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 Chapter One 
 

Striding out on a local trail was just what Rick Roberts knew he needed after a long 

week in the office: fresh, hot air, sunshine and the ability to zone out while doing 

something fun and tiring. Taking off early and going for a ten-mile down and back run 

was just the thing to recharge his mind while wearing out his body, he told himself as he 

started. 

“Of course that’s because getting drunk in a bar holds no attraction and I can’t think 

of a local spot where I can meet a woman, though I’ve seen some beauties out here. It’s 

too bad they are all married,” he muttered to himself as he jogged the first half-mile while 

warming up. 

Rick’s mind soon turned from his typical companion—loneliness—to enjoying the 

later afternoon sunshine, the few wispy clouds in the sky and surprisingly in his eyes, an 

almost completely empty trail. Rarely did he see a single woman unless she had a big 

dog, though pairs of female friends were also common, but generally on weekend 

mornings. Heading out at four o’clock on a Friday meant a clear path with maybe an 

infrequent high school athlete braving the 105-degree summer heat. 

As usual, Rick’s pace quickened and soon he was moving along at his typical eight-

minute mile pace despite the blazing heat. 

Glancing down at the asphalt, he saw that a thunderstorm a few days before had 

washed a bit of dirt, sand and small pebbles onto it. There were a few spots where the 

former turn of the century mountain railway line—converted a few years ago into a car-

free paved path—was downright slick, he told himself. 

A Southern friend of his once referred to slippery surfaces as, “slicker than owl 

poop,” which, from Rick’s slipping and sliding, seemed eerily appropriate. 

A minor slip here and there got Rick to pay attention to his footing, seeing a thin 

sheen of oil rising to the surface in spots from the heat. Combined with the leftover silt 

from the rain, the oil slick told Rick he needed to keep his wits about him or he might 

have a bruise or two in his very near future. 
“Rats. I wanted to zone out,” he thought.  

About a half-mile from his turn-around, and not long after running on the shoulder 

to avoid an especially treacherous patch of trail, Rick saw someone coming toward him 

from the uphill end. As she closed in, a flicker of a smile appeared on his face. The other 

runner had long dark brown hair in a tail that was bouncing side to side with each stride. 

At first Rick thought she was just an average looker but as the gap between them rapidly 

closed, he saw shapely legs, a fit waist and nice uh-huhs topped by a gorgeous face. 

While not a ten on the attractiveness scale, she was definitely at least an eight, 

maybe even a nine. 

“You might want to watch out for sand on the trail,” he yelled to her as they 

approached. Only as he was within a few feet did he see the buds in her ears, a phone at 

her waist probably blaring music. Other than the shapely legs and sports bra topped by a 

sheer white top, she was unprotected from the sun and scorching heat. 

She had a small pack at her waist that he guessed held her phone and maybe car 

keys. It was far too small for a water bottle, he noticed. 

She smiled as they passed each other, in Rick’s mind likely not hearing his words 

of warning. “Yeah, I’m forgettable, or at least that was what my last girlfriend said before 



she took off with the guitar player of a local band,” Rick muttered, his attitude racing the 

sinking sun in terms of a dive. “She convinced him to leave his wife and kids while she 

left me with a mountain of bills.” 

Some instinct, though, got Rick to turn-around early and head back downhill. This 

time he kicked the running jets into full gear and started sprinting, trying hard to let the 

exercise burn out the depression that had begun to grip him. 

He had just come around a bend when he spotted the brown-haired beauty about 

fifty yards ahead. Watching her head go from side to side, taking in the rural country 

scenery, Rick noticed she was not looking down. It looked to him like she wasn’t paying 

attention as she hit a patch  

Rick recalled being exceptionally slick. 

Within one, maybe two seconds and before Rick could get close enough to do 

anything about it, he saw all hell broke loose. 

The lady runner hadn’t gone more than one or two steps into the slippery mix when 

her front left foot went to one side, her back right foot went out to the other and she 

started falling headlong into the trail. Her fall seemed to happen in slow motion while 

Rick felt he was mired in quicksand even as he found another gear and raced as fast as he 

could toward her. 

He saw her lean forward and start to regain her balance but her feet were 

windmilling like they couldn’t get a grip on the smooth surface. One foot looked like it 

just might help her catch a break when it slid off a large pebble and that was that, Rick 

saw. 

Her foot moved out from the pebble and the front of her lower leg came down—

hard—on a larger rock off the trail’s edge. Rick saw everything happen, and he was with 

just a few yards when the woman spun around and the back of her head slammed into the 

trail, hard. 

Rick ran along the shoulder, off the slick trail, side and slammed on the brakes to 

avoid stepping on or tripping over her. 

The old question, “Are you alright?” would be stupid to ask, Rick told himself, 

especially given the large bump in her leg that could only mean one thing: a broken bone. 

 “Hello, hello,” he asked as he knelt down beside. “Can you hear me? You need to 

go the hospital.” 

She didn’t respond. Rick reached out and felt a pulse on her neck. It was erratic but 

there, he saw. Placing his fingers slowing and gingerly under her head, he felt the back of 

her skull, looking for any sign of bleeding or even worse, a fracture. 

“Hello, can you answer hear me? Please nod or do something,” Rick said as softly 

as he could. 

Taking a quick glance up and down the trail and not seeing a soul, Rick took a 

gamble: she needed medical attention and she needed it right then and there. 

Guessing she had driven to the trail and seeing she was still out cold, Rick told her 

what he was going to do. “I’m going to look in your little bag and see if I can find your 

keys then I’m going to get you to the hospital as quickly as I can,” he explained. 

There was no answer, not that he had expected one. 

Rick found a key fob, one with a BMW Roundel on it. “That will make it easy since 

there are not many of them around here,” he said aloud. 



Seeing as how she still had not moved, despite being out for several seconds, Rick 

put his ear near her mouth, hearing and feeling her breath come out in ragged chunks. 

One more look both directions saw the trail was just as it had been for most of his 

run: empty. 

Crouching down, Rick slid one arm underneath her knees and the other below her 

shoulders. Straightening his back, he lifted her clean off the ground in one fluid motion, 

doing his best to prop her head against his shoulder while keeping her neck straight. 

Turning in the opposite direction of his car, Rick began walking as quickly, but as 

softly, as he could. He could see the bump on the woman’s leg had already more than 

tripled in size and thought he might be feeling the beginning of a bump on the back of her 

skull. 

Adjusting his grip so he had a better hold of her, Rick began picking up the pace 

knowing he still had—according to a mile marker he passed—more than a half mile to 

go. 

“Thanks, Steve, for having me help you cut wood not long ago,” Rick said to the 

sky as he hurried toward the upper parking lot. “Carrying those one hundred-plus pound 

rounds of oak have given me thighs of steel … I hope.” 

Rick knew that running was out of the question since he did not want to jar her head 

or leg any more than absolutely necessary. “A fast walk it is,” he muttered to the air. 

Looking down, Rick could feel this young lady—at a guess maybe early to mid 

twenties—wasn’t as light as a feather, but she wasn’t too much to handle. Having a good 

grasp of her—her chest was pressing into his from the way he was holding her, Rick kept 

up his progress toward the upper parking lot. 

She was still out cold when they arrived there a few minutes later. Spotting a bench, 

Rick sat down and placed her on his lap, supporting her back and head with his left arm 

while searching again for her keys with his right. 

A quick scan spotted a likely car, a white four-door BMW sedan, about the time 

Rick’s fingers found the fob. It was the only Beemer in the lot, along with a smattering of 

Toyotas, Hondas and two American-made pick-ups. “Please be the right car,” he thought 

as he carried her toward the BMW. “She needs help right now and my cellphone is too 

far away.” 

 Depressing the key fob as he crossed part of the lot while mentally crossing his 

fingers in the hope she had not run to the trail, Rick was rewarded by flashing lights on 

the white sedan. 

Rick used the remote to unlock her car then sat her gently on the passenger seat, 

putting her legs in first and reclining it all the way before belting her in. 

There was a fire station fairly close, but a hospital wasn’t more than ten minutes 

away, especially if he drove like a bat out of hell, Rick knew. He uttered a silent prayer as 

he got the car going, spun the wheel and headed toward the hospital. “Thank-you, 

Bavarian Motor Works for making eight-cylinder cars that have plenty of get up and 

gone.” 

Less than three minutes later, and a few nasty horns, a red light that Rick blew 

through and some skid marks on an entrance ramp and the BMW was on the freeway. 

Rick flipped on the emergency flashing lights and leaned on the horn, flashing the high 

beams at everyone in front of the car. 



Luck struck in that the three signals he had to go through after he got off the 

freeway were all green. He pulled up to the Emergency Room entrance less than 10 

minutes after he got the car on the road. Glancing down he saw the woman’s face was 

very pale, but she was breathing. 

He dashed inside and saw a guard at the entrance to the actual ER. “I need help 

right now,” he yelled said. “I’ve got an unconscious woman outside with a broken leg 

and maybe a concussion.” 

A nurse was walking through the door as Rick was speaking. She stopped when the 

phrase “broken leg” came out of Rick’s mouth. She ran to the guard and told him to get 

an orderly and the ER doctor. “Get the doctor on duty, stat,” the nurse yelled before 

following a running Rick to the curb. 

“We’ve got it under control,” Nurse Cathy Clarke said to Rick, pushing him away 

as she examined the woman who was still belted into the passenger seat. The accident 

victim was still out cold but looked to Rick like she was beginning to stir as an orderly 

pushing a gurney came up behind Nurse Clarke. 

The orderly followed the nurse’s directions as he lifted her just as gently as Rick 

had while placing her on the wheeled cart. Then he blew past Rick like Rick had done to 

several cars on the drive over. 

With the woman out of sight and in the ER, Rick walked back in and started to 

talking to the guard. 

“I need to give someone a statement about that lady who just came in,” he 

explained. 

The guard told him to wait for a minute, got on his phone and a moment later, 

another nurse came out. 

“What happened?” the second nurse, Amber Brown asked succinctly, glancing at 

Rick. 

“I was running on the Skunk Flats Trail a few minutes ago when I saw this woman 

slip on some sand and rocks,” Rick explained, relating what he saw and what he had 

done, leaving out only where on the trail her fall had occurred. 

“I don’t know anything about her, even her name, but I hope she’s OK,” he added. 

“She’s in good hands,” Nurse Brown, promised, patting Rick on the shoulder. 

A moment later, the guard came out bearing her fanny pack. Under his watchful 

gaze, Rick opened the pack and found it empty of everything except her cellphone. Only 

then did Rick realize he could have called 911 and had an ambulance come out. 

“But I bet I made it to the hospital faster than a paramedic could have gotten to 

her,” Rick thought. 

“Can I borrow these?” Rick asked, holding up her car keys. “Maybe I can find her 

ID.” 

The guard looked at a nurse, then asked Rick for his wallet, which he had left in his 

car. Instead, Rick handed him the keys to his Honda. “Move the car, while you’re at it, 

please,” the guard requested, giving Rick an “I’ll be watching you” look. 

Rick drove the woman’s car into the parking lot across from the ER entrance and 

found a space not far from the doors. Digging around first in the glove compartment, then 

in the center console, he struck out on locating a wallet or any other photo ID. 



Popping the trunk, though, let Rick score. There were two suitcases and a purse. 

Taking the purse, Rick extracted her wallet then carried it back to the hospital, pausing 

just long enough to remotely lock her car. 

Opening her wallet revealed an out of state driver’s license in the name of Rose 

Myers, age 28. There was also a health insurance card in the same name, along with an 

ID badge to a national computer firm, one that Rick had seen attached to a large office in 

a neighboring city. 

Rick walked into the ER and handed the wallet to the guard, who quickly scanned 

through it. “I’m looking for that might indicate an existing medical condition,” the guard 

explained as his eyes were glued to the few papers and cards in Rose’s wallet. Not 

finding anything, the guard placed a call, presumably to the operating room, and let the 

doctors and nurses know. 

Through with the wallet, the guard picked up her cellphone and was just about to 

look through it for any recent calls when the first nurse came strolling out from the back. 

“Your friend was very lucky you were there,” Nurse Clarke told Rick. “She’s got a 

broken right leg, some internal bleeding in her leg, bruised ribs and a moderate 

concussion. She also was in shock and had the beginning of heat stroke.” 

“Friend?” Rick replied. “I was just running on the Skunk Flats Trail. She was going 

one direction while I went the other, but I turned to follow her and saw her fall. All I did 

was carry her to her car then drive like mad over here.” 

“How far did you carry her?” nurse Clarke and an admitting lady whose tag Rick 

could not read, asked. 

“About half a mile,” was Rick’s nonchalant response. “Is she conscious?” 

The nurse raised an eyebrow at the distance Rick carried Rose before telling him 

she had briefly woken up but then was put back under by a doctor while they worked on 

her leg. 

“She will probably be out for another hour or two, maybe more,” the nurse told 

Rick, wrinkling her nose at him. “Why don’t you go home, change and come back? If I 

were her, I’d want to meet you.” 

“Do you think she would mind if I borrowed her car?” Rick asked, glancing outside 

and seeing the sun already starting to set. “Mine is about 15 miles from here and that’s a 

long way to go in the dark.” 

“I doubt she would mind,” the nurse replied. “Why don’t you look in her phone and 

see if she has any friends in the area who can come look after her? That way they can 

help get you back to your own car.” 

Seeing the nurse move backward from him while wrinkling her nose made Rick 

realize a powerful odor was coming from him, “after you’ve had a shower of course,” the 

nurse added. But we will need you to come back here as soon as you can in case we—or 

the police—have any questions.” 

Rick left the woman—left Rose’s—purse with the guard. Taking her phone and 

standing outside the entrance, he turned it on … only to find a dead battery. A closer look 

showed the screen had a fine spider web of cracks in it showing the effect of her fall. 

“I guess any phone calls are out right now,” Rick thought. 

Continuing to walk, he returned to Rose’s car then drove back to his own at the 

trail’s lower parking lot. Driving it a few blocks into a residential neighborhood, he found 

an empty parking place underneath a street light. As a precaution to keep the car from 



getting towed, he called the cops, explained the situation and said he would back the next 

morning to retrieve his vehicle. 

Getting back in Rose’s car Rick saw something he had missed earlier: a cellphone 

charger hanging from the dash. Plugging it in, Rick drove home only slightly above the 

speed limit. 

Less than an hour—and a microwaved frozen burrito—later, Rick was showered, 

dressed in jeans and a turquoise polo shirt and on his way back to the hospital behind the 

wheel of Rose’s car. 

Rick also found directions to a church or chapel and the note, “Allie’s wedding, 11 

a.m. Saturday” in a door pocket. Scribbled on the note was a man’s name—“Rose’s 

boyfriend?” he wondered—and a few other names plus a single phone number. 

Rick debated if he should use his own phone to call the number he’d found or take 

Rose’s broken one inside and see if Rose was awake. “What should I do?” Rick asked 

himself as he walked back into the Emergency Room entrance. 

Taking the path of least resistance, he stood before the guard on duty, which 

happened to be the same one Rick had met earlier, and asked, “Can you tell me how is 

Rose Myers doing?” 

“I’ll ask a nurse and you can find out,” the guard replied. He hit a buzzer under his 

desk and spoke in hushed tones. An orderly came out a moment later and took Rick into 

the surgical recovery ward. 

There in a curtained section with the front area opened, was Rose. She was sitting 

up at a slight angle in the second cubicle on his left, her right leg in a cast from just south 

of her knee to below her ankle. There was an IV in her left arm. Rick saw her purse on a 

tray next to her. 

Carrying her broken phone, Rick handed it to her as she looked up at him, a puzzled 

expression on her face. 

“You probably don’t recognize me, but you were running toward me on the trail,” 

he explained as his right hand shot out. “I’m Rick, Rick Roberts.” 

Rose brushed her fingers lightly against his palm then let her hand drop into her lap 

like it weighed a ton as she nodded. 

“The light hurts my eyes,” she added, closing them before introducing herself. 

“I know your name and I know how badly you were hurt. I saw it happen,” he told 

her, sitting down in a chair next to her bed. “Do you recall what happened?” 

“I remember zoning out to my music, running along and hitting a patch of 

something, maybe sand,” she said, her eyes closed. “Then my legs went out from under 

me and I felt an excruciating pain in my leg before the lights went out.” 

Rick told her what he had seen and what he did. 

“So that’s how I got here,” she exclaimed. 

“So let me get this right…,” and she opened her eyes to give Rick a critical look 

from the top of his sandy brown and blonde hair, clean shaven face, to his feet. From 

where her eyes were focused, Rick knew she was staring at his chest, which while not 

bodybuilder big, showed some definition. 

“…You carried me all the way here?” 

“No, only about half a mile uphill. That was where I figured your car was parked 

and I was right. After that I drove it and you here.” 



Fidgeting a bit out of nervousness because of the awed look she was giving him, 

Rick blurted out, “I hope you don’t mind but I borrowed your car so I could go home and 

change.” Rick completed the comment by handing Rose back her car keys. 

Rose smiled but before anything else could be said, a doctor arrived with her chart 

in his hand. Ignoring Rick, the older man, who looked harried by the way he was moving 

even while standing still, said, “Rose?” Rose nodded and the doctor continued, “you have 

a broken right tibia that fractured about mid-calf. We were able to set it easily so you 

should regain full use of your leg over time.” 

The doctor paused for a moment, then looked down the chart. “You’ve also got a 

moderate concussion from your head hitting the asphalt. We found pieces of it in your 

hair and scalp. You may experience sudden bouts of nausea and vomiting over the next 

few days but this is normal.” 

The doctor looked over at Rick. “Are you her husband?” he inquired. 

Embarrassed by the question, Rick felt his face get suddenly and uncomfortably 

warm. “I’m blushing,” he realized. “No. I was just on the trail and saw her fall,” he 

explained to the doctor. “I carried her to her car then drove her over here.” 

Feeling very uncomfortable, Rick asked the doctor a question. “So how is she doing 

and when can she go home?” 

“Well, we’d like to keep her overnight, but the admitting clerk said something 

about a hotel reservation in,” and he gave them the name of a town about an hour’s drive 

away, “for tonight and tomorrow night. She absolutely cannot put any weight on that leg 

for at least the next three days and I’d prefer a week or more in bed given how she got her 

bell rung. This means no walking under any circumstances,” the doctor told her sternly 

looking Rose in the eye. 

“What? No dancing? Come on,” Rick quipped, trying to lighten the somber mood. 

“You’re no fun.” 

“No, no dancing,” he shouted back over his shoulder while walking away. “And 

you or someone else needs to keep a close eye on her. She could faint easily because of 

her head injury.” 

Being a bit of a comedian and finally starting to relax a little, Rick lifted his arms 

over his head and tried to get up on one leg in a bad imitation of a ballerina. 

That did it. Rose saw what Rick was doing and started laughing. He could see her 

stomach muscles contracting through the thin hospital gown, her chest moving up and 

down in a very pleasant way. 

“And no driving either,” the doctor added from a safe distance, a trace of a smile on 

his face, too, before going back to his other patients. 

Rose was still laughing but the combination of all that stress from breaking her leg 

and getting it set, plus banging her head but good suddenly struck. Her face, which had 

shown some color to it, instantly white as one of the bedsheets. Before Rick could react, 

Rose threw up all over him. 

Momentarily stunned by what had happened, Rick’s reaction surprised even him. 

Instead of going for a nurse or a towel, he peeled off his shirt, exposing his chest, tight 

pecs and six-pack runner’s abs. Rick used his shirt, now not much more than a rag, to dab 

at speckles on Rose’s still shockingly white face. 



Looking down her body, Rick pulled the sheet away before the vomit got through. 

Seeing some puke on the hospital gown covering her chest, he pointed at it and asked, 

“Do you mind?” 

Rose nodded and he used the remaining dry sections of his shirt to wipe the worst 

off. While not trying to cop a feel, he couldn’t help but fee the soft swells of her boobs 

against the thin fabric of her shirt and bra. 

After getting Rose a cup of water and explaining what happened to a nurse, only 

slightly shocked by a shirtless man, the nurse gave Rose a critical but brief exam. 

“You’ve got two minutes to talk to her then she’s getting moved to a regular room. 

She can either go to sleep by herself or a doctor will put something in her IV. Either way, 

this young lady needs to rest,” the nurse told Rick with a glare in her eyes. “Do you 

understand mister ballerina?,” she added, a smile appearing on her face. 

Rick just nodded, aware that his private showing for Rose must have been seen by 

other people. Rick looked at Rose then looked at his watch. Rose understood. 

“My friend Allie is getting married tomorrow and I’m her maid of honor,” Rose 

explained. “I can’s miss it,” she wailed. “How am I going to get there?,” then looked at 

Rick with her large brown eyes, blinking them rapidly as if sending a message. 

There’s a word that must be tattooed on my forehead in large neon letters: 

“Sucker,” he thought. Like a sap, he bowed to the inevitable and motioned like he was 

taking off a cap. “Madam, your carriage awaits,” he replied, still shirtless. 

Rose licked her lips by way of reply. 

Thinking she might be thirsty and seeing a small glass of water with a straw in it, 

Rick handed it to her. “Take small sips, small sips or you might heave again. And I don’t 

have another shirt with me.” 

That comment got a smile and chuckle from Rose. 

Rose, whose eyes seemed to have never left Rick’s chest, took a few sips. Then she 

reached up for his hands with her hands. Rick placed his hands over her palms and bent 

down closer to her. She looked Rick straight in the eye, placing her hands on either side 

of his head. “Before I do anything else, is there someone else?” she asked. Her comment 

was clear to Rick: she was asking if there was another woman in his life. 

“Not at the moment,” he replied. “Never been married and no current attachments.” 

“And you?” Rick asked her. 

Instead of replying, Rose leaned forward and kissed him. He responded with a full 

frontal lip lock. Before it could go any further or longer than a few seconds, there was a 

noise from the doorway. 

“Your two minutes are up,” nurse Cathy Clarke interjected. “I heard and saw 

enough to know that this young lady has someplace important to go tomorrow. If she gets 

enough sleep, the doctor may—and I stress may, not will—let her go early enough where 

she can leave in the morning.” 

“What time tomorrow is the wedding?” 

“Not until one o’clock but I need to be there no later than ten a.m. for the photos,” 

Rose told her nurse. 

Turning her fierce glare on Rick, the nurse told him, “be here at seven. I’ll ask the 

doctor to make sure she is the first patient he sees.” 

Spotting Rose’s phone on the bedside tray, the nurse grabbed it, keeping it out of 

range of both Rose and Rick. “Among your jobs is calling this woman’s friends and 



explaining what happened. I’ll let you make the calls from the lobby but only if you 

promise her you will ensure she gets safely to the wedding.” 

“Deal,” Rose shot back, speaking before Rick could get a word in. 

“You will do that for me, won’t you?” Rose begged, switching her gaze to him. 

Rick nodded. 

“Then young lady give him the numbers he needs to call so he get his tight butt out 

of my ER and come back early tomorrow,” the nurse roared, bringing over a note pad and 

pen. “And don’t be late.” 

“Can I borrow your car again?” Rick asked Rose as he prepared to leave after she 

had jotted two numbers down and torn off the top sheet. “Otherwise getting home will be 

a challenge.” 

The nurse spotted car keys on Rose’s tray and again without asking, tossed them to 

Rick. Rose looked Rick in the eye and gave a brief nod. 

“Call Allie first then my friend Jill,” Rose requested. “Tell them what happened but 

say I’ll be at the hotel as early as you can get me there.” 

Rick nodded and turned to leave, the nurse tapping her foot impatiently. 

“Thank-you, Rick, for everything,” Rose said softly. 

“I’m just glad I could help,” he told her honestly. 

“OK, lover boy, now leave before I have an orderly throw you out,” the nurse told 

him, taking his hand and pulling him away. The nurse continued to lead Rick into a small 

private area where she turned and stopped. 

“I may be hard on you, but my patients come first,” she explained, staring into his 

face. “That said, I’m very pleased to see how you are helping someone you just met. You 

give me hope that maybe, just maybe, there are a few good men left in the world.” 

Spotting a trash can, Rick tossed his ruined shirt in it. Much as he was tempted to 

go straight home, pop open a beer and relax after a far more eventful day than he could 

possibly have imagined, he knew he had more tasks to perform. 

Topping his list was going back to Rose’s car and bringing both suitcases into the 

hospital. Nurse Clarke let Rick carry the cases into the semi-private room Rose had to 

herself at the moment but made sure he was quiet. 

“She’ll be here in as minute and it looks like she’s already asleep,” the nurse 

explained. 

Rick softly placed the cases near Rose’s bed then walked out, intent on getting 

some dinner and sleep. 

Honoring Rose’s request though, he used his phone to place a call as soon as he was 

inside her car. 

“Hello. Who is this?” a woman’s voice said when the call was picked up. 

“This is Rick calling on behalf of Rose Myers,” he told her. “Is this Allie?” 

“Yes, it is. Now were is Rose and why and I am talking to you?” 

“She had an accident while running earlier today and is spending the night in the 

hospital,” Rick explained. 

“An accident? Hospital? What happened to her?” Allie’s voice got increasingly 

agitated with every passing second. 

“She slipped, broke her leg and hit her head. Her lower leg is in a cast. The doctors 

are keeping her overnight because of her bell getting rung,” Rick told the bride-to-be, and 

from the babbling voices he was hearing in the background, several other people. 



“Where do you come in?” a different voice asked. 

“I saw her start to fall,” he explained. “I was too far away to prevent her from going 

down but I was close enough to get to her almost immediately. It looked to me like she 

needed medical attention so I carried her to her car and drove her to hospital. A doctor 

and nurse told me—told her—a few minutes ago that she needed sleep. If she passes the 

doctor’s exam, she can come to the wedding tomorrow,” Rick explained. 

“Is she going to be able to drive or does someone need to come get her? And where 

is ‘here’ anyway?” Rick heard Allie ask. 

“Here is,” and Rick gave Allie the name of the town a little more than an hour’s 

drive away. “And since she broke her right leg, driving is out. She also asked me to drive 

her, which I’m willing to do, though I will need a ride back.” 

“Well tell Rose we miss her,” the second voice told him warmly. “And thanks for 

helping our friend out. Did Rose want us to call anyone for her?” 

“She asked me to call Jill, but that was all she had time to request before the doctor 

ejected me,” Rick explained. 

“I’m Jill,” the second woman announced. 

“Well Jill, please pass the word along to all of Rose’s friends and family about what 

happened. And know that, if her doctor gives the OK, she will see some of you Saturday 

morning,” Rick told her. 

“Not only she, but you, will see us soon,” Jill replied sternly. 

“And I’m looking forward to meeting you, all of you,” Rick responded. 

“Me, too,” Jill said. “Before I forget it, please wear something nice but bring casual 

clothes, too, for after the wedding that you have now unknowingly become a part of. That 

way if we are up for it, we can have our own little party.” 

“I’m not much of a partyer, but I like helping so count me in,” Rick replied. 


