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Chapter 1 

Karen was running for her life. Her legs were burning and there were cuts and lacerations all along the length of her arms. A trail of blood followed her and so did they. She could feel them getting closer and closer – so much so that it felt like they were breathing down her neck. She had the urge to look behind her but she knew that doing so would be her downfall. So, she just kept running. 

She did not know where she was going. All she could do was pray that she was going in the right direction but if not, today would be the end of her days. 

Sweat covered every inch of her body. She didn’t have much fuel left in her tank but she had to keep going. 

A thunderous noise echoed in her ears and she did not know whether it was the beating of her own heart of the footsteps of her assailants. Either way, she wasn’t going to stick around to find out. 

Suddenly, she came busting through the corn stalks and to her great relief, there was her car. 

She fumbled for the keys and dropped them. A curse flew from her lips. She was wasting precious seconds that she did not have. Her hands were shaking and it made it that much more difficult to unlock the door. 


“Where do you think you’re going?” a gruff voice asked, only a few feet away.

Karen jumped behind the wheel and turned the ignition. It did not start. She tried it a second


time and again, it would not start. Now, a slew of curses flew from her lips as she banged both palms against the steering wheel as if that might help the car come to life. It didn’t.

The men banged on her window, threatening to shatter it. Karen felt her heart skip right out of her chest. She wasn’t going to make it out of this alive. 

“Please, please, please,” she begged of her car as she turned the key one last time. If it failed her, then she was as good as dead. 

The engine stuttered but then found its strength. 

Karen did not waste a single second. She pressed her foot on the gas and floored it out of there before her assailants could take another swing at the window. 

Thud. 

She was running over something but what that something was, she did not know and she wasn’t about to take the time to find out. 

Driving like a bat out of hell, she made her way onto the freeway. A couple of crows shot up from their perch on a telephone wire and started to follow, instigated by the smell of blood on her car. 

One drove right in front of her windshield and obscured her vision. She could not see the fork in the road until it was already too late. She swerved the wheel to the left but she couldn’t keep the car on the road.  Two of her tires went into the air, spinning without going anywhere. 

Karen did not have the time to scream because everything happened so fast. The world blurred before her eyes as her car tumbled down the side of a hill. 

She was ejected from her seat. Her head slammed into the roof. 

Her coffee cup spilled open, spewing the cold beverage in every direction. 

Thud. Thud. Thud. 

With every impact against the ground, the frame of the car was mangled without repair. The headlights came loose and littered the tall grass with shards of plastic and glass. The gas tank became compromised and fuel started to saturate the body of the vehicle. Smoke brewed underneath the hood. 

And strewn across the passenger seat, Karen had lost her consciousness. Her clothes were covered in blood and her chest barely moved with the shallow breaths she was taking. The color had vanished from her skin. Her body was on the brink of giving up. 

***

John Wittmer was in the process of milking his cows when he heard a thunderous boom. “Strange,” he whispered to himself. “Rain wasn’t –” he stopped in the middle of his comment when he heard another unnatural thunderclap. 

At that moment, he dropped everything and ran toward the sound. His sister, Lovina, emerged from the farmhouse with an expression painted with concern. “John!” she exclaimed the second she saw her brother. “What in God’s good name –” 

Her question was answered even before she could fully ask it for Karen’s car was tumbling down the side of the hill that stood before their homestead. Neither one of them knew what to do and so, they stood there like a couple of statues. 

Finally, the car came to a stop. A plume of smoke billowed towards the clouds. Johns noticed a few licks of flame underneath the hood. “There’s someone inside!” he shouted. “It’s a woman!” he had barely noticed her against the sea of clutter. 

“Dear God,” gasped Lovina. “What are we to do?” 

“Get my ax. Now.” 

Lovina did not hesitate to do what she was told. There was a clear sense of urgency building up in the air, making it heavy. They both understood that there wasn’t much time to spare or else this woman’s life would be forfeit – if she wasn’t already dead, that is. 

John took hold of the door handle and pulled on it with all his might but it would not budge. He kept glancing at the farmhouse but Lovina was nowhere to be seen. With time ticking by and the flames getting hotter and hotter, John knew that he could not wait any longer. 

He grabbed the largest rock he could find and he shattered the passenger side window. The glass rained down on the woman, adding to her injuries but a few additional cuts would be nothing if John managed to save her from burning to death. 

Her body was dead weight, making it difficult for the Amish farmer to maneuver her through the window. 

The car was coughing up black smoke and it was irritating John’s eyes, causing them to water. He blinked through the discomfort and continued to pull. 

To his relief, he managed to get the woman safely from the car before the whole thing went up in flames. Panting, John rested against a nearby tree trunk. He had no idea whether the woman he held was dead or alive.  
Chapter 2 

Lovina emerged from the farmhouse holding an ax. She stopped dead in her tracks when she saw the inferno blazing right in front of her doorstep. The flames were so deadly that even from a reasonable distance, it still felt like her skin was about to melt. “Lord have mercy...” she whispered. 

By then, the rest of the Amish community had gathered around to witness the destruction. The prophet had ordered every able-bodied man to gather up buckets of water. They worked like a well-oiled machine, passing bucket from hand to hand until they had every trace of flame eradicated. 

What remained was the charred and twisted up body of Karen’s vehicle. Every personal item she had carried within the glove compartment — gone. That neglected cup of coffee? Also gone. 

Lovina spotted her brother and ran to his side. “Are you alright?” she asked, looking him over for injury but he was covered in so much soot that it was difficult to tell if he had sustained any sort of damage playing the part of hero. 

“Don’t be worrying about me,” he said. “It’s her we should be worrying about.” 

Lovina held her hands over her mouth. “Heavens.” She could barely look at the carnage. There was so much blood saturated into her clothing that it was hard to believe that she had anything left. “Is she...?” 

“I do not know,” answered John with a grim expression. "Truly, I do not know whether any living person could survive such an accident. The noise alone was enough to challenge God’s almighty power.” 

“What do you think happened?” asked Lovina as her brother managed to get to his feet while maintaining hold of the woman. 

“Now is not the time to speculate.” He pushed past her and into the farmhouse. There, he brought the woman straight into his bedroom. “We need to tend to her wounds. Get the doctor and be quick about it.” 

Lovina picked up her skirts off the floor and started in a run. Unfortunately, the doctor resided on the other side of town and John feared that this stranger did not have the strength needed to hold out for quite so long as that. He would have to do something in the meantime if he wanted to keep her alive. Thankfully, his mother had been something of an herbalist and over the years, he had been wise enough to pick up a few tricks of her trade. 

He rushed from the room and onto the back porch where he kept a couple of flower boxes. There, he kept the essentials. Lavender for the pain. Clover for toothaches. And Feverfew for headaches. Tea leaves for bleeding. He grabbed what he needed and returned to the bedroom. The woman had yet to move and John did not take that as a good sign. 

But, upon further inspection, he saw the gentle rise and fall of her chest. She was breathing! John uttered a small prayer of thankfulness and another prayer of healing in hope that the Great Creator would spare this woman of an untimely death. 

“Just hold on a little bit longer,” he whispered but he doubted whether the woman could hear him. “The doctor will be here soon...” But those few minutes felt like an eternity, with each minute stretching longer and longer. “Just stay strong for me and I promise that you will make it through this...” even as John said those words, he wasn’t so sure of their validity. Her pulse was weak and he could barely feel the beating of her chest. He was losing her and he was losing her fast. 

***

“So, what’s the verdict?” John hovered around the doctor like a vulture waiting to swoop in on a fresh meal. “Will she survive this?” 

“It is hard to tell,” he answered as he packed up his medical equipment. “She has countless lacerations to her body and from what I can tell, she has lost a substantial amount of blood. There might even be some internal bleeding or broken bones that I am not aware of.” 

“But isn’t there something we can do?” asked Lovina as she brushed aside the woman’s hair. “She’s still breathing – that has to count for something.” 

“She survived the accident, yes, but she’ll need to be much stronger to survive the aftermath.” 

“So, what do we do? Wait around for her to die?” John raised his voice, losing his temper for a moment. “I can’t do that.” 

“Keep a close eye on her. Change her bandages often.” He closed his bag and picked it up off the table. “And if anything happens that you think I should know about, don’t hesitate to find me.”  

John mumbled something underneath his breath that the doctor failed to hear. 

“Pardon?” 

“I said, I don’t know why we even bothered to call you here.” His teeth were gritted together and his jaw clenched together with anger. “You call yourself a doctor but you’ve never saved a single soul.” 

“I cannot go against the judgment of God,” said the doctor, unphased by the farmer’s outburst.

“This woman does not deserve to die!” 

“That is not up to you to decide.” With that, the doctor took his leave. 

“John?” Lovina’s voice was nothing more than a whisper. “Is this about our mother?” 

“No,” he snapped but, in his mind, his mother’s face was all that he saw. He had held her hand until the very last moment. During those days, he had prayed and prayed and prayed, but to no avail. Sometimes, he wondered whether God was truly the almighty creator who watched over his children or whether he had already abandoned mankind. “She’ll survive,” he said after a moment. “I know she will.” 

Lovina frowned for her brother had said those same words when their mother was lying on her death bed. They had done little to save the woman they both so dearly loved. 

Chapter 3 

John barely left Karen’s side. He was the one that changed all of her bandages and when it came time for her to eat, he was the one who carefully spoon-fed her. “You need to make this broth a little thicker or she will never regain her strength,” said John one afternoon. 

Lovina stood there with the empty bowl in her hands. “I’m afraid to say this, John, but I think there is a possibility that this woman will not wake up.” She refused to look her brother in the eye because she knew that this was the last thing that he wanted to hear. 

He did not bother with a response. Instead, he folded a wet washcloth and draped it over her forehead. She had developed a fever and John wanted to keep her
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