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Chapter 1: The Buddha House
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In Ethiopia, nestled among the homes and bustling streets, there exists a unique place of refuge known as a "Buddha House." It's not a Buddhist temple, as the name might suggest to those unfamiliar with Ethiopian traditions. Instead, it's a place steeped in local custom, a sanctuary where people seek protection and healing, not from physical ailments that doctors usually treat, but from something far more mysterious.

The primary purpose of these Buddha Houses is to ward off evil spirits. Many locals believe that certain illnesses, persistent bad luck, or sudden, inexplicable accidents are caused by malevolent forces – the "evil eye" or spirits that bring disease and misfortune. The Buddha Houses, therefore, focus on traditional medicine, a blend of herbal remedies, rituals, and spiritual practices passed down through generations.

Every day, the front doors of these houses swing open, welcoming a constant stream of visitors. The people who come are a diverse group, united by their shared belief in the power of these traditional healers. Some arrive with illnesses that have baffled modern doctors – strange, persistent pains that have no clear medical explanation, or sudden, debilitating weaknesses that leave them drained of energy. Others come with stories of bizarre hallucinations, vivid and terrifying visions that plague their waking hours and haunt their dreams. And then there are those who have been involved in accidents so peculiar, so sudden and unexpected, that they defy any logical explanation.

It was to one such Buddha House that a small, crumpled figure was carried one fateful day. Her name was Heaven, and she was just seven years old. Her tiny body, usually full of the boundless energy of childhood, was limp and still. The neighbors who carried her rushed through the open doorway, their faces etched with a mixture of fear and desperate hope. They placed her gently on a mat, their movements hurried but careful, as if afraid of causing further harm to the already fragile form.

The air inside the Buddha House was thick with the scent of incense and herbs, a familiar and comforting aroma to those who frequented these places. But today, the usual atmosphere of quiet contemplation was shattered by the urgency of the situation. The healers, experienced men and women who had seen countless cases of suffering, gathered around Heaven, their eyes scanning her body for any sign of what had happened.

"What happened?" they asked, their voices hushed but insistent. They needed to understand the cause of her injuries, the nature of the affliction, to even begin to attempt a healing.

But the story the neighbors told was fragmented, confusing, and full of inconsistencies. It was a jumble of half-formed observations and frantic guesses, a reflection of their own panic and the chaotic nature of the events that had unfolded.

"We don't really know what happened," one neighbor began, his voice trembling slightly. "But here's what we think happened..."

He gestured vaguely towards the entrance of the compound where Heaven and her family lived. Like many homes in the area, it was surrounded by a fence, creating a small, shared community space. At the entrance of their houses. Inside the fenced area, there was a wooden bar, a simple structure, about the height of a grown adult. It was a common feature, used for various purposes, but the children of the neighborhood had found their own use for it.

"Apparently, the kids in the neighborhood, they would swing on that bar all the time," the neighbor continued. "Just swinging back and forth, like they were doing pull-ups... She must have been swinging when she fell."

The healers listened intently, their faces unreadable. The story, though plausible on the surface, felt incomplete.

"She hit her head," another neighbor added, her voice filled with a mother's instinctive worry. "And she's not responding now... Look, there are cuts all over her body."

The healers leaned closer, their eyes tracing the lines of the injuries. The cuts were numerous, scattered across her small frame. It was possible, the neighbors reasoned, that she had fallen and scraped herself on a branch, or perhaps on the pieces of wood and rocks that lay scattered around the entrance area. It wasn't a completely unbelievable scenario. There were, indeed, plenty of rocks near the door. She could have easily struck her head on one of them.

The story continued to unfold, pieced together from the fragmented accounts of the children who had been present. Heaven's three-year-old sister, too young to fully grasp the gravity of the situation, had been the first to find her. She had discovered Heaven lying on the ground outside their front door, motionless and unresponsive. The little girl, unable to understand what was wrong, had sought help from an older family member, a fifteen-year-old girl, one of the few in the houshold.

"Heaven's outside playing," the three-year-old had said, her words innocent and uncomprehending. "She's sleeping."

The fifteen-year-old, confused and alarmed by this strange description, had rushed outside. She found Heaven lying on the ground, her body still and cold. A wave of panic washed over her as she placed her hand on Heaven's small, unmoving form. The teenager screamed, a desperate, piercing cry that shattered the afternoon calm. She called out for the neighbors, for any adult who could help, her voice filled with terror.

And now, here they were, in the Buddha House, hoping against hope for a miracle, for some form of healing that could bring the little girl back from the brink. But, even with the story told, does it really add up? A fall from a bar? Scrapes from rocks? Could such seemingly minor injuries truly cause such devastating harm? What do you think? Let's investigate this further, because something doesn't quite feel right, does it? The healers, with their years of experience, felt it too. A nagging sense of unease, a feeling that the pieces of this puzzle didn't quite fit together.
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Chapter 2: A Crumpled Body
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The scene inside the Buddha House was a study in contrasts. The usual serenity, the gentle murmur of prayers and the calming scent of incense, was now replaced by a palpable tension. The air was thick with unspoken questions, with the weight of a life hanging precariously in the balance. At the center of it all lay Heaven, her small form almost swallowed by the mat she rested upon.

The word "crumpled" is perhaps the most fitting description of her appearance. It wasn't simply that she was lying down; it was the way her body seemed to have lost its natural shape, its inherent vitality. Her limbs were arranged at unnatural angles, not broken, but somehow...deflated. Like a discarded doll, carelessly tossed aside.

Heaven was seven years and seven months old, a precise age that would become tragically significant in the days to come. But to look at her, one might have guessed she was younger. She was small for her age, petite and delicate, with a frame that seemed almost too fragile for the harsh realities of the world. The healers, seasoned observers of the human condition, could tell at a glance that this was no ordinary case of childhood injury.

They took in the scene with practiced eyes, noting every detail, every subtle clue that might shed light on the mystery of Heaven's condition. The neighbors, huddled together in a knot of anxiety, watched them with a mixture of hope and dread. They had brought Heaven here seeking a miracle, clinging to the belief that the ancient wisdom of the Buddha House could somehow restore the life that seemed to be slipping away.

But the healers knew. With a single, shared look, they communicated a silent truth: there would be no healing here. This little girl, this tiny, crumpled form, was already gone. The spark of life had been extinguished, leaving behind only the shell of what had once been.

The question, then, shifted. It was no longer about how to heal her, but why she had been brought to this state. The neighbors' story of a fall from a wooden bar, a simple childhood accident, suddenly seemed woefully inadequate. It couldn't possibly account for the sheer lifelessness of her body, the profound stillness that emanated from her small frame.

If she had fallen, the healers reasoned, and fallen so hard that it had caused her death, wouldn't there be more obvious signs of trauma? Wouldn't a fall severe enough to kill a child result in fractured bones, in broken limbs, in a skull cracked open from the impact? And if she had indeed struck her head on a rock, as the neighbors suggested, wouldn't there be a significant amount of blood? A head wound, especially one severe enough to be fatal, typically bleeds profusely.

Yet, the only blood they could find on her body was a single, tear-sized droplet on the back of her dress. A tiny stain, almost insignificant in its size, yet profoundly unsettling in its implications. It was a stark contrast to the expected carnage of a fatal fall. It spoke of something else entirely, something far more sinister.

The inconsistencies mounted, each one casting further doubt on the neighbors' already shaky narrative. The cuts that covered her body, though numerous, were strangely uniform. They were almost identical in depth and length, as if they had been inflicted deliberately, with a controlled hand, rather than resulting from the random chaos of a fall. Could branches, rocks, and pieces of wood truly create such precise, uniform wounds? It seemed highly unlikely.

The healers exchanged glances again, their faces grim. The evidence before them was painting a picture far removed from the innocent accident described by the neighbors. Something far more deliberate, far more intentional, seemed to have taken place.

And then there was the matter of Heaven's mother. She was not yet present, having been at work when the incident occurred. A nurse by profession, she was accustomed to dealing with injuries, with the fragility of the human body. She would undoubtedly have her own perspective, her own trained eye to bring to bear on the situation. What would she make of her daughter's condition? What secrets would her medical knowledge uncover?

The arrival of Heaven's mother was imminent. She had been summoned from her work at the local hospital, informed only that her daughter was seriously ill. She had rushed home, only to find her house empty, her daughter gone, taken to a
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