
  
  Reviews


“The Witness”

“The Witness shifts gears into high-stakes suspense. Raina, whose act of selfless courage turns her into a target, is thrust into a nightmare of trauma and pursuit. What follows is an emotionally gripping narrative where action and tenderness coexist in perfect balance. The pacing remains taut, the stakes high, but Standridge never lets the heart of the story fade. Through Detective Channion Scott’s devotion and his growing feelings for Raina, the novel becomes less about survival alone and more about endurance and human connection. 
“Standridge’s prose is vivid yet unpretentious, the dialogue authentic, and the pacing perfectly tuned…She brings both the ache of grief and the promise of healing to life with quiet emotional precision.” ~ The Prairies Book Review

“Raina is a vivid presence throughout The Witness, filled with urgency from the very first page. Author Jordan Standridge does a very good job of convincing the reader that this woman is the sort who would instinctively intervene to save someone’s life. Her recovery from her injuries and developing relationship with Channion as he strives to protect her both emotionally and physically are compelling and authentic… The sense of danger as Raina slowly recovers her memories and the police close in on the criminals is convincing… The Witness is buoyed by its core character relationship. Channion and Raina’s burgeoning romance set against the backdrop of danger is consistently interesting and engaging.” ~ IndieReader Review

“HEA!!! Wow. A page turner for sure. Just about the time you think you know where the story is going, there is a twist and turn I was so not expecting. It’s impossible to stop reading once you start.” ~ Amazon Review

“Fantastic book! Best book I have read this year. It has it all…courage, strength, laughter, romance, suspense, friends, and family.” ~Amazon Review

“This book was an amazing book. I got intrigued by all the characters and could easily relate to them. Once I started reading the book, I could not put it down. I would recommend this book as a great read. I read Jordan’s first book also and can’t wait to read the next book.” ~ Amazon Review

“Great mystery (Police FBI). Best ‘free book’ ever! Little did I know that I would get into reading a free book this long. Words to describe: RIVETING,  PAGE TURNER, CLEAN, SUSPENSEFUL, GREAT CHARACTER DEVELOPMENT, WELL WRITTEN AND MORE!…WILL BE READING MORE of this author’s books, and they don’t have to be free!” ~ Goodreads Review

“Phenomenal book. Jordan Standridge is a new author for me. Man, am I ever glad that I read this book! I started this morning before going to work, was almost late to work because I didn’t want to stop reading, came home from work and read non-stop until the book was finished. I connected with the characters. The descriptions in the book were so well written, I could visualize what was happening in my mind.” ~ Goodreads Review

“…If you enjoy a strong female protagonist, thrilling action, and a sprinkling of romance, then this is an excellent choice of book. The author balances the internal emotions and external action of the plot well and creates likeable, believable characters.” ~ Amazon Review

“I’m a huge fan. This book [The Witness] has incredible character development, making it easy to get attached to everyone. [Jordan’s] attention to detail truly brings the story to life, immersing you in the world they’ve created. It’s a fun journey to go on with the characters, and you can’t help but feel invested in their adventures.” ~ ARC Reader

“…An inspiring and really emotional story that captures the strength of a woman who refuses to be broken. From the very first pages, I was drawn into Raina’s world. I believe the author did a wonderful job showing her physical and emotional recovery. This makes her courage and determination shine in every chapter. In my opinion, this book is about re-discovering oneself after tragedy. The relationship that develops between Raina and Detective Channion Scott adds warmth and hope to the story.” ~ Amazon Review

“The book is full of suspense from one page to the next. Just when I would go to put it down, something else would happen and I would have to keep reading to see what happened next. The book held [my] complete interest from beginning to end. 
“The main character fights hard for her life, her loved ones, and for what she believes in. She never gives up, but holds on to her values along the way. Can’t wait to see more from this author. Well done!!” ~ ARC Reader

“The Secret”

“Standridge introduces Morgan O’Connell, a woman clawing her way out of grief to rebuild both her life and a sanctuary for others. Harmony Hills is more than a horse facility—it’s the heart of Morgan’s recovery. Standridge ties Morgan’s emotional recovery to the daily work of restoring trust, both in herself and in others. Though the story’s suspense heightens the stakes, it’s Morgan’s self-discovery and the authenticity of her connections that give it real depth.” ~ The Prairies Book Review

“…A truly heartwarming story of strength, resilience, and second chances. Morgan O’Connell’s journey after a personal tragedy is inspiring…It’s a beautiful tale of love, trust, and finding peace after hardship. A truly enjoyable read!” ~ Amazon Review

“Jordan has a gift for bringing characters to life. Her writing is passionate, vivid, and flawless in my eyes. I could imagine everything so clearly… The emotional depth felt real… Highly recommend!” ~ ARC Reader/ Amazon Review

“This book is fire! The characters will draw you in, and make you feel like you’re there. It is so good, I even read it in the bath tub! Must read!!!!” ~ Amazon Review

“Jordan is really great at making the reader attached to the characters. You can feel the soul behind them. She brought every character to life with the passion she’s invoked! It’s absolutely going to be a book I buy and re-read as a comfort.
“The humor has been amazing as well! I haven’t laughed out loud reading a book in a long time. And I’m a stone, so to actually cry while reading it was amazing. This one book really was able to touch all of my emotions and made me tap into them as a reader. Reading certain chapters definitely had me on the edge of my seat. I feel such an attachment to the characters and I need more! I’m hooked!” ~ ARC Reader

“[The] Secret was such an amazing book, it kept me in suspense from one chapter to the next. I am not an avid reader, but could not put the book down until I had it read. Such courage by the main character Morgan, that it would give anyone hope and courage to move on with your life. The love that grew between Morgan and Josh was so real and very uplifting…You will not be disappointed in buying and reading this book. I look forward to more books by this author.” ~ Amazon Review


“Just finished The Secret. Loved it. Jordan writes so you can relate to the characters. You can feel their ups and downs. You felt what they were going through, and the courage they had to reinvent their lives and move on. The book completely held your interest so that you did not want to put it down but to keep reading to see what happened next. There was a surprise twist at the end that I didn’t see coming. When reading the book, you actually feel what the characters feel. Can’t wait for her next one. So far loving what I’ve read from her.” ~ Goodreads Review

“The Rescues”

“The Rescues brings the series full circle, returning to Harmony Hills with a story that hums with quiet strength. Ripley Capilano’s chance arrival at the ranch and her bond with a traumatized horse set the stage for one of the series’ most emotionally nuanced romances. Her relationship with the guarded and steadfast Ty Stanton unfolds with slow-burning depth. Their journey from cautious strangers to soul-deep partners mirrors the horse’s recovery—pain yielding to trust, and fear to faith.” ~ The Prairies Book Review

“The Rescues is a heartfelt exploration of love found through healing rather than perfection. As Ripley helps restore a traumatized horse’s trust, she and Ty slowly confront their own fears and past wounds. Standridge’s writing is immersive and compassionate, blending emotional growth and quiet romance into a cozy yet powerful story about learning to begin again.” ~ NewInBooks.com Review

“For some years now, I’ve been looking for stories that have meaning, that are captivating but also offer a lesson. In The Rescues, I found everything I was looking for in a novel: a strong and determined protagonist, a gripping plot, and compelling characters… This is undoubtedly a story to fall in love with, to return to what we left forgotten, and to relive.” ~ Amazon Review

“This captivating story had me glued to every page. I found the use of a horse as both a connection and a mirror to be absolutely brilliant; it reflected exactly what the protagonists needed to face in their lives things they had been avoiding until that moment…It’s a journey that helps you not only discover the true reasons behind your actions but also work through them to lighten the emotional load. I highly recommend this book to anyone looking for a story full of hope, where the great quest to find true strength and courage within oneself is at the heart of a beautiful narrative.” ~ Amazon Review

“It left me feeling like I had actually been to Harmony Hills, breathing in hay, silence, and second chances. Seeing Ripley heal an injured horse while, almost without meaning to, letting Ty get close to her own emotional wounds, feels genuine, tender, and not at all forced. It’s one of those romances where the process of learning to trust again is almost more enjoyable than the inevitable.” ~ Amazon Review

“I was captivated by this moving story from beginning to end…This book left me feeling good and gave me the knowledge that there is always hope for another chance and a better future.” ~ Amazon Review




“The Guardian”

“…Themes of resilience, healing, faith, loyalty, and second chances are woven naturally into the narrative. This volume succeeds as both a suspenseful conclusion to a larger mystery and a  heartfelt exploration of what it means to truly love someone through uncertainty, loss, and change. A thriller fueled as much by emotion as mystery.” ~ The Prairies Book Review

“…The Guardian is a book that makes you just want to keep reading to see how it will all turn out, and when you think you may have guessed the ending, well, let’s just say Jordan has a way to keep you trying to figure it out until the very end.” ~ ARC Reader

“Book Four, The Guardian, is definitely a must read. The riveting twists and emotional turn of events show strength, compassion, and honor—all of which truly make this an inspirational story. Love this series! Way to connect the dots, Jordan!” ~ ARC Reader

“The Women of Strength, Courage, and Hope” Series


“Standridge’s heartfelt trilogy traces the intertwined journeys of three women overcoming loss and danger, each uncovering that the path to healing runs through connection as much as endurance. 
“Rooted in the heart of Arizona, the stories feel authentic and alive. The expanse of the desert and the quiet pulse of ranch life anchor the emotional intensity of each story. Read together, the three novels form an emotionally cohesive trilogy that celebrates endurance, compassion, and second chances. Standridge’s prose is vivid yet unpretentious, the dialogue authentic, and the pacing perfectly tuned to the rhythm of each story’s emotional stakes. She brings the ache of grief and the promise of healing to life with quiet emotional precision. Harmony Hills feels real and lived in; a refuge where pain meets possibility and where the land itself seems to mirror the characters’ longing for peace. Fans of Debbie Macomber’s Cedar Cove series and Nicholas Sparks’ The Rescue and Safe Haven will find much to admire. A page-turning, emotionally charged trilogy that blends suspense, romance, and redemption in equal measure.” ~ The Prairies Book Review

“Jordan’s work has genuinely inspired us. Each narrative resonates deeply, exploring profound themes of faith, resilience, and the transformative power of the human-animal bond. Her storytelling captures universal messages of hope and personal growth, making her work truly special.
“Jordan’s work is captivating with its emotionally resonant themes and interconnected narratives. The layered storytelling not only keeps readers engaged but builds anticipation between books. Her stories on faith, resilience, and hope also make them ideal for book clubs and online discussions. “She has a genuine, emotional storytelling that distinguishes her.” ~ ARC Reader
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  To all law enforcement officers (LEOs) and First Responders everywhere who serve with honor, integrity, and compassion when needed: Thank you. Be safe out there. May you have a brave witness of your own if one is ever needed.



And thanks also to their family members, who often sacrifice as much as the officers themselves. The long hours and the never-knowing-what-could-happen can be stressful. Stay strong. 



And last, but not least, to the dispatchers who never know what’s happening on the other end of the line. I’ve been there myself—on both sides. You got this.
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  Prologue


Growing up in the Midwestern Bible Belt, young Raina Stewart repeatedly heard that old preacher man say everyone has the choice of going to either heaven or hell. How many times had she heard his sermons, threatening salvation or damnation? How one lived their life, and the choices they made on a daily basis, would determine whether his or her eternal roommates would be angels or devils? 
By the time she was in her teens, Raina had begun to dismiss that old, bitter preacher man and his tales of woe and fiery trials. But a few short years later, she liked to believe there really was a heaven because that way she knew exactly where her sweet mama was. 
And hell? Who knew hell was actually located here on Earth? 
She bet not that old preacher man.






  
  Chapter 1


What lies behind us and what lies before us are tiny matters compared to what lies within us. ~ Ralph Waldo Emerson

It was a perfect day. Miles-long sunbeams shoved their way through the cumulus clouds in the sky and the shady pine trees on the ground. It looked magical… Heaven on Earth. 
Raina always enjoyed this part of the wide two-lane road because of those towering pine trees that lined both sides. Although they didn’t crowd the road, their slippery, yet sticky, needles did litter the shoulders. 
Humming as she drove her truck down the country road, she thought about the concert in Paducah, Kentucky she was performing in next week. She already had her clothes hanging in her closet, ready to go at a moment’s notice. The music was selected, rehearsed, and locked in her mind. 
She just needed to get back-up strings for her autoharp from the studio. She was excited to be playing it for the folk song selections. She felt it helped to keep the instrument relevant and the show fresh.
She was feeling both confident and comfortable with the schedule. She’d spend three days at a great venue with, if the past two years were any indication, a highly enthusiastic crowd. The event coordinator, Jason Charles, was her biggest fan.
Coming up on a sharp curve, she began to coast to take it within the posted slower speed limit. It was one of those curves that was sharper than it appeared. Being new to the area, Raina wondered if people ever wrecked there because they lost control due to speeding—or those slippery pine needles. 
She then wondered if police ever patrolled this far out because of these curves and possible wrecks. As soon as the thought entered her mind, she got that old, familiar feeling of forewarning.
Cops and deer. Her mama always said if you want to avoid either of those two things, take Raina with you. “She knows they’re there before they do!” How many times had she heard her mama say that to people? Oddly enough, her mama was usually right. It didn’t matter the season or the time, Raina would suddenly get this feeling of deer or cops around… and there they’d be. Sometimes, she even spooked herself.
Her mama told her that sixth sense of hers had saved her a few tickets—and more than a few deer their lives. She’d always told her daughter to never ignore it. When her gut feeling kicked in, Raina was to listen to it and act accordingly. Mama described her gut feelings as her very own angel’s warning system. And no one should ignore an angel.
As Raina came out of the curve, she saw a marked county sheriff’s car with its flashing red, white, and blue lights pulled behind a car. That answered that question! she thought, smiling. 
Slowing down as she neared them, she also moved over into the oncoming lane to give extra room for safety. Glancing over quickly, she noticed the officer in his car looking down. Probably writing a ticket, she thought. She couldn’t help but give another quick, curious look at the offender. A dark-haired man, he was also looking down. 
Raina moved back over into her lane, slowly picking up speed again. About two miles farther down the road, she saw another car pulled over on the shoulder of the opposite lane. Automatically, she began slowing down. Based on her gut instinct, she’d sometimes stop to offer help to stranded motorists. 
Her instincts went on alert when she noticed a man standing beside the car, looking at his phone. Calling out or reading a text? Looking for a signal? He should have one since there were towers that provided pretty reliable service out there, even in the hills. His brows were furrowed, his mouth pulled tight. His body looked tense and rigid. 
Coasting, she assessed the scene, careful to not give any indication she was going to actually stop. The trunk lid was up, so she assumed he had a flat. As she was passing the rear of the car, she caught a glimpse of another man reaching into the trunk for something that looked long and black. Not believing she saw it correctly, she immediately looked again while her heart skipped a beat. Was that a rifle? 
The man shut the trunk lid. She glanced at the road to make sure she didn’t drive off it before quickly looking into her mirror. She didn’t dare put on her brakes. She continued to coast to give her more time to look. Raina saw the men get in the car and saw the taillights flash red as the car was put into gear. 
Going around the next curve, Raina’s gut instincts were churning. Had she seen a rifle? She’d only had a second to look… Surely she was wrong. She pulled over and stopped so she could think. Why would someone pull over during the day on a deserted country road to get a gun out of their trunk?
The random answer that came to her mind was a sickening one. No. That’d be preposterous. But try as she might, she just couldn’t think of any other reason. 
What if she turned around to just check? She didn’t know them. They didn’t know her. She might feel like an idiot, but who cared? 
Raina bit her lower lip as she thought it through. She had to know for sure. Checking her mirrors and looking around to be sure the road was clear in both directions, she turned her truck around. 
She already felt like an idiot, but her gut… Her gut was telling her something was off. It was churning more than usual, and it’d only worsen if she didn’t do something about it. Her mama said to always listen to it. And anytime in the past when she hadn’t, she’d always wished she had.
Her hands clammy, she wiped them one at a time on her shorts. Why was her heart beating so rapidly? Taking a couple of deep breaths, she told herself she hadn’t seriously seen a gun being taken from that car. 
But still, her gut prodded her on. Turning off her headlights to avoid being noticed as easily, she took the curve. She noticed right away that car she’d seen was nowhere in sight. She turned down the air conditioner to give her hands something to do besides sweat. A second later, she turned it back on. 
Feeling foolish, Raina reached into her truck’s middle console and pulled out her pepper spray. And with her cellphone in its case on her hip, she felt better. Still foolish but better. 
Thinking quickly, she pulled over to the side of the road. She was close to where the cop had pulled over that car, but she couldn’t see him with the slight curve in the road. Turning off her truck, she checked her mirrors before opening her door and sliding to the ground. Running across the road into the thick line of pine trees, she breathlessly jogged closer. 
Peeking around a tree, Raina got a clear view of the road. Her heart skipped a beat before it began beating so furiously she could barely catch a breath. The blood rushing through her head made her feel dizzy, and she put a hand against the tree for support. 
The second car she’d seen, the one with the imagined rifle, was pulled over in front of the first car. And that imagined rifle was anything but imaginary. It was being pointed at the officer who was standing beside his car. He was helpless. He couldn’t run, get in his cruiser, or even try to get off a shot as his gun was still in his holster.
The three men were arguing… probably about murdering that defenseless deputy in cold blood. She noticed one of the other men held a pistol. Raina felt frozen to the spot. What was she supposed to do? No way was she just going to stand there! 
She quickly grabbed her phone and turned on the camera feature. Zooming in the best she could, she took pictures of everyone. She even got the license plate of the second car. Her hands shaking, she tried to take clear pictures… just in case. Just in case the absolute worst happened, and she couldn’t do anything in time. She quickly switched from camera to video mode and recorded what she was seeing. She wished she had her other camera!
What should she do? Call 9-1-1 immediately, a voice in her head screamed. But they’d never get here in time! another voice screamed back. That officer was in peril and needed help now! Her internal argument raced through her mind in seconds… Precious seconds before her gut, her heart, prompted her to act.
Raina ran as fast as she could toward her truck, sliding on the pine needles as she rounded a tree. She skidded to a stop at her truck’s door and barely missed hitting herself with it as she yanked it open. Jumping in behind the wheel, she started the engine even as her door was slamming shut. 
Snapping on her seatbelt, she floored it and drove straight toward hell.






  
  Chapter 2


Time was a luxury she didn’t have. She couldn’t waste what she had of it to think. The way she saw it, she was that officer’s only chance of hope… And maybe even survival. She had the element of surprise. She fervently prayed it’d be enough of one to give that officer a chance of either defending himself or getting away.
In her heart, she knew they were going to kill that deputy. He’d seen all three of their faces, hadn’t he? He was breathing his last breaths even now, and she was positive he knew it. If she were in his shoes, the one thing she’d be doing at that moment would be praying for a miracle. She may not be his miracle, but she could be his divine intervention.
She’d once read that if one but looked, they’d find a weapon to be used in self-defense. A lamp, a chair, a book, a pen, hot water, dirt, a hot curling iron. Anything.
Raina figured she had a cellphone, pepper spray, and a truck. 
As she neared the scene, Raina saw everything in slow motion... The falling officer, the shooter walking closer, aiming his gun at the man lying motionless on the ground. He was going for either the kill shot, or to make sure the officer was indeed dead. One of the other men was shaking his head and angrily waving his arms. Raina heard more shots, and the fallen officer’s body twitched. 
There was no stopping, no turning around, no just driving on by now. She felt like she was driving in molasses. Could she get there in time? Was she already too late? Raina saw the three men jerk around. They tried to get out of the way of the speeding vehicle aimed directly at them. 
She screamed as her truck rammed directly into the nearest car, shoving it into the other one. She sensed her airbags deploying and felt the punch of the impact as she was caught by her seatbelt. She was mercilessly jerked back to the seat before she saw nothing but black. 
She came to her senses. Did she black out? If so, for how long?
In a daze, she looked out the cracked windshield and window. What had happened to everyone? Where were the men with the guns? Was the officer dead, or nearly so? 
Her head fell back against the headrest as she fought to clear her blurry vision. She managed to unfasten her seatbelt and slid it away. Pushing at her airbag, she gasped in pain. Her chest hurt, and her right hand was numb. 
Clenching her teeth against the pain, she shoved at her door. It wouldn’t budge. Gingerly climbing over her front seats, she was able to open the passenger door. She quickly looked around. Raina saw the fallen policeman beside his cruiser, blood pooling around him. Sliding to the ground, Raina reached back inside her truck and grabbed her pepper spray. She was turning around when her head was violently yanked backwards by a strong grip in her hair. 
Yelping in pain and terror, she desperately tried to fight off her attacker. Whether it was an innate instinct to survive or pure adrenaline, Raina fought like an enraged wildcat. She felt the blows hit her body and doubled over in reflex and in pain. When her head made contact against her truck, she saw stars and a blackness flash over her. 
Somehow, she held onto her only weapon—her pepper spray. She struggled to bring it around but felt it knocked from her grasp. Feigning complete weakness, she made herself fall limp. Her attacker, apparently surprised or thinking she fainted, let her drop to the hard ground. 
Seizing the opportunity, Raina saw and grabbed her pepper spray with both hands. Rolling over quickly, she sprayed her attacker full-on in his face just as he was leaning over her. She instinctively turned her face and tightly closed her eyes to protect them from the spray. She kicked and screamed as he bellowed in rage and pain. Aiming her kicks toward his knees and groin, she lashed out with what strength she had. Staggering backwards, he fell against her truck. 
Scrambling to her feet, she kicked him again in the groin and kneed his face while he was doubled over. His screams, mingling with her own, rang in her head. She scrambled to get away in that split second of opportunity.
Her shoes slipped on the pavement and pine needles, and she fell against her truck. Just as she was getting a grip with her shoes, she felt herself being shoved to the ground. She landed with a grunt and felt the pavement tear into her face and arms as her head was pushed down. Her pepper spray went flying from her grasp. Screaming and bucking to get the weight away from her, she fought with all she had. 
Raina felt herself being turned over. She felt, rather than saw, two large hands grab her hair and slam her head onto the unrelenting pavement. She saw stars again. This time, they were followed by a blinding light. 
She tried to fight, but she simply couldn’t seem to move. She felt her head being raised again by those hands. Was she even holding onto the man’s wrists? Could she scrape his skin with her nails? 
Instinctively, she turned her head and sank her teeth into his arm. Vaguely, she heard an enraged yell. She felt her head hit the ground again, and then she couldn’t feel anything.
The last thing she remembered was hearing a loud popping sound. It even seemed to echo in her head.
Oh, dear God, she’d been shot.
In her mind, Raina saw a wave of black rolling toward her. She was helpless to fight it back.






  
  Chapter 3


Raina came to awareness slowly. Her head, her body, everything, felt detached from anything that should’ve been there to let her know she was whole. There was an odd sense of blessed numbness. 
She remained motionless as she tried to get her bearings. Where was she? In a flash, she remembered and her breathing sped up, making her aware it hurt to breathe. Not knowing whether or not she was alone, she dared to move only her eyes. 
She vaguely smelled the scent of pine as well as the musty smells of the asphalt and dirt she was lying on. She heard the wind softly whistling through the pine trees. But she didn’t hear anything else. Not even a bird.
Taking a chance, she moved. Tears sprung to her burning eyes as she forced herself to turn to her side to get up. She could only make it to her knees before the pain made her stop. Through sheer will, she half-crawled, half-stumbled to the officer. Her knees felt stiff and were protesting her every move. 
Avoiding the pooled blood around him, she felt for a pulse. As tears ran freely down her face and burned her open wounds, she prayed he had one. She finally felt it in his wrist. It was faint, but it was a pulse. She barely saw his chest slowly rise and fall. She sobbed in relief at his being alive. 
Looking around again for the armed men, she didn’t see them anywhere. She noticed the deputy’s gun was out of his holster. Had her collision given him a chance after all?
She again listened intently. Nothing but the wind. 
She read his badge. “Mitchell? Deputy Mitchell? Can you hear me?” She felt like she was yelling, but her voice was barely above a strained whisper. She shook him with one hand. 
Certified in First Aid, AED, and CPR years ago, Raina remembered only parts of her training. She knew he was breathing, had a pulse, and had bad injuries judging by the amount of blood. She gingerly got to her feet and stumbled to her truck. 
She yanked open the back door of the quad cab. She quickly looked around herself again, anticipating another attack. She always kept spare clothes in the truck in case of emergencies like her mama had taught her. She lifted up the backseat to get to the storage compartment underneath it, yelping in pain the jerky motion caused. She grabbed her bag of clothes and her First Aid kit. 
Making her way back to the fallen officer, she carefully knelt down beside him. She cried out when her bloodied legs touched the rough pavement. Her hands shaking almost uncontrollably and her breathing labored, she opened his shirt. She saw drops of her own blood land on him as she leaned over before she looked around for the men again. She was terrified they were still there, somewhere, but she needed to render aid first.
She saw the two embedded bullets in his Kevlar vest. Where was the blood coming from? She finally traced the blood to his lower abdomen just below the vest and also to wounds in his upper right arm and shoulder. She fumbled open the First Aid kit.
She used the sterile gauze and antiseptic to clean around the wound, using another piece of gauze to cover it. Holding it in place, she used her teeth to tear the tape. When the tape broke away from the roll, she swore her head was going to fall off. The pain was searing. When she needed more tape, she stopped just short of it breaking. 
Would she be removing evidence? She couldn’t worry about that right now. Her priority was the policeman’s life. Did he flinch? She hoped so because if he was feeling pain, that meant he was alive. 
Raina looked around again for the men. She sobbed as she pressed a feminine hygiene pad against the bleeding wound in his abdomen, taping it down. She stuffed a clean shirt over it, tucking it under the vest. The other end she pulled toward his back, shoving it under the waistband of his pants, using his belt to help hold it in place. She grabbed another sanitary pad and pressed it against the bloody hole in his shoulder. She used the last of the tape to keep it in place. She saw blood seeping out from his arm and wrapped the hand towel around it. She knew the man could die from blood loss and shock.
Where was her phone? She needed to call 9-1-1. 
Looking at the officer, his face white, she slapped him to try and keep him awake, aware. His eyes were closed, but she thought she caught a reaction from her slap. She didn’t want to be out here by herself. She’d never felt as alone in her entire life as she did at that moment. 
Where were the other men?
She grabbed the gun from the ground beside him. Too heavy for her to carry in her numb right hand, she dropped it with a gasp of pain. Awkwardly, Raina picked it back up with her left hand. It wobbled in her hand. She tried to get used to its weight and feel as she carefully made her way around to her truck. What she saw made her stomach heave. 
Partially sandwiched between her truck and the car was one of the men. He was dead. 
Reaching inside her truck, she put the gun on the seat and grabbed her digital camera from the console. She took pictures of the cars: the makes, models, and license plates. Feeling sick, she made herself take pictures and video of the dead man. What if they returned and took the body? Dropping the camera inside her truck, it bounced out of sight. She grabbed the gun again. Her mind was on pure survival mode, but she was thinking clearly all the same. For now, anyway. 
Looking around, she made her way back to the cruiser. She heard nothing coming from the radio inside. Did the dispatcher know the traffic stop had gone horribly wrong? Could they hear? Did they think it was over, and the officer was simply driving back to the station?
Trying to think through her pain and shock, she knew she had to drive the officer’s car since the other cars were wrecked. She opened the back doors. Slowly, painfully, she dragged the unconscious officer onto the back seat, scooting out the other side as she pulled him. Her salty tears ran down her face, mixing with her blood, dripping onto the officer’s tan shirt. Worried about his rolling onto the floor if she drove too fast or wrecked, she rigged the seatbelts around him. She tried to be gentle, but she knew she herself wasn’t going to last too much longer. This adrenaline rush was going to make her crash any moment. She needed to hurry!
After tossing her bag and First Aid kit onto the floorboard, she shoved at his legs so she could close the door.
Still holding the gun, she returned to her truck again, grabbed her keys, cellphone, and purse. Knowing it was probably foolish, she automatically held up the key fob to hopefully lock the doors and set the alarm. Would it even work? She didn’t know. 
Before she got into the cruiser, she painfully made her way back to the cars and took pictures of them and the man with her cellphone’s camera. Just in case.
She tossed her purse, keys, and phone onto the passenger front seat of the deputy’s car. She put the gun on the dashboard before she got in so her hands were free. She cried out in pain as she lowered herself into the driver’s seat, her bloody hands slipping off the door frame. 
She feared she had a broken nose as she realized she was breathing through her mouth. Blood was still running in little streams down her face and neck. She used her shirt to dabble at it, wiping her hands on her shorts. The salty tears still flowing from her eyes burned like hot branding irons as they landed in raw flesh. Automatically, she wiped at the tears and trickling blood, rubbing the peeled skin, the raw wounds in her own flesh. The burning sensations she now felt were excruciating.
After closing her door and locking all of them, Raina realized her feet couldn’t quite reach the pedals. She had to take the time and effort to figure out how to adjust it. Where was the handle that allowed her to move up the seat? She couldn’t find it. A wave of panic, surging through her veins, riding the crest of adrenaline, spurred her to hurry.
Knowing she wasn’t going to last much longer, Raina gave up and turned her attention back to driving out of there. Thankfully, the car was still quietly running, the colored lights still flashing. Putting the gun on the passenger seat, she clipped on her seatbelt and pulled out onto the road toward town.
“Deputy Mitchell! Can you hear me? Please don’t die on me! I’m going to get you to the hospital, okay? You hang in there!” Her voice hoarse, Raina kept talking to the cop laid out across the back seat.
She heard the dispatcher using a number and a ten code. Raina didn’t know what she was saying, or if the dispatcher was even talking to this officer. Not knowing how to use the police radio, Raina ignored it. She was terrified she’d wreck if she tried to figure it out while she drove. And there simply was no time to try to figure it out now.
Instead, she grabbed her cellphone. With numb, bloody fingers, she dialed 9-1-1.






  
  Chapter 4


“9-1-1. What’s your emergency?” 
Raina almost cried in relief at the mere sound of another human’s voice. She was so overcome with emotion, she couldn’t make a sound come out. 
“This is 9-1-1. Do you have an emergency?”
Raina forced out, “An officer has been shot, and I’m driving him to the hospital.” Raina had to stop talking to take a breath. Her chest felt like it was on fire.
“Ma’am? I’m having a hard time understanding you. Did you say an officer was shot?”
“Yes. I tried to save him. I’m driving his car into town.”
“Ma’am, stay where you are. Where are you exactly? We’re on the way as soon as you tell us where you are.”
“No. They might still be out here. It’s not safe.”
“Who’s ‘they’?” The dispatcher kept her own voice calm as she quickly waved for her supervisor to join her. “Where are you?”
Raina slowed for another curve. The phone was hard to hold onto, and she could barely handle the steering wheel with her other one. What’d the woman ask her? Her mind could only focus on one thing right now so she concentrated on the road. Finally, she replied vaguely, “Outside of town.” 
The dispatcher relayed the information as Raina paused. It was hard to talk as she was breathing through her mouth, tasting the coppery taste of blood. “His badge name says ‘Mitchell’ and… Oh!” She dropped the phone to keep control of the wheel as she sped down the road. 
“Ma’am, are you there? We can get officers and an ambulance en route toward you. Which highway or road are you on? They can meet you.” The dispatcher waited for an answer, but none came. “Are you there?” 
The dispatcher could hear white noise, so she knew the call hadn’t been disconnected. She said softly to her supervisor, “I think she put the phone down. I can still hear background noise like she’s driving.”
Inside the dispatch room, all were silent as they waited anxiously to hear a reply, any reply, from the caller. Since only the dispatcher could hear on the phone through her headset, all eyes were locked on her. Another minute went by. And another. Still nothing from the caller.
“Ma’am? Are you there? Can you hear me?” 
Her supervisor stood beside her, his face as anxious as hers. They were trying to get a location fix.
After another few minutes, Raina put the phone on speaker and laid it on the console. It promptly slid off when she took another curve. She tried to catch it, thankful it fell in her lap. Crying out at the sharp pain in her wrist, Raina blinked away the fresh tears welling in her eyes. Gaining control of her breathing again, she picked it up. “Are you still there?”
“Yes! Are you okay? Can you tell me your name?” The dispatcher worked to keep her tone calm while her heart pounded furiously in her chest. 
“Raina Stewart. I need to get to the hospital, okay? There were three men. One will be there. I’m sure he’s… he’s dead. I don’t know where the other two are. They could be following me, so I can’t stop.” Struggling to think straight, she thought to describe them. “Three men. Two white, one black. Medium builds, all dark hair. Kinda tall. They have guns. Okay? Did you hear me about the guns?” She felt she needed to stress that important fact. 
“Yes, ma’am. Three men with guns. Where are you now?”
“We’re crossing the blue bridge. There’s more traffic now… I don’t know how long I can talk to you.”
The dispatcher and her supervisor were now relaying the information to the responding units as Raina talked. Was the driver’s voice getting weaker? Her words were slurring together even worse than before. The dispatcher was scared the woman driving was going to pass out. 
“Raina? You stay with me, okay? Where are you hurt?”
“I… don’t know. I can’t really talk to you, okay? But he’s shot. I saw two bullets in his vest. He’s got other shots too. He’s lost blood.” Raina’s voice cracked. “I’m heading toward St. Joseph’s Hospital. It’s the only one I know. Can you let them know we’re coming? Please?” 
Her words were soft and hard to understand. The dispatcher caught something about lost blood. Apparently the policeman was suffering from more than one shot, outside of his Kevlar vest. She added what she could on her screen as she tried to understand the caller. When she heard St. Joseph’s Hospital, she quickly typed it into her computer, along with multiple shots. Reading her screen, her supervisor picked up a phone. Straining her ears, the dispatcher concentrated on the caller’s fading voice.
Raina dropped the phone and blared the horn as she passed a slow car who didn’t notice the flashing lights. The little blue car swerved quickly to the shoulder as the cruiser zipped by. She was getting dizzy. She had to hold on! Frantically, she reached over to get the phone. “We’re almost at the elementary school now.” 
Town meant even more cars. Raina called into the phone, panic in her voice, “How do I turn on the sirens? Oh no! They don’t know to get out of the way!” She barely avoided hitting a car in front of her. Her reflexes were slowing down.
The dispatcher told her supervisor what was happening, and he quickly got on the line. He could only hope this squad car was like the others he knew about. Calmly, he said, “There should be a big black knob in the middle of the console to your right. Turn it one click, clockwise. You should be seeing the other officers any minute. They’ll escort you all the way to the ER.”
Raina dropped the phone, quickly looked at the console full of knobs and labels. Looking back and forth at the road as she drove, she turned the biggest knob she saw one click to the right. The siren blared over her, louder than she expected. 
The supervisor heard the siren turn on and nodded to the dispatcher, giving the call back to her. She stayed on the line, listening intently for anything else that could help. 
Raina could feel her brain beginning to shut down, and she fought hard to stay aware. Leaving the phone in her lap now, she focused like a laser on just driving. Her back felt like it was on fire. It was now cramping on her as she couldn’t lean back against the seat and still reach the pedals.
She thanked God every time the traffic pulled over to let her pass. One car whose driver wasn’t paying attention almost hit her as she went through an intersection. Thankfully, they swerved and slammed on their brakes in the nick of time. Raina didn’t even notice. 
Up ahead, she saw two squad cars pull out in front of her, lights flashing. Once she got closer, she could hear their sirens blaring. One slowed to let her catch up to them before accelerating again. Both were clearing the way for her.
Her head was throbbing something awful. Her vision was blurring again, and she fought hard to fight through the fog. She screeched around the corner behind the escorting officers, faintly aware of another one now behind her. They made a tight turn around another corner with cars hastily pulling over.
She kept praying and talking to herself to stay awake. “Stay with it, Raina. You’re almost there. Officer Mitchell! Can you hear me? Please, God. You’ve been with us so far. Just a little while longer… Please help me get him to safety. You must have put me there for a reason, so You’ve got to guide me a little while longer…”
Raina saw the hospital up ahead on her right. She sluggishly applied the brakes… almost too late to make the turn into the hospital’s entrance. She knew she was going to pass out any moment, but she was almost there. 
Hospital staff were waiting at the ER doors as the police cars in front of her pulled to screeching stops. She barely got her car to stop before hitting the squad car that she’d followed, passing the ER doors. She felt the slight impact of her car hitting the other one, but her speed was slow enough it wasn’t too jarring. Her brain couldn’t seem to control her legs and arms anymore. 
With fierce determination, Raina shifted the car into park. She heard the faint clicking of the door locks releasing their grips. She tried to shut off the engine, but her wrist and hand hurt too much. She realized the siren was still blaring overhead, so she tried to turn it off. Focusing on the little black knob and turning it counterclockwise, she finally heard blessed silence.
She slowly scooted backwards until her back was supported by the seat now that she didn’t have to worry about reaching the pedals. She flinched at the additional pain touching the seat brought on, but she simply had to lean against something. Anything. She had to let out a sigh, which turned into a gasp as a sharp pain pierced through her. Fresh tears rolled down her cheeks, over the drying blood on her raw, torn cheeks and chin.
Raina barely even registered the cops looking through the windows or the back doors being opened. She barely noticed Deputy Mitchell being checked before he was carefully pulled out and gently put onto a gurney. The hospital staff raced through the sliding doors, calling out orders while a few remained behind for her. She didn’t even notice them.
When the driver’s door opened, Raina offered a tiny smile and closed her eyes. “Thank you, God. We made it. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.”

      [image: ]Hearing in her headset now the sounds of people talking rather than the road noise from before, the dispatcher breathed out a huge sigh of pent-up relief. She rested her forehead in her sweaty hands. She could now make out who she figured were either nurses or other policemen talking and barking out orders. 
Looking up at her supervisor, she nodded. She proudly proclaimed in a whisper, “She made it! She’s at the hospital!”
As she heard her co-workers clapping, she wiped the tears of relief from her eyes as she slowly disconnected the call. 






  
  Chapter 5


An officer opened her door after looking through the window for any possible threat coming from the driver. When he swung the door all the way open, Raina looked over. He tried to keep calm as he surveyed the damage done to her face. What had she gone through? he wondered as he took a moment to assess her. 
He saw blood trails and pieces of what looked like dirt and asphalt embedded in her skin. Some of her skin was scraped away. Her hair was a mess. He could already see faint bruises beginning to form on her cheekbones, unless it was actually pavement residue. Her glazed eyes were looking into his now. He noticed one of them hemorrhaged as the white was beginning to turn red from the invasion of blood. The left side of her face looked to be swelling up already. Her shirt was ripped, showing even more blood, gouges, and debris in her shoulders and upper chest.
Blood was also slowly trickling down from her nose, making a narrow red river that spread out into a few red tributaries to under her chin. His glance transferred to her bare arms and legs. They were as torn up as her face. Fresh drops of blood plopped down on them from her chin. The officer’s own body hurt just looking at her. She looked like she’d been in a war zone.
Not being fully sure of the situation, the officer checked again to make sure there wasn’t a gun or weapon within her reach. He saw a gun on the floorboard on the passenger side, but there was no way she could get to it. 
Looking directly at her again, he asked calmly, “You’re Raina? You did good, Raina. There are some people here who are going to take you inside now, okay?”
Raina let her head fall back against the seat, closing her eyes. She felt someone else’s presence now. A new voice called out softly, “Oh, man… Roll that gurney around here, Lynnette.” She felt someone gently tapping on her shoulder. “Ma’am? Can you get out on your own, or do you need some help?” Since she didn’t answer, he reached over her, releasing the seatbelt before stepping back a little. He carefully pulled the straps out of the way without touching her.
She slowly opened her eyes. He saw they were glazed and unfocused.
“Do you need help, ma’am?” Raina heard him ask. After a moment, she began to turn to exit the vehicle. Oddly enough, she felt pretty comfortable in it and didn’t want to leave. It’d become her safe haven. She was fully content to stay right where she was. But at his urging, she decided she had to get out.
As she twisted her body, sharp pains radiated through her. Gasping loudly, she stopped and tried to grab the steering wheel for support but couldn’t seem to grasp it. She took gulps of air and fought back the tears she could feel burning in her eyes when she did that.
The nurse noticed. He was betting she had some broken, cracked, or badly bruised ribs. Was there internal bleeding? If she had broken ribs, she could puncture an organ. It was best she didn’t turn or bend, if possible. Her right wrist seemed to be giving her problems too. As the battered woman slowly got out, he gently supported her. With help from Lynnette waiting beside him with the gurney, they had her lie down before clicking the safety straps around her. 
They quickly wheeled her through the doors as the officers took over the car, now part of a crime scene.

      [image: ]“Miss Stewart? Can you hear me?” 
The sound seemed to be coming from far away. She didn’t recognize the voice at all. Too exhausted to open her eyes, she tried to listen. In another moment, she passed out again.

      [image: ]“Doctor, she might be coming out of it again.” The female voice had a Southern accent Raina liked. 
“Miss Stewart, can you hear me?” She felt someone gently grab her left hand. “Squeeze my hand if you can hear me, okay?” She gave a weak squeeze. “Good! That’s good. Can you open your eyes, Raina? Come on, open your eyes for me.”
Her eyes fluttered, opened a slit before they quickly shut again. Concentrating on opening her eyes scared her spitless. How could someone not even be able to open their own eyes? Wasn’t that supposed to be a natural thing even a baby could do? Her breathing began to come in shallow gasps. Somewhere in the background, she heard some beeps begin to sound louder and more rapidly. 
“Doctor, she may be going into a panic attack…” The Southern charmer was talking again.
“It’s okay, Raina. You’re safe. Take your time, but try to open your eyes. Take a deep breath, and let it out slowly. It might hurt to breathe deep, but give it a try. You’re safe, Raina. That’s it, nice and easy.” She felt a hand running up and down her left arm in a soothing motion. “That’s it. We turned off the lights, but you let us know if the light in here is still too much for you, though, okay?”
Raina struggled and finally got her eyes to open and stay open. Actually, she could only see out of one so she wasn’t sure if both were open or not. She’d already noticed taking a deep breath hurt her ribs so she took smaller ones. Her back didn’t seem to hurt as much now, but her vision was still blurry. It took her a moment to get her eye to focus on the faces looking down at her. An older man she assumed to be the doctor was smiling at her. A middle-aged nurse was looking at her with concern on her face. 
“I’m at the hospital?” Her voice was low and scratchy. She tried again. “Am I at the hospital?”
This time they made out her slurred words. Her battered face had swollen up rather quickly, making it hard for her to speak clearly. “Yes, you’re at the hospital. I’m Dr. Benson, and this is Nurse Carter. Can you tell us how you’re feeling?”
Raina tried to look at them closely, but they were slightly blurry. They must’ve taken out her contacts. Her heart sped up thinking maybe they were stuck behind her eyes. It’d been a fear she’d always had since she began wearing them in junior high school. Both the doctor and nurse tried to soothe her as she took her time answering. Both listened to the monitor beeping in time with her rapid heartbeat. 
“My contacts…” she slurred out. “In my eyes?”
Dr. Benson understood. Reassuring her, he said, “We got them out earlier. If you’re seeing blurry, it’s natural.” He hoped it wasn’t anything worse.
Lifting her right arm closer to inspect it, she almost hit herself in the face when she couldn’t control it. Dr. Benson thankfully caught it just in time. He laid it gently at her side again. She saw her wrist was wrapped in bandages and in a splint. Her fingers looked like sausages. Her entire body ached, and her head felt like it was going to explode with the tiniest movement. Her torso was so sore she was scared to breathe. Careful to keep as still as possible, she mumbled, “I’m hurting something fierce. Not one particular spot… It’s all of me. My head… It really hurts. All of me really hurts.” 
Dr. Benson and Nurse Carter nodded at each other. The nurse reached over to dab at her cuts again. Her Southern-belle voice was soothing as she said, “You’ll feel tired, Raina, and that’s normal. It’s going to take some time to heal here, okay? You have a bad concussion and some badly cracked ribs. Your wrist is sprained, but it’s not broken although your nose was. But you’ll be fine, just fine.” 
The nurse figured that was enough information to give her new patient. If she heard more, or saw anything of her face, she’d probably end up having a full-blown panic attack. “What you need now is rest. You’ve been through a lot, but it sounds like you’re a strong woman. We’ll help you…”
As Nurse Carter spoke, both she and Dr. Benson checked Raina’s vitals, working quietly and efficiently. The nurse helped her drink some water she poured into a little cup with a straw. As Raina became more aware of her surroundings, the reason she was there filtered through the grogginess she felt. She didn’t remember anything specific but…
Raina had to try twice before she could make her voice loud enough for them to understand. “The cop? Cop… Okay?” Her heart rate sped up in her chest, the beeping monitor keeping pace as she waited for their answer.
Dr. Benson looked at her solemnly, laid a hand gently on her shoulder. “Yes, Raina. You got him here in time. You saved his life! There are a lot of very appreciative people who want to talk to you. You are a heroine, Miss Stewart!” He smiled at her, watching the tears roll from her right eye. Her left eye was too swollen even for tears. 
Nurse Carter gently dabbed at her tears with a Kleenex. She imagined the saltiness of those tears had to be burning in those raw skin spots. 
“I was so scared… We were so far away…” Raina tried to stop crying, but her relief was too much to control. Crying made her hurt even more, but she simply couldn’t stop. The doctor added a little more painkiller into the tubes connected to his patient. Now that she was awake, her pain would be a conscious thing causing her extreme discomfort. They needed to keep in front of it. He turned and typed notes into the computer.
Nurse Carter tried to soothe her. “You did a great thing, Miss Stewart. You can be proud of what you did! Now, time and rest are what you both need.” She wiped away more tears from Raina’s cheeks. She changed the subject to help distract her patient. “They found your purse in the squad car. And your phone was given to us for a moment for contact information. Right now, the police said they’re both going into evidence. We wrote down a few numbers first, but did you want us to call anyone specific for you? Anyone to come here to be with you?”
Raina groggily thought about it. Finally, she answered, “No.” 
Dr. Benson and Nurse Carter looked at each other. Softly, he asked their patient, “There’s no one you want us to call? Family or a friend? Surely someone would want to know you’re in the hospital.”
Raina spoke slowly through her swollen lips, “No. But ICE numbers… in my phone.”
Dr. Benson nodded his head slowly. “We saw them. It was smart of you to be prepared like that. We did call and left a message with two of them to let them know you’d been in an accident and were in the hospital. We left our number so they could reach us.”
Raina closed her eyes, which were feeling heavy again. She felt disoriented and wondered if she was going to pass out. She mumbled, “And they didn’t call back?”
Their silence was her answer. 






  
  Chapter 6


“Miss Stewart, are you awake?” 
Raina’s mind registered someone’s soft voice, but it took a moment for the question to sink in. She struggled to open her one good eye before painstakingly turning toward the source of the voice. Raina would’ve studied the man with her usual interest if only she could see. With one eye swollen shut, the other without a contact, and her head too swollen to wear the glasses she didn’t even have with her, she was only able to see fuzzy images. Besides that, the room was kept dim for her due to her head injuries.
If she could’ve clearly seen him, she’d notice that the man was tall and lean. Maybe in his early sixties, his hair was still mostly black, with a hint of gray showing at his temples. She would’ve seen he wore a nice red dress shirt, cuffs neatly rolled up midway between his wrists and elbows, and that he wore a pair of pressed black slacks. Attached to his belt, she would’ve seen a badge, and on his hip, a gun. She would’ve decided he was classy, with a distinguished look about him. 
But she could only see more or less the outline of him. Some detail, but her mind wasn’t operating at full capacity either. Taking a gamble, she asked, “You’re police?”
He had to focus on understanding her words. The poor woman’s face was so swollen, his own began to hurt. Earlier when they’d stopped in to check on her, he and his partner had seen her in more lighting. There were so many red, black, and deep purple bruises covering her face, there was hardly any natural coloring to be seen. There were quite a few stitches to go along with her taped nose to complete the picture of having survived a terrible ordeal. Those raw spots would become scabs and would most likely turn into scars, according to Dr. Benson. They’d soon begin to apply cream to lessen the chance and severity, he’d added. They hoped to have straightened out her broken nose.
Having seen her driver’s license photo found in her wallet, he was still shocked to realize he never would’ve said this was the same woman. His partner had agreed as they’d taken her prints and tested for gunshot residue when she was unconscious. 
He knew talking had to be difficult for her. Quietly, he responded to her question, “Yes, ma’am. If you’re up to it, we have some questions about what happened yesterday morning, but…”
“Yesterday? I’ve been in here for a whole day?”
It’d now been closer to two days, but the man didn’t want to upset her further. “Yes, ma’am. You passed out soon after you arrived here. And later on, you kept drifting in and out. That was to be expected though.”
He paused, hating to disturb her but also needing any information she could give him. “We don’t want to rush you. But if you’re up for a few questions, we’d love to talk with you.” He walked a step closer to her bed. “Could you answer some questions for us now? It’s okay if not. You tell me straight out, all right?”
Raina wanted to nod but knew better than to move her head. “Maybe for a little while.”
“I’m going to grab another officer, if that’s okay with you?”
Since he was already walking back toward the door to the hallway, Raina figured it probably didn’t matter if she was okay with it or not. He motioned to someone who was apparently waiting outside the door. The two walked in together, closing the door before stopping at the foot of her bed.
The first man spoke again as he pulled a small recorder from his shirt pocket. “We need to record this, all right?” His voice was gentle, coaxing. It was a pleasant voice to listen to.
“Sure. I might pass out on you…”
The men looked at the battered woman, both hating to disturb her. Her speech was slow, and they had to concentrate on what she was saying. The second man spoke up, “That’s fine, ma’am. If you do, we’ll come back another time. You stop us anytime you need to. Can you raise an arm to signal us to stop, if
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