
THE REDEMPTION OF CONNIE

MARISA MEYER

TABLE OF CONTENTS

THE REDEMPTION OF CONNIE 

LOVINA’S DAED

THE SHY AMISH MAN

AN AMISH WILDFLOWER

SUSAN’S RUMSPRINGA

MY AMISH ROOTS

AMISH CREEK

REBECCA’S RUMSPRINGA

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE REDEMPTION OF CONNIE

[image: ]


Chapter 1

When life deals you a bad hand one too many times, you get right back up and start counting cards. 

This is exactly what Connie decided when, Bryan, her egotistical, selfish brat of a brother walked away with what should have been her inheritance. After spending all her time building the family business while her brother was off gallivanting and running after skirts and business deals, she was the one who made a success of the business.  She had put her entire life on hold after her dad had that stroke that left him partially paralyzed, but capable enough to shout orders from his wheel chair. Then one day, out of the blue, Bryan showed up and everything changed. Suddenly his input was more invaluable than hers, but the great shocker came after her dad passed away and she learned he had everything, including the business to Bryan.  

She was still not sure who she was angrier with, her dad or her manipulating brother, but one thing she knew... no man would ever again wheel and deal under her nose and get away with it. This time, she would hold the deck in her hands. 

She went over her itinerary one last time. 

Lease cancelled.

Bank accounts closed.

Credit Cards closed.

Phone contract cancelled.

New cell number.

She went as far as deleting all her social media pages, not that she was that much of a social butterfly, but whatever footprints she could sweep away, she would. Bryan and his la-dee-da wife would never hear of or see her again.

Leaving the key in a brown envelope, along with a wad of cash enough to pay the outstanding rent on the dining room table, she glanced at the place she called home one last time. This was it. She was about to disappear and start over.  A sense of sadness settled in the pit of her stomach at the thought of leaving it all behind, her friends, her home town and her life, but it was for the best and there was no turning back now.

Connie settled in her seat and closed her eyes. In other six or so hours she would start her new life in Texas and there was nothing anyone could do or say about it. It was an elaborate, yet accomplished plan, but one that would ensure she would never have to rely on anyone else ever again.

Her phone screen lit up, and she tapped on the incoming message.

Looking forward to finally meeting you face to face—Rex

Her thumb hovered over the reply button, but instead she swiped down and turned it off. There was no denying what this was, and pretending to be overly excited was a lie out of hell. She had sold her soul for a penny and a dime, but that penny and a dime would take her far in life. Sometimes one has to sacrifice to gain. She closed her eyes again and rested her head against the headrest. How many other people in the world or just on this flight were running away from their lives? She couldn’t be the only one. 

“Excuse me ma’am.”

Connie opened one eye to look up at the man with the southern drawl towering above her. The first thing she noticed was his lopsided smile with a tiny dimple playing at the corner of his mouth. She opened both eyes and shifted upright, and then she noticed his clerical collar. 

A priest, great! 

“I’m in A6,” he said and pointed to the seat number on the panel above the window seat. 

She gave an awkward smile, shifted her body sideways and tucked her legs to the side for him to pass. Of all the passengers on this plane, she had to end up next to a priest. Connie has had her fair share of run-ins with religious hypocrites. Her dad used to be the biggest one, always preaching about love and sacrifice, or how God blessed him with riches, but behind closed doors, he drank like a fish and swore like a trooper and did business like a shrewd Columbian drug lord.  It had only been after his stroke, when he had somehow found true faith, but by then it was too late for Connie. She had seen the good the bad and the ugly and quickly discovered that God only helped those who could help themselves. In her opinion, God, if he was real, had no interest in her and she had no real interest in a higher power. 

“Forever running,” said the priest.

Taken aback Connie looked at him, “Pardon?” How and why would he know she was running?

“Since this morning,” he grinned, “I really thought I would miss the flight.” He smiled and extended his hand. “The name’s Daniel O’Neill.”

She glanced down at his hand, keeping hers tucked on her lap. “Connie,” she mumbled and turned back and looked straight ahead. She had no desire to make any acquaintances, especially not with a religious fanatic. 

He didn’t seem too phased by her reserved manner, which can be expected from someone who drowns in optimism. “Are you also going to Texas?”

Please stop! “Yep,” she responded with a pop.

“Great place, been there for over seven years now, are you visiting family or friends?”

Connie blew out an exaggerated sigh. “I’m sorry if I come across rude, but in this day and age I don’t think it’s appropriate for me to divulge my trip with a complete stranger.”

His quizzical expression met hers, followed by that same lopsided smile. “You’re right, I’m sorry. I’ll mind my own business then.” With his set smile he reached into his breast pocket and pulled out a small paper pack book. 

And awkward silence settled between them and guilt danced at the edge of Connie’s conscience but she shrugged it off. She has all the right in the world to put him in his place and thank God for books. At least he had something to keep him pre-occupied and leave her alone.

Chapter 2

“Are you sure about this Mr. Maddison?”

Rex Maddison casually stretched his legs in the back of his Mercedes-Benz S-Class with its tinted windows. He wasn’t sure, not by a long shot, but with things as they were, it was irrelevant. He knew it concerned Geoffrey, for all it was worth, if he was in someone else’s shoes he would also question his sanity, but he was in no-one else’s shoes. 

“I’m sure Geoffrey,” he said as he glanced down at his watch. “Would you go and wait for Ms. Parsons? She should arrive any moment now.”

Geoffrey gave one nod and did as he was told. This was one of the most unusual arrangements he had ever made. At the age of fifty-six, people would consider this a midlife crisis; he considered it his final count down. After all, his time was running out.

The day he was diagnosed with terminal bone cancer and the specialist gave him between two and three years to live; his entire outlook on life had changed. He had to scratch a few items on his bucket list and pick those once-in-a-lifetime events to focus on and one of them was to be married and not die alone. He never expected his plan to work, but when he joined the online dating site a few months ago and stumbled on Connie Parson’s profile he knew the stars were aligned. It was her simple straight forward catch-phrase that got his attention—Wanted: A man with money and limited time. 

She had assured him that her profile was a dare from a friend and hoped her direct approach would keep unwanted creeps at bay, but after a few e-mail exchanges, they had hit it off. And although he believed all she was interested in was his money, there was something about her he liked. Connie Parsons was an enigma, a misunderstood, deeply hurt individual who had given up on love. Her pessimism was in total contrast to the smile on her picture and the laughter in her voice. And if he accomplished one last thing, it would be to show her there is more to life than meets the eye.

He could already hear his brother and his sister-in-law when they discover he’d gone and tied the knot without inviting them to the wedding, but they were the last people he would want to entertain. 

Facetime had done Rex an injustice Connie thought when Geoffrey opened the back door and she slipped in next to him. He was handsome, despite the toll the cancer had taken on his physical body. He didn’t have the kind of look that would stop a woman in her tracks, but there was a depth to his grey eyes she would never have been able to appreciate until now. When he first contacted her on the dating site, she had her doubts. It had been a dare from Abbey, her one and only friend who insisted she needed a man in her life. Never in a million years did she think any man in his right mind would dare to contact a gold digger. But what started off as a joke had become a reality. After only a few emails and instant message on the app, Rex had made his intentions clear.  At first, she had laughed it off as a prank, insisting her intentions were merely to chase away rotten apples, but as he so simply put it—For the mouth speaks what the heart is full of.

Those words had haunted her days after until she finally realized they were true. She wanted a life of luxury, one where she wouldn’t have to turn over every penny and even more, a life where she would not have to rely on anyone. Rex was simply her golden ticket to the chocolate factory. 

As their online relationship grew, she had trusted him enough to open up to him about her life, how she came to this point and why she didn’t believe in love and Rex never judged her, nor did he try to convince her otherwise. He accepted her for who she was. 

It was grand. The dining room table, was made of railway sleepers, carefully smoothed down with a glossy top finish but kept its authenticity. At the end of the dining room were French doors that leading into another room. She had always considered herself privileged, living in a suburban four bedroom mansion, but this was on a whole new level. 

Connie sat at one end of the table, and Rex on the other, the sounds of Andrew Botticelli lent to the romantic atmosphere that surrounded them. 

“I’m glad you decided to go through with this,” said Rex leaning back against the chair.

Connie worried her lip and shovelled her food back and forth on her plate. “Are you really?”

He chuckled, “Look at me, I’m old, I’m dying and I’m dining with a beautiful woman, why would I not be glad?”

She gave half a smile and shook her head. “It...” she pursed her lips searching for words, “It just feels very strange. Talking on the phone, Face-time or e-mail is one thing, but being here in living colours...” she shrugged.

“Sweetheart, this is about as colourful as my life, or what’s left of it will get. So I will make the most of it.”

The fork slipped from her fingers and clattered on the plate. His words unsettled her. How could a man with so much to give be so indifferent about the fact that he was dying? Her stomach shifted uneasily, and she felt the colour drain from her skin as a cold sweat broke out on her brow. “I’m sorry, excuse me for a moment.”

She hurried through to the guest bathroom fighting the bile pushing up from her stomach. Leaning into the sink she splashed cold water on her face and glanced up at her reflection in the mirror.  “Get a grip Connie, you’re not cheating a dying man out of his estate, this was his plan remember?”

She still had time to pull out of their agreement, but where would that leave her. Alone, broke and back at square one. 

A few minutes later she exited the bathroom and made her way back to the dining room, but Rex was no longer there. 

“Mr Maddison has retired for the evening. He has asked me to give you this.”

Geoffrey made no attempt to hide his obvious aversion to the whole idea from her.  The way he looked down at her over the bridge of his long nose with those bushy eyebrows drawn down over his close-set eyes spoke volumes. 

“Thank you Geoffrey,” she said and took a small envelope from him. 

Geoffrey didn’t wait on her, and before she had looked to the note he had already disappeared around the corner.

She tucked her thumb into the side flap and tore it open. Inside it was a ring and a note that read:

Dear Connie

Every girl’s dream is for a fiery tale wedding, and I’m sorry you won’t have that... for now. But this is the least I can do, so please accept this as a gift. The Reverend will be here by 9 AM to make our union official. 

Your friend and soon to be husband,

Rex

She tilted the envelope and a delicate ring tumbled into her palm. It was a simple design, nothing over the top with a diamond solitaire dead centre. A sense of disappointment tugged at her. He was right, all girls at some point in their lives dreamt of their own Disney fantasy wedding, but this was not meant for her. Picking the ring up, she slipped it on to her ring finger.  By tomorrow she would officially be Mrs. Connie Maddison.

The next morning Connie was up bright and early. She had some time to get a grip on life and worked through her own fears and doubts. It did not seem to worry Rex about the fact that she was only marrying him for his money and if that was the case, she shouldn’t be either. They were both adults, and they both knew the risks involved. And other than Geoffrey, who practically hated her, Rex was a kind and generous soul who in her opinion should have been given a second chance in life, but since this was it for him, she will make the last few months of his life count.  How hard could it be?

It was no fairy tale, but it was beautiful. Rex had seen to it that she had a wedding dress, she had to give it to him, he had taste. Outside in the garden, a single gazebo decorated with roses and angel’s breath was set up and ready for the wedding ceremony. This was as good as it would get. No official proposal, no reception filled with family and friends, and no dad to walk her down the aisle. Somewhere deep down a sadness stirred, but she quickly dismissed it and plastered a smile on her face.

There was a knock on the door, and Connie inhaled deeply. “Come in!” 

The door creaked open and then Geoffrey stuck his head around. “Are you ready Miss Parsons?”

Connie took one last look at her reflection in the mirror and then nodded. “I’m ready.”

Outside, Geoffrey extended his bent arm for her and she gave him a puzzled look. 

“I don’t like this, but someone has to walk you down the aisle, it might as well be me,” he muttered.

Connie pursed her lips, she couldn’t blame him. Any sane person from the outside looking in would automatically suspect her to be a fortune seeker. What twenty-four-year-old woman would agree to marry a man almost twice her age who also suffers from leukaemia? 

“I’ll be good to him,” she whispered.  She may be acting out of desperation, but she was no cold hearted woman. She had been honest with Rex from day one, and he had been honest with her, what others thought was immaterial. 

Geoffrey hesitated and pulled her back as they reached the garden. “You can still walk away.”

She turned her head and looked up at the tall elderly man beside her. “Rex asked me to marry him and that’s what I will do,” she muttered and tried to pull her arm out of his grasp.

Connie kept her eyes locked on his and after a few fleeting moments Geoffrey nodded, squared his shoulders and let out a slow breath before taking the first step down the garden path toward the gazebo.

Wearing a simple sweeping A-line dress Rex had picked for her, she felt like a princess. He had gone out of his way to make sure this day would be special regardless of the logistics around their arrangement. The way she saw it, this was her, granting a dying man his final wish.

It was only when she walked up to where Rex stood, dressed in a tailored suit that she noticed another familiar face.  Daniel O’Neill, the priest she met, or rather, dismissed on the flight. Mortified, she averted her gaze and turned her attention to Rex. 

He stepped forward and gently took her hand in his. “You look beautiful,” he whispered.

She smiled up into his sunken eyes.  His condition had already taken a toll on him, yet he could still muster a smile and her heart cramped in her chest.  Rex had been nothing but a true gentleman throughout the time they corresponded. He had told her about his illness and despite of it, all he wanted was to leave this world knowing he had married a caring woman who he could leave his estate to one day, someone who would bring honour to his name. But was she capable? 

Chapter 3

Two weeks later, Connie and Rex returned from their honeymoon in Nepal. It has been a surprise, considering Rex’s health, but it had been an item on his bucket list, and he wanted her to experience it with him. 

By the time they returned, she could see Rex was exhausted more than usual. His nurse who had travelled along had kept a close eye on his health and on several occasions suggested they cut their honeymoon short, but he had refused.

The days that followed, Connie spent her days keeping him company. In the mornings she would take him outside to enjoy the fresh air. In the afternoons she would sit with him in his study while he read a book, or they would enjoy a game of chess. As time ticked away, she got to know the man she had married. Of all the people she had known, he was the most compassionate and most humble. He shared stories about his childhood, his time in the military and how he got to where he was today. But one thing remained a mystery, why would he have agreed to their arrangement, knowing she had only married him for his money?

“You’re very quiet,” he commented one morning while they sat outside.

Connie marvelled at the ornate fountain nestled in the middle of the garden and smiled, “I’m just thinking.”

“Of?”

She shrugged, “Everything and nothing.”

Rex reached for her hand and brought it to his lap. “You can talk to me.”

She glanced at their clasped hands and then looked at him. “Why did you agree to this?”

His eyes rested on hers for a moment and then he glanced away and looked towards the fountain. “I didn’t want to die alone,” he admitted. “When I was told I had two years to live it devastated me. For weeks I locked myself in my bedroom and refused to come out. It felt as if I was dead already, but as they days turned into weeks and I started to reflect on my life, I came to realize that all this...” he gestured with his free hand, “... I would leave behind. I had no-one in my life to carry on with my legacy or remember me.”

“But you have Geoffrey,” she murmured.

“Geoffrey,” he smiled, “He’s been my right-hand man for many years, and he will get his share. But I wanted someone special, someone I could sit with and share the last days of my life, a woman who would appreciate the simpler things.”

Connie pulled her hand away and stood wrapping her arms around her waist. “Why me though? You know I only agreed because you would leave it all to me in the end.” 

He glanced up at her, “I know. But I see things when I first saw your profile on that dating site; your brutal honesty was something I admired.” He chuckled and reached for his wheels and moved forward. “Do you know how many of those profiles were women who wanted their true love, desired long walks along the beach and perfect sunsets? And they were all false, because in the end, every human being seeks comfort, but none of them were honest.”

“And I was?”

He smirked, “There is a grain of truth behind every joke, and your profile held that grain of truth.”

Connie rubbed her forehead and sighed. “When my dad died, and I found he had left it all to my brother I was angry. I was angry at them for ruining my life, for deceiving me. All the work I had put into my dad’s business had been for nothing. It was supposed to be my legacy, my life, and in the wink of an eye it was all taken away from me.”

Rex reached for her and pulled her down on to his lap and Connie squealed and laughed.

“Your catch-phrase was the one thing that caught my attention; the other thing was the sadness in your eyes. I could see your soul and it was your soul that captivated me the most.”

Smiling at him she rested one arm around his shoulders and the other on her lap. She had tried to distance herself from the man she agreed to marry, but he was slowly tearing down the walls she had fought so hard to keep erected.  

“I’m scared,” she admitted. “I’ll be known as the woman who stole your fortunes, who married you for your estate. At first I figured it’s my easy way out, but now...” she inhaled, “I’m wondering if selling my soul was worth it.”

Rex reached for her chin and tilted her eyes up to meet his. “Then we’ll make sure no one suspects you of it. You’re my wife, and I’m proud to have you by my side.”

Fighting the lump in her throat, Connie lowered her gaze and blinked away the tears threating to spill. She had come to care for Rex, regardless of his age or his riches. Here was a man who expected nothing in return other than love even if it was fabricated. How could a man with such a heart of gold be dealt with such a cruel end? 

Over the next few months, Connie was determined to make Rex enjoy every moment, dedicating her life to him and showing him the beauty of life and even love. No man should ever have to die alone and if this was the last thing she did, she would see to it that when his last day came, he would die knowing she cared for him. 

And that day soon came... 

It was late on a Thursday afternoon. Rex had been bed ridden and his Doctor saw him every day, but this day would end in sorrow. He had come to the end of his life. Fragile and broken he laid, blending into the white sheets that surrounded him. Connie was by his side, holding his hand and her tears came, hot and endless. Over the past few months, sharing his home and his heart, she had learned to love him, not the kind of love a wife would have for a man, but a love so profound, losing him tore away a part of her soul. He had given her everything, not only his home and money, but his heart and his life. Even the heaven’s mourned him as the clouds burst open, and suddenly nothing mattered anymore. She didn’t want his money, she wanted Rex back. She wanted to see him grow old and live, but it was not meant to be, God had taken him away, and now she had to live with the guilt of having used him.

Chapter 4

Connie sat staring at the untouched chessboard in Rex’s study where she had spent many afternoons in his company and swallowed at the lump in her throat and muting out the squabbling voices of the strangers she never got to meet while he was alive. She had known of his brother, but he never elaborated on their relationship. But now at the reading of his Last Will and Testament, the atmosphere was tense. Naturally, as expected, everyone looked down at her as if she was a gold digging thief who simply married him for his money. That may have been true a few months ago, but things had changed. She had grown to care for him and she hated that he had to leave her. 

“This is ridiculous!” blurted the woman with the long silky black hair standing next to Rex’s brother. “We all know this... this tramp only married him for his money!”

“I agree,” muttered James, Rex’s brother. “How do we know this marriage was even legal?” He walked around to the window. “I want to see the proof.”

“Mr Maddison, I can assure you, the marriage was and is a legal binding contract and Mrs. Maddison was made the sole heir of the estate.”

Gloria threw her hands in the air and cursed loudly. “She tricked him! For heaven’s sake, are we the only ones who can see through this scam?” 

Connie gripped the armrests of the chair and pursed her lips as Gloria and James took turns throwing accusations her way. Even Geoffrey, who had been witness to their marriage and who also witnessed how she took care of Rex during the last few weeks of his life, stood one side, hardly blinking. Everyone hated her.

The lawyer stood and closed the file. “I’m sorry, but this was Mr Maddison’s last wish, Geoffrey would remain in service of Mrs Maddison if he so wishes. He was also bequeathed the Garland Manor, and thirty percent of the total financial estate. And the rest belongs to Mrs Connie Maddison.”

“And we get the Rolls? Are you kidding me?!” bellowed James. 

Connie had, had enough; rising from her seat she balled her fists and squared her shoulders, pinning her gaze on James. 

“Who was by Rex’s side when he was too ill to get up in the morning? Who helped him to the bathroom when he could hardly put one foot in front of the other? Who stood by him every single day as he withered away...” she gave a sob, “Me! I was here every single day for the past few months, and I cared for my husband. Rex...” she inhaled a shaky breath, “...Loved me and cared for me, and I for him. Now, please... see yourself out.”

She didn’t wait for them to react. Her emotions were pulling in opposite directions, between anger and guilt. She had used Rex, but only at the beginning. Now, knowing how much she appreciated and cared for, even loved him, the devastation of his death has left her lost and confused. 

How would she ever live with herself, knowing what she did?

The nights were lonely, the days even more so. She had this grand mansion all to herself, and the only company was Geoffrey, who strangely enough stayed on. 

“Would you like to play a game of chess?” she asked Geoffrey one evening after dinner.

He gave her a stiff smile and a nod, “I don’t mind if I do.”

And so the days trickled on. Geoffrey became her confidant and her friend. They both would reminisce over Rex and what an amazing man he was and everywhere little things of a man who lived life to its fullest, spread sparkles of hope and light throughout.  Both Connie and Geoffrey slowly starting to pick up the pieces of their lives, but Connie couldn’t shake the guilt that still haunted her.  Now that she had all this money, what would she do with it? It didn’t bring her any joy and most of all, it didn’t bring her any love. She was as lonely as she was when she left her old life behind. 

It was early on a Sunday morning when Geoffrey entered the living room where Connie sat reading. 

“Would you like to join me at church this morning?” he asked.

Connie looked up at him and smiled. “You go every Sunday.”

He nodded, “Yes I do, Mr Maddison used to attend church too, but after he got ill...” Geoffrey paused. “I think he would have liked it if you went.”

Connie worried her lip. The last time she had set foot in church was before her mother died, she was sixteen then. It has been her mother who always insisted they attend Sunday school, but her dad was never the church going type. So after her death, they never
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