?”
 
As she lies in silence, she is startled by a knock at the door. She opens the door to see someone she never expected to see and really doesn’t want to see. The free spirited pest, Lilly, is standing at the door with a sad expression. Her sad face doesn’t cause Britney to have a hint of compassion. 
 
“What do you want Lilly? Why can’t you leave me alone?”
 
Lilly’s sad look continues to degrade into the same emotion as tears build in her eyes. She makes a shocking request.
 
“Britney, may I please come in, I need to talk.”
 
Seeing Lilly’s free spirit caged, Britney opens the door allowing the sour flower shelter. Britney’s eyes are glued to Lilly as they sit in what would be a family room in the small studio style dorm room. Lilly knows her surprise visit fits the title. She immediately begins to offer reason.
 
“I’m sorry Brit, I didn’t know who else to turn to. You were my only friend.”
 
Tears begin to escape, as Lilly looks to the floor in obvious need of a friend. Britney is thrown by the care in the care free. Wanting to know what ails this personality that looks like Lilly, Britney   questions the cause of her tears.
 
“Whoa? You are definitely not yourself today. What happened to you?”
 
“I thought you would be happy to see me this way, laugh and then tell me to get lost. But the truth of the matter is, I am lost and despite what people see on the outside, I feel like this on the inside everyday.”
 
“What makes today different?”  
 
“I got some really bad news last night... Um, you already know about me and Professor Spencer.”
 
“I thought you two stopped seeing each other a long time ago?”
 
“We did but his wife called me last night. I can’t believe all of this happened because of me!”
 
“What Lilly? What happened?”
 
“This poor woman told me that she knew I was seeing her husband and she’s not mad at me. She is disappointed in herself for not being able to keep his love at home.”
 
Lilly begins to cry deeply as Britney feels compelled to sit next to her. 
 
“Gosh Lilly, you know we all make mistakes. At least no one died.”
 
“You don’t understand, she told me everything. Because of me she got jealous and figured she would have an affair too. She used a service she found on the internet, Lonely Spouses or something like that. She lost sexual interest in Professor Spencer because of me and because of the man she started seeing. It is such an ugly cycle! Turns out the man she was seeing, had a wife that found out about her from the woman she was seeing... I know all of this sounds crazy but here is the worst of it. The woman contacted Professor Spencer’s wife for the same reason Mrs. Spencer contacted me. She called to apologize for the infected love triangle.”
 
“Infected love triangle?”
 
“Um, yeah. The man Mrs. Spencer was seeing contracted HIV from his wife, the wife contracted it from the woman she was seeing and Mrs. Spencer got it from him.”
 
“Oh my God, Lilly! Are you...”
 
“No. I had my annual check up last week, I’m negative. Besides, I stopped seeing Professor Spencer before his wife started the affair.”
 
Britney doesn’t know what to say as her guilt gains the company of Lilly’s. Only the sound of the ceiling fan can be heard until Lilly’s guilt is made remorsefully audible.
 
“I can’t believe that woman called to forgive and protect me. This is all my fault!”
 
“For what it’s worth, Professor Spencer could have been faithful and none of this would have happened.”
 
Lilly nods in agreement as the tears continue to stream. Wrestling with her own guilt, Britney decides to join in the confession session.
 
“Herbert  died the other day... And um, I don’t know how I feel about it... It’s like a terrible relief that I lose sleep over... I didn’t know the college life would be so hard to live.” 
 
Lilly turns to look Britney in the eyes as the confessions reach a gentle conclusion.
 
“My father was a pastor of a church before he died... I always hated disappointing him. But after he talked to me about whatever I did, he would say, “I forgive you and God forgives you, so don’t take too long to forgive yourself my Lilly flower.” Brit, we messed up but I guess we don’t have to let our mistakes keep us messed up... I’m sorry about what happened between you and Herbert.   I’m sorry for destroying our friendship. You forgiving me would be a really good start towards me being able to forgiving myself. I need my friend back.”
 
Britney’s eyes are copying the river flow of Lilly’s as she leans in with an embrace and reply.
 
“Oh Lilly! You have forgiveness and a friend!”
 
Daniel’s Apartment
 
Victoria makes the final turn into the parking lot, stopping her car near Patricia’s apartment building. Patricia doesn’t get out of the car right away as she stares at the front door of her apartment home. Victoria can sense the discomfort in Patricia’s delay. 
 
“Do you want me to stay with you for a little while?”
 
“No Ms. Freeman, I’ll be fine. I have to get used to Daniel not being here, it’s time for me to grow up. Only real women can be good mothers.”
 
“I think you are going to be a wonderful mother.”
 
“I guess I will have to wing it.”
 
Patricia’s tone displays a resentful emotion. Victoria shuts the car off as she questions the pitch implication. 
 
“Honey? What do you mean by that?”
 
Patricia sighs as she looks out of the passenger side window. 
 
“Ms. Freeman, I’m a foster child, I grew up in the system. I don’t know who or where my real parents are... Being in and out of foster homes, I never learned what mothers do, I never had a mother’s love. I hated living like that, no one wanted me. I never lasted more than four months with a family. I couldn’t have been that bad, I was only a kid!” 
 
Patricia pauses for a moment gathering herself. She only wants to tell the story not relive it. Victoria is mindful to the moment giving Patricia time to continue. 
 
“When I graduated high school, I also graduated from the system into another nightmare. At that point, I realized all the people I hated from Child Services were the closest thing to relatives I had. I had no friends, no family and no plan. My last day in the foster center, Mrs. Brooks, the house supervisor, answered a question I asked her a million times. I guess she felt sorry for me or something because I know she wasn’t supposed to tell me. I asked her how I ended up as a foster child. To this day I wish I had never asked. She told me my mother dropped me off at a fire station when I was only three days old. There isn’t any information on my mother because the fire fighters had to honor their don’t ask don’t judge policy. My mother didn’t even love me enough to put me up for adoption, after 72 hours she just gave me away... Ms. Freeman, it took twenty one years for me to finally feel loved... I know Daniel got involved in a lot of bad things and as you can see, I’m not perfect either. But your son really loves me and I am in love with him. Because of Daniel and his daughter I’m carrying, I have a purpose in life. I may not know what I’m  doing all the time but I know I will never give up on my child.”
 
Victoria hands Patricia a tissue from her purse. Victoria then takes a deep breath before she speaks on a topic she has faith in but not much experience.
 
“Well okay, here we go. Patricia, I’m no theologian but I do believe in God. I now believe what I’ve heard for so many years. That is, everything happens for a reason and God can use anything for His purpose. Sweetheart, you are no accident and it may seem hard to believe but you were loved all of your life. By God’s grace you were given to the care of fire fighters and not aborted or placed in a dumpster. By God’s love and His will you are still alive today. Patricia, God loves you and He has a plan with your name on it. The father of your unborn child loves you and he has a hope for the future. I love you and I have faith that you won’t have to raise your child alone. My son will not rot in jail, he will come home and be a daddy for his baby girl... My friend, Martha, would always say “when things seem really bad, smile because God has something really good headed your way.”
 
Victoria, managed to get a smile out of Patricia as hope builds in her heart.
 
“Thank you Ms. Freeman.”
 
Patricia exits the vehicle and goes to enter the apartment. As she unlocks the door she turns to give a smile and wave goodbye to Victoria. Victoria turns left from the parking lot out of view, Patricia enters the dark apartment.
 
Stumbling through the family room, she makes her way to the light switch on the wall. Flipping the lever, Patricia illuminates the two large men sitting on the couch in the family room but the thugs are not her relatives. Just before she is able to scream in horrific terror, a third man steps from the hallway and covers her mouth trapping the emotional outburst.
 
Jail
 
Daniel peers out of a sliver of glass from his cell to the outside world, as the sun begins to set on his day dream. Suddenly, an officer unlocks the door to Daniel’s 6x8, calling his name. 
 
“Freeman! I brought you some company.”
 
Daniel gives the officer a curious look as two large figures stand just beyond the door.
 
“What? You thought you would have this luxury suite all to yourself, Fresh Meat?... Don’t worry, this guy just got here just like you. Besides, he doesn’t seem to say much.”
 
The officer stands aside allowing Daniel’s new room mate into the tight quarters.
 
“Welcome home! Now, you two love birds play nice, ya hear!”
 
The officer exits and secures the door with highly magnetic electronic locks. Daniel, being nervous, doesn’t make eye contact with his new cell mate as he makes an offer.
 
“You can take top bunk if you want.”
 
The man makes an observation of the bunk beds as he stands at the door. He notices Daniel’s belongings on the bottom bunk. He answers speaking with precision.
 
“Curious, I see the bottom bed is occupied with what must be your belongings. So, the top bunk would be my only option... But thank you for being cordial.”
 
“Look, I’m just trying to start off right.”
 
“A right start, usually yields a desired end. But nonetheless, you ended up here... As long as the likes of man maintain life in the lungs there will always be another opportunity to get a “right start” right.”
 
The man remains standing with a rigid posture near the door. His focus has not left Daniel since he entered the cell. Daniel moves away from the 4x11” window and sits on the bottom bunk next to the bible his mother gave him. He still is apprehensive of making eye contact with the man. 
 
The man slowly looks down at the bible and smiles. He then looks back to Daniel and reveals things he shouldn’t know. 
 
“Daniel, have you looked in the back of the bible as your mother requested?”
 
The man’s keenness bypasses Daniel awareness for a moment.
 
“No, not yet.”
 
“Maybe you should.”
 
Without question Daniel grabs the bible, flipping to the back. He finds a column of photos of Patricia and his mother making goofy faces and big smiles. Daniel chuckles as he turns the photograph over to the other side. He reads the handwritten note: “Daniel, your mom is awesome! We can’t wait until this is all over and you come home. God bless us! Love Patricia.” Daniel’s eyebrows raise at the idea of Patricia speaking about God. He then grabs a tiny tube of toothpaste from his county issued personal pouch. He squeezes a bit of the sticky paste to the back of the photograph and glues the image to the wall just above the pillow of his bunk space. Daniel stares at his pregnant girlfriend and mother, who acted out of character for the picture. Reality not being far away, Daniel quickly turns to question his new companion.   
 
“Wait! How do you know my name?! How did you know the photo would be in the bible?”
 
The man remains at the door as he speaks.
 
“I know a lot about you Daniel, I have been watching you.”
 
Daniel looks at the man closely. The man has a peaceful smile on his face but Daniel’s thoughts get the better of him as he gasps.
 
“Oh my God, I remember you! I ran into you at Cesar’s restaurant! He sent you here to kill me? Please man, I have a baby on the way! Tell Mr. Diaz I won’t talk, he doesn’t have to worry about me.”
 
“Daniel, I am not here to hurt you, I am here to protect you. If it was not the Father’s will, you would be at the gates of hell already.”
 
“Gates of hell? What are you talking about?”
 
“The night your friend, Louis, was killed, his killer was supposed to kill you too. But God has other plans for you. If you are willing to partake his beacon, the light will forever keep you from the gates of hell.”
 
Daniel thinks for a moment as he tries to gather it all in. He looks at the bible and then to the man as he stutters his reply.
 
“God can keep me from the gates of hell?”
 
“That is his greatest desire for all of humanity.”
 
“What do I have to do?”
 
“Most of the world knows the story of Jesus and still most of the world chooses not to believe. If you are willing to believe Jesus the Christ died for the sins of man and was raised on the third day, you will never see the gates of hell. You will be saved as God’s own. Are you willing?”
 
Almost without hesitation Daniel replies with a gentle peace about him.
 
“I am willing to believe Jesus died for my sins.”
 
The man’s smile grows big as he stands even more erect.
 
“Daniel, it is done. The holy spirit of God has entered you, now it will be up to you to let Him use you. Because of your mother, Patricia has received Jesus too.”
 
Daniel smiles with a renewed hope as his dim surroundings cage him in. The man’s smiling face suddenly goes stone as he commissions Daniel.
 
“I am instructed to tell you to pray fervently for the mother of your child. The man whom you thought sent me is in fact after you. Your whereabouts are unknown to him but as for Patricia and Michelle the same is not true.”
 
Daniel’s heart skips a beat as words shoot from his mouth that sound more like a statement than prayer.   
 
“Oh my God! Please don’t let Cesar hurt Patricia.”
 
The smile returns to the man’s face, as panic races through Daniel’s heart. The man speaks softly.
 
“Your prayer has been heard, I must go now.”
 
Daniel gives him an odd deflated look as if he just entertained the ramblings of a fool.
 
“Have faith, I am being sent to answer your prayer.”
 
Daniel doesn’t take his eyes off of the man as he waits to see what he will do next. The man peers over Daniel’s shoulder at the photograph of Patricia and his mother.
 
“Daniel, take the photograph from the wall. Do not prepare this place as home. Your current plight is ending and the sun will shine upon your face tomorrow.”
 
Daniel nods as he turns to take the photograph from the wall. He then turns speaking to an empty cell.
 
“Who is Michelle?....”
 
Daniel’s eyes grow wide as he witnesses what is ordinarily impossible. The man vanished from the jail cell without making a sound.
 
Daniel’s Apartment
 
Patricia is sitting at the breakfast table with ruined makeup from the many tears of terror. She isn’t handcuffed or bound in any way. The clear view of big guns tucked in the pants of the goons is what chains her to the chair. Patricia is being interrogated by the leader of the three intruders. He suddenly leans within inches of Patricia’s face.
 
“Do you know who I am?”
 
“No.”
 
“For now I’m just a stranger in your home... But if you don’t tell me what I want to know I will be your worst nightmare.”
 
Patricia nods reluctantly, she isn’t sure who the man is or why he is in her home. His next question clues her into the mystery.
 
“Where is Daniel?”
 
“Oh my God, you are Cesar!”
 
“So you do know who I am. I’ve been looking for your boyfriend for months. He’s a slippery little muchacho... Tell me where he is, what time is he coming home!” 
 
Patricia’s face sobers because of the cluelessness of her aggressor. At the moment, she feels jail is the safest place for Daniel but unsure how things will go for her and her unborn child.
 
“You don’t know where he is?”
 
“Estas muy bonita, Patricia, but not very bright. Do you think I would be here with you if I knew where Daniel was?”
 
Cesar looks at Patricia’s round stomach as sinister ideas circulate through his mind. Patricia nervously covers her belly with her arms.
 
“Let me guess... You are, let’s see... About seven months along now, only two months away from your bebe’ taking it’s first breath... I am growing impatient with you little girl! Where is he! What time will he be here!” 
 
“I don’t know where he is! He left me a long time ago, I haven’t heard from him!”
 
Cesar can see from the darting of Patricia’s eyes that she isn’t telling the truth. He holds out his hand in the direction of his bodyguards. As if moments like this are common for them, one of the brutes hands Cesar  the gun from his pants. Cesar storks the barrel of the gun as he speaks.
 
“I don’t like being lied to. And I especially don’t like it when I know that I’m being lied to... This is about to get ugly if you don’t tell me what I want to know.”
 
Patricia begins to whisper to herself as tears begin to follow the pattern of her previous tears. Cesar’s face contorts in aggravation as he tries to understand what Patricia is saying.
 
“Why are you mumbling? What are you doing?”
 
Patricia slowly lifts her head with peace and confidence radiating from her eyes. She speaks in a calm tone.
 
“I’m praying that God’s will be done. I’m telling God, I forgive you for what you think you can do to my family.”
 
Cesar grips the gun tightly as his eyes grow darker and a smirk sweeps his face.
 
“What can God do for you now?”
 
Cesar suddenly strikes Patricia with the butt of the gun sending her immediately to the floor. Cesar stands over Patricia aiming the gun as she barely hangs on to consciousness. One of his goons chimes in, aware of what’s about to happen.
 
“You want me to do her boss?”
 
“No, this is two for one. She is mine!”
 
The dizziness from the blow to the head and the chilling words of her and her baby’s fate, send Patricia spiraling closer to a state of sleep. Suddenly, like an astral projection, Patricia sees a fifth person enter the room without using windows or doors to gain access to the apartment. The image has a peaceful yet stern presence that somehow gives Patricia comfort as she releases herself into unconsciousness. 
Suddenly, gun shots and screams ring out, only lasting for a moment. Then total silence mutes chaos.
 
Kristen’s House
 
Kristen is sitting in bed in an upright tense position. With a huff, she looks at her alarm clock on the night stand illuminating bright red numbers that read 11:30pm. Her mind is creating foul images because of Patrick’s absence. He did not come home at his regular time and he failed to check in with his family which is far out of character. Kristen too is acting out of character by allowing stubborn bitterness to control her mind and body. Patrick did not check in with her and she did not check up on him.
 
Kristen’s internal rage builds steam as images dance a voodoo ritual in her head. She is reliving what she witnessed at Patrick’s office a day ago. Her imagination takes her for a ride to a place she did not see with her own eyes. All Kristen can visualize is Patrick’s vivacious flirtatious coworker caressing his face and kissing his lips and Patrick enjoying every second of it. 
 
As her mind’s eye reaches a climax of passionate unfaithfulness, she slams her fist against a pillow. Tears from false manifestation bulge from her eyes as she hears Patrick enter the front door to their home. Her breathing becomes deep and rapid as she glares at the door to their bedroom. The look in her eyes is frightful as Patrick enters the room but Patrick is too tired and drunk to care. He looks as if he has been hit by a bus more than once but the hardness of Kristen’s heart binds the emotion of concern. Patrick looks at his wife sarcastically, as if inviting her to get on with the verbal boxing match. He drops his jacket on the ottoman. Kristen responds as if it were a threatening move and growls her words like a lioness. 
 
“Where the hell have you been and why didn’t you have the decency to call?”
 
Patrick is too inebriated to give an intelligent response. With slightly slurred speech he attempts to reverse the blame as he pulls his cell phone from his pocket.
 
“Well, I don’t see a missed call from you. You do still have my number right?”
 
“What’s the matter with you! Are you drunk?”
 
“Yep, just a little bit.”
 
Kristen can’t believe her eyes or ears. To gain Patrick’s full attention she flings the comforter off and gets out of bed. She stands directly in front of him as she speaks her imagination as truth.
 
“You were with that woman, Daisy, weren’t you?”
 
Patrick’s intelligence is still intoxicated as he adds fuel to a burning torch.
 
“Yes I was... We work together, remember?”
 
Kristen is a million miles away from amused as she notices a fraction of evidence that makes all of her explicit fantasies real. She grabs his arm for a closer inspection of the makeup smeared on his sleeve.
 
“Is this lipstick!”
 
“Oh yeah, that’s Daisy’s lipstick...”
 
Patrick’s absent charisma sends Kristen to the heart of her fears. She recoils like a venomous snake and hisses the poison that built it’s strength deep in her mind. 
 
“Are you sleeping with her?! Are you having an affair?!”
 
“Nope, that one is not true. Although, that psychotic diva did kiss me today.”
 
Kristen’s cobra like reflexes sends the palm of her hand across Patrick’s face as hard as she could manage. The sobering impact helps him gain control of his senses. Kristen tries to storm past her high school sweetheart but he stops her with an unexpected announcement.
 
“I quit my job today!”
 
Kristen can see genuine emotion building in Patrick’s eyes. Stunned, she makes sure she heard him right.
 
“You what?”
 
“I quit my job, it’s not worth my soul.”
 
“I don’t understand.”
 
“I’m telling you that I am still in love with you. I’ve loved you since high school and that has never changed. So I quit my job because it’s not worth losing my family over. Sometimes a man has to change his surroundings before his surroundings change him. Not that Daisy or any other woman would ever have a chance to share in the love I have for you, I’m just not willing to jeopardize my morals or family for a paycheck.”
 
The reveal sends weakness to Kristen’s knees, she sits on the edge of the bed. Speaking in a broken whisper she admits her mistrust.
 
“I thought you were attracted to her. The way you would drop everything when they needed you... I thought she was the reason.” 
 
“Kristen, you know I’ve always been that way, I work hard so I can provide for my family. I’m thankful for loving what I do. That is why they call me first because they know I will put my heart into anything they need from me. But make no mistake about it, if I have a successful career, I have a successful life style with my family. So my dedication to my job is really dedication to you, Haley and David. As for Daisy, she is beautiful but so are you. The best thing about you is, you are already mine. So if I want a fling with a gorgeous woman all I have to do is come home. I played nice with her because she is the Senator’s daughter. To be honest, I did notice she had a thing for me I thought would pass. I never thought she was the lady from the movie, “Misery!”
 
“What do you mean?”
 
“To make a long story short, that insane brat made a pass at me in the office this morning. She tried to blackmail me into an affair. I could never do something like that for any reason, so I drained her power by taking away her false leverage. I told Senator Wallace everything, then I quit.”
 
Patrick’s dedication to his family is a weight lifted off of Kristen’s shoulders. It is also a crushing blow to her gut because of the many ill conceived ideas. She stands and gently grabs his face with  the palms of her hands as she begins to apologize without using words. As they continue to apologize to one another in the most enjoyable way married people can, Patrick’s cell phone begins to ring. It being a natural reflex, he answers as Kristen folds her arms and raises one eye brow. 
 
“Hello, this is Alexander.”
 
“Why haven’t you checked on me, hon?”
 
“Daisy!”
 
“You can call me sweetheart.” 
 
Patrick’s face is contorted in disbelief as he realizes what Daisy must not be aware of.  A sly grin sweeps his face as ideas for impact fill his mind. Kristen can see Patrick is up to something as he holds up one finger, signaling what’s about to happen is all a show. He suddenly begins to speak in a romantic tone using endearing words.
 
“Sweetheart, I’m so sorry. Are you okay?”
 
Daisy plays along but she is not acting, she takes Patrick’s new attitude literal. Kristen raises her eye brow again and gives Patrick a look as if saying, “you better be going somewhere with this.” Daisy continues in delight of her warped fantasy matching Patrick’s romantic tone.  
 
“Oh my... That’s more like it. I know it’s late but do you think you can get away for a little while? After a long day at the hospital getting stitches, I could use a massage.”
 
“Well, I don’t know hon. Let me see if my wife is asleep.”
 
With a big smile, Patrick hands his wife the phone.
Kristen responds to the selfish home wrecker as if she is talking to her eight year old daughter, Haley.
 
“Nope, I’m not sleeping. But I am so glad to be speaking with you at midnight. You know, you help me remember how sexy my husband is. A young single lady like you, throwing yourself at my man makes me proud to be the woman satisfying him. I don’t blame you silly rabbit but tricks are for kids. This is a game you could never win and now recess is over but thanks for playing. So, if there is nothing else, I think I’ll continue doing with my husband what you could only hope for. Nighty night.”
 
Kristen ends the call wearing a sexy triumphant smile. She cuts her eyes at her husband’s grinning face as she questions what her body language has already answered.
 
“So?... Where were we?”
 
They continue to express passionate matrimonial bliss. 
 
Victoria’s House
 
It is one o’clock in the morning inside of a still quiet house, perfect conditions for a sound sleep. But the quiet comfort of Victoria’s home does not silence the unwarranted sense of urgency. 
As she lies in bed staring at the ceiling she can’t help the feeling of depression in her heart. She sits up questioning herself aloud of her reason for unrest. 
 
“What is the matter with me?”
 
At the very moment she completed her audible thought, her home phone begins to ring. Anxiety already keeping her from sleep, the sudden chime of her landline makes her heart skip a beat. Victoria is looking at the ringing phone on her night stand as if it is a wicked and evil device. She snaps from her momentary trance and answers the phone with a reluctant curious tone.
 
“Hello?”
 
The voice on the line is as soothing as an opera tenor. But the information Victoria receives sends hope for a peaceful sleep to a grinding halt. 
 
“Victoria, do not fear. Go to be with Patricia, she needs you. Make haste straight away to the hospital nearest you.” 
 
The line goes dead before Victoria could utter a sound. She sets the phone in its cradle as she suddenly connects the dots of her anxiety and the information she just received. Showing no resistance or reserve from following the unidentified caller’s directions, Victoria jolts from bed calling for supernatural assistance.
 
“Dear God! I need You!”
 
Jail 
 
It is a sleepless night for many members of the Freeman family as Daniel paces his tiny jail cell, one and a half hours after midnight. Bewilderment has not subsided from his supernatural experience. Replaying the events that happened only a few hours ago, changed Daniel’s prayer life. He prays in between questioning his sanity, frequently speaking in third person.
 
“Daniel, you are not crazy, he was standing right here!”
 
Being well after hours, the officer in Daniel’s zone makes his late night rounds as he suddenly stops at Daniel’s cell.
 
“Lights out, Freeman!”
 
Instead of following orders, Daniel begins to question the officer with the speed of an auctioneer.
 
“Hey! Hey! That man... My cell mate you...”
 
“Slow down Freeman. What are you talking about?”
 
“The man you brought to my cell, my cell mate! Where is he? What happened? I mean, where did he go?”
 
“Are you smuggling drugs in my zone Freeman! Are you high?! You sound like a crazy person asking me a ridiculous question like that. We haven’t processed anyone into the system in over twenty four hours. You don’t have a cell mate. But I can see if Bubba in cell block 3 wants to bunk with ya.”
 
“No! I um... I’m just tired I guess...”
 
“Well, hit the lights and get yo crazy butt in bed! Humph! Fresh meat is freaking out. Typical!”
 
Daniel flips the switch turning off the lights to his quarters. Getting into bed he is fully aware turning off his mind will not be as easy. 
 
Hospital 
 
Victoria is frantically walking to the hospital’s emergency room entrance. Dashing to a stop at the reception desk, she rambles her uncertainty.
 
“I’m looking for... I don’t know if she is here... My son’s girlfriend... She’s pregnant...”
 
The reception nurse responds as if Victoria’s behavior is normal.
 
“I need a name ma’am.”
 
“Oh, Patricia, Patricia Thomas.”
 
The nurse types in the information and tells Victoria her findings.
 
“I’m sorry ma’am, we don’t have a Patricia Thomas in our system.”
 
Feeling like a fool, Victoria nods with embarrassment and turns from the counter to exit the hospital. 
Nearing the automatic sliding doors, suddenly an ambulance comes racing into the breezeway of the priority drop off zone. Victoria shifts out of the way seeing the paramedics moving quickly to bring their patient in for emergency care. 
 
As the patient is being unloaded, Victoria’s heart beat suddenly stops and starts with a rhythm twice as fast. She sees the unconscious mother of her unborn grandchild being whisked inside by two male emergency medical service personnel. 
 
Seized with fear, Victoria commences to question the medics as they continue through the entrance.
 
“Oh my God, Patricia! Is she alright?! What happened to her?”
 
“You know this woman?”
 
“Yes, that’s my son’s girlfriend. Her name is Patricia.”
 
“How did you know... How did you get here before us?”
 
“I need to know if she is okay!” 
 
“She is unresponsive but her breathing is normal. Her blood pressure is elevated but that is sometimes normal for a pregnant woman... Do you know how far along she is?”
 
“Yes, she’s 28 weeks.”
 
Victoria notices a large bruise on Patricia’s forehead. She disrupts the flow of motion as she tries to get a closer inspection of the contusion.
 
“Please step aside ma’am.” 
 
“She has a bruise! Did you see the bruise on her head? How did she get the bruise!”
 
The paramedic becomes annoyed with Victoria but is relieved as he looks back towards the entrance to see two police officers entering.
 
“Ma’am we just pick them up and bring them here. You will have to speak with the cops.”
 
Pointing Victoria in the opposite direction they are going, she sees the officers at the front desk with the receptionist. Not sure if she should keep up with Patricia or speak with the police officers, Victoria remains in place resembling a human statue petrification.
 
As Victoria remains motionless, she can see the front desk nurse pointing the officers in her direction. They begin to walk towards her never losing eye contact. They reach the pale grandmother questioning her relation.
 
“Hello ma’am. Are you Patricia Thomas’ mother?”
 
“No. She’s my son’s girlfriend... What’s this all about? What happened?”
 
“What’s your son’s name?”
 
“Daniel... Daniel Freeman.”
 
The officers curiously look at one another before speaking, they are familiar with Daniel’s case.
 
“Mrs. Freeman, we aren’t sure if we should say anything but Patricia was mugged tonight by a group of men we have been looking for. We don’t have all of the details but we believe we’ve found the murder weapon linked to Daniel’s case in his apartment....”
 
Victoria suddenly begins to declare her son’s innocence as the implicating words raise her anxiety. She begins to cry as her knees find it impossible to continue supporting her stance. 
 
“No! Detectives searched Daniel’s apartment a long time ago! They never found any weapons! He’s innocent, he could never kill anyone!...” 
 
The officers managed to catch Victoria before she hit the floor. With sincerity in their eyes, they inform her with news that reverses her assumption. 
 
“Ma’am, the detectives on your son’s case are working on the new evidence as we speak. We did find a similar weapon in your son’s apartment that is described in his file. But we found it on a known local drug dealer that attacked Patricia, his name is Cesar Diaz, he is linked to many crimes. In fact, we found one of his own bodyguards dead just outside of the city shortly after Daniel’s arrest. He was killed with the same type of gun.”
 
Victoria looks at the officers with an uncertain stare. They make themselves clear without making promises. 
 
“Mrs. Freeman, we can’t be sure until the test results get back but what we are trying to say is, it looks like your son may be innocent.”
 
Victoria quietly walks to a nearby chair and lowers herself into it as if every bone in her body has gone brittle. She leans back and shuts her eyes as the tears continue to fall. She utters gratitude to the One she is sure is responsible.
 
“Thank you Jesus...”
 
The officers give Victoria a bit of information they feel compelled to share. 
 
“Ma’am, for what it’s worth, Cesar is going to jail for assaulting Patricia and for murdering his two body guards that were with him. We have no idea why he turned on them or if they turned on him. But for whatever reason their focus was turned on each other and away from Patricia. Me and my partner have been on the streets a long time but we’ve never seen anything like what happened tonight... Three guns, three empty clips, two dead men, and not one bullet ever came close to striking the girl. But the strangest thing about it is Cesar didn’t run. When we arrived on scene, he was just sitting in the apartment with an empty gun in his hand. He was staring into space like a zombie or something. A man as evil and dangerous  as he is, didn’t resist at all.”
 
Victoria sits speechless yet hopeful as the officers conclude their stay.
 
“Well, we gotta interview the medics and head back to the scene... Here is Detective Jones’ and Detective Smith’s information, they are the ones working your son’s case. Maybe you should give them a call in the morning.”
 
The detectives hand Victoria a business card with the detectives’ information on it and head to the exit towards the ambulance. As Victoria begins to make her way to check on Patricia, she gives the officers a final look as they converse with the medics outside. Suddenly, Victoria feels as though she is being watched but it doesn’t make her feel uncomfortable. In her peripheral view she notices a figure standing in front of the ambulance. Looking directly at the person she gasps with an awkward feeling of peace as she sees the familiar face of someone she doesn’t know. It is the man who gave her the bible she gave to Daniel. He is looking directly at her without any detectable expression. Their eye contact only lasts for a moment before he smiles softly and walks out of view.
 
Convenience Store
 
After the long drive to Orlando, George stops at a convenience store for fuel. As he stands at the pump filling the tank of his car with gas, his cell phone begins to ring. Puzzled, he puts the fuel nozzle in its holster and leans into the open window of his vehicle grabbing the phone. Checking the caller I.D. , he answers the call speaking in a curious tone.
 
“Victoria?”
 
“Sorry to call so late but I need to speak with you... Where are you? I hear a lot of background noise.”
 
“I’m at a convenience store, I just made it into Orlando. What’s going on, is everything okay?”
 
“George, I’m not really sure but thank God you are in town, I could  use your support. I’m at the hospital...”
 
“Vicky, are you okay! What happened?!”
 
“It’s not me, it’s Patricia. She was attacked last night. George, I could really use some company, I’m at the hospital on Lake Underhill. If you are able to come, I will fill you in when you get here.”
 
“Say no more, I will be there in fifteen minutes.”
 
George ends the call and speeds out of the store’s parking lot en route to the hospital. 
 
Jail
 
It is 6:30am, one half hour prior to role call as Daniel’s sleep is disturbed by the correctional officer’s entry into his cell. The officer speaks with a loud annoying voice as Daniel tries to keep his sanity together.
 
“Rise and shine, Freeman! Get your junk together!”
 
Daniel wipes the sleep from his eyes as he sits up from his pillow.
 
“What’s going on? Is this one of those shake downs or something?”
 
“Shake down? Freeman just get your stuff and come on!”
 
Daniel gathers his belongings and follows after the officer. Trailing a few feet behind, he begins to question the reason for the move.
 
“Am I changing cells? I don’t want to bunk with anyone, especially Bubba!”
 
“Relax Freeman, today must be your lucky day! In a few minutes you will be able to bunk with who, what or where ever you want, you’re outta here.”
 
Daniel stops in mid stride as he lingers behind staring at the officer. No longer hearing Daniel’s footsteps, the officer stops and looks back at him with a perplexed gaze.
 
“What the hell are you waiting on Freeman, my shift ends in thirty minutes! Do you want out of this dump or do you want to go see Bubba?”
 
“I’m getting out? I’m going home?”
 
“I don’t know and don’t care where you go but you are getting out of here before my shift ends! Now let’s go!”
 
Daniel continues to follow the officer to processing. The officer stops at a counter and collects Daniel’s personal belongings. He turns handing Daniel the same clothes he was arrested in.
 
“Get changed.”
 
Daniel doesn’t waste time going to a private room to swap clothing. He strips right there in the hallway faster than a fashion model.
 
“Well damn, Freeman! I guess you believe me now?”
 
In civilian clothes, Daniel completes the exit papers, signing without reading a single word of the release forms. Handing the pen and forms to the officer, Daniel’s eagerness to leave is evident.
 
“Here you go. So do I get to leave now?”
 
“Yes you do and so do I. Come on, follow me.”
 
They go through several secured doors leading to freedom. As they reach the final door to a dream come true, Daniel hears a knock on the glass petition. Daniel looks to see his arresting officer giving him the thumbs up and a slight nod. Daniel then sees the detective’s partner at the booking station finger printing the source of his nightmare, Cesar Diaz. Daniel stares at Cesar not sure what to think as the security officer grows impatient. 
 
“Never in all of my 16 years working here have I witnessed someone who doesn’t seem to want to leave this place. I work here and I don’t look forward to coming in but leaving is another story! That door right there leads to your freedom you don’t seem excited about it. It’s a oneway door without a key, use it when you make up your mind to leave. As for me, I bid you good morning, good afternoon, goodnight and goodbye!”
 
The correctional officer leaves mumbling his disbelief in Daniel’s actions. Daniel is still watching Cesar get processed into the county jail system. Suddenly, Cesar looks in Daniel’s direction making direct eye contact. Daniel doesn’t blink, move or flinch as his grizzly gaze claims its prey. The big bad Cesar Diaz is the one who looks intimidated as he submits to the direction of his arresting officer. He actually looks sorrowful as he directs his eyes to the floor away from Daniel’s piercing glare. Daniel’s arresting officer, Detective Smith, taps on the petition once again breaking Daniel’s point of focus. He points to the exit door, signaling Daniel to meet him outside. Reaching the fresh outdoors, Detective Smith has a humble attitude about him as he looks at Daniel for a moment before speaking.
 
“I guess you have a lot of questions?”
 
“Just one.”
 
“Go ahead...”
 
“I’m not dreaming this am I?”
 
“No Daniel. You are a free man.”
 
A single tear falls from Daniel’s eye as he looks out into the clear blue sky. The detective feels he owes Daniel answers to the questions he is not asking.
 
“Daniel, you did the right thing by turning yourself in although I am sorry you had to go through this. The justice system doesn’t always get it right, right away.”
 
Daniel takes his eyes off of the hidden air of the sky and looks at the detective as he suddenly shows interest in the unexpected turn of events.  
 
“What made the difference in my case? I know he deserves it somehow but why is that snake Cesar here?”
 
“Oh my God, what am I thinking?! You wouldn’t have any idea what happened?... Daniel, don’t panic, I believe she’s fine but your girlfriend, Patricia, was attacked last night by Cesar and his bodyguards.”
 
Daniel’s face goes pale as his eyes grow wide and his fear/anger combination collides. The detective quickly continues to explain.
 
“Look Daniel, it’s over, we got him. Cesar is going away for a long time. We found the confirmed murder weapon on him that killed your friend, Louis. It is the same weapon he used to kill his two bodyguards last night. I guess you would find out sooner or later but it’s probably best I tell you now. Cesar murdered his goons at your apartment. We don’t quite understand what happened but all evidence leads to Cesar.”
 
Daniel closes his eyes as he takes a deep breath. He then looks at the detective as he bottom lines the information for himself.
 
“If I am understanding this, he broke into my home, attacked my pregnant girlfriend, killed his workers, was carrying the weapon that killed my friend and I am free to go?”
 
“Yes Daniel that just about sums it up.”
 
“Good. Where is my Patricia?”
 
“She at the hospital on Lake Underhill.”
 
Without any pleasantries, Daniel walks away from his arresting officer in the direction of the sun. His pace speeds up as his overflow of emotion spikes his adrenaline. As his imagination spins out of control about Patricia’s condition his fast walking turns into a full out sprint.
 
Hospital
 
Victoria and George are sitting in a private recovery room with Patricia as they watch over her sleeping body. George is trying to comprehend the turn of events Victoria shared with him.
 
“This poor girl survived as an orphan, she is carrying a child of her own and lived through a deadly shootout? I am convinced, she definitely has a purpose. She will wake up and survive this incident with a full recovery.”
 
Victoria grabs his hand with sincere gratitude for his encouraging understanding. Suddenly a middle aged doctor enters the room with a chart in his hand. He has observed Patricia’s condition since her arrival. He shows special interest in her, as he simply looks at her with a passionate gaze. Victoria notices how the doctor is staring at Patricia and assumes his long gaze is a bad sign.
 
“Doctor, how is she doing?”
 
Remembering the reason he is in the room, he explains the results of his observation.
 
“Oh, I’m sorry... Her vitals are stable and she has superficial swelling on her forehead. We have ruled out the possibility of a coma or any brain damage. At best guess, her frightening experience sent her into a state of slow wave sleep. Because of her pregnancy we can’t synthetically influence consciousness more than the smelling salts we’ve already tried. She will have to wake up on her own.”
 
Victoria’s motherly instincts prompt her to remind the doctor that he is caring for more than one patient.
 
“What about the baby?”
 
“The child seems to be doing fine, strong heartbeat and a lot of activity. The child’s development matches what should occur in the third trimester, although at first we thought Patricia started to dilate. We agreed the cause for her relaxed birth canal is due to the slow wave sleep. I’m sure there is nothing to worry about.”
 
The doctor strokes the back of Patricia’s hand showing warm consideration for her well being. Victoria and George look at each other as if silently agreeing this  type of concern is not normally seen towards someone that isn’t in intensive care. The doctor exits the room and George transitions his duties from father to lawyer as he considers Daniel’s case. 
 
“It seems Patricia will be fine, so I guess I will go apply some pressure for Daniel’s release.” 
 
George leans in to kiss Victoria’s cheek. She gentle grabs ahold of his face turning his lips towards hers. They share a soft kiss longer than a friendly hello. As they part, lingering in a warm connection, they remember how things used to be. Words are not needed, the kiss said it all. Speaking inaudible emotions, they suddenly hear the audible sound of their only son. Daniel is standing at the doorway covered in sweat as he witnesses his divorced parents act like they never separated. 
 
“Mom, Dad...”
 
George and Victoria leap into Daniel’s space as they grab ahold of their only son. As they inspect him, they ask irrelevant questions.
 
“I was just about to check up on you! When did they release you?”
 
“Daniel honey, I am so happy to see you! Are you okay? You’re covered in sweat.”
 
“How did you get here, son?”
 
Daniel’s attention isn’t completely on his excited parents. His main focus is on the mother of his developing baby girl. Understanding their enthusiasm, he answers the only question he actually heard.
 
“I ran...”
 
They step aside allowing Daniel passage to his view. As he stands over Patricia, he places a hand on her round stomach silently saying hello to his sleeping beauty and his child. Holding back sensitive emotions of his uncertainty, he wonders aloud Patricia’s well being.
 
“Is she going to be alright?”
 
“Yes Daniel... She’s been in what’s called slow wave sleep all night but the doctor said she will be fine... What about you honey? How are you doing?”
 
“I’m free...”
 
Victoria and George fall silent as they allow Daniel time to soak in the moment and release the stress that is clearly in his eyes. 
 
A few moments go by as Daniel studies the face he longed to touch. He leans closer to Patricia, whispering in her ear.
 
“Patricia, I’m home... I need you to wake up sweetheart...”
 
He kisses her lips and continues to watch over her. Unlike the Cinderella story, she doesn’t wake up. Victoria speaks empathetically, sharing in Daniel’s eagerness.
 
“Daniel, she is going to be fine. You just have to believe.”
 
Daniel responds in a spiritually mature way that takes George and Victoria by surprise.  
 
“I know she will... I’m not worried... I’ve had some strange experiences lately that most people would have a hard time believing if I told them. I guess I would too if it didn’t happen to me. The bottom line is, I believe there has got to be a God and maybe even angels. There must be something that cares more about what I get right and lets me understand the things I get wrong, I did it to myself. After all the rotten things I’ve done, I’m allowed to be with my family, I’m allowed to live. Mom, Dad I’m not a boy anymore, I’m a changed man.” 
 
The quiet parents are rendered proud and speechless as they look at their son with admiration. Suddenly, Daniel hears a faint yet distinct calling of his name. He looks at his parents waiting for them to speak but they simply continue to smile at him. As Daniel returns his gaze to Patricia, he hears his name called again but much louder. He quickly turns facing his parents.
 
“Did you hear that?”
 
“Hear what?”
 
Daniel hears his name again.
 
“That!” 
 
“Son, maybe you should sit down? You must be exhausted.”
 
Daniel nods in agreement as he circles the bed towards a chair. As he goes to sit, he looks through the open door of their room. He unexpectedly sees the man he thought was going to be his cell mate standing at a distance staring at him. Daniel pauses, returning the stare. The man speaks to Daniel using mental communication of thought. His mouth remains closed but Daniel understands his request loud and clear.
 
“Come...”
 
The man suddenly turns and walks out of view. Not sure what to think, Daniel follows after the man.
 
“Mom, Dad... I will be right back... I um... I have to go to the bathroom.”
 
Daniel exits the room and tracks the man’s last known steps. Turning the corner expecting to see the stranger, Daniel only sees patients in wheel chairs and a few nurses. Standing in the hall, sure of what he has seen and heard, he suddenly hears his name again. He continues a short distance down the hall looking into each open door he passes. He comes upon the waiting room seeing the man sitting patiently alone inside. Daniel enters cautiously seeing the man’s eyes are closed and the palms of his hand resting flat against his thighs. The man speaks in the traditional manner, never opening his eyes.
 
“Sit with me.”
 
Daniel sits in a chair directly across from the man watching him intently.
 
“I sense you are not afraid but curious.”
 
“Well, yeah...”
 
The man opens his eyes looking at Daniel with sincerity.
 
“What is your question?”
 
“Why are you following me?”
 
“I am commanded to.”
 
“Commanded? By who?”
 
“The Creator of all things.”
 
“God?”
 
“You have spoken correctly.”
 
“Look I don’t understand any of this. What is this all about?!”
 
“Destiny and glory.”
 
“Since when has God been interested in my destiny? I’m no one special.”
 
“Always. The baby that is a life changing gift to you, your seed, is her destiny important to you? Will you not be glorified by how you shape and mold her to be of use in this world? Is she someone important to you.”
 
“Of course, I’m her dad.”
 
“The Creator of all things indeed created you. Therefore, how you feel about the extension of yourself you have created, so too the Father in heaven. Yet, the love of God will forever be unmatched. Even so, all who choose to believe are encouraged to show perfect love. For clear understanding, I must tell you my being assigned to you and your family is not the destiny I am to protect. The blessing from God rained upon you and your family is because of the destiny of your seed. Nonetheless, all who choose and obey the word of God will be blessed and are a blessing.”
 
“God knows my baby’s destiny? She’s not even born yet.”
 
“Yes. He knows the beginning and end of all that is to come and all that has been. He knows the very day and hour she will be born. I am allowed to declare today is that day.”
 
“Are you telling me Patricia is going to give birth today? She’s not due, I mean she’s only seven months. Besides, she’s in some sort of deep sleep or something... God! This is impossible.”
 
“Daniel, with God all things are possible. Seek Him and see Him! Have you forgotten so soon, what seemed impossible? You were caged for a short time which brought you into true freedom with Jesus. Your temporary confinement in a place filled with lost souls served as a safe house. Cesar sought to do what his ruffian could not. His pursuit of you led him to your home resulting in his demise. God put a hedge about you for your protection as well as to get your attention.”
 
Daniel slumps over in the chair, believing what seems unbelievable. He looks at the man asking a question with determination to trust the answer.
 
“When will Patricia wake up?”
 
“The moment you tell her to by faith.”
 
Daniel stands abruptly with the fire of faith beaming from his eyes. He goes to exit the waiting room and suddenly stops at the door, looking back at the mysterious man.
The man senses what Daniel is about to say and replies before it is said.
 
“The glory is not mine but the Lord’s, I am His servant.”
 
Daniel nods, respecting the humble obedience of the stranger. 
 
“Will I see you again?”
 
“Only if it is God’s will.”
 
Daniel suddenly realizes he doesn’t know the helpful stranger’s name.
 
“What’s your name?”
 
“Who is like God?” 
 
Daniel nods again respectfully as he exits the room. He is not willing to question the oddness of his name.
 
George and Victoria are still in the recovery room speaking with Patricia’s doctor as Daniel walks in with brave intent. He bypasses the doctor and doesn’t give his parents a hint of attention.
 
“Daniel, are you alright?”
 
Victoria’s question goes unanswered as Daniel takes Patricia’s hand. He then speaks with authority coming from the pit of his stomach.
 
“Patricia, wake up right now!”
 
Patricia suddenly takes a deep breath as if she received her first breath of life. The others in the room inhale and exhale, astonished at what they just witnessed. 
Patricia slowly opens her eyes, blinking several times as Daniel speaks softly.
 
“Hey babe, it’s me...”
 
With a groggy voice, Patricia replies as she reaches out to touch Daniel’s face.
 
“Daniel? Is it really you?”
 
“Yeah, I’m right here. How are you?”
 
Patricia suddenly gulps in discomfort as she replies.
 
“Water!”
 
Daniel turns towards the doctor who has a glow of happiness about him.
 
“Doctor could you bring her some water, please?”
 
Squeezing Daniel’s hand demanding attention, Patricia reinforces what she said.
 
“No! Water!... I think my water broke!”
 
The doctor, Victoria, George and even Patricia look at the water stained sheets, terror stricken. Daniel is wearing a calm smile as he looks into Patricia’s eyes.
 
“It’s time sweetheart.”
 
“It’s too soon! I’m only 28 weeks!”
 
Suddenly, the room erupts with activity as the doctor requests assistance. Everything is happening fast with the elusion of slow motion as Patricia is quickly transported to a sterile room. Traveling through the hallway in a speeding hospital bed, Patricia begins to have labor pains. Wrenching in great discomfort she squeezes Daniel’s hand. He can see the fear in her eyes as she speaks with a trembling voice.
 
“Daniel, what if something goes wrong? What if she hasn’t developed enough?”
 
Daniel’s words and well balanced calm commands the same reaction from Patricia.
 
“Patricia, this is not a request. Be calm and believe in your heart everything will be fine. I don’t believe God brought us out of terrible situations to have us go right back into one. We have a baby girl that’s ready to be with us.”
 
Daniel, Patricia and the team of doctors continue through the hall leaving Victoria and George watching at a distance.
 
Waiting Room
 
Victoria and George sit impatiently in the waiting room. They are on their cell phones updating their daughters with the news concerning Daniel and Patricia. Victoria is speaking with Kristen as she paces the room.
 
“It would be hard for me to believe if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes. He told her to wake up and she did, just like that.”
 
George is also trying to make sense of the story as he explains it to Britney.
 
“I’ve heard about people finding God in jail but I always thought it was an effort to make themselves seem rehabilitated. Your brother is different now...”
 
Only after two hours away, the doctor enters the waiting room. George and Victoria end the calls as they focus on the doctor.
 
“Well... You two have a brand new granddaughter. It is quite remarkable how healthy she is to not be full term. She weighs 6 pounds, 5 ounces, which is about 2 pounds over the norm at this stage. To make it simple, she came out like a full term fetus without any complications.”
 
“When can we see them?”
 
“Right now. Follow me.”
 
They walk through the hall with happy nervousness. Reaching their destination, they creep into the room not wanting to be a sudden distraction. As they quietly enter, tears are already streaming from Victoria’s eyes. Looking up to see the grandparents’ smiling faces, Daniel and Patricia’s tear soaked eyes explain their joy. They huddle around the tiny child inspecting every detail. Happy mist flows from everyone’s eyes, George included. Patricia notices the doctor leaning against the door sharing in the family’s tearful joy. He sees Patricia looking at him and quickly tries to wipe away his tears. Patricia’s heart melts at the thought of someone caring so much.
 
“Awe... Doctor are you okay?”
 
“Oh, um... Yes, I’m fine. I uh, I don’t know why I’m so happy for you.”
 
Patricia asks an odd question as the doctor looks at her and the baby.
 
“Do you want to hold her?”
 
“Me?... Well, yes... I’d be delighted.”
 
The doctor does a quick scan of the family to see if there would be any unspoken objections to the gesture.
He leans over and gently cradles the infant in his arms. He sighs in amazement at the beautiful little girl.  George can appreciate the emotion of adoring baby girls because of his fond memories of Kristen and Britney when they first arrived. 
 
“You have any kids doc?”
 
“Me? Uh, yes and no...”
 
All eyes zero in on him with such a reply but the attention does not make him nervous.
 
“What do you mean by that?”
 
“Wow!... I never told anybody this... Well I was young, about your son’s age and um... I was in the military at the time when I got the girl I was dating pregnant. I came home from bootcamp for two weeks before I was shipped off to Germany. I felt like a man having a career, my high school sweetheart and a baby on the way.... Well, anyway the baby was born the same day I had to be on a plane heading thousands of miles away. I held her for only fifteen minutes before I was in a cab and heading to the airport for the first leg to my destination. A few weeks go by and I get a letter in the mail from Martha telling me she can’t raise the baby alone. I didn’t really know what she meant at the time but I found out when I got back to the states. She was nowhere to be found and neither was the baby. I wasn’t given a choice or a chance to be a father. After twenty one years, I still don’t really know what happened to the baby. Back then friends told me she was given to an orphanage by the fire department only three days after she was born. I never found out the truth...” 
 
At that moment all of the air seemed to leave the room as Patricia, Daniel, Victoria and George gasp in unison. The doctor stops his story and hands the baby to Daniel. He suddenly feels uncomfortable with all the crying eyes focused on him.
 
“I’m sorry, I don’t know why I mentioned that.”
 
Daniel looks at his speechless girlfriend and then to the doctor before he speaks.
 
“You mentioned the history we know so well because you needed to.”
 
Daniel looks at the baffled mother of the newborn again as she stares at the middle aged man. The doctor is also at a loss for words as he tries to calculate the emotions in the room. Words are finally spoken as Patricia forces the screaming of her soul out of her mouth as a whisper.
 
“That little girl was me.”
 
A long moment of silence ensues as everyone’s vocal canal becomes dry. The doctor’s balance is unstable, he slowly lowers himself in a chair next to his daughter and grand child. As they continue together, they compare stories in effort to confirm the confession is not error. 
Lining up the details of their memories, the doctor decides to perform a blood test that will render the results conclusive. With high tech sophisticated equipment, it doesn’t take long to receive a confirmation of a DNA match. The intensity of joy fills the room as the realization settles in that Doctor Robert Carmichael delivered his first and only grand child. 
 
Victoria’s House
 
The celebration continues as grandparents, aunts, uncles, cousins, mother and father welcome the three day old child home. Doctor Robert Carmichael is still beaming with joy as he gets to know his daughter and grandchild he found out about on the same day. Kristen and Patrick are whispering to one another with big smiles as they notice how close Victoria and George are sitting together. Britney made the trip home with a new honorary member of the Freeman family. Britney and Lilly are laughing and acting like twin sisters. Haley is being the responsible big sister as she feeds David. Robert suddenly notices Daniel through the sliding glass door to the back lawn. Daniel is standing bare foot on the thick green grass with his chin held high allowing the sun to warm his face.
Robert looks at George and Patrick with a nod, signaling them to follow him outside to be with Daniel. As the men make their way to the backyard, Daniel concludes a private moment with God.
 
“God, I don’t know how to thank you. I don’t know much about you, but you have done a whole lot for me. My knowledge about spiritual things may not be much but I’m already a better man because of what I know for sure. For what it’s worth, thank you.”
 
The men are standing just outside the backdoor, respectfully. They slowly make their way to Daniel.
 
“How ya doing son?”
 
“Dad, I feel amazing.”
 
“Daniel, at the risk of being out of line. Can I ask you a question among men.”
 
“Sure Mr. Carmichael, whatever you want.”
 
Robert looks in the eyes of George and Patrick then resting his focus on Daniel.
 
“Do you intend on making your family official? I’m not trying to be the over bearing father or anything. I’ve only known Patricia for three days. But it really seems like you love her and I’m only curious to know if you plan to marry her.”
 
“Mr. Carmichael, I do love Patricia very much and couldn’t think of ever being without her. When I get myself together, I plan to make her my wife. I have to find a job and a new place to stay and a few other things first. I can’t afford a wedding or a wedding ring right now.”
 
“I always thought it was customary for the father of the bride to pay for the wedding.”
 
Robert digs into his pocket and takes out a tiny box. He opens it to reveal a beautiful diamond ring and hands it to Daniel as he explains the gesture.
 
“It was supposed to be on the hand of Patricia’s mother. I should have given it to her before I left the states, maybe things would have turned out different. I never found a woman I wanted to see wear it until Patricia came along. I would be honored if you would give it to her when you are ready to make her your wife.”
 
“Mr. Carmichael, I don’t know what to say... Thank you!”
 
Only the sound of singing birds perched on a nearby tree can be heard as they soak in the moment. George suddenly looks towards the house to see the smiling faces of the women as they share stories. George’s attention is mainly on his ex-wife. As he sees Victoria smile, he smiles with her. The fluttering in his heart prompts a thought he reveals as a question.
 
“Robert, do you think you never married because you haven’t forgiven Patricia’s mother?”
 
“No, I don’t believe that’s why. It may sound funny after twenty one years but I’ve always felt she was the one I was supposed to marry.”
 
Feeling the same way, George returns his gaze to Victoria as he agrees with Robert.
 
“I know what you mean.”
 
Interrupting the beat of silence Patrick makes a recommendation.
 
“Hey guys, maybe we should go back inside with the ladies.”
 
They all agree as they make the retreat into the house. As they go inside, the women begin to share what they had been laughing about for the last fifteen minutes. Patricia has a computer on her lap researching baby names. She is calling out ridiculous names causing wholesome giggling. Patrick goes to sit next to Kristen who is now holding David as his cell phone begins to ring. Not yet committed to a sitting position, Patrick takes the call to the kitchen away from all the chatter.
 
“Hello this is Patrick.”
 
“Patrick, I owe you an apology!”
 
“Mr. Wallace?”
 
“Yes. Patrick I need you to come back to work. I discarded your resignation letter, I will not accept it. I know what my daughter did to you and I’m sorry. This isn’t the first time she pulled a stunt like this. I actually had to bail a man out of jail once because of her lies. Nevertheless, she no longer works here. A modeling agency in Paris scouted her and wants to move her to France. The moment she found out, she quit. She was always flighty anyway. So, what do you say? For your troubles, I’ll give you a 15% pay increase and you can hire your own assistant. Do you have any one in mind?”
 
Kristen is watching Patrick as his smile indicates good news. He motions his mouth at her as he points to the phone, indicating who he is speaking with. Kristen’s face brightens with a proper assumption of what is taking place. Patrick then looks at Daniel whose attention is on the computer screen as Patricia continues to search web pages. Patrick then gives Mr. Wallace his answer as his eyes remain on his brother-in-law.
 
“Mr. Wallace, apology accepted, I am willing to return, thank you for the pay increase and I have the perfect assistant in mind. I will see you Monday morning.”
 
Patrick ends the call and joins the family. He whispers the results of the call to Kristen, confirming her thoughts. 
 
They all continue to laugh as they try to come up with an agreeable name for the newest member of the family. Suddenly, Daniel’s face grows serious as he has an experience he is familiar with. He hears the whispers of his mind that he is not in control of. He is compelled to look over his shoulder out into the back lawn. Standing in the soft green grass in the exact spot where he was standing, is the mysterious man. His smile and his garments are brightly illuminated. Daniel doesn’t make an obvious reaction to what he is seeing as the man sends a message to Daniel’s mind.
 
“Daniel, God heard your prayer and is pleased with you. Giving thanks in prayer and obedience to His word is for the glory of God. Remember the mystery you have discovered. God is only concerned with what you get right in this world. If it is right, it is of God.”
 
In a blink of an eye the man is gone. Daniel’s gaze lingers for a moment before he makes a request.
 
“Patricia, look up the phrase, “Who is like God?”
 
The room goes silent as she types. Everyone’s interest peaks to see what Daniel’s thought reveals. Patricia finds the meaning.
 
“It means, Mi-kha’-el? Oh, wait, Michael. It means Michael.”
 
George shows a bit of bible knowledge as he blurts his thoughts. 
 
“The Arch Angel! Yeah, Who is like God refers to the warrior angel, Michael.”
 
Suddenly Patricia takes over, sharing what she found.
 
“Look at this!... ‘Who resembles God’ means Mee-Shell. I like that... Michelle... Daniel, what do you think?”
 
Daniel’s heart melts as he remembers the supernatural revelation of his daughter’s name.
 
“Michelle... I think it’s perfect!”
 
Everyone claps and continues to celebrate as evening approaches. 
 
Britney has taken notice of her parents’ togetherness. She becomes curious and being a Daddy’s girl, she goes to her old room calling her father to join her.
 
“Dad can I talk to you for a sec?...”
 
As they enter the room, Britney whips around with a grin on her face. She stares at her father as a curious smile slowly sweeps across his face.
 
“Britney?”
 
“So! What’s up with you and Mom?”
 
“What do you mean?”
 
“C’mon Dad, everyone can see something’s going on between you two. You guys have been shoulder to shoulder all day.”
 
“That obvious, huh?”
 
“Yep!”
 
“I’m not sure... Britney, I’ve done some bad things to lose your mother. But I kinda think something could still be there between us. I just don’t want to push it.”
 
Britney recalls her recent circumstances and shares what she learned, hoping it will help. 
 
“Well Dad, do you think it’s possible that Mom already forgave you? Us woman can read each other like a book. Trust me, Mom has a thing for you... Again.”
 
They laugh as the idea settles in. George’s eyes are darting side to side as he thinks.
 
“Okay then young lady. What do you think I should do?”
 
“I’m sure I can speak for Kristen and Daniel. We never wanted to see you guys apart. So, what I think you should do is go for it, just tell Mom how you feel. It’s not like she isn’t thinking the same thing.”
 
“Really? Did she say something?”
 
“No Dad! I’m a woman remember, I can tell.”
 
As they leave the room, they see Victoria in the kitchen washing a pacifier. Britney and George are acting like high school kids as Britney pushes her father into the kitchen and darts off in the other direction. 
 
“Oh, hey George. Could you pass me a fresh towel?”
 
As if on autopilot, George goes to the exact drawer clean towels are kept. Handing it to her, George takes a deep breath before he speaks.
 
“Do you think it would work if I stayed?”
 
“You’ve been here all week, there’s no point in paying for a hotel room now.”
 
George moves closer, causing Victoria to stop what she is doing.
 
“George what are you doing? The kids can see us.”
 
George’s tone becomes very direct as he touches her hand.
 
“It is true, I’ve been here all week and we’ve slept in the same bed like nothing has ever changed. How does that make you feel?”
 
Victoria melts at George’s prowess as she whispers her reply. 
 
“It’s nice to be held at night... It makes me feel safe... Oh what the heck. You make me feel safe.”
 
“Good. So let me ask you again and this time I will make myself clear. I want to stay, I want to come home and be with you.”
 
“George, are you telling me you want to keep your vows?”
 
“No, I broke them already. I want to renew our vows and keep those.”
 
As they stare into eachother’s eyes, the offer is accepted with a passionate kiss. Everyone begins to ogle with smothered laughter as they eavesdrop on the private moment. They separate and cover their embarrassed smiles. As the eavesdropping and reconnection is fully exposed, they all erupt into joyful laughter. 
 
Suddenly, the doorbell rings as everyone continues the banter. George goes to the family room with the others, Victoria goes to answer the door. Still chuckling to herself, Victoria opens the door to see her best friend with her arms stretched wide. 
 
“Hey Lady! Sorry I couldn’t get here earlier, I had to work late... So where is the new grandchild?!”
 
They hug and show excitement as they stand at the door. Victoria begins to whisper as they walk to the family room.
 
“Hey, I know you haven’t met Daniel’s girlfriend yet but wait until you see her father! He’s single and a doctor.”
 
“Oh Vicky, you’re not trying to play match maker again are you?”
 
“You’re not getting any younger are you?... Hey everyone! For those who don’t know, this is my best friend...”
 
Robert stands abruptly.
 
“Martha?!”
 
“Robert?!”
 
Robert and Martha become the primary focus in the room as they look at eachother as if they both had a third eye growing from their forehead. 
 
Breaking the silence and for the first time in their lives, Patricia calls Robert “Dad.”
 
“Well who is she Dad? Aren’t you going to introduce her to us?”
 
The echo of his new title causes tears to overflow from his eyes as he continues to stare at Martha. Martha, hearing what Patricia called him and the emotion it caused, becomes emotional herself. Tears fall as Martha looks into eyes that look just like hers. 
 
“Oh my God! I’ve prayed for this moment!”
 
Robert confirms what Martha is realizing as she continues to stare at Patricia.
 
“Patricia, I would like for you to meet your Mother.”
 
Just like a life with Jesus Christ, this book doesn’t have an ending. For those who love God, everyday is just the beginning.
 
May God Bless You!
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