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The Road to Recovery
**********************

It was the middle of the night when the men at Station 51 were rudely awakened by the blare
of the klaxon. Station 51. Engine 14. Structure fire at 3260 Easton Avenue. 3-2-6-0 Easton
Avenue. Cross street Marquette. Time out 3:15.
All six men scrambled out of bed and automatically sprung into action. They climbed into
their night gear and sprinted into the bay.
"Station 51. KMG365," responded Captain Stanley into the handset as the others jumped into
the engine and squad. He wrote down the address on a piece of paper, tore it from the
notepad and handed it to Roy who passed it over to John. Then he ran around the front of the
squad and climbed into the engine.
The fire was in a two-story house on the corner of the block and there were people standing
outside gawking. Flames were licking out of the first floor windows and a few of the second
floor windows. As soon as Johnny and Roy jumped out of the squad a man and woman ran
up to them. The woman was screaming hysterically.
"My baby is still in there! She's still in there! Please get her out!"
"Okay, Ma'am. Please, just calm down. Where, exactly, is she in the house?" Roy asked her.
"Upstairs! In that room right there!" She pointed at the house.
John looked up to where she was pointing. It was a room on the southwest corner of the
house.
tigsestuff.com/es/stories/theroad.html

1/42

3/16/12

The Road To Recovery

"PLEASE HURRY!" she pleaded.
"Okay. Just calm down—we'll get her out," John assured her.
"Cap!" Roy yelled. "We've got a child on the second floor. We're going in!"
"Okay!" acknowledged Captain Stanley.
The men from Engine 14 had already pulled a line and from the outside they began dousing
the flames that were climbing out of the windows with water. Chet and Stoker had taken a
line inside the house. Johnny and Roy donned their oxygen tanks and facemasks, Roy
grabbed the axe and the two of them entered the burning house.
Inside the smoke was so thick that they found it extremely difficult to see even a few feet in
front of them. Once they found the staircase they climbed up to the second floor and worked
their way to the child's room. Johnny felt the door to the bedroom for heat. It didn't feel hot
so he opened it and found the room full of smoke.
"This smoke is thick!" Roy exclaimed.
"Roy!" John ran over to a small bed where a little red headed girl was lying in her bed as if
asleep, with a teddy bear clutched in her arms. John quickly scooped up the little girl in his
arms, took off his oxygen mask and placed it over the girl's face.
As fast they could, they rushed through the acrid black smoke to get out of the house and
outside into the fresh air.
Once outside, they ran over towards the squad. John carefully laid the freckle-faced toddler
down in the grass and quickly shed his oxygen tank.
The mother was hysterical when they saw she wasn't moving. "AMY! AMY!" The father put
his arms around the woman to keep her back so John and Roy could work.
John started assessing the girl's condition while Roy grabbed the oxygen and the rest of the
supplies from the squad. "Roy, she's not breathing and there's no pulse!" John immediately
started administering CPR to the child.
Roy quickly sprung into action. Crouching on the ground he picked up the biophone.
"Rampart, this is County 51. How do you read?"
"Go ahead 51." It was Dr. Brackett on the other end.
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"Rampart, we have a girl, about three years of age. She was in a house fire. She was exposed
to extreme smoke. She is not breathing and there is no pulse. We're administering CPR."
Dr. Brackett gave them instructions over the biophone but nothing they tried was bringing
the little girl around. Finally, Dr. Brackett asked, "Do you have an ambulance at the scene?"
"Affirmative Rampart."
"Continue CPR and transport immediately. What's your ETA?"
"About ten minutes."
"10-4, 51"
During the ride to Rampart Johnny continued CPR on the little girl. "Come on! Don't do this
to me!" he pleaded with the lifeless child. He was determined to save her life. The stuffed
animal was still at the little girl's side. John had made sure to grab that, too. He knew the
child would be upset if her teddy bear had been left in the fire.
He was still administering CPR as they wheeled her into Rampart Emergency. Once inside a
treatment room Dr. Brackett and Dr. Early took over. John wiped the sweat from his face
with his hand and looked on as one of the nurses took the teddy bear away from the girl and
dropped it on the floor to the side of the room to get it out of the Doctors' way. John stood to
the side of the room and watched the scene until he felt he could watch no more. Eventually,
he went into the hallway and waited there.
"How's she doing?" Roy asked as he came down the hallway.
"Not good. She wasn't responding during the ride here," John said sadly.
Roy and John waited anxiously for almost a half-hour until Dr. Brackett came out of the
treatment room. He had a long look on his face as he walked up to John and Roy. "She didn't
make it."
John clenched his jaw and rubbed his forehead with the palm of his hand in frustration.
Seeing kids hurt affected John to the core. And now, a little girl died tonight because he
couldn't save her.
John and Roy heard the mother scream as Dr. Brackett broke the news to the parents. John
dropped his head in shame and his stomach twisted into a knot.
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"Oh, man," Roy whispered.
John and Roy stood in silence for a few minutes.
"You okay?" Roy eventually asked John.
John looked up at Roy, closed his eyes and shook his head. "Let's go."
Roy knew that John was upset by this tragedy, but he didn't know how upset.
**********************
"So, are you looking forward to this weekend?" Kate asked as she sat on the couch next to
John, tucking her legs beneath her.
John was engrossed in a book he was reading. "What's this weekend?" he asked without
looking up.
"You're kidding, right?"
"What's this weekend?" he repeated.
"Quit teasing!"
John looked up at her with a blank face.
"Johnny, did you forget? We were going to go down to San Diego for a long weekend!"
"Shit," he said under his breath.
"Did you really forget?"
He saw the disappointment in her face. "I forgot. I'm sorry." But, strangely, he really didn't
feel all that sorry.
"But you still have the weekend off, don't you? So we can still go, can't we?"
He shook his head. "No, I forgot to get someone to work for me, so I'll have to work on
Saturday."
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Kate looked at her husband; she knew what was behind all of this. Gently, she told him,
"John, I know that fire last week really upset you, but you've got to snap out of it. I've tried
everything I can think of to help you and nothing I do is working. John, you've got to talk to
someone." She waited for John to respond but he said nothing. "John, you know you can talk
to me," she told him softly. "What's going on inside that head of yours?"
John avoided the question by getting up from the couch and walking into the kitchen.
Kate sighed in frustration and followed him into the kitchen. She gently placed her hand on
John's arm. "Is it too late to try to get someone to fill in for you? I think it'd be good for you
to get away for awhile."
He knew Kate had been looking forward to this vacation for weeks. He had been, too. But
since that tragic fire things just weren't the same. He found himself not caring about things as
much anymore. He took a deep breath and exhaled. "Okay, I'll see what I can do."
John called all the guys he could but every one of them already had plans for Saturday. As
he was hanging up from the last call Kate came walking out of the bedroom. He looked at
her and shook his head. "No luck. Everybody's busy."
"Johnny, I just don't understand how you could've forgotten." She had been looking forward
to this weekend so badly.
Shrugging his shoulders, he simply replied, "I don't know. I just forgot."
"Well, you have tomorrow off, right? We could do something tomorrow—just the two of
us," she suggested, still hopeful.
John shook his head again. "I can't. I promised Roy I'd help him paint his house."
"You can't help him another day?"
"No, I promised him I'd help tomorrow." John said more brusquely, clenching his jaw.
"Johnny, you promised me that we were going to San Diego this weekend. What about your
promise to me? You know that my boss and me have been working on this case so hard and
now that it's over, I finally have a day off. Finally!"
John's temper was getting the best of him now and he couldn't stand it anymore. Raising his
voice he yelled, "No, Kate, I can't! Now can we forget about this? I don't want to hear any
more about—," he paused as he flailed his arm around, "—about this week-end. I just forgot!
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Okay? Now let's just drop it! There's nothing I can do!"
Kate looked at him incredulously; she couldn't believe what she was hearing. He had never
spoken to her before like that. Yes, they'd had disagreements before, but he'd never yelled at
her so angrily this way. "Well, I guess I'll just go in to work tomorrow. No sense in me
wasting vacation time," she said, curtly. Grabbing her coat she walked over to door.
"Where are you going?"
"For a walk! Don't bother waiting up."
"Come on, Kate. I'm sorry. Kate!" he pleaded as she slammed the door behind her.
**********************
"Hey, Roy," John said as he stepped out of his Rover at Roy's house the next morning.
"Hi, John. Thanks for helping me with this."
"Anytime. Just give me a brush and show me where to start."
"You look tired. Didn't you sleep much last night?"
Johnny replied only with a grunt.
Roy looked at him curiously. "Well, I thought we'd start on this side."
As John began to paint, he thought about what happened between him and Kate the evening
before.
Roy saw the troubled look on John's face and wondered what was going on with him.
"Are you going to tell me what's got you bugged?" Roy finally asked his friend.
"What do you mean?" John asked, continuing to paint.
"I don't know, it just looks like something's on your mind."
"Yeah," he mumbled.
"Is it anything you want to talk about?"
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"Kate and I kind of had an argument last night," he replied, still focusing on his painting. "I
guess I lost my temper and yelled at her some," he admitted.
"Really?" Roy was curious what they had argued about but he didn't think he should ask any
questions. After all, when he and Joanne had arguments, he didn't particularly like discussing
them with other people.
John stopped painting, rested his hands on the edge of the ladder and looked at Roy. "Well,
don't you want to know what it was about?"
"Only if you want to tell me."
John clenched his jaw and continued painting. Finally, he could stand it no longer. "Okay,
I'll tell you. We were supposed to go to San Diego this weekend and I totally forgot about
it."
"How could you forget something like that?"
"I don't know. I just forgot! For crying out loud, can't a person forget something?" he asked,
exasperated.
"Was she mad?" Roy asked as he dipped his brush into the paint.
"More hurt and disappointed than mad." He frowned. "It would've been better if she'd gotten
mad."
"You mean you'd feel less guilty if she'd gotten mad at you," Roy observed, smirking.
"I suppose," he quietly said, clenching his jaw.
"You know, I remember Kate talking about that trip. She must really have been
disappointed." He looked at John out of the corner of his eye. After a few minutes, he asked,
"Have you thought about talking to anyone?"
"What's that supposed to mean?"
Roy stopped painting to look at John. "Ever since that fire you haven't been yourself. I mean,
you've done fine on the job, but you're not your usual self." And then he added the clincher:
"Everyone's noticed."
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"Now what do you mean by that? 'Everyone's noticed?' I'm fine. I don't need to see
anybody," he said, tersely.
Sure you don't, Junior. Sure you don't.
Later on, Joanne came out of the house. Shielding her eyes from the sun with her hand she
looked up at John on his ladder. "John, what are you doing here? Roy told me you were
coming today but I told him that you and Kate had plans to go to San Diego! What
happened? Why aren't you two in San Diego?"
John exhaled, braced his arms against the ladder and looked down at Joanne. "I screwed up.
I forgot about the trip and couldn't get anyone to fill in for me at the last minute," he said
bluntly.
"Oh," was all Joanne said. She didn't want to ask any more questions; it sounded like John
was upset enough already. "Well, I'm going to go in and start lunch. I'll call you when it's
ready."
Around lunchtime Joanne opened the door to the house and called to the guys outside,
"Lunch is on!"
Johnny and Roy left their brushes and rollers in the paint pans and covered them with
cellophane. Then they climbed down the ladders, washed their hands outside with the garden
hose and went inside the house to eat.
"Roy, do you mind if I use your phone? I thought I'd call Kate." He was feeling more and
more guilty by the minute about messing up their vacation. He wanted to talk to her and
apologize.
"Go ahead," Roy replied between bites of his sandwich.
John walked over to the phone and dialed Kate's office. There was no answer. Maybe she's
at lunch. After all, Kate was the only assistant her boss had and their office did close from
twelve to one o'clock. But then again, Kate usually ate lunch at her desk. I'll just try again
later.
When John and Roy were finished with lunch they continued painting. After a few hours
John asked, "Roy, can I use your phone to try calling Kate again?"
"Sure you can. You don't have to ask, you know."
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John washed the latex paint off of his hands and cleaned his shoes before stepping back into
the house. He looked around for Joanne but didn't see her. So, he walked over to the phone
and dialed again.
He let it ring almost 20 times before giving up. Johnny hung up the phone and went back
outside. "There's still no answer at Kate's work. Now why would that be—in the middle of
the day like this?" he asked Roy, not really expecting an answer.
"Well, maybe she took off early and went shopping or went home," Roy offered.
"Yeah, I never thought of that. You know, I think I'll stop and pick up some flowers for her
on the way home."
**********************
Inside the house Joanne turned the television on to catch her favorite show while she did
some cleaning. A news bulletin caught her attention. She listened to it, then walked outside
and over to Roy's ladder. "Roy, can I talk to you for a minute?"
"Can it wait? I'll be done with this side in about 20 minutes."
"No, Roy, this can't wait. I really need to talk to you now," she said in a hushed voice.
Concerned, he laid his paint roller in the pan and climbed down the ladder. "What's the
matter?"
Joanne motioned for him to come inside the house.
"What's going on?" he asked once they were inside.
In a quiet voice Joanne said, "Roy, you know the lawyer that Kate works for?"
"You mean Ed Galloway," he answered just as quietly, wondering why they were trying to
be so secretive.
Joanne took a deep breath and nodded her head.
"Why? What's wrong?"
"There's a hostage situation going on downtown and it's at his office. I checked the phone
book and there's only one lawyer named Ed Galloway in Los Angeles."
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"Oh, man," Roy muttered under his breath. "What did the television say?"
"Well, all they've said is that a man walked into his office with a gun late this morning and
some people heard shots fired. Whoever this guy is, he's still in the office and he isn't
coming out. Roy, I'm scared. I don't know what we should do—you know—about John."
Just then Johnny entered the house. "Can I use your phone again?" He thought he would try
Kate's office one last time.
"Go right ahead," Joanne answered. Then she gave Roy that 'What are we going to do?' look.
John walked over to the phone and dialed—there was still no answer. As he hung up the
receiver he looked up and noticed that Roy and Joanne were staring at him strangely.
"What?"
"Have you tried calling Kate at home?" Roy asked. Maybe Kate's at home—maybe she's not
at work. At least he hoped that was the case.
"No, I haven't tried there yet." John dialed their apartment but there was no answer there
either. "No answer," he told them.
Roy knew now that he had to tell John what was going on. Carefully, he said, "John, on the
television this afternoon they've been covering some kind of a hostage situation here in
town."
"Yeah? So?"
"John, it's happening at Ed Galloway's office," he answered quietly.
"Yeah, right. You guys are pulling one over on me." He studied his friends' faces. "You're
joking, right?"
"John, we're not joking. We wouldn't joke about something like that," Joanne replied softly.
"They've been covering it on television this afternoon, and all they're saying, so far, is that a
man went into Ed Galloway's office this morning and that he hasn't come out yet." She
hesitantly added, "And some people heard shots fired."
Just then the programming on television was interrupted with another bulletin. All three of
them gave it their full attention.

tigsestuff.com/es/stories/theroad.html

10/42

3/16/12

The Road To Recovery

"This is Dave Miller with KXLA. I'm standing outside the Dunwright Building on the 92nd
block of Fillmore Avenue. This morning, at approximately eleven o'clock, a man carrying a
gun entered the Dunwright Building and then entered the office of Attorney Ed Galloway.
Other workers in the building reported that shots were fired at one point—some reported
hearing one shot, others reported hearing two. At this time we do not know if anyone has
been injured. Inside the office were Attorney Ed Galloway and his assistant. It is believed
that there were no others in the office at that time. The gunman is still in the building
holding Mr. Galloway and his assistant hostage." The reporter then took a few steps towards
a man standing nearby. "Next to me is Lieutenant Tim Matthews from the Los Angeles
Police Department. Thank you for talking to us today, Lieutenant Matthews. Can you
provide us with any updates?"
"We know that the gunman is Joe McDonald, the brother of Frank McDonald. Mr. Galloway
defended Frank McDonald unsuccessfully in court last week on manslaughter charges. We
believe that Mr. Joe McDonald could possibly be seeking revenge for the conviction of his
brother."
Johnny's stomach dropped. I've heard Kate say that name. That's the case they just wrapped
up. Johnny was starting to sweat a little now. He nervously ran his hands through his hair,
his eyes never leaving the television.
"Lieutenant, are there negotiations currently being made with the gunman? What are his
demands?"
"Right now his demands are that we release his brother and give both of them full immunity
and allow them passage into Mexico."
"Will that happen, Lieutenant?"
"At this time we are not negotiating."
"Lieutenant, can you tell us if anyone inside has been injured?"
"I have no comment on that."
"Do you have any idea what this man is capable of?"
"I have no comment on that either."
"WHAT? What does he mean by that?" John yelled at the television.
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"It probably means he just doesn't know anything for certain yet," said Roy.
"Well, then why doesn't he say that? Why say 'No comment?' Why would he say that?" he
demanded as he looked around nervously. "I've got to get down there!" Johnny's heart was
pounding so hard it felt like it was going to come out of his chest.
"I'll drive you, John," Roy said.
Joanne watched as John and Roy ran outside and sped away to Kate's office building. After
they left Joanne sat silently, hoping and praying that everything would be all right. It had to
be.
**********************
When John and Roy arrived at the scene they found that part of the city block was barricaded
off. There were ambulances standing by, along with at least a half-dozen police cars, a
SWAT team and the engine and squad from Station 14.
John and Roy sought out Captain Wilson of Station 14. "Cap!" John yelled when they saw
him. "Cap! John Gage from Station 51. This is my partner, Roy DeSoto."
The Captain walked over to them and shook their hands. "Hi, John. Hi, Roy. What are you
doing here?" He noticed that John and Roy were out of uniform.
"Cap, my wife works for Ed Galloway."
John's news caught the Captain off-guard. "Oh, I'm sorry John. Well, we're not sure of a
whole lot right now—."
"Cap, please, you've got to tell me everything you know."
"Okay, but you can't tell this to anybody else, understand?" He looked at both men.
Roy and John nodded their heads in agreement.
The Captain continued, "Well, the police have been on the phone with the gunman. We
believe that Mr. Galloway has been shot. Right now his assistant is being held hostage. Is
that your wife?"
Johnny turned his head away and ran his hand over his face. "Yeah." He turned back to the
Captain. "Is there anything else that you know?"
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Reluctantly, the Captain added, "John, this guy's been arrested on drug charges himself
before. And I overhead the police say that he's been accused of murder but has never been
convicted."
I cannot believe this is even happening! "Why aren't the police doing anything? I don't
understand! Why is this taking so long?"
The Captain kept calm; he understood John's frustration and fear. "They're doing all they can
right now, John. Right now they just want to keep this guy happy while they figure out a
way to get the SWAT team in there without anyone else getting hurt."
He means Kate. Without Kate getting hurt. Johnny was trying his best to hold it all together
considering the blow he was he was just dealt. He took deep breath and asked, "Just tell me
this, Cap. Do the police know if she's okay?"
"Well, they've talked with her once, I believe."
"Cap, I've got to talk to someone from the police department here. Who can I talk to?"
"Let me see if I can get the Lieutenant over here." Captain Wilson got on the dispatch.
"Lieutenant Matthews, this is Captain Wilson from Engine 14. I've got an LA County
paramedic over here. His wife is Mr. Galloway's assistant and he'd like to ask you some
questions. Can you come over?"
Over the dispatch John heard, "10-4. Tell him I'll be there in a few minutes."
Johnny paced nervously—his nerves were as tight as a knot. Roy just stood silently by John's
side. There wasn't anything Roy could do but just be there for his best friend.
Captain Wilson introduced them with the Lieutenant when he walked over. "John, Roy, this
is Lieutenant Matthews with the LAPD. Lieutenant, this is John Gage and Roy DeSoto.
They're paramedics and firefighters with the LA County Fire Department. Lieutenant, John's
wife is Mr. Galloway's assistant."
Johnny anxiously asked the Lieutenant, "Do you know if Kate's okay, Lieutenant? I heard
that you've talked with her?"
"John, I'm going to be honest, but don't let this go beyond you. We've talked with your wife
and she's indicated that Mr. Galloway has been shot. McDonald is making threats to hurt her
next if his demands are not met. We're taking his threats very seriously, and at the same time
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we're working on getting a SWAT team inside the building to take control of the situation."
"Lieutenant, if this guy is capable of murder, you've got to get her out of there! You've got to
get her out now!" John was starting to lose his temper. Kate was in extreme danger and there
wasn't a damn thing he could do about it. "Why don't you just give this guy what he wants?"
he asked, exasperated.
Calmly, the Lieutenant replied, "We're prepared for that, but only as a last resort. We have
every reason to believe that we'll get a SWAT team in there any minute to take care of this
whole thing."
Johnny was not getting the answers he wanted to hear. He wanted Kate out of that building
—NOW!
Over the dispatch on the Engine 14 they head an urgent voice, "Lieutenant Matthews, we
need you to report back to base immediately!"
"What's going on? What happened?" asked John frantically. But the Lieutenant swiftly left
without answering him. John followed right behind him without the Lieutenant noticing.
As the Lieutenant approached the other officers, one of them told him, "Lieutenant,
McDonald is being very vague but we believe that he's about to do or has already done
something drastic."
Johnny stood there in horror. It felt like someone had stabbed him in the stomach and twisted
the knife. His head started spinning and he had to lean against the police car to steady
himself. Everything was a blur to him. All he knew was that there were people quickly
moving everywhere around him, talking incessantly about making plans to somehow enter
the building. Johnny slowly walked back to the fire engine in a daze where Roy was waiting.
He sat on the back of the truck and dropped his head in his hands. He felt so helpless. Kate
needed help so desperately and there was nothing he could do but wait and trust that the
police knew what they were doing. IF THE POLICE DON'T GET THIS GUY, I'M GOING
TO GET HIM AND KILL HIM WITH MY OWN BARE HANDS!
John looked up to see Roy standing over him. He dropped his head again and shook it from
side to side. "He's going to hurt her Roy. The bastard is going to hurt her and I can't do
anything to stop it. But you want to know what the worst part is?
"What's that?" Roy whispered as he sat next to John on the bumper.
He stood up, turned around and faced Roy. "The worst part is that this wouldn't have
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happened if we had gone to San Diego. She was looking forward to that trip and I blew it
off! I didn't forget about it. I just didn't want to go! And to top it all off, I yelled at her last
night for NO REASON! She didn't deserve to get yelled at like that! DAMMIT ROY!
WHAT IN THE HELL IS WRONG WITH ME?" John suddenly punched the vehicle with
his fist. "DAMMIT!"
They both were quiet for a few minutes until John spoke again.
"God, Roy. What if he—?" Johnny struggled to keep his composure but it was getting harder
and harder to keep it under control. He leaned against the truck, facing away from Roy. He
was thinking the worst and he couldn't help it.
Roy didn't know what to say to try to comfort his friend. He couldn't even comprehend what
John was going through because he couldn't imagine what he would do if anything ever
happened to Joanne.
Johnny slapped the truck again in frustration. "DAMMIT! Why don't they let me know
anything? What's taking so long?"
Roy stood up. "I'll walk over and see if there's anything I can find out."
After Roy left, John closed his eyes and said his prayers.
Suddenly Johnny was jolted by the sound of a gunshot from inside the building. He ran over
to the police area as fast as he could. His eyes were wild with fear. "What's going on? What's
happening?" But nobody was answering him. Johnny spotted the Lieutenant talking into his
handset and rushed over to him. "LIEUTENANT! WHAT'S HAPPENING?"
The Lieutenant had just wrapped up his conversation with whoever was at the other end of
the line. He looked over John's shoulder, ignoring him, and motioned to his officers. "Let's
get those paramedics inside that building now! MOVE IT!" He then turned towards John and
spoke quickly, but in low tones. "John, our men are inside Galloway's office. McDonald has
shot himself."
"What about my wife!"
The Lieutenant looked over at Roy who was standing next to John.
"Lieutenant, what about Kate!" John repeated.
"John, we don't know. We're sending the paramedics in there now."
tigsestuff.com/es/stories/theroad.html

15/42

3/16/12

The Road To Recovery

Johnny looked towards the building and saw the paramedics from Station 14 scrambling
inside. He turned back towards the Lieutenant. "That's it? That's all you know?" he asked, his
voice loud with frustration.
"I'm afraid so."
"Lieutenant, maybe we can help inside," Roy said. At least he knew that he could help. And
he knew that Johnny needed to see Kate with his own eyes.
The Lieutenant looked at them apprehensively, but he knew that Roy was right, he probably
could help out the other paramedics. However, he didn't think John should enter the building
in case the worst had happened. He looked at Roy and told him, "Okay, you can go." He
then turned to John. "But you stay out of the building, John."
"Lieutenant, you've got to let me in there!"
Roy stepped closer to Johnny and spoke to him quietly. "Johnny, he's right. I'll go in and
check on Kate. I'll make sure she's getting the best care and I'll let you know something as
soon as I can."
Johnny was so frustrated he wanted to punch something or someone. He didn't know what to
do with all of the gut-wrenching emotions that were going through him. He needed to see
Kate himself! "Roy, I've got to get in there!" he shouted.
Roy looked Johnny straight in the eyes and said calmly, "Johnny, listen to me. I think it's
best if you stay out here. Do you understand?"
John looked at Roy. He didn't understand why his friend wouldn't want him in there with his
own wife.
"Do you understand?" Roy repeated.
By the look on Roy's face Johnny now understood what Roy meant. His heart felt like it was
going to explode just thinking about what might have happened to Kate. Johnny swallowed
hard and reluctantly nodded his head in agreement. "Yeah," he said under his breath. "Yeah,
I do. But Roy, promise me that you'll let me know something as soon as you can."
"Don't worry. I will." With that, Roy turned and ran towards and into the building.
**********************
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Roy caught up to the other paramedics and followed them into the attorney's office. The
SWAT team and policemen were already combing through the office. One of the first things
Roy saw was what he believed to be McDonald's dead body. He was sprawled on the floor
just inside the office. He had sustained a gunshot wound to the head and the gun was lying
close by his body.
In the next room he saw Kate's boss lying on the floor with paramedics working over him.
Then he heard a paramedic call out, "He's alive!"
Roy wondered where Kate was. And then he saw her. She was crouched on the floor in one
corner of the room, hidden by the desk. The paramedics would not have seen her right away
when they entered the office. She was rocking back and forth hugging her knees against her
chest and staring vacantly at the floor.
"Kate?" Roy asked softly. "Kate? It's Roy," he said again as he moved closer to her. Roy
could see blood on her face and there were a lot of bruises on her arms, neck and face. Her
clothes were disheveled as though she'd been in a struggle. Her entire was body trembling.
Roy had no idea what she went through today, but whatever it was, it must have been hell.
Kate didn't respond. He tried again, kneeling on the floor close to her. "Kate, it's Roy."
Kate looked at Roy; her eyes were wild with fear. "Don't come any closer!" she cried. Then
she buried her face in her arms in an almost child-like attempt to hide. "Stay away from me!"
One of the paramedics came up behind Roy. "Is she going to let us treat her?"
Roy's heart sank. "I don't think so." Roy couldn't get through to Kate, but he was sure that
John could. He turned to the paramedic, "Keep an eye on her and don't approach her. I'll be
right back."
Johnny was pacing anxiously outside the door to the building waiting for some sort of news
—any news. When he saw Roy come out of the building, he grabbed his arm and searched
his eyes for answer. "ROY! How is she?"
Roy calmly and carefully explained the situation to John. "Johnny, Kate's been beaten—she's
got a lot of bruises and lacerations."
"I'm going in there," John said, his jaw clenched.
"Wait! John, there's more. She's in shock. She wouldn't let me get near her."
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When John heard that, he turned around and ran into the building. Once inside the office he
saw Kate sitting on the floor, rocking back and forth. Her head was buried in her arms,
which were wrapped around her knees. John's stomach dropped. Oh God, Katie. What did he
do to you?
"Katie?" he said softly as he approached her. "Honey? It's Johnny. I'm right here, sweetie."
John waited for Kate to look up but she kept her head buried. He knelt down on the floor
near her.
Roy watched and prayed that Kate would respond.
"Katie? Honey, are you okay?" John got close enough to lay his hand on her trembling
shoulder. "Katie?" he whispered.
When Kate felt John's touch, she completely lost it. Her whole body convulsed as she started
to wail uncontrollably.
John leaned forward and scooped her into his arms. Kate laid her head against his chest and
sobbed as she clutched at his shirt—her body was shaking uncontrollably. John embraced her
tightly as he buried his face in her hair and wept.
Roy was relieved when Johnny broke through to Kate. Tears stung his own eyes as he
witnessed this scene between them.
"Katie, are you okay? Are you hurt anywhere?" John asked again. He was still holding her
and she was still crying. She didn't respond to his question and he wanted to get her out of
the building and to the hospital—now.
"Let me take you to the hospital, honey. Can you put your arms around my neck?"
Slowly, she wrapped her arms around John's neck, and he lifted her off of the floor. "Good
girl," he whispered. "It's going to be okay now, Katie. I've got you."
Kate clung to John, her face buried in his neck, while he carried her through the building and
outside to a waiting ambulance.
"Okay, Katie. Here we go," he said as he started to lay her on the gurney.
Kate held on to John more tightly. No!
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John could feel her resist and he heard her whimper. "Don't worry, sweetie. I'm going with
you. I'm not leaving your side. I'll be right there with you. Okay?"
"Okay, Katie?" he asked again when she didn't respond. The fact that Kate hadn't spoken yet
was scaring the hell out of him.
Finally, she nodded her head.
John gently placed her onto the gurney. She immediately turned on her side and curled up in
a ball. He pulled the blanket over her body and tucked it in around her carefully. He could
see her bruises more clearly now. They were all over, and he knew there had to be more that
he couldn't see. She also had a cut on her lip, a black eye and a bloody nose. It made his
stomach turn thinking of the beating that she must have had to go through. It was
incomprehensible how someone could do this to her.
John climbed into the back of the ambulance with Kate and the ambulance attendee. During
the entire ride he stroked Kate's hair and softly talked to her in an attempt to calm her.
Once they arrived at Rampart, John looked up at the ambulance attendee and told him,
"Okay, let's just take it slow and easy."
John leaned over Kate on the gurney, still gently stroking her forehead. "Katie, we're at
Rampart. We're going to take you in now. It's going to be okay." John looked up at the
attendee and nodded his head as a signal that they could take Kate out of the ambulance.
Dixie met them at the door and motioned them into exam room 1. She knew it was Kate that
was coming in the ambulance.
"Dix," John said quietly, "she's in shock. She hasn't said a word yet. She's completely
withdrawn."
"Okay, John." Dix went over to Kate and gently laid her hand on Kate's arm and smiled at
her reassuringly. "Hi, Kate, it's Dixie. We're going to take real good care of you. Don't you
worry."
"Hi, John," said Dr. Early as he entered the room. He approached Kate and spoke to her
quietly and kindly. "Hi, Kate. It's Dr. Early."
"Uh, Doc? I got her vitals in the ambulance on the way here." John recited Kate's vitals to
him.
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Dr. Early nodded as he wrote them on Kate's chart. "Okay, John. We'll be really careful with
her. Thanks for the information."
Dr. Early then turned his full attention to Kate. "Okay, Kate. Is it all right if I ask you some
questions?" He waited patiently for her to nod her head.
"Do you hurt anywhere?" He could clearly see her bruises and knew there would be more on
her body.
Kate nodded again.
"Can you tell me or show me where?"
Kate's eyes turned towards Dix causing Dixie's heart to sink. She had seen too many women
come into the Emergency room like this.
"John, why don't you wait in the lounge while we examine her," Dixie suggested.
John looked at Kate to see if that's what she wanted. "Do you want me to stay Kate?"
She turned her head away from him
He wanted to stay but he didn't want to upset Kate any further either. "I'll be right outside if
you need me, Katie," he reassured her before leaving the room.
**********************
"Do you want some coffee?" Roy asked as he walked over to the coffee machine in the
lounge and poured himself a cup.
"No thanks." Johnny walked over to the window and stared outside. He was preoccupied
with all of the horrific thoughts that were going through his mind.
After a few minutes Roy asked, "What are you thinking about?" He knew, of course, what
was going through John's mind, but he thought that maybe it would help if John talked about
it.
Still gazing out the window, he spoke quietly. "That I wasn't there today when she needed
me." He turned around and faced Roy. "I mean, what do you suppose was going through her
mind when her boss was shot right in front of her? Or, when that bastard was hitting her?"
Johnny turned back to the window. "She must have been so scared. She was under this guy
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—this LUNATIC'S control for hours not knowing what was going to happen to her. What
kind of a man hits a woman, Roy?"
Roy shook his head. "I don't know."
John beat himself up over and over for what happened between them. If they had only gone
away for the weekend or if he had at least spent today with her, this never would've
happened! If only he hadn't been such a jerk last night!
Roy and Johnny waited in silence for what seemed like an eternity until Dr. Early entered the
lounge. "Hi guys," he greeted them, somberly.
"How is she?" John asked anxiously.
"Johnny, as you know, she's sustained multiple bruises and lacerations. She's been beaten
pretty badly. We've taken x-rays and nothing is broken." He paused. "However, I'm afraid
there's more." Dr. Early put a hand on Johnny's shoulder. "Johnny, why don't you have a
seat?"
John didn't want to sit. "Just tell me. What else happened?" Johnny asked despondently.
What more could there possibly be?
"John, there's not an easy way to say this."
"Say what, Doc?" Johnny begged.
Dr. Early paused and gently told him, "John, Kate was raped."
Roy's face turned pale. No! He looked over at John.
To John, it felt like the floor had opened up beneath him. His feet started to give way on him
and he reached his hand back to try to find a chair. Dr. Early grabbed him by the arm as Roy
pulled a chair over for him.
John sat down and dropped his head in his hands. His chin started to quiver and tears burned
his eyes. He was completely overwhelmed by this news.
"Johnny, are you okay?" Dr. Early asked, resting his hand on John's shoulder.
He shook his head and stood up. "I can't—I have to get out of here—I have to leave." John
walked out of the room while Roy and Dr. Early watched. Once outside the hospital, he kept
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walking with no destination in mind.
**********************
It had been over an hour since John had left and Roy was relieved when he finally saw him
come back through the doors to Rampart Emergency. Joanne had joined Roy at the hospital
in the meantime.
"John, are you okay?" Joanne asked. "We've been worried about you." She looked at him; he
was pale and looked completely exhausted. His eyes were red and puffy from crying.
"Have you seen her?" he asked quietly.
"No, she didn't want to see anyone," Joanne said, sadly. "John, we're so sorry about what
happened." She reached out and touched his arm.
"Where is she?"
"She's in a private room on the third floor."
Dr. Early saw John in the hallway and walked over to him. He and Dixie had been worried
about him, too. "Hi, John. How are you doing?" he asked, concerned.
John shook his head and asked, "How's Kate?"
"She's sleeping right now. We've given her a sedative so that she can rest. Would you like to
see her?"
John nodded.
Dr. Early led him up to the third floor to Kate's room and then left so John could be alone
with her.
When John saw Kate lying in that hospital bed, he stopped, swallowed hard and rubbed his
forehead. She was lying on her side, curled up in a fetal position again.
John was so damned sick of hospitals! He was mad at the whole damned world. He was mad
at God for allowing this to happen to Kate. And he was mad at himself for getting so angry
with her the night before. Why did so many bad things have to happen to Kate? She's such a
good person. Why was she being put through so much pain in her life? She's been through so
much already!
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John sat down on a chair next to her bed and carefully moved a lock of hair off her face. His
eyes slowly shifted to her left hand and her wedding band. He placed his rough hand on her
delicate one and touched her ring. Then he lifted her hand to his lips and tenderly kissed it.
While he watched her sleep he saw how peaceful she looked—finally. He could see her
bruises more clearly now—they seemed to be everywhere. Her lip and eye were more
swollen than before. That bastard! If McDonald hadn't killed himself John would have done
it for him.
"I'm sorry, Katie," he whispered to her. "I'm so sorry." John felt responsible for what
happened to Kate and he didn't think he could ever forgive himself. John dropped his head in
shame at how he badly he had treated her and wept openly while still clinging to her hand.
Almost an hour had passed until Dr. Early came back into the room. "Johnny? She's going to
sleep through the night. Maybe you should go home and get some rest."
John nodded. He carefully laid Kate's hand down on the bed, wiped the tears from his face
and slowly got up from his chair.
Roy and Joanne were waiting for him. "Are you going to be okay tonight?"
"Yeah, I'll—," he paused as he almost broke down again. He cleared his throat and forced a
small smile for his friends. "I'll be okay," he said, almost inaudibly.
Joanne stepped forward and gave him a hug. "We love you, John. And you know that you
can always count on us—for anything."
"Call us for anything," Roy repeated as he squeezed John's shoulder.
"Thanks," he answered quietly.
John left the hospital and went home to his and Kate's apartment. He opened the door to the
refrigerator and looked inside. He hadn't eaten since lunch, but even so, he had no appetite.
He closed the refrigerator door and went into the bedroom. In the corner of the room sat the
suitcase that Kate had brought out from the closet the night before. It even had a few of
Kate's things in it for the trip to San Diego. John dropped his head in shame. He had let
Katie down so badly. She had encouraged him to open up to her about that fire, but he had
refused. He had turned her away. And now Katie was paying the price.
**********************
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The next morning Kate woke up early. It took her a while to comprehend where she was and
to remember what had happened. But once she did remember, she started getting sick to her
stomach. She threw back the bed covers, hurried into the bathroom and threw up into the
toilet. As she stood in front of the sink washing up she caught her reflection in the mirror.
She didn't know who this person was that was staring back at her; she had bruises all over
her face, neck and shoulders. She looked down at her arms and legs—they were covered
with bruises, too. Then she looked back up into the mirror. One of her eyes was black and
blue and almost swollen shut, while her bottom lip was cut and swollen. She brought her
hand up to touch her lip and winced from the pain. Tears came to her eyes. She tried to see
through the tears as she stumbled over to the shower. She turned the hot water on full blast,
undressed and stepped inside. Once she was inside the shower, knowing that nobody could
hear her, she wailed as she remembered every detail of the previous day. She sobbed
uncontrollably as the hot water ran over her body. WHY! WHY DID THIS HAPPEN? WHY?
That same morning John rose early and packed some things for Kate into a suitcase. He
wanted to be at the hospital when she woke up. On the way to the hospital he stopped and
bought some flowers. When he stepped inside Kate's room at Rampart he saw that her bed
was empty. He placed the vase of flowers on the nightstand next to the bed and he set the
suitcase in the closet. Then he heard the shower going in the bathroom—and he heard Kate
crying. It was a gut-wrenching sound. He left her room so that she wouldn't be embarrassed
when she came out of the bathroom. He'd wait awhile before he'd come back in again.
Dr. Early arrived to check on her shortly after she'd crawled back into bed.
"How are you feeling this morning, Kate?"
"Sore," she replied, wiping the tears from her eyes.
After Dr. Early took her BP and checked her over, Kate pulled the covers up to her chin and
whispered, "Does Johnny know?"
"Yes, and he's awfully worried about you. Do you want to see him? He's right outside."
Kate nodded her head.
Dr. Early opened the door and gestured to John to come in. "She needs you right now,
Johnny," he told him quietly and then left them alone.
John entered her room and looked at Kate. She looked so pale and fragile.
Kate reached for him with trembling arms. "Johnny!" her voice cracked.
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John quickly went over and sat next to her on the edge of her bed, taking her in his arms and
holding her as tightly as possible without hurting her.
"Why did this have to happen?" she cried. "Why me?"
Tears came to Johnny's eyes and his stomach knotted up. "I don't know, sweetie. I don't
know."
Kate buried her face against John's chest and sobbed.
The only thing John knew to do was to keep holding her, rub her back and stroke her hair.
And he did that for a long time before Kate eventually loosened her grip on John and sat
back slightly. John handed her some tissues to wipe her eyes.
"How are you feeling?" he asked while caressing her bruised face as softly as he could.
"Awful." She blew her nose. "Sore." She studied John's face. He looked so sad. Sad didn't
even describe it. She didn't know what the word was to describe the way he looked. But she
had seen that look too many times—after her car accident and when she had miscarried.
"I'm sorry, Johnny."
John wrinkled his brow in confusion. "What do you mean?" he asked softly.
"I'm sorry for all of the trouble and worrying I'm always putting you through. And for all of
these damned stupid things that happen to me. You must think you married someone some
stupid idiot who's jinxed for life. Lord knows I feel that way myself, sometimes."
John couldn't believe his ears. His eyes narrowed as he looked at her. "Trouble!" he
whispered incredulously. "Katie, you're never a trouble. I can't believe you would even think
that," he told her softly.
Kate looked down in shame and in embarrassment.
John placed his hand under her chin and gently lifted it. "Look at me, Katie." He cupped her
face in his hands and brushed away her tears with his thumbs, being careful of her swollen
eye. "You're my whole life!" he told her softly. "Yes, I worry about you, but that's never
going to stop—ever—no matter what! I love you. And I'm the one who should be sorry. I'm
sorry I yelled at you. I never should've done that. I'm so sorry, sweetie." John pulled her
close again as his eyes filled up with tears.
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"I love you, too." She wrapped her arms around his neck. "What would I do without you?"
"That's exactly what I was thinking yesterday," John said, burying his face in her hair. "What
would I have done if I had lost you?"
**********************
John was reading a magazine in Kate's room while Kate took a nap. She was sleeping
soundly.
A woman entered her room and, seeing that Kate was asleep, walked over to John and
extended her hand. "Hi, I'm Dr. Laura Kirkpatrick," she softly said so as not to wake Kate.
He stood up and shook her hand. "Hi, Doctor. John Gage. Are you one of Kate's doctors?"
he asked quietly.
"Yes, I will be." She smiled kindly at John and sat down in the chair next to his. "Please,
sit." She gestured him to sit back down in his chair. She continued to speak in low tones.
"I'm a Psychiatrist." Right away she could tell that John felt uncomfortable. "So, tell me
John, how are you doing?"
He had never talked with a psychiatrist before and didn't quite know what to say or how to
act. "Let's just say I've been better." He didn't know any other way to answer that question
that everyone seemed to be asking.
She nodded her head in understanding.
"I, uh, I guess I don't know what to say. I mean, I've never talked to a psychiatrist before."
"That's okay, John. How about if I start?"
"Sure." He was relieved.
"Is Kate withdrawing from you emotionally or pushing you away?"
Johnny shook his head. "No, not really."
"I'm very glad to hear that."
He looked sadly over at Kate, who was still in a deep sleep. "I feel as though all of this is my
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fault," he confessed.
"Why do you say that, John?"
John shifted in his chair uncomfortably. "Well, Katie and I were supposed to go to San
Diego for a long weekend. I didn't ask for the time off," he admitted. "She wouldn't have
been at work if we would've been in San Diego and this never would have happened to her."
"Is there a reason why you didn't ask for the time off?"
John nodded. "I'm a paramedic and a few weeks ago a little girl died in a fire. I couldn't save
her," he said sadly. "I don't know—I guess I've been feeling guilty for not being able to save
her and—," he paused and then continued, "and I'm feeling sorry for myself." It was hard for
him to admit that, but it was true.
She nodded and pondered the situation for a moment. "Did you do your best to save the little
girl, John?"
"Yes," he said quietly.
"Was there anything that you could have done to save her that you didn't do?"
John looked down at his hands. "No." Hastily he added, "But if we'd gotten there sooner, she
might've made it."
"Might have, John. She might have made it. And if the fire would have been called in earlier
you would have been there earlier."
John knew what she was getting at. Deep down inside he had known this but maybe he just
needed someone else to point it out to him.
"It's natural to grieve over something like that, John. It only shows you're human. But you've
got to move on with your own life."
John nodded in agreement. He knew that now. He knew how hard he had made it on others
who were around him—Roy, the other guys at the station, Katie…
"Doc, what about Kate? What's going to happen to her? I mean, will she ever get over this?"
"John, many rape victims feel as though it was their fault."
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"But why would that be? I mean, there was nothing she could have done!" He couldn't
understand why Kate would feel guilty.
The Doctor explained, "Well, she's probably thinking that she could have fought harder, or
that there was something she could have done to stop it." She paused and then added, "Many
times they're embarrassed, and often times they'll turn away from their boyfriends and
husbands. Sometimes, they'll even develop a mistrust of men—no matter who they are."
"But why would that be? I mean, there was nothing she could have done!" He couldn't
understand why Kate would feel guilty over what happened. Johnny got up from his seat and
paced the room in frustration. He stopped and turned towards the Doctor. "What can I do to
help her? I don't know what to do!"
"I'm afraid there's really nothing specific you can do, John. You simply just have to be
understanding and be patient with her. Let her know that you love her."
"Is that it? I've been trying to do that already."
"That's great, John. Just keep doing that," she encouraged him. "Just keep doing what you're
doing."
"Doc, have you talked with her yet?"
"Not yet. But I'll stop by again when she's not sleeping." After a pause, she asked, "Is there
anything else you'd like to ask me?"
"No. Not now, anyway. Thanks. I really appreciate it," he smiled weakly.
"You're welcome, John. Remember, just be patient with her. She really needs you now, even
if she doesn't always show it."
**********************
Monday afternoon John took Kate home from the hospital.
"Do you want to lie down, Katie?" he asked as held the apartment door open for her.
Kate nodded her head.
John set her suitcase down once they reached the bedroom. "I'll unpack your suitcase for
you."
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Meanwhile, she took some pajamas out of a drawer, went into the bathroom and turned on
the shower. While she showered he unpacked her suitcase and put everything away. He
stayed in the living room until he heard the shower being turned off and then he went back
into the bedroom to check on her.
"Everything's unpacked," he told her when she came out of the bathroom. "Are you hungry?
Do you want anything to eat?
"No," she replied quietly as she climbed into bed.
"Can I get you something to read?"
"No. I just want to take a nap," she said as she pulled the covers over her.
"Okay. Well, do you want me to wake you for supper?" he asked, tucking her into bed.
"That'd be nice. Thanks." She smiled weakly.
"Okay. Sleep tight." He kissed her forehead and turned to leave.
"Johnny?"
John quickly turned around. "Yeah?"
"You're not going to go anywhere, are you? I mean, are you going to stay home?"
Kate looked like a frightened child. "I'm not going anywhere, Katie. I'll be right outside the
whole time. Just call me if you need anything."
Satisfied, she pulled the covers up to her chin and turned over on her side.
**********************
Later that afternoon the phone rang. "Hello?"
"Hi, John, it's Roy. I was just calling to see how Kate was doing."
"She's doing okay, but she's pretty scared and depressed."
"Oh. What does her doctor say?"
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"She says to give her time. But I can't help but worry about her."
"Yeah, I see what you mean." Roy paused slightly, not sure of what to say next. He
wondered how John was doing but he could tell that John wasn't holding up too well. "Is
there anything I can do?"
"No, but thanks for asking. Are you at work?" John could hear the klaxon sounding in the
background.
"Yeah. I'm sorry, John, but I've got to run. I'll talk to you later, okay?"
"Yeah. Thanks for calling." No sooner had John hung up the phone when it rang again.
"Hello?"
"Hi, John. How are you doing?"
"Hi, Joanne. I just got done talking to Roy. We're doing okay."
Joanne could hear the sadness in John's voice. "John, really, how are you two doing?"
John let out a deep breath. "Joanne, she's really doing better than I expected considering
what she's been through. But she's pretty scared and depressed."
"I'm so sorry, John." She paused and asked him, "Do you think she'd mind a visitor? I could
stop over today."
"Yeah, that might be good for her."
"How about if stop over around four o'clock?"
"Okay. Thanks Joanne."
When four o'clock rolled around he heard a knock on the door.
"Thanks for stopping by," John greeted Joanne as he let her into the apartment.
"How's she doing?"
"Well, she's still in the bedroom. She's been in there all day."
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"Have you two talked about what happened?"
John shook his head. "Not much. She doesn't want to talk about it. And I don't want to push
her."
Joanne nodded. "Well, I'll go in and see how she's doing, okay?"
"Thanks Joanne. I'd really appreciate it," he said, gratefully. John walked over to the
bedroom door, opened it and stepped inside. "Katie, Joanne is here. She came to see you."
Kate groaned. "Johnny, can you just tell her I'm sleeping? I'm really not in the mood for
visitors."
"She wants to see you, Katie. She's worried about you and she came all the way over here.
Just for a few minutes, okay?"
"Okay," Kate gave in. She was in no mood to argue; nor, did she have the energy.
John stepped back out of the bedroom and gestured to Joanne. "She's pretty tired but she said
you could come in."
"Thanks, John." She slowly opened the bedroom door, walked into the room and closed the
door behind her.
Kate was awake, lying on her side.
Joanne sat on the edge of Kate's bed. "Hi, Kate," she said softly. "How are you feeling?"
"Awful."
"I'm so sorry. Is there anything I can do?"
Kate shook her head.
"Do you want to talk about it?"
"I don't even want to think about it." Tears came to Kate's eyes.
Joanne looked at her sympathetically. Quietly, she told her, "Kate, you can talk to me about
anything. You know that."
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"I know. But, I've already been through all this so many times with the psychiatrist. I really
don't want to talk about it anymore," she replied sadly.
"John is worried sick about you. Have you two talked about what happened? Have you told
him anything?"
Kate shook her head. "I can't bring myself to."
"He loves you so much. He wants to help you through this so badly," Joanne tried to reassure
her.
"I'm afraid," she said as she clutched at the covers.
"What are you afraid of?"
"I'm afraid of what he thinks of me."
Joanne squeezed Kate's arm. "Kate!" Joanne whispered, "Johnny loves you! What happened
doesn't make him think of you any differently. He loves you. He wants to help you."
"I just can't, Joanne. I'm so ashamed. I can't tell him what happened!" She started to cry—
there seemed to be no end to her tears.
"Kate, you have nothing to be ashamed of. You did nothing wrong."
"I know, that's what the doctor said. But I still can't help feeling that way," she sniffed. "I
keep thinking that there's something I could have done. I could have run, or fought harder, or
kicked and screamed more-or something!"
Calmly, Joanne told her, "No, Kate. There's nothing you could have done. You did what you
could at that time. He was so much stronger than you are. He was almost twice your size!
There's no way you could have fought him off."
Kate buried her face in her pillow and sobbed.
"I'm so sorry," Joanne comforted her, stroking her hair. "We all love you, Katie—me, Roy,
Chris and Jen. We all are so worried about you and we want to see you get better. And so
does John."
Kate wiped her eyes and looked at Joanne. "I don't know if I can do it. I don't know if I can
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tell him."
"You've got to try, Kate. Don't shut him out. He's your husband. He loves you—no matter
what. And he can help you through this. You can't keep something like this bottled up
inside."
Kate took a deep breath and exhaled. "Okay, I'll try," she finally conceded. John was being
so patient with her and she could see the sad looks on John's face every time she had shut
him out.
Joanne squeezed Kate's arm again. "We all love you so much, Kate. We're all here for you—
at anytime. I want you to know that."
"Thanks," she said quietly.
"Do you think you could talk to him now?"
Kate took another deep breath and nodded her head.
Joanne smiled. "Good. I'm glad. I'll call you tomorrow, okay?"
"Okay," she sniffed. As Joanne left the room she sat up in bed and propped herself up with
pillows with the covers pulled up to her chest. She was wiping the tears from her eyes when
John slowly opened the bedroom door.
"Katie, can I come in?"
She looked at him and nodded.
"Is there anything you need? Can I get you anything?"
"No, John. I don't need you to get me anything." She extended her hand towards him.
John went over to her and gently took her hand in his. He slowly sat down on the edge of the
bed beside her, lifted her hand and pressed his lips against it. "How are you doing?" he
whispered as he caressed her hand.
Kate shrugged her shoulders. "Not so great." Then she added, "I'm sorry, John. I'm sorry I've
been so mean to you."
"I just want to help you, honey," he said, squeezing her hand.
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"I know," she said with guilt.
They sat quietly for a few minutes until John asked, "Can you use a hug, Katie?"
Her chin started to quiver and she nodded her head. "Yes," she whispered.
He leaned forward, gathered her into his arms and gently pulled her close.
Once she was in John's arms she realized how much she had needed this. She had needed
him so badly and hadn't allowed herself feel it. "Tighter," she whispered.
John squeezed his arms around her more tightly and buried his head in her hair. "I love you,
Katie. I want to help you in whatever way I can. I love you so much."
"I love you, too." She closed her eyes as he held her, breathing in the scent of his after-shave
that she loved.
"Katie?"
"Hmm?"
"I'm so sorry."
"What do you mean?"
"I'm sorry we didn't go to San Diego," he whispered, his voice cracking with emotion.
"I don't care about that, John," she replied softly.
"But this wouldn't have happened if we had gone."
"John, I don't want to think about what could've been. What I need from you now is to lay
with me and just hold me."
John slowly slid under the covers next to Katie and carefully took her in his arms. She rested
her head on his chest as he held her. He kissed the top of her head and told her, "I'm here for
you whenever you need anyone to talk to."
"Do you want me to tell you what happened?"
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He wasn't certain that he was ready to know, but what he did know is that he needed to be
strong for her. "Do you want to tell me?"
"Yeah." She wondered where would she begin and if she could she get through it without
breaking down.
John listened quietly as she told of the grizzly details of what happened to her and her boss
last Friday. It was a struggle for her to relive those moments and she had to stop several
times to regain her composure. It made John sick to his stomach to hear how she was treated
and how she was beaten and violated in such a horrible way.
When she finished telling him all of the sordid details, she waited for him to say something.
When he didn't, she lifted her head and looked at him. "Johnny?"
John's face was grief-stricken; his entire face was covered in tears. He squeezed her and told
her, "I'm sorry I wasn't there for you. And I'm sorry we didn't take vacation last week. If we
had—," his voice choked, "if we had, this wouldn't have happened."
"John, I don't blame you. I just want to get past this somehow."
He laid on his side facing her, gently caressed her cheek and gazed into her blue eyes, which
looked so sad. "I love you so much, Katie," he told her softly. He kissed her forehead. "I'm
going to help you get through this. We'll get through this together." He closed his eyes,
cherishing this moment between him and Katie. Soon, they both fell asleep—John's arms
wrapped securely around the love of his life.
**********************
The alarm clock jolted Johnny out of his sleep. He stretched out his arm and hit the snooze
button. Kate was lying on her side facing him. He could see that the alarm hadn't wakened
her. When the alarm went off the second time, Kate stirred. "Morning, sleepyhead," he
greeted her.
"Mmm, I don't want to get up."
"Okay, let's not." John smiled. It was Friday and neither one had to work today. He reached
over and shut the alarm off. "I don't know why we set that blasted thing in the first place."
He moved over by her and laid his arm over her waist.
It had been almost month and a half since the rape. Every day Kate was getting more and
more back to her normal self. The first few weeks she rarely left the apartment, and when
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she did she wanted, or rather, needed, someone with her. But for the last few weeks she was
beginning to feel comfortable enough to go places by herself. This last week she had even
gone back to work; her boss was recovering and he had opened up the office again part-time
until he would be able to work full-time again. The only thing that wasn't back to normal yet
was the relationship between her and John—they hadn't made love yet. She wasn't ready, and
John wasn't about to rush her into anything.
"Maybe we should get up and get on the road," John suggested. He had made plans for them
to go to San Diego this weekend—where they should have gone a month and a half ago.
Kate smiled. "Good idea. I can't wait to get down there and do some sight-seeing."
**********************
They arrived in San Diego around lunchtime. The first thing they did was register at their
hotel and drop off their luggage. Then they spent the rest of the day at the Sea World where
both of them had the most fun they'd had in months.
As they walked through the parking lot back to the Rover she grabbed Johnny's hand and
swung it. "I can't believe I got to pet a dolphin!" she laughed.
John ginned at her. This is the most relaxed and happy he'd seen her in the ages. "And don't
forget the penguin!" he reminded her.
"I know! I can't believe it!" she giggled. "Thank you!"
"You're welcome." He squeezed her hand.
She stepped in front of him to stop him from walking. "No, really. I mean it. Thank you,"
she told him as she stood on her tiptoes and gave him a soft kiss on the lips.
"You're welcome, sweetie," he told her, looking into those big, beautiful eyes of hers. "I'm
glad you're having fun." He squeezed her hands. "Now I'm getting hungry and it's about time
for dinner. Where do you want to eat?"
"Someone told me about this really great restaurant close to our hotel. The only thing is—,"
she stopped and looked up at him, grinning.
"The only thing is what?"
"Well, we need to dress up. That's why I had you pack your suit," she said slyly.
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"Fine by me. Whatever you want to do this weekend Katie, we're going to do it. This is your
weekend." He was going to make sure that she would have the time of her life.
They went back to the hotel, changed clothes and decided to walk from the hotel to the
restaurant since it was only a few blocks away. John's right arm was casually resting on
Kate's shoulder as they walked. His other hand was jingling the change in his pocket and he
was chewing a stick of gum.
Kate slipped her left arm under his suit coat and wrapped it around his waist. "You feel
good," she told him as she squeezed him. "Have you been working out?"
John looked down at her and grinned. "Nope. Just doing the same old thing—carrying
oxygen tanks and pulling hose."
"Pulling hose?" She looked up at him, grinning wickedly.
He looked at her and raised an eyebrow at her joke. "You're awful!" he laughed, squeezing
her shoulder tightly against him.
Just then a car driving down the street backfired causing Kate to jump back. She crouched
over, squeezed her eyes shut and covered her face with her hands. "Oh God! Oh God! Oh
God!"
John immediately grabbed her by the shoulders. "Katie, it's okay! It was just a car backfiring.
It was just a car!"
Kate opened her eyes, looked around and then looked up at John. She brushed the hair back
from her face and let out a deep breath. "Oh God, Johnny. It sounded just like a gun!"
He put his arms around her trembling body and held her. "I know, honey. It's okay. I know
you're still scared."
"Will this ever go away? Will I ever be normal again?"
"I don't want to lie to you, Katie, but I don't know," he told her as he stroked her hair. "It'll
get better but you'll never completely forget what happened. Do you want to forget going to
the restaurant and go back to the hotel and order room service?"
"No. No, I don't. I want to go to this restaurant, like we planned. I don't want this to run my
life anymore. I don't want this to ruin our vacation."
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John could see the determination in her face and he was so proud of her. "Okay." His arms
were still around her. He gave her a big squeeze and smiled. "Let's go baby!" Kate laughed
at John, which was music to his ears. They continued their walk to the restaurant with John's
arm wrapped protectively around Kate's shoulder.
He held the door open for her when they reached the restaurant. The atmosphere inside was
very romantic. The lights were dim and each table had a lit candle. "It's beautiful!" Kate said
under her breath, looking around the room as the maitre d' led them to their table.
Once they were seated, John reached for Kate's hand and, rubbing her hand with his thumb,
told her, "You look beautiful tonight." He had told her that at the hotel after they had
changed, but he wanted to tell her again. He thought she looked stunning.
Kate smiled. "Thank you." She could hardly take her eyes off of John because he was so
handsome. She could scarcely believe she was married to such a loving and compassionate
man. She felt like someone ought to pinch her to be sure that she wasn't dreaming.
They took their time eating their meal and then relaxed with an after-dinner drink. John
caught her watching him at one point at which he smiled and winked at her causing Kate's
heart to skip a beat. "Do you want to dance?"
Kate smiled and nodded her head.
John walked around the table and pulled out Kate's chair for her. He held her hand as he led
her to the dance floor. Then he pulled her into his arms and held her firmly while they
danced.
Kate wrapped her arms around John's neck and rested her head on his shoulder. She felt John
kiss her hair. She lifted her head to look at him and got completely and totally lost in his
smoldering brown eyes.
John pressed his lips against her forehead while softly stroking her hair. He pulled her a little
closer and, burying his face in her hair, told her softly, "I love you."
"I love you back," she whispered.
**********************
When they left the restaurant, John held out his arm for Kate as they strolled casually back to
the hotel. She enjoyed the feel of his firm muscles through the fabric of his jacket.
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It was late when they got back to the room. "I'm going to go and change." Kate started to go
into the bathroom to change—she still hadn't undressed in front of John since 'the incident.'
"Hey, wait a minute. We've got to check your blood pressure."
"Johnny, I really don't think that's necessary."
"I'm just following doctor's orders. It's been high and Dr. Early said to check it daily and we
haven't checked it yet today. Now come on over here and sit down." John gestured to the bed
as he reached into his duffel bag. "Come on," he repeated.
Kate sighed and plopped herself down on the bed. John sat beside her, put the cuff around
her arm and placed the stethoscope in his ears.
"I can't believe you brought this along on our vacation."
"Vacation or not, I'm going to make sure you're healthy."
"Really, John. I know it's okay. I'm fine."
"Shhh, you! I can't hear."
As John checked her blood pressure Kate watched John's face and saw the seriousness in it.
She actually was quite touched by his concern and she had to admit she liked the attention
she was getting from him.
"Okay, 120 over 82. That's pretty good," he told her as he took the cuff off her arm. "You're
free now to change into your pj's," he said, smiling.
"Thank you, Dr. Gage," she said dryly, with a wry smile on her face.
"You'd better watch it!" John said as he reached up to goose her as she walked past him.
She was too quick for him though. "Ha! You missed!" She wagged a finger at him, laughing
as she disappeared into the bathroom.
While Kate was in the bathroom changing, John kicked off his shoes, took off his suit coat,
loosened his tie and collar and grabbed the television remote. He laid down on the bed and
scanned the television channels, eventually settling on the news. After a few minutes he got
sleepy and started to doze off. John woke up when he felt warmth against his cheek. He
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slowly opened his eyes to find Kate softly kissing him.
"Johnny, are you sleeping?" she whispered.
He focused his eyes better. His heart started to beat a little faster when he saw Kate wearing
her black satin nightgown.
"Are you tired?" Kate was leaning over him with one knee on the bed. Her hands were
resting on either side of John's shoulders.
John quickly pressed the off button on the remote and tossed it aside. "Tired? Not anymore."
He reached up and gently tucked a strand of her flaxen hair behind her ear.
Kate slowly climbed up on the bed, straddling him while John rested his hands on her hips.
Seductively, she unknotted his tie and slowly slipped it out from underneath his shirt collar.
Then she unbuttoned his shirt and laid her hand on his chest while she lowered her head and
softly kissed him. Staring down into his chestnut-colored eyes she told him, "I am
completely, and totally, in love with you, John Gage."
John took her face in his hands and carefully pulled her down to him. He kept his eyes
locked with hers the whole time—he didn't want to do anything that made her feel uneasy—
but she wasn't resisting.
"Johnny?" Kate asked when their lips parted.
"Hmm?" Johnny's lips were moving softly over Kate's face.
Kate closed her eyes. She was enjoying the sensation of Johnny's warm breath on her skin. "I
want you so badly, but—,"
"But what, sweetie?" Johnny stopped and looked at her. "What's the matter?"
She lifted her head and asked quietly, "Do you think any differently of me because of what
happened?"
"Katie, how could you even think that? Of course I don't." Seeing the sadness in her eyes, he
sighed and asked, "Do you know how hard it's been for me to restrain myself around you
these last weeks?" Squeezing her body more tightly against his, he asked with a sly grin on
his face, "Does it feel like I'm not attracted to you?"
Kate, her body still resting on top of his, smiled back and replied, "No, I guess not."
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"Katie, I want you so badly," he groaned. He placed his hand behind her neck and brought
her down to him for another kiss. Caught up in the moment, he rolled her over on her back,
never breaking the kiss.
"Johnny, I need you," she whispered breathlessly.
John gazed into her eyes adoringly and caressed her delicate face with his fingertips,
working his way down to her shoulder and down her arm. When he reached her hand he
brought it up to his lips, his eyes never leaving hers the entire time. He turned her hand over
and softly kissed the underside of her wrist. He had missed Katie so badly; he ached to be
with her so much. "I want to take this at your pace. I don't want you to feel uncomfortable."
"You're my husband. I feel completely safe with you," she reassured him as she combed her
fingers through his thick, brown hair. Then her lips curled into a mischievous smile. "I want
you to rock my world, Mr. Gage."
Johnny smiled back. "I think that can be arranged, Mrs. Gage." He smoothed her soft, blonde
hair with his hand as he tenderly kissed the tip of her nose, then her right cheek, and then her
left cheek. With his eyes half-cast, he moved to her lips, kissing her tenderly while slipping
an arm underneath her waist causing her to arch her back. He then moved his lips down to
her throat and slipped his other hand under her nightgown, feeling the warmth and softness
of her skin.
"Johnny—," she whimpered.
He raised his head to look up at her and pressed his index finger against her lips. "Shhh," he
whispered. He softly brushed his lips against hers, and then he gently covered her mouth
with his, kissing her deeply and passionately.
After they had made love, Kate snuggled up next to Johnny as close as she possibly could
and rested her head on his chest. It wasn't long before she was sleeping soundly. John laid
still and simply listened to the steady sound of her breathing. It was a comforting sound. He
softly kissed the top of her head and stroked her silky hair, being careful not to wake her.
His mind raced over the last six weeks they had gone through—the anguish that they had
both gone through—especially Katie. Johnny couldn't imagine any woman having to endure
what she did. But she did and he was so proud of her—and she was on the road to recovery.
He knew that their lives would never be quite the same; however, day by day, things were
getting more and more back to normal. He was so thankful that Katie was still alive because
he knew that the outcome of that situation might've been completely different. He vowed to
himself never to shut Kate out of his life again—he loved her too much. Eventually, John
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drifted off to sleep with his beloved Katie still in his arms.
**********************
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