
“Stand by Me” 

Prologue 

Every day, angels are among us. We may not realize it, or we may not 

believe it; but they live alongside us: watching us, guiding us, and ultimately 

leading us to the point of our death. Life is a constant battle, and sometimes the 

devils and monsters of this world win. Sometimes we win. 

… 

He painted late into the night. His name was Dean Flegatho, and he 

painted; it was what he did. The silver ring he wore was engraved with a quote 

by Michelangelo. It said, “A beautiful thing never gives so much pain as does 

failing to hear and see it.” The canvas filled with color as the hours passed, his 

hands moving nimbly across it, performing a graceful dance. The canvas was the 

stage, his brushes the point shoes, his hands the dancers. His fingers had 

permanent calluses where they held the brush. When he finished he stepped 

back to eye his work. The woman in the painting was floating in water, her 

lifeless eyes staring upwards at a pale gray sky, and her long blond hair 

billowing out away from her young face. Her skin had turned grayish white, the 

shade of a sightless man’s eyes. Dean stared at her for a while, wondering what 

she was like as a person. Finally, he began another painting. That night a young 

woman died from drowning. 

 When morning came, Dean stared out his window at the sky. It was 

painted in oranges and pinks, with streaks of purple trailing where the night 

had gone. He had always wanted to paint nature, but he had never been any 

good at it. He sipped his cup of coffee slowly as dawn became day. Something 

thumped at his door, the paper. Sitting down at the kitchen table, he turned to 

the same section he always did, the obituaries first. The drowning victim’s name 

was Ally Saul, a nineteen year old college student, and the police were following 

leads on her killer. After he finished reading the entire section, he drove to the 

art studio as usual.  



 When he reached the studio, he decided to take a short walk before 

opening. He jogged across the street to the War Memorial Plaza, one of what he 

thought was the prettiest places in Indianapolis. It was a gorgeous new day 

outside, with big fluffy marshmallows of clouds in the sky and the air’s breath 

warm. He walked to the Obelisk Fountain and sat at its rim, gazing into the 

water at the thousands of coins on the bottom. They glittered like gemstones in 

the sunlight. There were lots of people around, children running and dogs 

chasing Frisbees while parents talked quietly, and a couple was having lunch on 

the lawn. Three guys on their work break were playing a pickup game of football. 

Laughter was everywhere. Dean liked people, but he liked his solitude as well. 

He would come there late at night and lay on his back, either on the stone rim of 

the fountain or the soft bed of grass and think. What he liked most about the 

night was the quiet. Even in a place like Indianapolis there was a certain 

noiselessness in the night in the park, a stillness. The sounds of cars passing in 

the night blended with the chirping of crickets. There he could think for hours 

about anything at all. But mostly he thought about philosophy, about God, about 

the reason for people’s existence… contemplating questions that might never be 

answered. He closed his eyes and tilted his head back to let the sun warm his 

face. He loved the fiery brilliance of the color yellow-orange under his eyelids 

when he did this; it was a shade no blend of paints could produce. As he relaxed, 

he fingered the pendant on his necklace, feeling the warm metal in his hands. 

Suddenly his cell phone rang and he jumped. He pulled it out of his jeans pocket; 

it was a number he didn’t recognize. He answered anyway. 

 “Hello?” 

 “Hi, this is Dani Sauveur.”  

 “Who?” 

 “I work with the Indianapolis Star. I’m the journalist who’s supposed to 

interview you today. I’m waiting outside your locked studio.”  

 “Shit,” he muttered. 



 “Excuse me?” 

 “Oh, nothing… I’ll be there in just a sec.” And then he hung up. He ran 

across the park, berating himself mentally. This was why he had his own 

business. So he could do what he liked, when he liked.  

Dean saw her before she saw him. She was dressed for business, in black 

slacks and a kelly green blouse. Her shoulder-length auburn hair was pulled 

back in a ponytail, and it shone in the sun. There was no color like red hair in 

the sun, he thought to himself. He always thought in color.  

 “Hello,” he said a little loud, and she turned quickly, smiling. She squinted 

up at him in the sunlight, her glasses glinting. She had that nerdy-girl sort of 

charm to a tee.  

 “Are you Mr. Flegatho?” she asked.  

 “Call me Dean,” he answered easily.  

 “Well then, call me Dani.” They shook hands and then he unlocked the 

studio, flipped on the lights, and took her to his office. Office was a loose term for 

it. In other words, it was a desk at the back of the studio, piled in papers and a 

half-drunk cup of coffee from the night before. He groaned, regretting his lack of 

ability to organize. And lack of effort.  

 “Sorry for the mess,” he said, bending over his desk to assess the damage 

and determine the quickest recovery measures. When he looked up, she wore a 

taken aback smile.  

 Dani shook her head, saying, “No, not at all. I was just thinking I’d never 

met someone messier than me.”  

 “Oh… you’re messy?” he asked in surprise. Her appearance said otherwise, 

along with her professional attitude. She opened up her messenger bag, which 

was filled with wrinkled papers in no semblance of order. He smiled, and looked 

down at his desk again. He pushed all the papers together and stuffed them into 



a drawer, and quickly disposed of the coffee. They sat down and she began to 

talk. 

 “You should have been a journalist,” she said. “It appears you live on coffee 

and firmly believe in organized chaos.” 

 He nodded. “But I don’t live on deadlines like you guys do.” 

 She tilted her head to the side. “But you have to make a living, don’t you? I 

mean, being an artist is not exactly the most stable profession, commissions 

come and go, right?”  

 “My work is good, so people buy it.  I paint what I want; I don’t take 

assignments. But on the side I’ve started teaching classes on how to paint; I like 

sharing my talent, it gives me a purpose. And as far as being a journalist goes, I 

can’t write to save my life. I write with paint.” 

 Dani nodded in response, and continued to ask him questions; they were 

more about him than his work, and he called her out on it, feeling the slightest 

bit anxious.  

 She answered, “Well, I don’t think art is who you are. It’s what you do. I 

think a lot of people don’t make that distinction,” she paused. “And when I write 

features like this I try to write about the individual and not the label. I write, but 

it’s not who I am.” She paused again.  “Do you want me to ask different 

questions?” Silence lingered, and he thought for a moment, then shook his head. 

So she continued.  

 “Why do you paint what you paint? Why do you always paint people?” 

He thought about it for a while, trying to come up with an answer. “People 

are real. They matter. That’s why.” And the questions kept coming.  

Finally he asked her if she was going to write anything down. She looked 

down at her blank notebook and back up at him, shrugging her shoulders.  



 “I have a photographic memory, so this is usually just for appearances. I’ve 

been that way since I was a kid… I just remember.” She stood up, reaching out to 

shake his hand again. “Well, Dean, it’s been a pleasure interviewing you, and I’ll 

let you know when the feature comes out.” He nodded in response, trying to find 

something to say. 

 “Thanks, nice meeting you,” he said. Incredibly original, he thought to 

himself. She smiled and walked out of the studio, her heels clicking on the 

hardwood floor. He walked to the storefront and watched her walk to her car. 

But instead, she walked past the cars and got on a motorcycle. He laughed in 

surprise; that was different. She didn’t have a helmet; Dean usually called those 

people organ donors. After watching her ride off he turned back to his work and 

began to paint. Two hours later he stepped back from the canvas, staring at his 

handiwork. The painting was of a young child playing with a ball on the 

playground, near the street. Her hair was in her face and her joy-filled 

expression said that she didn’t have a care in the world. The day was identical to 

the one outside the studio, all blue skies and warm sun. Dean sucked in his 

breath and closed his eyes as if trying to forget the pain of an injury. He sat 

down and began to cry, holding his head in his hands. Later that day a five-year 

old girl was hit by a car after running out into the street to get her ball. She was 

taken to the hospital in an ambulance and declared dead on arrival.  

 The next day Dean read the paper, turning to the obituaries. The child’s 

name was Kate Fletcher. She had been an only child. He sighed as he set the 

paper on the table, then drove to the studio without thought. The day went by 

slowly. He painted many things, drank several cups of coffee. When he looked at 

his watch and realized it was two in the morning of the next day, he grabbed his 

jacket and left. He walked across the street to the park. The cool wind whispered 

through the trees, but no other noise invaded his thoughts. As he walked he 

listened to the noiseless sound of the grass under his feet. It was wet with dew, 

and it glittered in the starlight and the streetlight. He saw the fountain pouring 

with color, its lights shimmering under the cascade of water. And then he saw 

Dani. She was lying on her back on the rim of the fountain like he usually did, 



and her eyes were closed. She was wearing a dark pair of jeans, and a slim black 

T-shirt.  

 “Hi”, he said quietly. She uttered a small shriek as she jolted upright, 

which in turn made her lose her balance and she abruptly fell into the fountain. 

She came up spluttering and coughing, wiping her hair back from her face. She 

stood still for a moment and squinted at him in the dark.  

 “Dean? Dean Flegatho?” Her eyebrows furrowed. 

 He nodded, beginning to speak immediately. “I didn’t mean to scare you, I 

just- this is where I come to be alone and I didn’t expect anyone to be here at this 

time of night.” He took his jacket off and stepped towards her, but she took a step 

backward to match his, this time her balance quite in check. Her eyes were 

narrowed. Dean shook his head in confusion, holding out his jacket. “I just want 

to help you out, since it was my fault. I’m sorry.” Dani eyed him a second longer, 

but then a sudden shiver spurred her forward. She grabbed the jacket out of his 

hand but didn’t let him help her out. She wrung out her T-shirt and wrapped 

herself up, still shivering.  

 “For the record, you didn’t scare me, you startled me. There’s a difference,” 

she said, sitting down again, tucking her knees in to her chest. She gave him a 

sideways glance, her expression a combination of irritation and curiosity. She 

resisted her curiosity as long as she could, before saying, “So what do you think 

about when you come here?” She ran her hands through her hair again, rubbed 

her eyes, trying to get herself together. He stood there with his hands stuffed in 

his pockets. 

 “I come here to think about everything, and nothing. Late at night is best 

because there aren’t people around… usually.” 

 She laughed in response. “Sorry to pee on your parade, but I’m not leaving. 

If my memory serves correctly, I was here first.” 



 He shook his head, not meaning for her to leave. She shrugged for an 

answer, more of a challenge than an invitation. He sat down next to her. 

Swinging his legs around toward the water, he took his shoes off and put his feet 

in the water. Dani stayed facing away from the water, her eyes solemn and dark. 

Her wet hair fell in her face and she tried to blow it off, but it fell back to the 

same place as before. It was a habit.  

 “So what do you think about?” she asked again, still staring elsewhere.  

 He paused before answering, swishing his feet back and forth in the cold 

water. “Lots of things… but mostly about God. I think about God a lot…and 

philosophy, life, the questions that probably won’t ever be answered. Deep shit 

like that,” he laughed, but the sound was rueful. She turned her head to look at 

him, her gaze intense and her expression thoughtful.  

 “Do you believe in God?” she asked.  

 He answered, “With everything I have. I don’t understand Him… but I 

believe in Him. Don’t you?” 

 “Diego Rivera once said, ‘I’ve never believed in God but I believe in 

Picasso’” she said slowly. “I have a hard time believing in God. Sometimes I 

think too many bad things happen in this world for there to be a God.” She broke 

off wearily. The words had taken great effort to speak.  

“I don’t think the bad things in this world are God-made, but manmade. 

But many good things are God-made, like the trees and the wind. As far as 

quoting artists, Voltaire said he couldn’t imagine how the clockwork of the 

universe could exist without a clockmaker.” 

 “He also said that if God didn’t exist he would need to be invented.” 

Silence remained after this answer. The fountain continued to sing its liquid 

lullaby. She rolled up her jeans and swung her legs around as well, sticking her 

feet back in the water. She sucked her breath in at how cold it was, but smiled, 

then laughed. He looked at her, amused and confused at the same time. She 



looked at him and said, “I’ve never had a conversation like this before, at least, 

not before getting to know someone. It’s nice… small talk drives me nuts; it’s so 

pointless. I wish I could just jump into deep conversations with everyone like 

this… I guess that’s why I like being a journalist – it’s about getting to the core 

of a story, not the edges.” She stopped suddenly, surprised at herself. 

 “What happened to you to make the world suck so much?” he asked 

simply. 

 She didn’t respond immediately. As he looked at her, he realized she was 

holding her breath while she thought. When she was upset she forgot to breathe; 

it was one of her bad habits. Speaking slowly, she began, “When my little brother 

Victor died, I guess that was when everything started going to hell, or really 

going to hell anyway.  I was eighteen and he was almost ten years old. My father 

killed him.” She broke off, never having said the words aloud. She didn’t like the 

taste of them in her mouth. “I had always protected Victor from my parents. 

Always.” Her words increased in speed, coming faster and faster like a train 

rushing towards some broken bridge. “That day I was supposed to pick him up 

from school, but my car broke down and I wasn’t there. So he rode the bus home; 

he’d forgotten some of his homework at school, so he asked Dad if he would take 

him back to get it; my father beat him and he died from internal bleeding. My 

mom was at home, and she just let it happen, because she was afraid. I walked 

home to find cop cars flooding the driveway, and in that moment I knew that my 

brother was dead. I just knew. And to this day I believe that there is nothing 

sadder in this world than a child’s coffin. And by not being there, I put my 

brother in one.” Her eyes were wide and still when she stopped. She couldn’t look 

at anything but the water; she knew if she made eye contact with another 

human being she would lose it.  

 Dean stared at her in awe. To have just told him that, barely knowing 

him, that took guts and strength. Incredible honesty. That was what stunned 

him most. And that combination merited respect. What was going through her 

mind was quite different. She had never told anyone about Victor, and now that 



she had, she felt extremely vulnerable. Some things just hurt too much; that was 

why she didn’t talk about them. But the strangest thing she felt was a sort of 

catharsis, and it gave her a sort of exhausted peace. 

She stood up slowly, as if there was a great weight upon her shoulders, 

and put her flip flops back on. He watched her, wordless. As she turned to leave, 

he spoke up. “Would you want to have a cup of coffee tomorrow?”He asked, his 

tone unsure, even though he was sure he wanted to ask. “It’s the least I can do 

after I scared the wits out of you.” 

 “Remember, I was startled, not scared; and frankly it would take a lot 

more than you to make me lose my wits.” But before she realized it, she had also 

said yes. “When and where?” 

 “The coffee shop by my studio… it’s called Strange Brew. Does eight sound 

good?” 

 “Eight? Are you planning to sleep at all?” she asked with a smile on her 

face. 

 “Oh, right… I don’t sleep much,” he looked away, his face solemn… “What 

time works better for you?” he asked, bringing his attention back to her.  

 “No, eight’s fine. I don’t sleep much either.” She gave a small smile and 

walked away. Then he lay down on his back with his hands behind his head, and 

stared at the stars for a while longer. Before he went home he returned to the 

studio to paint one last painting.  

… 

 Dean got up to the sound of driving rain on the roof. Looking out his 

window to see the sky, he saw blackish-grey gloom, with clouds rolling angrily 

across it. He put on a pair of old jeans, which were covered in splotches of paint, 

and a black long-sleeved tee. When he opened up the paper to the obituaries, he 

saw the name Danny Sauveur, and his heart stopped in an instant. But then he 

read it.  



It read, “Danny Sauveur died August 25th as a result of injuries sustained 

in a motor vehicle accident. The police reported his blood alcohol level to be 0.18, 

more than twice the legal limit. He was born January 4th, 1954 in Glasgow, 

Kentucky. Danny was a professor of communications at Loyola University for 

twenty-two years and he attended Hyde Park Union Church.  He is survived by 

his wife, Linda Sauveur, as well as his daughter, Dani Sauveur.”  

Dean sucked in his breath and held it. His stomach muscles tightened, his 

face turning grim. Rolling the paper into his hand, he grabbed his leather jacket 

and walked out the door. He drove to the studio, parked the truck and ran over 

to the coffee shop to get out of the rain, holding the paper over his head as he did. 

When he walked in, the owner was the only person there. Dean greeted him 

curtly and went to sit down in the far corner. He checked his watch; it was five 

after. He waited longer. Ordered another cup of coffee. Waited some more. That 

was when he saw her ride up on her motorcycle, without a helmet or a jacket. 

She walked in quickly to escape the rain, but she was clearly soaked to the bone. 

She was wearing a dusk-purple shirt and a pair of baggy jeans. He stood up 

when she walked over, taking his jacket off and putting it on her. She tried to 

smile, but the result was more of a pained and tearful grimace. She snapped 

herself out of it and looked up at him.  

 “I seem to have started a habit of taking your jackets,” she attempted 

lightly. Her blackish-brown eyes were wet with tears, mixing with the raindrops 

that fell from her wet hair. She sat down, collapsing into the chair.  

 “What kind of coffee do you want?” he asked gently.  

 “Black.” 

 He nodded and went to order two large black coffees.  While he waited at 

the counter, he stared at the photos on the walls. Most of them were of the owner 

of the shop with a young boy, probably his son. The pictures were of them 

fishing, playing baseball, the typical American dream, Dean supposed. But he 

saw no woman in any of the pictures, no mother. He took the coffees back to the 



table, placing one into her cold hands. She just held the cup for a while, trying to 

warm up.  

 She spoke again, in a whisper. “My father died at two o’clock this 

morning.” She said it still in shock, as if she’d found out only minutes rather 

than hours before.  

 He nodded, and pushed the paper towards her, the obituary section turned 

up. “I saw this right before I left to come here.” 

 Dani choked a little when she saw it. “I wrote that this morning and my 

editor somehow got it into press.” She covered her face with her hands so he 

could only see her nose and her lips.  

 He watched her silently as she trembled with cold and shook with small 

hiccupping sobs. He didn’t know what to say.  They remained the only ones in 

the coffee shop. After about ten minutes she composed herself as best she could, 

taking her hands away from her face and taking a tentative sip of her coffee. Her 

face screwed up a little at how strong it was, but then she took another drink, 

deciding she liked it. Her breath still shuddered a bit, but she was able to look at 

him without breaking down. In about a minute she had gulped down all her 

coffee, and he got her another one without asking. She smiled wearily, as if the 

effort to make her mouth turn upwards was similar to doing a bench press with 

broken hands. She stared into the depths of her coffee, trying to decide what to 

say. He began for her.  

 “Are you okay?” he said quietly, and as soon as he’d asked it he realized 

what a stupid and inconsiderate question it was. 

 She uttered a small laugh in response, and he sat up straighter, taken 

aback at her reaction. She raised her eyes to his face, her expression filled with a 

black humor. “I have no idea,” she whispered. “My father was a total bastard. An 

alcoholic, a workaholic, and manipulative as all hell…” She glared at the table, 

biting her lip as if she were suppressing a scream, at the same time struggling 

for words. “I think I’m relieved that he’s gone. Most people feel like part of them 



has been ripped out when their parents die, but I feel the opposite. Waking up 

every day knowing he was alive and my brother wasn’t, it was like constantly 

reopening a wound. But now, maybe, the scars can fade instead of bleed every 

day. But even in death, he makes me feel guilty. He was my father, so should I 

be grieved that he’s gone? My conscience tells me I’m sorry that I’m not sorry he’s 

gone. I mean, what does that say about me?” she broke off, her voice breaking 

and her coffee shaking in her hands.  

 “It says your father was shitty to you and he didn’t deserve or earn your 

love. That’s all it is… it’s not on you,” he said. She looked up at him, taking 

another swallow of her coffee.  

 “Is it really that simple?” 

 “Yes,” he said with no doubt in his voice.  

 She nodded and paused before saying, “Thanks” in one big exhalation. The 

rain continued to fall in sheets down the storefront windows, but instead of 

raining torment it seemed to rain peace. Dani began to hum to herself, her eyes 

following the raindrops as they slid down the glass and her thoughts wandering 

elsewhere. Dean studied her expression, trying to read it by the set of her jaw, 

the line of her cheekbone, the squint of her eye. He decided that he would never 

paint her. Ever. She was too perfect to paint. He smiled when he recognized the 

song she was humming; it was “Open Your Eyes” by Snow Patrol. It was a good 

song. She drummed on her coffee cup with her fingers as she got to the 

crescendo, her eyes closed and her expression completely focused on the music. 

When she’d finished the song she opened one eye, wrinkling her nose, and she 

burst out laughing; and then she broke off the laughter, realizing how much she 

must sound like a lunatic. “I’m sorry; I just… music makes me happy. And as far 

as the whole crying and laughing in the space of ten minutes, if we’re going to be 

friends you’ll get used to it. I like to feel everything. By the way, do you have a 

pen?”  



 It was his turn to laugh. Her segues into different topics were like 

curveballs. “I believe there’s one in your pocket.” She gave him a weird look 

before she realized she was wearing his jacket. She reached into the pocket and 

came up with the pen, and took his hand in hers. She began to write in his palm. 

He laughed as she did. She was weird, and he liked it. When she was finished he 

looked at his hand and read aloud, “In the night the light is more beautiful, in 

the rain there are no tears, and in the end what makes us beautiful is how we 

made the world appear…” He looked at her in surprise. “Who said that?” 

 “I did.” She gave the smallest hint of a smile. “Snippets of poetry like that 

come into my head all the time. It’s mildly irritating but pleasant at the same 

time. I would have gone into creative writing when I was young, but it wasn’t 

practical.” 

 “Painting’s not practical. If you’re good at what you love, it doesn’t matter 

if it’s practical because people will value your work. And you’ll be happy. And 

what do you mean by ‘when you were young’? You definitely aren’t old.”  

 She snorted, and then laughed harder when she heard herself. He watched 

her silently. Getting herself together once again, she began to speak slowly, 

trying to control her laughter. “I turn 28 soon, on the first of September. So I 

suppose I’m not that old…” She sighed. “I just feel like I’ve watched my life go by, 

without accomplishing anything. And I feel old because I’ve experienced more 

bad things in the space of my years than most people experience in a lifetime.” 

She stopped suddenly. “How have I only known you for two days and yet I’ve told 

you things I haven’t told anyone?”  

 He shook his head because he didn’t know. “Friendship is unnecessary, 

like philosophy, like art… it has no survival value; rather it is one of those things 

that give value to survival…” 

 She smiled. “C.S. Lewis… one of my favorite writers.” Her gaze floated 

away again, and it didn’t come back to him. She sipped her coffee. His cell 

vibrated in his pocket, and when he took it and looked at the screen he tensed. 



Putting it back in his pocket without answering, he said, “Can I take you home? 

Or to work? I can put your bike in the back of my truck so you don’t have to ride 

in the rain.” She nodded absentmindedly, her gaze empty and full of thought at 

the same time. He got up and bought her another coffee for the road, then took 

her out to the truck and let her in. He grabbed the motorcycle and hoisted it up 

onto the truck bed, then got in the car and began to drive. He took her to work, 

because that’s where she said she wanted to be. It would keep her busy, keep her 

from having to deal with her father’s death. The ride was silent. Thunder 

mumbled testily and lightning flickered often as he drove. When they arrived, 

she got out wordlessly, as if in a trance. She smiled weakly after he had placed 

her bike in an empty space along the curb. It was the best she could do. She 

turned and walked into the office. He knew she must be in shock, but then his 

cell vibrated again and his thoughts turned elsewhere. 

… 

 He drove dangerously fast in the rain, wanting to get to the studio as fast 

as possible, even though it was only a few blocks from Dani’s office. He had a 

couple of near accidents, swerving in and out of lanes and skidding on the wet 

pavement when he followed too close. Dean didn’t mind taking risks; in fact the 

older he became the more he did it. When he reached the studio there was one 

other car in the lot, a ’67 El Dorado Fleetwood Black Cadillac. He parked 

crooked, not caring, and ran into the studio and out of the rain. A young man sat 

in Dean’s chair; he was blond, his skin cream and roses; but his features were 

angular and somehow disproportionate. 

 “Hello, Glen,” Dean said quietly.  

 “Dean,” he answered.  

 Dean shrugged. “What are you doing here?”  

 “You don’t know?” When silence answered, he began again. “You’re 

breaking the rules, Dean. You know you can’t be so familiar with outsiders…”  



 Dean’s eyes narrowed. “What, you mean Dani? She’s a business 

acquaintance. That’s it.”  

 Glen raised his eyebrows in question but Dean didn’t say anymore. “I’m 

your friend … you aren’t allowed a lot of friends in this world, and I am your 

friend. But you can’t break rules that have been in place for many a year.” 

 “I’m not.” 

 Glen nodded once. “You need to be careful. We’ll be watching.” He stood up 

in one smooth motion, and walked out the door. Dean plunked down in his chair, 

not knowing what to think. His situation was precarious at best, mortal at worst. 

He began to paint to take away the thoughts. There was an equal amount of pain 

and joy when he put his brush to the canvas, as always. As he painted, the 

stormy day turned to dusk, to night. He created many things, but one painting 

astounded him as he finished it. It was a picture of the inside of a church 

engulfed in fire, the stained glass windows shining brilliantly in the light of the 

night and the flame. He recognized the church as St. Mary’s, one of the oldest 

churches in the city. It was abandoned now, left to crumble and fall.  But the 

importance of the painting was not the church; it was the boy sleeping in one of 

the pews, as the fire threatened to consume him. St. Mary’s was only about 

fifteen minutes away from the studio. Dean decided to do something he’d never 

done before: try to save something that mattered.  He walked out the door and 

began to drive. Lightning seared the sky as the thunder echoed into nothingness. 

 When he reached the church, he could see smoke creeping from beneath 

the doors, which were boarded up with a few two-by-fours. He ran up to the 

entrance, and pulled on the doors to find them locked. A No Trespassing sign 

hung crooked on the broken window above the doors. He swore under his breath 

as he drew out his pocket knife. Picking the lock easily, he pulled the doors open 

to feel the filthy breath of smoke wash over him. He coughed, choking, his throat 

burning as he entered, squeezing barely between the planks of wood. The church 

was a whirlpool of smoke and light, the drapes on fire, the colors of the stained 

glass windows burning brightly in the flame. He held his hand up to his eyes, 



squinting to see.  He knew he had to find the boy fast. He ran up to the altar, 

staring up at the giant stained glass window behind it, of Christ on the cross. 

Everything burned, his eyes, his throat, the church. He turned and stared at the 

rows upon rows of empty pews, and that was when his eyes fell upon a small 

child who appeared to be sleeping in the third pew. Dean ran to the boy and 

found him unconscious. He scooped him up in his arms, starting to run towards 

the doors but as he did, a burning rafter fell in front of him, blocking his escape. 

He heard sirens outside, of fire engines and police cars. He pivoted, looking for 

another way out. The only open path was to the stairs, so he sprinted up them to 

flee the fire pursuing him. The smoke swallowed him as he searched. Quickly he 

laid the boy on the floor, and he muttered “Forgive me” as he took a Bible from 

the pew, hurling it at one of the windows. The glass shattered and a gust of rain 

blew in, pushing him back. He lifted the boy and climbed out the window and 

onto the roof; they were very high up, the ground was very far down. He skidded 

on the wet roof and fell, sliding to the edge but his shoes caught on the gutter, 

stopping the two of them from plunging over. In combination the rain and the 

smoke overwhelmed him. Dean was exhausted as he held the boy in his arms, 

trying to decide what to do. He could see the blurry lights of the fire trucks below 

him, hear the sirens wailing into the wet night. No one had seen them yet, and 

he knew it had to stay that way. He closed his eyes, clutched the boy in his arms, 

and slid off the roof. They fell straight down like an arrow from the sky, and the 

fiery backdrop made the two look like a shooting star plummeting to the earth, 

wreathed in shadow and flame. When they crashed on the ground, Dean landed 

beneath the boy. Many bones broke, including Dean’s spine. He lay there 

paralyzed for a few moments, waiting in the dark. The pain was agonizing. He 

waited. Soon he was able to wiggle his fingers, he could turn his head from side 

to side, and in a couple minutes more he had regained full control over his body. 

He stood up slowly, still cradling the boy as he began to walk toward all the 

people. When they saw him, medics rushed over and took the boy from his arms. 

Dean breathed a sigh of relief, stumbling as he neared giving in to exhaustion. 

More medics came over to him, but he said he was fine and would not allow them 



to examine him. Soon enough they dispersed, and when they did, he stood back 

and watched the church burn.  

 At the scene there were dozens of emergency vehicles, as well as a couple 

of news vans and reporters. He recognized Dani from a distance, and he 

wondered why she was there. Probably because she’d still been at the office, 

unlike anybody else. And then he walked back to his car, which he had parked on 

the side to avoid being seen. Into the night he disappeared. 

 


