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About Hatfield Falls


Welcome to Hatfield Falls, an imaginary town set in the beautiful province of Nova Scotia, Canada. This series focuses on several individuals in that town who are related by blood and/or their connections at Hatfield Falls Christian Church. 
Faith, hope, and love flow here in great streams and small trickles. However, these streams don't take happy easy paths. Instead, they swerve around obstacles, dredge up memories from the past, cascade over plans for the present, and push the characters of Hatfield Falls forward into a future that is firmly rooted in grace and grounded in Christ.






  
  [image: ]
Chapter 1


Frederick Bennett leaned against a car needing a headlight replacement and pulled his vibrating phone from his pocket. Esther. 
His finger hovered over the answer icon for a second before he dropped his hand to his side and let it go to voicemail. 
“I see the gorgeous best friend is calling again.” Sean Clayton, Fred’s co-worker and long-time friend, held up the bulb Fred had sent him into the automotive department of Drummonds to get. 
Esther’s picture flicked off the screen, indicating it was safe to text her. 
Busy with a car. Call you later?
“You’re not going to answer her?” Sean asked in surprise. “This lightbulb can wait.” 
Her reply was quick in coming: Important. Don’t forget. 
Do I ever? 
Sometimes.
He chuckled as he stuffed his phone back in his pocket and prepared to install the light. “I’ll call her later. If she’s calling instead of texting, it means a long convo or a favour that might take some persuading to get me to do for her. Either way.” He tapped his name tag. “Responsible employee.” 
“Yeah, yeah, I know.” Sean’s reply sounded like he was answering a teacher or his mom. It was a tone Fred was familiar with, since he and Sean had known each other for more than a dozen years – since Sean moved to Hatfield Falls back in grade seven. “You owe the boss the full amount of time he’s due.”
Fred chuckled at the way Sean rolled his eyes as he said that last part, but it was true. Some of the guys here liked to cut a few corners, but that had never sat well with Fred. To him, it seemed dishonest or something. 
“Well, yeah, that, and Mrs. Jones will be much happier once she is no longer chasing her son around the waiting room.” 
Besides, this was his last car of the day. The next one would be all Sean’s, and he’d be on his way home to shower and eat. There’d be plenty of time to call Esther then, and there was no need to prolong his day here. 
Sean leaned against Mrs. Jones’s car, looking back toward the waiting room. “According to what I heard as I passed through, the little guy was just eating cookie number four, and his mom was not happy that he had managed to snag it.” He shook his head and laughed softly as Fred reattached the wire socket. “Say, did you top up the washer fluid yet?” 
“Nope. I was going to do that after this.” 
Sean pushed off the car. “I’ll get it.” He grabbed a bottle of purple windshield washer fluid and deftly poured it into the correct reservoir without more than one tiny dribble escaping where it was supposed to have gone. It wasn’t the first or last time one or the other of them had done or would do that. It was store policy to always check fluid levels at the end of each service call. 
Fred removed his work gloves, then flicked the headlights on to make sure they were working, while Sean replaced the cap on the washer fluid before he lowered the hood. 
“Chris,” Fred called as the hood clattered into place, and Sean pushed down on it to make sure it was secure. “Bay three is done. Invoice is incoming.” The newbie, who was the current garage runner, would relay the news to Stephanie at the service counter when he went to retrieve the keys for the car so he could back it out and get the next vehicle to bring in. 
Fred scrolled down the list on the computer that stood between bays two and three, checked off all the things that had been done during this service, recorded the replaced lightbulb, and marked the finish time. That was it. With one more click of his mouse – to send the invoice to Stephanie – his shift was over. 
“Need anything before I head out?” he asked Sean. 
“Not that I can think of, unless you want to let me leave and you work a double.” 
Fred laughed. There was no way he was going to do that. “The only doubles I like are double-doubles from Timmie’s – oh! And those double chocolate cookies they started putting in the waiting room. Have you had one of those?” 
“Nope,” Sean replied. “I’m weird, remember? Chocolate and I don’t get along.” 
“Ah, right. Sorry. You’re missing out. Not that I should probably say that, but wow, I don’t know how I’d live if I had to say no to chocolate.” 
“Would you rather give up chocolate or coffee?” Sean asked as he motioned for Chris to pull the car ahead just a bit more. 
“Well, when you put it that way,” Fred said with a laugh, “chocolate doesn’t seem so hard to do without.” 
“I thought so.” Sean popped the hood on the Toyota Camry, before coming to the computer to double check what he was supposed to be doing with it.
“Hey,” he said when he was next to Fred. “How come you don’t ask out that hot BFF of yours? Afraid to ruin the friendship?” 
“How long have you been wanting to ask that?” 
Sean shrugged. “I don’t know. Probably since I got to know you better once we started working here.” 
That meant he’d been holding onto that question for two years. Most of the other mechanics who knew Esther was his best friend hadn’t taken very long to ask him that same thing. “Why didn’t you ask before now?” 
“If you haven’t noticed in all the years we’ve known each other, I don’t make friends easily, so I didn’t want to blow this.” He motioned between the two of them. 
Ah, yeah, that made sense. Sean was a touch awkward at social things. He always had been. Fred shrugged. “She’s Esther.” That was his normal answer and usually, that was enough. 
“So, you don’t find her dating material?” 
Of course, Sean wouldn’t leave it at a simple answer. Fred blew out a breath. “You can’t tell anyone this, okay?” 
“Okaaaaayyy?” Sean agreed cautiously. 
Fred leveled an I’m-deadly-serious-about-this look at Sean. “This puts you at the top of the red seal certification for friends.” Red seal friends were a step above just regular friends but not quite on the same level of his twin Eddie or his true best friend, Esther. But almost.
“I see.” Sean stood with his arms crossed, waiting. 
“I tried that and got shot down.” There. Someone besides Eddie and Esther knew about him asking her to the Halloween hayride when they were in grade eleven. 
“Oh, wow, and you’re still friends?” 
“Can’t help myself,” he said with a shrug. 
“Oof. Unrequited love is the worst.” 
“Tell me about it.” He shook his head as an image of Esther and Steve popped into it. “It’s especially hard once the other person starts dating,” he grumbled.
Sean held up his hands defensively. “I’m not planning on asking her out.” 
Fred chuckled. “I didn’t mean you. There’s some guy at her school named Steve with a daughter who worships the ground Esther walks on since she’s the kid’s favourite teacher.” He sighed softly. “But if he’s the guy for her.” He lifted one shoulder and let it drop. “Then, God’s got someone even better for me.” 
Or so he hoped. Not that he could think of anyone better. He had tried to date other girls – many times. He was no quitter after all. But as of this very moment, he still hadn’t found anyone who could surpass Esther in his mind and heart. 
“I don’t know,” Sean said. “That God you worship doesn’t seem very great if He lets your heart get trampled like I know from personal experience it is.” Sean and Stephanie had dated for a year before Stephanie had broken it off and started dating someone else. She was on to a second boyfriend since Sean as of last weekend. So, Sean did, indeed, know what it felt like to watch the person you love move on without you. 
“Yeah, I see where you’re coming from,” Fred admitted. “But real love means being given choices. And choices mean the possibility of disappointment.” 
“I suppose, but still, if a person is going to give up every Sunday and however many other days to do things for their God, then, it only seems right that they should get some good stuff in return.” 
A crooked smile tipped Fred’s lips at Sean’s take on what a commitment to God was. A lot of people saw it that way, but not Fred. To him, it was more than Sundays and a few other times. It was a whole life, but now didn’t seem to be the appropriate time to mention that. Especially since, from his vantage point as an unbeliever, Sean had a good point. 
“I’m not going to disagree, but I do have good stuff. This job, great friends, a new house, a pretty awesome family. There are blessings all around us, Sean. We just have to look for them – and no, before you say it, it’s not just luck. Those blessings have a source – even for those who don’t worship God. He’s pretty cool that way.” He tapped the side of the car. “I’d love to have you come to church with me sometime to hear more about Him, but you know me.” He held up his hands. “I only mention the possibility and leave it there. No pressure. Your choice.” 
Sean laughed. “Because you loooove me,” he said in a teasing voice. 
Fred laughed along with him. “In a bro sort of fashion, yeah, I do.” He waved and made his way towards the store. 

      [image: ]Half an hour later, Fred was just putting shampoo in his hair when his phone played its Esther tune. 
“Answer,” he called out to the phone. “Hey, Esther.” 
“Are you in the shower?” 
“Yep. Just got home from work a bit ago and thought I’d clean myself up while supper cooks.” 
“You’re making supper?” 
He laughed at her skeptical tone. “I do know how to cook.” Of course, that didn’t mean he actually was currently cooking anything. 
“So what are you making?” The question was asked in Esther’s “that’s lovely, but I don’t know if I believe you” voice. 
“Rotisserie chicken with fries, a multigrain roll, and salad.” 
“You’re such a liar!” She laughed as she said it. “You ordered in, didn’t you?” 
“You got me. I’m not cooking it. But I do know how to cook. I just chose not to. So what’s up?” He ran his hand through his hair once more to check for suds. Seeing none, he turned off the water and grabbed his towel. 
“Do you work tomorrow?” 
“Nope.” He heard her exhale as if relieved. 
“Do you think you could help me out with something?” 
He stopped toweling off and looked at his phone. “I need to know what the something is before I answer that.” Esther had a way of wrangling him into things he didn’t always want to do because she knew how easily he said yes – sometimes without thinking. 
“Monica is sick and won’t be at school tomorrow. She’s the teacher who’s playing for our Christmas concert, so I thought maybe you could bring your guitar and play in place of the piano.” 
“Are you sure you don’t want Eddie to help you? He’s the piano player.” 
“I asked him. He’s working.” 
“So, I’m second place, huh?” With music and as options of guys to date – well, technically, he wasn’t even second place there. When it came to that, he was no place. 
“It’s not like that. I knew you’d suggest Eddie, so I started there.” 
Yeah, that sounded like Esther. 
“So, can you do it? The practice is from one o’clock until two. It’s the second full practice we’ve had, and the concert is in just over a week from now.” 
“How was the first run-through?” 
“Honestly? Not as good as I had hoped it would be, and I wasn’t expecting perfection. I know how kids can be, but wow, they leveled up a notch on their kid-ness once they all got together yesterday. Please? You’ll be something new to help keep their attention.” 
He didn’t have a reason to deny her request, nor could he think of another way to get her help, so, he guessed he’d be going to school tomorrow. “One o’clock, you say?” 
“Yes.” 
“Sure. I’ll do it.” This was met with a little squeal of delight. 
“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” 
“No problem. I ask only for a coffee date with my friend in payment.” 
There was a pause in the conversation. 
“It’s not a date-date, Esther. It’s just going for coffee like we do. I know we’re just friends.”  He knew she wasn’t interested in him as anything more than that.  “I know you’re into Steve.” 
“It’s not that. It’s just … does it have to be tomorrow?” 
“No, if you’re busy that’s fine. In fact, forget I even mentioned it. I was mostly teasing. I can get coffee on my own.” Man! Talking to Esther had become challenging ever since she had told him about Steve a week and a half ago. 
“It’s just that I have a real date tomorrow night, and I’d like to have all my school stuff done before I leave school – well, the parts that don’t have to go home with me for the weekend.” 
A real date. He blew out a slow breath. “Steve finally asked you out, eh?” 
“Yeah. He asked me to dinner. We’ve chatted online and gotten hot chocolate a couple of times, but this is the first dinner date, so it feels more official.” She was rambling, which meant she wasn’t comfortable talking about this with him. That made two of them!
“Well, okay, then. Um, is there anything I can do to help you get out of school earlier tomorrow?” Oh, he knew he was an idiot for asking that, and yet, it seemed the right thing to do. Of course, seeming didn’t equate to being.
“You’d seriously do that for me?” 
“You know me, Esther. I’d do pretty much anything to see you succeed at whatever.” There were names for guys like him – sucker for punishment was the one that came to mind. 
“Well,” she said the word slowly, drawing it out. “I have an art project that needs some circles cut out.” 
“How many?” 
“Three for each student, so about sixty total. If you could do half…” 
“Do I need to bring my own scissors?” 
She laughed, and suddenly, it felt like they were talking just as they did before Steve showed up and made things weird between them. 
“Nope,” she said. “I’ve got plenty. I’ll even let you use one of my big pairs instead of the kid-size ones.” 
He chuckled. “Then, make sure they’re sharp.” 
“Thanks, Fred.” 
“You’re welcome.” 
“How did I get so lucky to have you for a best friend?” 
“I think it was how your dad hired my mom to do before and after school care during grade four.” That was the year that her mom had left just after Christmas. “You put up with me and Eddie pretty well, and those braids were cute. How could I resist?” Yeah, he had even been smitten with her cuteness back then. Pathetic. That’s what he was. 
“That was quite the year,” she said softly. 
“Indeed, it was,” he agreed. “I’m just happy that through all the rotten stuff, I got to become your friend. See you tomorrow at one. I’ll check in at the office by twelve forty-five.” 
“See you then, and thanks again.” 
Fred looked at his reflection in the foggy mirror. “You need help, bro. Or a girlfriend.” It was probably easier to find help, he thought with a shake of his head. 
His phone beeped. Dinner was nearly on the doorstep. It was time to kick it into high gear and toss on some clothes before it arrived. 
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Chapter 2


One hundred plus children, hyped up on Christmas cheer and a change in schedule, began to file out the doors as one class after another was escorted back to their classrooms. The giggles and chatter that bounced around the gym as easily as a red rubber ball at recess faded a little more with each departure. Esther Adams hooked a finger in the top of her mock neck sweater and pulled it away from her skin as the chaos that had been the past hour began to settle into something a bit more manageable. 
She wiggled the top of her sweater trying desperately to find some cooling relief. 
Note to self: No high necks, no long sleeves, and no sweaters were to be worn for concert-directing wear ever again. 
Corralling the choir and keeping them focused took even more work than keeping a roomful of five-year-olds from dumping out the little bottles of glitter rather than sprinkling their snowmen delicately. She looked down at her now sparkly red sweater. Yeah. That hadn’t gone well either. Why exactly had she wanted to be a teacher? At present, she wasn’t sure her reasons hadn’t been based on a romantic notion. She shook her head and drew a deep, calming breath. She still had a class to deal with – her own. 
“I thought that went pretty well,” Fred said as her students stood waiting for her in a rather wiggly line that wandered left and then right.
She gave him an “are you crazy” look. 
“No, I’m not crazy,” he answered before turning towards her group of mischief-makers. “You guys are pretty awesome, but then, how could you be anything less than awesome with a teacher like Miss Adams? Am I right or am I right?” He held out his hand for several high-fives before he swung his guitar case across his back, slapped his hands on his legs and stood perfectly straight and still. “I’m ready to go, Miss Adams.” 
The children laughed, and she shook her head at his ridiculousness. But that was Fred. He had always been entertaining, and she had yet to meet any kid that didn’t like him. In fact, it wasn’t easy to find anyone of any age who didn’t enjoy being friends with him. 
Well. Except. Maybe for Mandy. 
“Mr. Fred, would you like to be the engine or the caboose for our line?” she asked.
“Is he coming to class with us?” Logan’s question was as hope-filled as any question could be and just more proof that Fred was loved by one and all, because Logan was not easily impressed – by anyone. The thought made her smile and a tiny bit of the stress that this day had been slipped away. 
“Yes, Logan, he is coming with us because I have some work to do, and he offered to help me do it.” 
“Is he your boyfriend?” Mia asked. She was an inquisitive child with a love for fairy tales and Disney princesses. Her mom shared that love since Mia was named after a character in a movie about a princess.
“Nope. Just her friend,” Fred answered. “Since grade four.”
“Wow!” Logan said. “That’s a long time!” 
“It sure is,” Fred agreed with a chuckle. 
Esther frowned. It wasn’t that long! It wasn’t that short either, but she wasn’t as old as Logan made it sound like she was.
“Madison’s dad is Miss Adams’s boyfriend,” Savannah said. 
“Is he?” Esther asked her. 
Savannah nodded. “Madison has a babysitter tonight because you’re going on a date.” 
Savannah was destined for some detail-oriented career in the future – probably an investigative journalist – because that child knew all the details, all the time, and never seemed to forget any of them. Not even when you wanted her to forget them. 
“That makes him your boyfriend,” Savannah concluded. 
“Nah,” Fred inserted. “That makes him her dinner date and possible boyfriend. It takes a bit more than one date to be firmly cemented together as boyfriend/girlfriend. At least it does for adults. I’d wait a few more dates before declaring him to be her boyfriend.” 
Esther’s eyes were likely as wide as Savannah’s were. “Is that so?” 
“Yep. That’s how it works.” Fred’s expression was confident. Just like it always was when he thought he was right. 
“How many?” Savannah asked. 
“How many what?” Fred asked. 
“Dates.” Both Savannah’s voice and look added an unspoken “duh.” 
“Oh, that can differ from couple to couple, but I’d say at least three with plans to have more.” 
Savannah’s brow furrowed, then lifted right before she nodded and said, “That makes sense.” 
Hmmm. No argument from Savannah? Fred was magic incarnate. Savannah was rarely without a follow-up question – or ten. “Well, then, now that we have that figured out, Mr. Fred – engine or caboose?” 
“Caboose.” 
“Excellent choice. Then, everyone, let’s straighten our train so that Mr. Fred can join it. Thomas, would you please come up here and be the engine?” 
“Yes, Miss Adams.” 
Several of the other children giggled softly, as they always did when she asked Thomas to be the engine. They weren’t making fun of him because he had the same name as a cartoon train engine. Oh, no! To this group, that was something that made Thomas cool, and a vast array of emotions for five-year-olds came out as giggles. Or pouts. Or tears. Giggles, at present, were perfectly acceptable. 

      [image: ]Half an hour later, and with a little less stress than normal because Fred was the Pied Piper of Primary kids, all of Esther’s students had been delivered to their parents or the afterschool program, and Fred sat in one of the chairs next to the least glittered art table. 
“The janitor isn’t going to like you today,” he said, as he drew his finger across the table and lifted it. “Sparkly doesn’t begin to describe it.”
No. No, it didn’t. That corner of her classroom looked like it had been hit by a sparkle storm. Probably, because it had been. A forty-hand sparkle storm.  
“It was a disaster,” she said. “So much glitter and mayhem.” She shook her head. Never again would she do a project like the one she had attempted today. Or, at least, she wouldn’t do it in the same way she had done it today. There’d be far more controls in place next time. 
“Believe it or not, I’ve already cleaned up most of it, and I’ll make sure to bring Mr. Brown a cupcake on Monday as an apology for the work he’s going to have to do in here.” She dropped into her desk chair and exhaled. “Maybe I should just take everything home. I could use some relaxation,” in a tub filled with warm water and bubbles, “before I have to get stressed over going out with Steve.” 
“Nah, give me the circles and the scissors. I’m pretty fast at this stuff. Remember all the things we cut out for my mom when she was teaching Sunday school?” 
Esther chuckled. “I remember you whining about having to do it.” 
“Yeah, well, I was a kid who didn’t like to sit still. Sitting still was for Eddie.” 
That was true. Eddie had always been a bit more sedentary than Fred or any of his other brothers. Well, except for Will, Fred’s oldest brother. Will would do whatever he needed to do to be the best at something – anything, really – including sitting still longer than any of his brothers. 
Esther pulled open the side drawer on her desk and fished out the adult scissors as she pondered the Bennett brothers. 
Apparently, the “Sitting Game” was something that their mother had taught them as youngsters, and they continued it as they grew older, while making it “more fun” by adding in one person who could torment the sitters. 
She shook her head in amusement as she took a folder of circles she had photocopied this morning from the shelf behind her desk. How Mrs. Bennett had survived raising five fun-loving boys like hers and still managed to look younger than her age, she’d never know. But, she might, one day, ask her for the secret. Because too many more days like today were likely to give her grey hair before she was thirty. 
“Here you go,” she said as she placed the folder next to the scissors on her desk. “And you can sit over here to cut them out. I’ll pull the recycling bin over for the scraps. There are far less sparkles at my desk. I’d hate to send you home too shiny.”
Fred chuckled. “That would be the opposite of how I go home most days.” 
“Hey.” Steve White, Madison’s dad, poked his head into the room before stepping
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