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Two men I don’t recognize look down at me as I lie in the dirt. When we arrived, the sky was blue, the pasture green. Now, all I see are shades of gray.
I hear hoofbeats behind me, and Ed joins the men staring down at me. They talk as if I’m not there.
“What happened?” one asks.
“I’m not sure,” Ed says. “I heard her scream. I got close but didn’t try to stop them. I didn’t want to spook PK even more.”
Pain radiates throughout my entire body. I can’t breathe. I suck in shallow, rapid bites of air. I taste blood in my mouth.
“Can you move your feet?” Ed asks. I focus all my energy, and my right boot moves a half inch. “That’s good.”
“What will you do with her?” one man asks.
“I’ll take her to my house and watch her,” Ed says. “If she gets worse, I’ll bring her to the hospital. Grab her legs. Help me get her to my car.”
Pain rockets through all parts of my body as they carry me to Ed’s car and slide me across the back seat. I smell Ed’s golden retriever, Jake, buried deep in the cushion covered with dog hair.
Ed drives with one arm over the back seat to keep me from rolling onto the floorboard. Each bump he hits sends shock waves through my body. “Sorry,” he says after each bounce. He talks to me, telling me I’m okay.
But I’m not okay. I can’t pull in enough air. I hear soft moaning, and it takes me a moment to realize it’s coming from deep inside my chest. It soothes me.
 On the way, Ed makes a hard right turn and says, “Hang on. We’re going to the hospital.”

