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Rebecca’s parents Mr. and Mrs. John had been hardworking people all their lives and it was this ability to work hard that they had instilled in their child, Rebecca. They had started early, from the little age of four, to allow her to get her hands dirty in the farm, to be able to do some things that would help her learn and to help their farm to progress. Her mother, who specialized in the productions of dairy products that she sold outside the community, was the one who had instilled more of this ability into Rebecca. She was the one that spent more time at home with the girl, so she easily was the one meant to do all the disciplinary work and teaching. Her father too used to add his own quota to the whole contribution, but it never was as much as her mother’s. They allowed her get to play with the hoes and other farm equipment, because they felt it was this way that could allow their little girl get to learn a lot about the farm and how to run its activities. It was all they had, this little farm where they grew some legumes, wheat and some vegetables. The income they got from it was a small amount that they used to take care of themselves, to keep their children and give them an average upkeep. 

Rebecca’s senior brothers were also involved in the family business that involved taking care of their farm. It was from the milking of the cows in the farm that their mother got the milk that they used to produce her dairy products that she usually sold off outside the community. Her father had inherited this farm and its business from his parents. It had been a fairly large farm until the fire incident that had a part of it burnt down. This unfortunate incident had taken place few years after Rebecca’s father had taken over his father’s death. It was a candle that was lit, that fell into a bag of hays. That was the way the fire had started and it had engulfed and gulped everything and anything on sight. It was later that night, about forty-five minutes after the fire had started that one of Rebecca’s brother had started noticing an insane amount of heat coming in from the windows. He woke up to see light pouring in from beside his window, dancing flames that was moving and eating the things around it. He was the first to get up and begin to alert everyone about the fire. Every one of them ran into the storeroom grabbing buckets, filling them with water and running down towards the barn. By this time the fire had gone far, the damage was very much. Rebecca was just seven years old as at that time, and it was her senior brothers that did the burden of the work, the main job of quenching the fire. She stood aside with her mother who looked like she had given up. The woman was weeping quietly, counting her losses. Rebecca tried to break away from her mother, to try and go help her siblings battle against the fire, but her mother held her close, not wanting to lose her too. It took some time before the fire had come down to a considerable size, ashes flying around in the darkness. They had not done it alone, some of the neighbours had heard the commotion and had come out to help in quenching the fire. 

That was the first day Rebecca heard her father cry. In fact, before then, she had never believed that men cried, she had concluded that only women partook in such a weak act. But it had now become evident that she was wrong, because there, that morning, right there in front of her, her father wept, hard sobs rocking his body as he tried to pull himself together. They had lost a lot of their farm animals that day that amounted to about six horses, five cows and their kids and some goats too. Luckily for them, the fire had not reached the poultry, so some of the birds were still alive. And the barn’s annex in front of the house that held the younger cows and some horses were all they had left. The neighbours that remained that morning carried on a business of consoling her father. They assured him that all would be well; that they would see what they could do to help him out. They only wanted him to believe in and keep trusting Gott.

And that was how they came through, every single one of their friends and family contributing to help Mr. and Mrs. John rebuild their lives. It was from these contributions that Rebecca’s parents had been able to pull forwards and take care of their child. But no matter how hard they worked, they were never able to attain the level they were in their former wealth. The fire had made them lose so much, and recovering it was worth more than contributions from friends and families. But her father and mother decided to take their lives one step at a time. It was best for them to do it this way. They just believed that Gott was on their side and soon they would recover all that they had lost. 

They continued this way even as Rebecca grew older into her teenage years. At this point, her family had attained a level of comfort financially and they had begun getting over that night, the damages that it had caused them. But things still proved to be a little hard and it was because of this that Rebecca had decided that it was best for her to get a job that would help her both take care of herself and also be able to add to the family income. It was a bright idea that everyone in their family bought on the morning that her mother brought up the idea to the whole of the family after they had just finished their prayers. It wasn’t only going to be Rebecca; some of her siblings were going to be involved too. Her parents at the moment didn’t know where exactly they were going to go, but they promised they were going to find something for them to do, something that they could put their hands into.  

It took quite some time, but, finally, Rebecca’s parents were able to come up with something that their children could do to support the family. Her first brother was to stay at home on the farm and help out their father with the activities. He was most invested in it and he knew more about the workings of the farm than anyone of the other children, so it was best for him to be the one to stay behind. The others were going to go off and learn trades. Her parents had gone around their friends, neighbours and associates to find out if any of them needed anyone to work with. And sure, people were willing to accept them with open hands; maybe it was because of their history. Who knew? 

The first son had been accepted by a shoe maker to come and learn the craft under him. He wasn’t to get paid, but with time, when he had perfected the craft, he would be able to start off somewhere on his own and begin to make income for himself. That was the plan and it seemed sensible. Her other brother was going to work with a buggy mechanic. And that was how her parents handed each of her siblings a place that they had found for them. Rebecca patiently waited for her turn. She had never imagined that she would be leaving her parents one day, in such a fashion. She had imagined that she would live with them forever, feeding off them and having a pleasant life. But now she discovered she was wrong, the same way she had been wrong with the “men don’t cry, analogy. It was going to be a painful thing for her to do, but she was sure it was best for her and her family. The children had to leave home and go fight for their own destinies. It was an inevitable reality, and it was hard for Rebecca to accept it. But she had to accept it the morning her mother came with the good news. Sarah Miller had accepted for her to come and start apprenticeship under her.

Sarah Miller was one of those women that Rebecca would say she admired from afar. She was one of those women that Rebecca always looked up to as a sort of role model. Sarah was a single mother of about fifty years old. She had lost her husband about three years before to a buggy accident. It was rumored that she had a son, but it had always been hard for people to tell whether the boy that always came visiting was her son or one of her employed workers. It was just that way, the rumors flying about regarding the boy. Rebecca had only been hearing about Sarah’s family and nothing more. She had never fully put her full interest in conversations that did not concern her. 

Sarah Miller was known throughout the whole of the community for the quality of her work. She was a quilter, one of the biggest in the whole of the state where their community was located. Rebecca had never really been involved with quilting, only that she had known some of the works from the bed spreads and blankets that her mother bought home from Sarah’s shop. When she first heard this news, she went into the solitude of her room to admire the quilted bedspread her mother had given her months ago. It was there and then she began to understand the two layers of thick clothes that made up the work. She had never taken cognizance of it before until now, and she found it fascinating. She wondered about the processes with which it was made. Was it handmade mostly, or was there a machine that was used to produce such thick and intricate designs? She took this question to her mother who simply replied her by saying, “Relax, my Rebecca, when you finally get to her shop you would be able to learn everything you want to learn about quilting.” But it was in two weeks’ time before Rebecca would start learning how to quilt. That was the arrangement her parents had had with Mrs. Sarah. Rebecca was losing patience; she really wanted to learn everything there was to learn about quilting. 

Her mother, frustrated by the girl’s nags, went over and bought her a book about quilts. When Rebecca discovered this book, she spent hours and days devouring its contents. It was engrossing, the process of producing quilts. And her zeal to start off at Mrs. Sarah’s only became more and more obvious. It was from this book that Rebecca knew most of the requirements that she would need to facilitate her survival and learning process in Mrs. Sarah shop. She passed on the list to her mother, and by the next week, Rebecca could say she was ready to start up at Mrs. Sarah’s. She had her basket full of needles. Scissors, pins, thimbles, bias bars, rulers, templates, marking tools and every other thing her mother had included just to make sure she was comfortable learning under Mrs. Sarah. All these things were prepared for Rebecca and all she had to do now was to prepare for the D-day, the day she was to start with Mrs. Sarah.  

Rebecca breathed and lived that book for that few weeks before she went over to Mrs. Sarah’s shop. So that morning, when she first arrived at the shop, was as surprised as she thought she would be. Not that she blended in perfectly with immediate effect, but it was that everything that she saw that they were doing didn’t seem strange to her, just that this was the first that she was seeing it begin done in front of her. On arrival, Rebecca walked into the compound where she met Mrs. Sarah waiting for her at the gate. She had been expecting her that morning and didn’t want Rebecca to miss the place on her way. Rebecca had never been to Mrs. Sarah’s home before, neither had she been to her shop. 

When they walked in, she first noticed the presence of the other girls in the shop. Mrs. Sarah introduced her to them by saying, 

“This here is Kate and this is Jane. Girls, this is Rebecca and she is here to join you both in learning the art of quilting.” She pointed as the two girls as she spoke. Kate was the plump girl that was seated on the arm of a chair, cutting a white cloth into parts. Her face too was plump, almost filled with fat, but she was still cool and beautiful that way. Rebecca felt that she could pick her up as a chubby pig and snuggle her passionately. She giggled inwardly at this thought. Kate waved to her with a smile, and Rebecca noticed the fat that wiggled under her arms. The other person, Jane, was thinner, but not in a strange way. She just had an average body, not too fatty, but with the right amount that easily made her look human enough. She was sitting there on the chair in which Kate’s arm was balanced on. Rebecca soon noticed the abnormal situation. Why was Kate the one on the arm of that chair? It was supposed to be the other way round, Kate sitting on the chair while Jane perched on the handle. Jane waved at her. 

Within months, Rebecca became comfortable with Mrs. Sarah and the new environ that she now found herself. She was easily blending in with the girls. Jane and Kate were glad to have her amongst them and they confessed that they had been waiting for another girl across town that would come and join them in the job. They spoke highly about the job in those few days that Rebecca came to join them, telling her how interesting it was for them to be here. One of those days, Rebecca brought that book her mother gave her to the shop. She introduced it to Kate and Jane, but she was surprised for Jane’s reaction. Jane had read the book a lot of times, but Kate was the one that shocked her much, behaving like someone who had never seen a book of that size before. 

Soon afterwards, their lesson began in full swing. Mrs. Sarah didn’t give Rebecca any breathing space. Day and night, for the whole of the time that spent in Mrs. Sarah’s shop, Mrs. Sarah bundled her with instructions, with notes and admonishments on how to take care of a customer’s work. She soon noted that Rebecca was a fast learner. But it was because Rebecca had been reading that book that was why she was as fast as she was, blending in perfectly with the other girls. 

Whenever Mrs. Sarah was out, Rebecca and the other girls used the opportunity to get to know themselves better and also to gossip about some of the issues that bothered the town. It was during one of these gossip sessions that Rebecca had heard from the girls that a certain baseball player was coming to town to do a photo shoot. He had been there before, but he was returning for another photo shoot in town, with his teammates. Rebecca watched and listened as Kate and Jane spoke passionately about him. His name was Dave, and he had grown up in the community where he had also been a very big star in the baseball game. Kate and Jane told Rebecca about Dave’s escapades, the number of goals he had scored for his team before he finally left for the outside community when they came looking for him. Outside there, his luck kept on shinning and with time, he was one of the most recognizable players in baseball. 

While they said these things, Rebecca inwardly questioned herself about which rock she had been living under. why had she never heard of this boy? Was she so backward in the knowledge of the things going on in the community? She knew though that she had never been a big fan of baseball even from her little age, so that could be a perfect explanation as to why she had no idea about this Dave of a boy. She longed to see him, longed to know who this person was. 

“That won’t be a big problem,” Kate replied her one day. “He was friends with Joshua before they left the community. Whenever he comes around, Joshua goes to see him, and sometimes we go with him. You can join us the next time we would be going. Although, the number of people that would be out to see him this time would be very much given the fact that he would be coming for a photo shoot. But you could try your chances.” And Kate winked at Rebecca. It was a suggestive wink that said that it knew what Rebecca had in mind without her having to say it. It irritated Rebecca though, but she simply ignored it. There were other things bothering her mind. 

But who was Joshua though and why was he being mentioned in the things that had to do with Dave. But Jane was having none of that question when Rebecca finally had the courage to ask them about it. 

“You don’t know who Joshua is?” she asked, sounding very surprised and she looked at Kate. Kate was laughing hysterically and sloping down on the chair that she was seated on. Rebecca felt a strong urge to ask Kate to have a little mercy on the chair. She thought she could actually hear it wailing under her weight, asking for her to please let it go for a few seconds so it could at least breathe in some fresh air. But when she discovered how rude that would sound, she decided against the thought, but that was a comeback line that she decided to hold on to so she could use the next time Kate got on her nerves. 

“Tell me who he is. I am just asking a question. I have never met this guy. I have probably been living under a rock, I agree.” Rebecca said. She wanted the both of them to stop laughing and enlighten her a little about this Joshua character.  

“Nobody talked about living under a rock. You haven’t. if anything, you have been living on top of the skies and you couldn’t see what was in front of you all this while.” Kate said. By this time, it seemed like she had had a little communication with the chair and the chair had finally been able to convince her to please let it be. She was now seated more comfortably on it. Rebecca imagined the chair sighing under her weight, and other chair wishing that Kate were there forever, on that unlucky chair, and never disturbing them and their frail bodies. But they were wrong because Kate stood up from that unlucky chair, picked’ Rebecca by the hand and took her to the window. She placed their legs on top of the two chairs that had been placed close to window and the both of them creaked solemnly, wishing for release from the heavy duty trying her best to destroy them.

“Look here,” Kate said, and she took Rebecca by the head and pointed out there into the yard. A little afar off was a group of boys, about five of them. They were all wielding woodwork instruments that they were using to saw, join and smoothen pieces of wood that hung around them. 

“Can you see the tall one in a white shirt, holding the hammer?” that is Joshua Miller. For a second, Rebecca knew that that name miller sounded important. She kept on listening to Kate as she blabbed, “And he is Mrs. Sarah’s son.” 

“Mrs. Sarah?” Rebecca asked, trying her best to make sense of what Kate had just said. It seemed like she was being played. How could Mrs. Sarah’s son have been so close to her and she had not been able to notice him all this while. But she knew she had been hearing rumors about Mrs. Sarah having this boy who was always coming and leaving. Only few people could tell the truth about whether he was a son of hers or not. Kate was one of those few people, so what she had just said was easily believable by Rebecca. 

Rebecca kept on watching him from where she was. He looked so young and handsome, with all the sweat oozing down one part of his shirt. He was now talking to one of his friends, and they were both laughing hysterically. It was then that his friend, who was facing the window where Rebecca was peeping at them from, sighted Rebecca and called Joshua’s attention to the girl that was watching them. it was so quick, so sudden that Rebecca had to quickly take her face away from the window. While doing so, she fell with a loud bang to the ground. This caused another round of laughter from Jane and Kate. That was when Jane walked towards the window and yelled, 

“Hey, Josh, how are you doing today? This here is our friend Rebecca and she would like to meet you. Say hi, Rebecca.” Jane said looking down to the floor where Rebecca was lying. “She is shy. Give her time, Josh.” Rebecca was covered in immense shame. She had never been this embarrassed in her whole life. It only got worse when Joshua finally yelled back, 

“Please put some confidence in it. I love a confident schweschder.” That was the blow that finally destabilized Rebecca. She picked up her things and headed home for that day.  

But after that incident, Rebecca was no longer herself. It now seemed like she had been sold, like she was now a property of Joshua. It surprised her that she had never noticed him before, how could that have happened? She wasn’t sure, but it had happened. She had simply just missed him. She soon discovered that the most of her days spent in Mrs. Sarah’s shop was spent looking out through that window. Though she was subtle with it. She didn’t want Jane and Kate knowing what she spent her time doing. She gradually moved her seat near to the window, slowly, over a period of two weeks citing reasons that the place she used to occupy before had become too hot. Luckily for her, Kate and Jane did not notice the lie staring them in the face. 

While she was seating on her seat and doing her business, Rebecca was always sure to steal glances towards the wood workshop. He was always there, with the other boys who it seemed were his very close friends. One of those days, when Kate and Jane had travelled out of town for a weeding and it remained just Rebecca in the shop, she noticed that she had been able to achieve just  little portion of the work allotted her. The rest of her time she had spent looking out through that window. 

Few weeks later, while Kate was chatting with Joshua from that window, Joshua had asked about her, “How is your friend?” he yelled to Kate that morning, “The shy one. Still haven’t seen her around. Would love to meet her. “ 

Rebecca melted. She didn’t like to be the center of attraction in issues like this, the main piece of the gist. But it was obvious that Kate didn’t care. She was enjoying herself while talking to Joshua through that window. “Her name is Rebecca, Rebecca John. You should know her. Her daadi owns the farms down the road that leads into town.”

“Ach!, do you mean Mr. John? I know him.” Joshua said. He was now coming closer to the window where Kate and Rebecca sat. Now his voice had become cooler, more reserved, like a whisper. “Mr. John that lost a part of his farm to the fire, right?” 

“Did your daadi lose a part of his farm to a fire?” Kate turned towards Rebecca. Rebecca nodded solemnly. She was defeated. Kate had no intentions of bringing up memories, she had just wanted to have fun with Rebecca and Joshua. But now that she was looking at her, Rebecca was already in tears. 

“What is the problem, honey?” Kate said stretching her arms towards Rebecca, “did I say something wrong? Is this about the burnt farm? I am sorry.” By this time she was already close to Rebecca and holding her over her back, smoothening the wrinkles that appeared behind her blue gown. “I am sorry she kept repeating. You never told any of us about this.” Joshua had reached the window and stuck his head into it. “Where is she?” he said. 

“Go away, you foul spirit.” Kate said. “Look what you made her do.” 

“Is she crying?” Joshua asked. “Is this about the farm? Ach, I am truly sorry. I didn’t mean to bring up unpleasant memories. I am coming in.” But despite all Kate’s protests, Joshua found his way in through the front door of the shop. Rebecca had bowed her head by this time. She had stopped crying now, but she did not want Joshua to see her in this mood. She wondered what her face looked like now. This was the first time Joshua was going to see her so she wanted it to be perfect. But it wasn’t, because before she knew it, he was there in front of her pleading with her to forgive him, asking her to please lift up her head so he could see her beautiful face. And the way he kept on saying ‘beautiful face’ was so melting to Rebecca. She had never heard anyone call her beautiful before except for her father, whenever he wanted to tease her into happiness. From this close range, Joshua’s voice now had a new texture to it. it was fluid and soft. She promised herself that she wasn’t going to lift up her head no matter what happened, no matter what he said. She would keep it down until he left, despite the fact that she desperately wanted to see his own face notwithstanding.

But Kate was unrelenting. She had joined Joshua in the campaign to have her raise up her head and view their faces. She bowed down and faced Rebecca. Their eyes met under that table and Rebecca begged Kate without words to please side her. But Kate being who she was quick to say, “Ach!, Joshua, she is blushing, she has gone red in the face. All for you Joshua. You must be really lucky.” That was when Joshua came over to her side and gradually pulled her up. Rebecca couldn’t believe herself. It seemed like her body no longer belonged to her in that minute that Joshua put it hands around her torso. There she was gradually coming up at his command. She looked into his face and saw what it really looked like close up. He was sure handsome. 

“I am sorry for bringing up that memory,” Joshua said. his hands where around her back, falling by her right shoulder until his fingers touched her arms. His arms felt heavy on her, but she loved them there, loved that they hung there over her like a protector. 

“It is OK.” Rebecca said. “I understand.” 

“So how about we spend some time together after work and get to know each other better? What do you say about that?” Rebecca simply just found herself nodding stupidly to his proposition despite the fact that she had promised her mother to be home quick to help her with the afternoon meal. But Rebecca stayed after work that day after Kate and Jane had left for home. While they were leaving Rebecca wondered what they thought about her decision to wait with Joshua. But she didn’t ask them because they seemed carefree about it. 

When Rebecca and Joshua finally met, they instantly clicked. It was faster than she had ever expected it to happen. They talked at length about a whole lot of issues. The initial shyness that Rebecca had when she had first met Joshua was gone. It was a gradual process that after completion had her there open up to him like a wet leaf. While they talked, she wondered about how foolish she had been, how she had not been able to notice the presence of Joshua all this while. But this likely always did happen; people just miss the best people for their lives just like that. Luckily for her, she had met him. She knew that this was a friendship that was built to last. Though she wasn’t as open-minded, funny or informed as him, she still found that what kept their discussion afloat were the strong thing that would help them stay close to each other.

Their friendship blossomed and boomed until both of them couldn’t survive a whole day without them seeing each other. Kate and Jane too had noticed it and had begun teasing Rebecca about it. They confessed to the fact that they had been there all the while before Rebecca came and now she had been the one that had taken his attention. It was at this point too that Rebecca knew that she had to start worrying about Mrs. Sarah. She didn’t want her to think that Joshua was a distraction to her or that she was a distraction to him. This was a defined relationship that did not pass the line of friendship at the moment. And she herself didn’t want it to cross that line. She liked why they were, were their friendship hovered at this point.

It didn’t take time before Joshua and Rebecca started hanging out more and more, coming over to see each other in their homes.  Soon Mrs. John was all over Rebecca with questions that needed quick answers. What was she doing with Mrs. Sarah’s son? Hope she remembered the circumstances that carried her there? It was only to learn and nothing more. Rebecca herself knew her mother fully. She was simply beating about the bush. All she had said was just to get Rebecca to talk so she could know more about her relationship with Joshua. Unfortunately for her but fortunately for Rebecca, Rebecca was wiser than that. She only replied her mother with smiles that meant nothing at all. 

***

Joshua had become so attached to the Englisch world because of his dealings with them. Whenever he was through with the furniture from his wood workshop, Joshua would go and sell in the flea market across town where a combination of people used to gather to make sales and also buy. This was a market that was made up of both Amish and non-Amish people so he had dealings with people of the englisch world. He had always told Rebecca about the variety of people he used to meet in his journey there. Rebecca had been eaten up by anticipation because of this. She too wanted to see what it was to deal with outsiders. She had never left the community since she was a little girl. To her, this was an opportunity to leave and explore. 

It was on a Saturday that they left to the flea market where Joshua was to go and sell some of the wooden chairs he had constructed with his boys. They both boarded a buggy that would take them out of town where they would get a bus. The chairs were in a truck that had left the day before to Joshua’s store in the market. They got there in two hours, and Joshua was eager to introduce Rebecca to his friends who had never met an Amish girl in their lives. They all said they love Rebecca and that they would love to have her around more often. 

From then onwards, Rebecca was always following Joshua to the flea market every Saturday. This was because she was able to make her own money too because she had become so perfect in quilting that she was able to make some designs during the week that would sell off on Saturdays. With time, their relationship transcended barriers. Rebecca was sure that they were no longer friends. There was more to this than friendship. She was in love with him and she was sure of this. She wondered if it was the same with him. Sometimes she would find herself staring at him and asking herself questions, searching through his gestures to see if any of it could betray him. But she found nothing.

In those few weeks she spent with him in that flea market, she had noticed the stares that came at him from various corners. He was an attractive man so she wasn’t surprised that the girls were falling over themselves just to have a moment of talk with him. 

But the worst of them was from an odd looking Englisch girl that Rebecca used to see every morning on her way to the mall downtown. Her stares were unrelenting. She was everywhere watching them, watching him. When Rebecca reported the issue to Joshua, he laughed it off. Her name was Denise, and she was the daughter of the owner of the largest chopsticks in town. One time, Joshua had supplied him wood for his job and according to the woods had gotten rotten before they were ever used. This had resulted in weeks of trading blames until it was settled by the market association that Joshua was not to blame. Denise’s father was at fault. He hadn’t preserved the woods properly. But Denise father had never settled for that agreement, and he had always wanted a way to get back at Joshua. Joshua was still laughing when he completed his story to Rebecca, though Rebecca did not find the story funny. She thought he had to be more careful. Some of this non-Amish people could be very dangerous. Joshua was still giggling when he dragged her into an embrace and promised that he would be more careful. 

For the weeks that followed after Joshua’s explanation, they kept returning to the flea market to sell their wares. At this point, Rebecca was now seeing more and more about the outside community. She saw the cars, the telephones and every other various gadgets that fascinated her. She soon got used to them, the cabs that they usually took from one part of the town to the other and the elevators that carried her from the floor of the building to its top. Joshua kept teaching her some of the new things that fascinated her. 

But no matter what happened, the stares from this Denise kept on coming. They had begun irritating Rebecca. She didn’t want to sound too protective of Joshua, so she allowed it be for peace sake. He had told her to allow the situation. But it kept on escalating until the day Joshua suddenly disappeared. They had gone over to the flea market to sell their wares as usual. Joshua had gone out to see some friends that morning and four hours later, he hadn’t returned. He was supposed to be back early so they could take the bus home. The bus was to leave by 15:00hours, but few minutes to departure time, Joshua was still nowhere to be found. Rebecca had packed up all his things and sat there on a sofa waiting for him. It was now almost nighttime and yet she was still waiting, though her mind was now flooded with apprehension. But this apprehension was still mild, not like the one she was going to have three days later when Joshua was still at large. The whole of the flea market had begun contributing one way or the other to finding him. Since there had been no pictures of him, they had gotten an artist that Rebecca described his face to and he had drawn it. It was this drawing they had pasted around town to get people to know the face of the missing person. 

Rebecca was distraught. What was she to do? Who would she meet to explain the situation to? What would she tell Mrs. Sarah when she arrive the community without Joshua? No one might believe her. A thought came to her. Maybe she could meet Denise and find out if she knew anything about Joshua’s where about. She had vowed to have nothing to do with the girl, but this was a tight situation. She had to find some way to find out what had happened to Joshua, no matter what it took.

The next morning, she waited outside the door of Joshua’s store for Denise to come through. And she did. Rebecca quickly followed her quietly, stealthily until they reached a place of solitude and quietness. 

“Why are you following me?” Denise turned back towards Rebecca.  

“I just want to ask you a question.” Rebecca said. 

“You could have done that since. Why did you have to wait until we reached here? How am I sure you aren’t after my life.” 

“I am not.” Rebecca began sobbing. “Please do you know where Joshua is? That is all I need from you. Please.” It surprised Rebecca when Denise herself burst into tears. “What is the problem?” Rebecca asked. 

“It is my father.” Denise said. “Follow me. I have been waiting for you to ask.” 

Rebecca followed Denise to the outskirts of town where she entered into an old warehouse that had not been used in a long time. “My father wants to kill him just to settle their score,” Denise said as she led Rebecca to one of the empty rooms where they found Joshua tied to a chair in his mouth and legs. “He said they have scores to settle. Only my senior brother and me known about this location. Please take him home. Your friend is a good man.”

The both of them untied Joshua and the led him outside the warehouse. Joshua kept on repeating his thanksgivings to Denise, over and over again.  “You have to be quick,” Denise said. “Take a cab from here to the bus pack and flee. I will get your luggage to you later. Let me handle my father.” She handed them some notes that would help them home. And then she turned and started walking out there to the front of the warehouse where a car had just packed and some group of men where alighting.  

THE END...  
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NORA WELLS

Part I

Chapter One

The sky was ablaze. Fiery oranges, crimsons and pinks exploded into a spectacular light show above the treeline, almost a firework display of natural beauty. The dusk seemed to consume everything in its wake, as strange conundrum of tranquility and passionate rejuvenation. 
“Oh, Jacob, it’s lovely!” The voice behind him startled him from the fog which seemed to have overcome him and he turned to face the speaker. 
“It isn’t finished,” he sighed, gazing forlornly at the sight before him. His oldest sister, Dawn smiled and stepped forward, the shadows falling away from her innocent face. 
“You always say that,” she chided gently, joining her brother at his side. “It is most definitely finished. What more could you possibly have to add? I do believe you are getting better with each piece.”
Jacob chuckled and placed his paintbrush back onto the easel, wiping his hands against his smock. 
“Perhaps one day I will be a famous artist,” he joked but Dawn nodded seriously. “I will look into the easiest way to chop off my ear.”
“Leave your ears in peace. There is only one Van Gogh and there is only one Jacob King. I don’t know why you don’t bring them to market to sell. You would do well and heaven knows it will get Daed to eat his words if they prove lucrative.”
“I am not ready,” he replied and Dawn scowled, her fine features pressed into a tight line. 
“How are you not? What are you waiting for? You are ready. You are only afraid of what Dat would say,” she answered. “You must not let his harsh words into your head.” 
It was Jacob’s turn to frown. 
“The matter has little to do with Daed,” he retorted but even as he said it he knew it was untrue. “They simply are not good enough.”
“Hogwash. You are extremely talented and you should be sharing the beauty you create with the world. It is not fair to keep it secret. It is in our blood to share all the blessings bestowed upon us with others. This is your blessing to share. Our community deserves it.”
“Dawn, a secret is something that is worth hearing. My painting is a hobby at best. Help me put this away before Daed comes in here and finds me. He won’t be as forgiving this time.”
Dawn snorted contemptuously. 
“Forgiving? Is that what he’s been thus far?” she asked sarcastically but she hurried to help her brother with the huge canvas, careful not to touch the drying paints. Together the siblings moved the landscape to the back of the barn where Jacob had set up a makeshift room. Burlap sacks hung from ropes off the rafters, creating walls to protect his other pieces within but there were areas where water leaked dangerously close to Jacob’s work. 
“We are going to need to find you a bigger space, Jacob,” Dawn commented, looking about for a place to set down the work. “And something more protective. This is hardly a place for a collection of artwork. It can easily get ruined with rain or mice. I will run and get more poison and find some buckets for these leaks.” Jacob laughed. 
“Are you joking? I am lucky that Daed hasn’t thrown these out to make room yet.”
“He would never!” Dawn said shocked. “His words are stern sometimes, yes, but he is proud of your talent, Jacob.”
Although he did not reply, he was certain his older sister was wrong. His father was incessantly criticizing his art, oftentimes imploring him to quit.
“You must forsake these foolish daydreams of becoming an artist,” Jeremiah King often told his son. “It is not only that you are chasing fantasies which will never materialize but you are neglecting your duties around the farm. You owe it to your family to stop painting and focus on your life here with us.”
To Jacob, the worst part of his father’s words was knowing that he was right. I must spend more time around the land and less time with a paintbrush in my hands, he told himself often but the thought would sink him into a depression and he would inevitably turn back to a canvas for placation. A sense of peace would steal over him as the horsehairs flew across blanks pages as if they were dancing to a rhythm he could not
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