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And the peace of God, which surpasses all understanding, will guard
your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus. ~ Philippians 4:7





“W

PROLOGUE

hat’s wrong?” The high-pitched whimper echoed as
streams of tears tracked down chubby, bright red

cheeks. “Where’re you going?”
Wiping the little girl’s face, she gave Jacqueline a tight hug.

“Nothing’s wrong, honey. But I do have to go. Remember, I’ll be
back soon.”

Rushing down the stairs, Jacqueline’s quick footsteps tip-
tapped on the wooden steps from behind.

“But Rach …” Jacqueline pulled out her name, but there
was no time to stop.

Just being here, saying goodbye—it was too dangerous.
God, please watch over them. Keep them safe.
Pushing through the door and into the frigid Chicago air,

Rachel gripped her arms. Snow clouds hung low. The stormy
morning matched her grieving heart. If only none of this had
happened. If only she’d left sooner.

Jacqueline’s muffled scream brought her back to reality.
Rachel turned, but the girl was gone from the doorway. She
scanned the area. It was eerily quiet. The only sound, the wind
whirling through the barren branches of the trees.
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After one last look at the empty window, she dashed down
the paved pathway beside the house. Pausing, she snuck a look
around the corner. Gabby’s car sat parked on the other side of
the road, puffing plumes of smoke into the gray sky.

“Hurry!”
With a nod to Gabby, she sprinted across the yard to the

street. A burning sensation sliced through her side as the
muffled echo of a gunshot hung in the dense air.

“No, God. Please,” she whispered, falling forward. Gabby’s
scream resounded.

Her hands couldn’t stop the fall as the curb entered her
sight, her weight pressing down, her body useless to stop it.
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