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THE WEDDING DRESS

“Father, please don’t –!” 
The plea came too late and was unheeded as a bucket of cold water was released onto Emilia’s head, about her bonnet and down along the front of her dress. 
“Father!” she screamed, furiously. “Why on earth would you do such a thing!”
Jumping from her chair, she whirled around to face him, her brown eyes flashing with anger. To her dismay, he was beaming as if he had bestowed some act of kindness upon her.
“Emilia, it is summertime! You are cooped up within the walls of a house, knitting a sweater,” he replied, reaching out to take her arm. “I do believe that the sunshine is calling your name.”
“A sweater that is now ruined!” Emilia complained but allowed for Abel to lead her from the dark stone house into the yard, dripping water heavily along the way. Her two younger sisters were engaged in a game of hopscotch on the road, their long braids flailing in the wind. 
“You see? Even the children know better than to stay indoors when the day is fraught with beauty. What kind of example are you setting for the young ones?”
“Father, I do not have time for trivial tasks. I needed to have that sweater finished for the marketplace. After which I have to begin making supper. Now I will be up half the night knitting!”
“Ah! One less sweater at the marketplace will not be the end of days. Also, you do not have to make supper tonight. We have been invited to the home of our neighbor.” Emilia turned and looked at him suspiciously at the sudden announcement.
“Which neighbor?” she demanded. Again, Abel smiled, undaunted by his eldest daughter’s scrutiny.
“The new members of our community. They reside only a few houses down the road.”
“Father, you don’t mean that sour faced man with the sullen little girl, do you? I did not like the looks of those two at church. They seem to not like being here. We don’t know anything about them.”
“My dear, you do not like the look of anyone. That is because you don’t truly look at anyone. And that is why we are going this evening; to learn about them and make them feel welcome. ”
“Oh father, that is simply not accurate. I do not engage in silliness like other women. I much prefer my own company to idle chit chat. There is no harm in that. I believe it shows that I have a strong head on my shoulders.”
“Indeed, it does, my daughter. Once in a while, however, you can relax and enjoy the sunshine.” Emilia did not reply. This was an old argument. Since the passing of her mother six years earlier, Abel Troyer had done his best to keep his three daughters in high spirits. The two youngest had eventually moved on from the unexpected death but Emilia had clung to the memory of her mother like a spider web shawl, refusing to let light into her life. Abel desperately missed the infectious sound of Emilia’s laughter, a tone which used to ring through the hills of their community like a tinkling bell. 
“Regardless, father, I see no reason why we should join Mr. Bawell and his daughter for supper,” Emilia finally said. “But if you feel you must, by all means, do go without me.”
“It is my wish that we attend supper at their residence and so we shall. I am still the head of this household, Emilia. I do not appreciate being contradicted.” Abel was beginning to lose his good humor. He did not understand why everything had to be a fight with Emilia. When his wife had been alive, Emilia had been the model child, obedient and respectful. He knew she only wanted to be left alone to her brooding but he would not have it. She was perfectly healthy, a lovely, kind hearted woman who deserved happiness. It was his job as her father to ensure that she received it. Emilia wisely closed her mouth and turned to face her siblings as her father walked off into the back part of the yard, seeming to have no more interest in teasing his child.
“Emmy, will you play with us?” Collette called, her blonde hair almost white in the droplets of sunlight. Emilia forced herself to smile and shook her head. For a fleeting moment, she was tempted to join the children but she pushed the thought from her mind.
“Not today, Collette. I have work to do.”
“You always have work to do, Emmy!” Evelyn pouted. Collette took her younger sister’s hand and pulled the nine-year-old toward the veranda. 
“She is busy taking care of us, Evie. We are going to mammi and dawdy’s now anyway. We must get dressed.” 
“Wait one moment, Collette. You’re going to mammi and dawdy’s house? Father just said that we are going to our new neighbor’s for supper. Are you certain?”
Collette paused at the door to allow Evelyn to pass. 
“You and papa are going to Aaron Bawell’s for supper. Evie and I are going to mammi and dawdy’s.” The girls disappeared into the house and Emilia was left on the porch, still dripping from her father’s cold water bath. She narrowed her smoky eyes. Why is he sending Evie and Collette to our grandparents’ house? What is papa up to? She cringed inwardly as she had her suspicions.
“Emilia, why do you insist on being so stubborn?” 
“What is it, father? What have I done now?”
Abel sighed heavily and stared at his daughter as she descended the stairs from her bedroom. 
“You know full well that you cannot attend this supper wearing working clothes. Please change into more appropriate attire.” Emilia blinked her solemn eyes at him. 
“But father, I believed this to be work.” Abel scowled and pointed firmly up the staircase. 
“You will do as I say immediately, Emilia. And that is quite enough of your impudence for one day.” Emilia hung her head in shame, immediately reading her father’s anger and slightly stung by his words. Abel was not one to raise his voice in anger.
“Yes father. I’m sorry.” She hurried back up to change her clothes and wondered why she had performed such a defiant act. She knew that her father would not have allowed her to visit the Bawell house dressed in rags. It was disrespectful. Lately she had been feeling more and more feisty and if she was not already well into her late twenties, she would have thought that she was due to experience rumspringa. She had briefly experimented with cigarettes and beer when she was younger but she had since been baptized and was very happy in the community. Well, as happy as Emilia could be. There was an unsurmountable void which had filled Emilia since the death of her young mother. She was eternally grateful for the consistency and love given by Abel, however, Emilia and her mother had a bond that seemed to outlive death. Time did not heal her pain and eventually Emilia had succumbed to the fact that she was destined to be discontent for the remainder of her life. Yet lately, the sorrow had turned into some sort of boiling anger and no matter how Emilia tried, she could not seem to tame the beast which was growing within her. 
Moments later, she was descending the stairs in a freshly ironed dark blue dress, a starch white bonnet covering her thick head of hair. Abel beamed happily.
“You look lovely. Much better. Shall we?” He offered his arm to his daughter and they started out the door. 
“Father, why have you sent the children to mammi and dawdy’s this evening?”
“Ah because this evening is for the older people, my dear daughter.” Emilia swallowed a knowing grunt but said nothing. As they strolled up the walkway toward the Bawell household, the front door flew open and Emilia was facing the petulant stare of a six-year-old child. Her blue eyes looked like frosted panes of glass as she took in the sight of the two strangers on the porch.
“Good evening, Amity,” Abel boomed amiably. “How are you this fine night?” 
The girl did not respond and instead turned and disappeared out of view. Emilia gave her father a look but the older man did not meet her eyes. A moment later, Aaron Bawell appeared at the door.
“Please, come in,” he said, extending the front door for them to enter. Abel smiled and nodding his thanks while Emilia reluctantly followed. 
“May I introduce my daughter, Emilia?” Abel said, removing hat and gesturing toward Emilia. 
“Yes,” Aaron replied nodding and closing the door. Emilia was slightly taken aback by his disinterested response. In her grief, Emilia had not been interested in the prospect of marriage despite her father’s endless prompting. 
“It is not healthy for a woman to go through life without a companion, Emilia,” Abel had told her countless times. “What of children?”
“I have two daughters in Evelyn and Collette,” she had replied, only half jokingly. She had not the stomach to think of child bearing when her own mother had not had the chance to watch her daughters grow up. Eventually, Abel had forsaken the quest to marry off his oldest daughter. However, she had more callers than anyone else in her community and the reason for that was simple. She was the ideal wife. She was hard working, compassionate and a deep thinker. She possessed patience and everyone was a friend to her. Also, she was incredibly lovely, with long honey blonde hair and wide, innocent brown eyes, framed in long eyelashes. Whenever Emilia flashed an elusive smile, the entire world seemed to follow her lead. Even after years of rejecting suitor after suitor, they still came knocking on her door, eager to see her wed to them. 
This is why Aaron Bawell’s abrupt greeting was so stunning to Emilia. He was apparently unimpressed by Emilia’s presence. He does not know you, Emilia reasoned, following the men into the sitting room. He has only been in our district for two weeks. He has no reason to give you a second look. Even as Emilia thought the words, she felt a strange pang of longing. She oddly wished him to look at her again. And again. You must stop thinking this way! She chided herself. Your thoughts are that of a child in puppy love! But Emilia could not stop staring at the newcomer and taking in all the details of his strong physique. His voice was deep and mellifluous and Emilia thought she could listen to him speak all day long.  She felt a blush color her cheeks and she wondered what it was about Aaron which set him apart from the others who had bid for her hand in marriage. Certainly he was handsome but many men could claim the same. He donned a beard, an indication that he was married but there had been no mention of a mother for his young daughter. Emilia suddenly realized that she was very interested in learning more about the man in whose house she sat. Aaron and Abel were having a conversation of which Emilia heard none. As they finished speaking, Aaron looked about the room, somewhat confused. 
“Amity!” Aaron called out. “Join us, please.” 
His demand was met with no response and sighing heavily after a moment, Aaron rose to his feet. 
“Excuse me,” he apologized before disappearing into the home. Emilia listened as his footsteps ascended up the staircase.
“Father, what on earth are we doing here?” Emilia asked, feeling distinctly uncomfortable. Abel gave her a sidelong look and smiled briefly.
“I believe you know what we are doing her, Emilia. Aaron Bawell is a successful carpenter. He is new to the community and has not been swayed by your endless rejection. He will be a perfect match for you.”
“Father!” Emilia groaned. “I had hoped you had stopped with this matchmaking foolishness long ago.”
“Emilia, it is not foolishness to want your children to be happy and begin a family. You are not going to be a young woman forever, child. You must consider your future.” 
“Father, I – “her words were cut short as Aaron returned to the sitting room, almost dragging along his daughter. 
“Papa, I don’t want them to be here,” Amity Bawell snarled, glaring viciously at the strangers in her living room. Against the flickering kerosene lanterns, she almost looked diabolical, her small upper lip curled above her teeth, blue eyes aflame. She was otherwise a very pretty child, a spitting image of her father. She had long, straight black hair and cornflower blue eyes. Her features were softer, less defined than Aaron with his high cheekbones but she also had the extra fat of a small child. 
“You will mind your manners!” Aaron snapped back, shooting an embarrassed look toward Abel.
“I do not like you!” Amity yelled, hands on her hips, addressing Emilia. Emilia was shocked by the defiance in the girl. She could not imagine either of her sisters ever speaking in such a way. I don’t believe I am overly fond of you either, little devil, Emilia thought, narrowing her eyes at the child.
“Amity











d2d_images/cover.jpg
& y, |
Monika Marks






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





d2d_images/scene_break.png





