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Job sauntered wordlessly down the winding dirt road, breathing in the cool moist air. May was his favorite month of the year for the way the impossibly green grass gave off a florid tangy smell, and the way smatterings of fluted white flowers blossomed in the nearby pasture. Every May, the world looked young again. Tiny calves learned to use their wobbly legs, and chicks lined up behind their mothers, before dunking themselves in the nearby pond. In May, many of their harvests grew up to seven feet, reaching skyward like tanned hands in silent prayer.

The world seemed so alive around Job and all of nature seemed to hum in a collective symphony of sound. The English who surrounded his small Amish community all had different names for God, but virtually all humans expressed a least a little wonder at these small miracles of nature. Job stopped in his tracks and watched in breathless wonder as a tiny doe hobbled across the road, struggling to balance on its new wiry legs. Job’s heart softened at the sight of the little animal as he said a tiny prayer for its safety. 

He hefted his fishing pole onto his shoulder and continued to walk the length of the long road. 

In the Amish community, there were many festivals and celebrations during the month of May. Mothers would busy themselves sowing white wedding gowns, and the community would pull together to enjoy all the milestones of new life. If only his wife Laura were still alive, she’d be scurrying around with the rest of the ladies, enjoying all that Spring had to offer. Perhaps she too would have partaken in the maypole, as the ladies danced and weaved around one another, covering the pole in beautiful decorations. 

Had Laura not died in childbirth, their baby would be 4 years old just this month. Job vaguely wondered what turns this would have caused his life to take. Soggy diapers and late night feedings would have certainly given way to the boy’s membership in the church. Together they would have tilled the grainy fields from sun-up to sun-down, simultaneously clearing the land while remaking it, reclaiming it as their own. Job would have surely guided and instructed his son’s young mind all the while. Yet, now both Laura and the baby were long gone. He squinted and silently prayed that they were both in heaven.

Even now, four years later, Job often woke in the dead of night and reached out for Laura after having a nightmare, only to find that his hands grasped only emptiness. That was the only way he could adequately describe his life without Laura: empty. There were no more sounds of her singing softly to herself in the kitchen as she baked. No more errant orange peels in the bedsheets. Laura’s habit of eating oranges in bed used to make him angry, but now he missed it.

Job had long ago accepted that death was an inevitable part of life’s design. Yet, still whenever he thought about his deceased wife and son, his heart grew heavy with longing. Laura had loved him so perfectly, and since her death, he hadn’t even felt even a spark of feeling for anyone else, including himself. It was as though he now moved through life like a ghost, with one foot already in the afterlife. Try as he might, he neglected himself—no longer finding any reason to keep himself in good physical shape. Sometimes he neglected to eat for days. 

Perhaps, Laura had been his one true soulmate. Perhaps, there was no coming back from that gravity of loss.

While Job was glad that they’d even met at all, he wondered about the loneliness that would surely cloud the rest of his life. His hopes of becoming a long-time husband and father, were destroyed the night that Laura had lay in their bedroom, screaming as she tried to push their baby out into the world. Her blood curdling screams could probably be heard a mile away as Job repeatedly asked the midwife what was wrong. 

After ignoring him for a long while, the midwife finally admitted that the baby was stuck. “Can you pull him out?” Job asked. The midwife’s gown was covered in Laura’s blood, and she’s reached her hands deep into the woman and yanked with all her might as Laura howled in pain. Then, she tried a second time. Again, Laura let out a shriek that could have woken the dead. 

“We should make haste to the hospital!” Job said, throwing all caution aside. “There’s no time for that!” The midwife shouted, looking down at the huge pool of blood spreading rapidly beneath Laura’s rear. “Grab me a towel and a hot poker! Hurry! This is the only way that we can save her.”

While Laura had bled to death, their baby had finally passed out of her birth canal. The midwife had handed the dead blue child to Job, while she urged Laura to hold on. Job stood there in shock, imagining the impossibly blue fingers and toes. Then, he wrapped his child in a blanket and rushed to Laura’s side. 

Job had replayed the scene countless times over the years. Always chiding himself for not having followed his instincts. He should have hefted her small frame into their coach and set off for the hospital. He should have realized that Laura was in trouble much earlier. There were so many things he blamed himself for, so many small decisions that had led to the death of both his wife and their baby. 

When all was said and done, the midwife did all she could, but it wasn’t enough. Job held tightly to Laura’s hand as she passed out of this world and into the next. 

The weeks that followed went by in a haze. The Amish community raised funds for the funerals. Church services and prayer meetings were held. Yet, each night, Job returned to the same now silent house, where he drew his fingers across Laura’s pillow as he wailed, sometimes smelling the linen to re-capture the scent of her hair. He’d taken care to donate the baby’s rocker and bassinet to a local charity—items which he’d spent hours crafting with his own hands. Then, he shut the door to the baby’s room and that part of his life forever. He closed the door to his heart right along with it. 
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Lina woke slowly. After three years of dating countless men she’d met online, after disastrous blind setups orchestrated by her well-meaning girlfriends, and many other more random encounters, she’d somehow managed to find her prince charming. Joe wasn’t much to look at. In fact, most women wouldn’t swoon over Joe or even take notice when he entered the room, but he’d been kind to her. Kinder than anyone had ever been. 

Lina was a self-made woman, and she prided herself on that. After high school she’d been accepted into Aspen College, and had worked day and night to afford her classes. Somehow, she’d managed to pull it off and graduated with a decent G.P.A. 

Shortly after that, she moved to Cleveland to start her own Marketing Business. There, she slaved away as an Intern for the Brown & Brown agency in the hopes of finding a permanent position there. 

One day, they sent her on a short errand to Dr. Joe Dougan’s Animal Hospital, who was seeking a new marketing firm to manage their public relations. Joe worked there as a vet at the time and was the owner. While Lina moved about, taking photos of the animal hospital, she’d been impressed by his total dedication to the cats and dogs entrusted into his care. He handled each and every one with tremendous gentleness and care.

One week later, her marketing firm had sent her back to capture some photos of Dr. Joe Dougan’s work with a nearby pet rescue that had just liberated over two-hundred dogs from a nearby breeding farm. Some of the dogs looked beyond all hope, yet Dr. Dougan refused to give up on them.

Lina lost her heart when together they’d opened up a small cardboard box, only to find a tiny whimpering beagle puppy inside. The dog’s snout was covered in mud, and his fur was littered with fleas, yet Dr. Joe Dougan refused to give up on the little guy. When they learned that the puppy was so young he’d need to be hand-fed from an eye-dropper every few hours, Joe’s heart sunk. No one in his office had time for such an undertaking, which meant that the puppy would probably die.

Lina swallowed. “I’ll do it,” she said, without hesitation, placing the camera down on the counter. Only seconds later, she found herself stroking the tiny pup, who fit easily into the palm of her hand. The puppy cried the entire drive back to her apartment, and she’d taken great care to make him a nest of old blankets and pillowcases, which she propped up on her bed, right beside where she slept. Gradually, as the weeks passed, he grew stronger and more vivacious—eventually becoming quite naughty. 

A few days later, when Lina woke and the puppy was missing, she panicked. He was so tiny; it wasn’t as though he could have gone far. She checked the front door, which was locked, and beneath all the furniture, but he wasn’t there. When Lina found him curled up beneath one of her potted plants, she grabbed her camera, snapped a few photos, and officially gave him the name Potts.

As time droned by, the notion of ever parting with Potts became intolerable, and so Lina went back to Dr. Joe and formally adopted him. “How much is the adoption fee?” Lina had asked. “How about one date tonight at a nice restaurant? I’ll pay.” Dr. Joe had smartly replied. 

From that day forth, Lina and Potts were inseparable. No matter where Lina went, Potts was close on her heels and today was no exception. 

Joe had asked for her hand in marriage just three months ago. Lina had answered with a resounding yes, as Joe popped open a ring case, inside which a huge diamond glistened. She could scarcely believe that anyone could be so perfect.

Today was the day of their wedding, and Lina felt like the luckiest girl in all the world. 

All her friends and family were in attendance, and everyone seemed overjoyed for both of them. Even Potts was there, donning a white doggy suit, while gnawing at a squeak toy on the floor. Though, he seemed unusually tense. 

Lina reached down to pat him on the head, while her hairdresser worked to curl her hair into spirals. Another woman gently applied makeup to her face at the





d2d_images/cover.jpg
GIL] l/\i\ B l\OW J






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





