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CHAPTER 1

Cleveland, Pennsylvania 
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Jacob looked intently at his grandchildren who were busy running around the farm. He was swinging gently on his rocking chair on the porch when his wife, Susan, called them in to have a meal. His gray eyes met her hazelnut ones, and she blushed. He always loved it when she wore her floor-length yellow skirt, a lovely pale green blouse with a scarf on her head. For an Amish farm girl, Susan had quite the knowledge of being fashionable. 

They lived in a farmland in Cleveland, Columbia County in Pennsylvania with the very little settlement. A place that was quiet, peaceful and appropriate to raise a family. Jacob and Susan had moved from Canada where they had been brought up Amish and when Jacob was called into the ministry; his first task was to move out into America and lead ‘flock’ there. Moving into America was an idea his father, Peter, had had for quite a long time and when Jacob had been ordained, it seemed inevitable. It had been a hard task to get the documentation, but once they did, they packed up and left to start a new life in a new country where he became reverend at the Anabaptist church. 

“Come on children. Let us have some bread before your parents come back.” Susan crooned as she patted one of her granddaughters on the cheeks.

Susan and Jacob had been married for fifty years and were enjoying the fruits of their marriage. Their children always left their grandchildren with them on Saturday. It had become a family tradition. However, she felt it away for their children to get some quiet time. 

“Would you care for some tea, Papa?” Annabel called out. She was his favorite grandchild, and the feeling was well reciprocated. He loved Annabel most because she was the daughter of his first born, Matthew, who had succumbed to pneumonia. The local physicians, who were fellow Amish, did the best they could with all that they had but it was not enough. His wife died shortly after. It was rumored that she started drinking alcohol to drown the sorrows away. Till date, no one knows what caused her death. The responsibility of caring for Anna fell on Susan and Jacob. 

“I will have some much later. Thank you, Anna.” He said as he planted a fatherly kiss on her forehead.

Jacob stared out into the horizon when he noticed two carriages come by. His three sons walked out holding their wives hands in theirs. Louise, the youngest daughter, followed close behind. Joseph, the second born, was the quiet type. He never seemed to have much to say; which was quite the contrary expectation after becoming a ‘first born’ after the death of Matthew. Joseph was married to Cathy. She taught at the local school and was highly devoted to her job. They had managed to give birth to three children all who were males. Patrick and his wife, Magdalene, were an odd couple forced into marriage by Magdalene’s parents as a way for Patrick to settle a debt with them. Despite this, they had managed to build quite a stable home for their five children.

“Daddy, did you hear the news about the man in Florida who was arrested for fraud? I have it here on my phone.”

Jacob’s eyes widened. “What did I tell you Louise about following what goes on in the outside world? It will corrupt your thoughts; it will make you disrespect our Amish ways. Do not forget that we have no regard for modernity. We stick to our ways.”

Louise always had a hunger for what went on in the outside world, and that greatly infuriated Jacob. Louise had been born at a time when modernity was seeping into counties in Pennsylvania. Jacob, like all other Amish men, had thought that moving to places that were not densely populated and seemed extremely rural would protect his children from the evil ways. It seemed that he had to look for another way to protect his children from the devil’s deceitful endeavors.

When Susan heard the raised voices in the porch, she came out to see and tried to hold her husband back when he attempted to hit Louise. After a moment of calming down her husband, Susan let Jacob get into the house as she tended to her children and grandchildren. When all but Anna had left, Susan went into their bedroom. 

“What is the matter, dear? You seem distraught. What is bothering you? Talk to me.”

Jacob moved to where she was standing by the bookshelf and traced a finger gently down her face. Their room had been well furnished by Susan. It seemed she had an eye for fine things. She had a local carpenter tweak some things from a house they would call their own after buying it from a couple that was moving to Washington D.C. Susan bought some fabric from local stores and sewed lovely curtains that gracefully accentuated the windows around the house. With her bedroom, she rhymed the colors on the carpet to the beddings. She had a bookshelf placed around a corner of the room near a reading table and a chair beside it facing the bed. She did this because of her husband’s profession. She respected his calling into ministry and did her best to give him support whenever he needed it. 

“I feel like we are losing them. Things outside are advancing, and I do not know what to do. I want to keep things as they were during our time. Nowadays, I feel as though life is moving so fast. It’s changing just too fast. I do not want to lose our children and their children to these changes.”

“Dear, I think you are overreacting. You know Louise is just a child, and we cannot run away from the fact that the world is evolving, they would be exposed either way.”

“Are you supporting this change nonsense?”

“I would do no such thing. I just feel that you are-we are, overbearing.”

Jacob slowly paced the room, and when he was about to differ with his wife, he noticed that she was a daze, a trance of some sort. She seemed confused, and she could hardly coordinate her walking and talking. Shortly after, she lost consciousness.

It all happened in seconds. One minute they were talking and the next, his wife was being pushed into his horse carriage to the local hospital. 

Jacob stood staring at the carriage as he tried to collect his thoughts. How could it be that his wife fell sick? She seemed fine throughout the day. He pondered about what they had been doing that could have made her ill. Could it be the excess stress caused by watching over the children? Could it be working at the farm? He made a mental note to employ more workers. 

He called for Joseph to get another carriage since Louise went with her mother. He was unable to lead the horse due to the shock he had experienced, but luckily the hospital was just a stone throw away. 

“Excuse me, nurse, we would like to see Susan McPhee. She was brought in a few minutes ago.”

“Let me check.  Please give me a minute.” The nurse said as she checked the list. She had worn red-rimmed reading glasses, her hair falling loosely around the side of her face. She looked up. “Sorry Sir, I have gone over the list three times. There is no one by the name Susan McPhee. Does she go by any other name?”

Jacob tried to think if Susan would use her maiden name but he remembered that she would not do that. “Sorry nurse, she always goes by that name.”

“In that case Sir, we do not have a record of any Susan McPhee.”
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CHAPTER 2

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania
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“Madam, can you hear me?” a nurse asked the patient being wheeled on a gurney. Once in the trauma room, the nurses and EMTs were met by a doctor in blue scrubs. He had an excellent haircut and fantastic cologne that lingered about the room. His piercing blue eyes seemed always to gaze into someone’s soul. Dr. Xavier Sanders was always on call but this particular Monday; he was on vacation in the Hamptons with his wife. When he had been told of an emergency that needed his expertise, he took the red-eye to Philadelphia.

In medical school, Xavier had been taught to prepare for the worst that way you can handle a situation that is far less than what you had pictured. At first glance, he could tell the patient had experienced a stroke, but he needed to determine whether it was ischemic or hemorrhagic because it would form the basis of treatment. As though to add insult to injury, she had bruises all over her body. It was as though she had been severely assaulted. She had just been brought to the hospital after allegedly been rescued by a Good Samaritan. 

She seemed to be drifting in and out of consciousness, and he knew he needed to act fast. He called on the nurses to prepare the ER and ensure that she was moved from the trauma unit. 

“Alice, could you get in touch with family members? We need to inform them of this situation. In case it doesn’t go well. We are hoping for the best, though.” Xavier informed the head nurse as he moved quickly to get suited up for surgery.

“Sorry, Doc. I tried to check the records. She had no form of identification on her, but the police are looking into it. For now, she is just a ‘Jane Doe’ or what is your take?”

“I guess that is just what we can have for now until we get more information on her.” Xavier paused for a moment as though thinking about the fate of his patient. He shook the picture of his head. “Let me go ahead and prep for surgery.” With that, he walked away from Nurse Alice and anti the Operating Room where it would take five surgeons roughly twenty-two hours to work on the patient. She needed a slight facial grafting by two plastic surgeons, two neurosurgeons who worked tirelessly on repairing her ruptured vessels and a blood clot caused by the injuries. The other was a cardiologist who was called upon by Dr. Xavier to place a pacemaker on her. It was observed during the pre-surgery scan that her heart would give in because it had an irregular electrical pulse. 

Dr. Xavier stood at the door of Jane Doe’s room. She looked peaceful and unaware of the outside world. They had done all that they could and hoped for good results. She was currently on life support, and he could not help but wonder where her
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