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‘Two are better than one; because they have a good reward for their labor.

For if they fall, the one will lift up his fellow: but woe to him that is alone when he falleth; for he hath not another to help him up.’

- Ecclesiastes 4:9-10

It was a beautiful summer day in Nappanee, Indiana. The sun was shining brightly down upon the grassy fields, illuminating the deep red paint of the detached wooden houses in which Kayla Albrecht’s family and friends all lived. There was not even a singular cloud in the air above her and the cerulean blanket of sky stretched out for miles and miles before disappearing beyond the distant horizon. A gentle wind caused the crops to sway and bend as though moving to an inaudible rhythm just out of Rebecca's reach. Butterflies danced together, fluttering their wings in the breeze. All around her, the miracle of God's gift of life was wonderful and plain to see except for in the one place Kayla wanted it to be the most—the eyes of her best friend.

It was early in the morning, but that mattered not to most of the townsfolk. Mr. Fisher was already strolling past her on his way to plow the fields and Mrs. Sutter was dressed in her usual blue day dress and white bonnet as she sat on the verdant grass and recited prayers to her two youngest in a sweet, melodious voice. The smell of freshly baked bread was wafting out of her own house behind her as her younger sister began her daily chores. Kayla was envious of them and how quickly they could forget. After all, her best friend had only been buried a few days prior. She wondered if her agony might ever cease or whether she would dwell in this grief forever. It seemed she had little time to contemplate this we sue was forced out of her reverie by a familiar and welcome face.

“Mornin’, Kayla,” a deep, cheery voice greeted.

“Stephen,” she muttered, caught a little off guard and wondering how he had snuck up on her in such a short period of time. “Shouldn't you be tending to the crops by now?”

The handsome and young man in front of her smiled and tipped his hat toward her. “You caught me, Kayla. There ain't never getting anything past you, is there?” His joyful demeanor only served to highlight the young woman's own bitterness and she scowled.

“Quit your games, Stephen, and just get to the point, would you?” Kayla snapped.

He sighed and scrubbed a hand through his light brown beard with smatterings of ginger. His light blue eyes were kind as they looked down into hers with the same expression he had been giving her all week—pity. Kayla knew her boyfriend meant well. She knew that he tried to understand what she was going through, but he simply couldn’t. No one could.

“I asked Mr. Graber to start a little later today,” Stephen began to explain as he adjusted his straw hat. “I thought we could spend a little time together. Maybe go for a walk?”

Kayla knew he was trying, but this certainly wasn’t what she needed right now. He hadn’t even considered her plans. He just assumed she could drop everything on a whim because he wanted her to. She let out a sigh and tucked a stray lock of her brunette hair that she could never quite tame behind her ear for the third time that morning.

“You might have time to waste, Stephen, but I don’t,” she told him curtly and brushed past him to continue walking around to her family’s back garden. “I have chores to complete still. I need to hang the laundry out to dry and then I’m not quite sure whether Elizabeth has time today to churn the butter, so that’ll be my next job and then after that, I promised myself I’d go see Jacob—”

“You’re seeing Jacob again?” Stephen interrupted with a scoff. “Look, I think it’s a noble thing you’re doing for him and all. I’m glad he has someone like you to deliver food and tidy the house up a little for him. I want to be supportive and I’ve tried really hard the last few weeks, but now I’m worried. You’re spending more time with him lately than your own boyfriend. It’s really making me start to wonder if—”

“If what?” Kayla spat, dropping the basket of wet clothing in his arms onto the grass and stomping her feet as she whirled and closed the distance between them. Her emerald eyes blazed bright with rage. “My best friend died, Stephen. Just a few weeks ago. Do you remember that? You should do. Lauren was a big part of this village. You grew up with her just like you grew up with me and yet, it doesn’t seem like you care. Instead, you’re getting jealous because I’m trying to help her grieving husband. A widower who has a baby to take care of.”

After her tirade, Kayla stopped for a sharp intake of breath. Her gaze dropped down to the floor and away from the man whom up until recently had been her rock and her future. Now, Kayla wasn’t sure what he was anymore. She shook her head as tears began to form in her eyes and she turned away to retrieve her basket.

“May God forgive your jealousy, I’m not sure I can.”

With that, Kayla continued on her path and left her boyfriend to stare dumbstruck in the dust behind her.
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After her morning chores, Kayla found the time to freshen up and change her clothes into a pale-yellow linen dress with a white cloth bonnet which had a little yellow trim. Her mother had made it for her three years ago on her eighteenth birthday and Kayla treasured it with all her heart. So, she brushed down the skirt to clear it of any dirt and debris before she knocked on the house of the Rabers. She held a basket full of bread, a pie, and a block of cheese in the crook of her elbow and plastered a kind on her face. In spite of her own sour mood, it was important that Kayla didn’t bring Jacob down with her. After all, he was going through much worse than she was.

The door swung open and revealed a disheveled Jacob. His eyes were red-rimmed and decorated with red rivets running along the whites. Underneath, the skin was purpling and it was wholly distracting from the pretty blue eyes he had that many girls had admired him for in his youth. He was dressed, but his shirt remained untucked, his waistcoat was unbuttoned, and his blond beard untrimmed. It was clear that this was a man who was struggling.

There was no straw hat atop his head and Kayla could see the messy mop of blond hair sat there, unbrushed and untamed. She offered him a sympathetic smile and sighed. “Good morning, Jacob,” she greeted in a gentle voice. “I brought you and Adam some food. May I come in?”

He grunted in response and nodded before turning away from the doorway and chasing after the high-pitched cries of a young child. Kayla let herself into the abode and firmly shut the door behind her. The house appeared just as she had left it the day before: simple, a little messy, and sparsely decorated. She followed the sounds of Adam’s cries to the living room and admired the plain decoration there. With merely a sofa, a couple of armchairs, a coffee table, a few bookshelves lining the walls, and Adam’s bassinet, it was clear that Jacob was a forthright and modest man.

Though his skill in woodworking was evident, there was another task that Jacob Raber struggled with and Kayla had seen it first-hand ever since Lauren had died. No matter how much he cooed and cuddled and comforted, Jacob couldn’t seem to quell the cries of his child. It was as though the child himself was also in mourning for a mother he had barely known.

As Jacob leaned over the Moses basket and tried to calm the child, Kayla looked on with difficulty. She hadn’t wanted to interfere too much in Jacob’s life since his wife’s death. She hadn’t known him very well outside of her friendship with Lauren as he’d only moved to the town a few months before they were wed. He was a private fellow and oftentimes kept to himself, but Lauren had told Kayla many a wonderful thing about him. Now, however, Kayla couldn’t help but intervene. Her compassionate nature preventing her from being able to leave two humans clearly in dire need of aid.

“I could help you, you know,” she mentioned with a cough. Kayla shifted from one foot to the other a little awkwardly. “With the baby, I mean.”

The young Amish man before her turned to look at her strangely, his head tilted to the side a little. “You really want to help me?” he asked in a quiet voice.

“O-of course!” she exclaimed, a little caught off guard. “That’s what we do in this community, right? We’re a family.”

“Yeah, I suppose,” Jacob agreed with a nod. “No one else has offered, though.”

“Well, they probably will,” Kayla replied with a slight shrug before reaching up and tucking her hair behind her ear once more as it sprung out and blocked her vision. “Would you like some help, Jacob?”

An expression Kayla didn’t understand flickered over her neighbor’s face before he smiled widely at her for the first time since Lauren died. “Yes. Yes, please, that would be wonderful.” He strode across the room and embraced her tight. His arms were fierce and strong around her. Kayla felt him clinging to her as though she were the only raft in a tumultuous ocean.

Gingerly, she lifted her arms and pat his back in what she hoped was a comforting manner. “Then, let me take little Adam for you today, okay?” she whispered, her pats now turning into rubs as she tried to soothe him. “I’ll feed him, take care of him, and we’ll go out for a stroll in the nice warm sunshine. It’s important that he gets to see the beauty and wonders of God’s green Earth all around us, even when he’s just a baby.”

Finally, Jacob pulled away and swiped at his wet eyes. “That would be great, thank you, Kayla. It’ll give me a chance to tidy the house a little bit and myself.” He let out a little chuckle and swiped a hand through the mop on his head. “Are you sure you’re okay looking after him?” he queried as an afterthought. “You don’t have children, do you?”

Kayla smiled back at him and placed a gentle hand on his arm. “I will be absolutely fine, Jacob,” she assured him. “I don’t have children myself, but I’ve helped out with my younger siblings ever since Mother died and I used to help Lauren with Adam all the time. You have nothing to worry about.”

Though Kayla had intended to be comforting, the mention of Lauren’s name only seemed to serve Jacob as a reminder of what he had lost. Fresh tears pricked behind his eyes, threatening to fall and she heard him gulp audibly.

“Yes, yes, okay,” he agreed with a shaky nod of his head. “You can see yourself out, right?” With that, Jacob swept out of the room and Kayla heard his loud footsteps on the creaky stairs. She let out a sigh and rubbed a hand over her face. She hoped she hadn’t said anything wrong. It was such a difficult time for everyone and she didn’t want to add to it.

Now, however, her focus would be on the tiny bundle of joy crying from his crib. She stepped forward and smiled down on little Adam who was bundled in a blanket. She shushed him and lifted him from the basket before rocking him slowly from side to side. Within no time at all, she had managed to quiet the cranky baby and proceeded to collect some milk for him.

Once he had been fed, Kayla went back to the entryway of the house and lay Adam down in the rich oak baby carriage. There was a plush, cushioned lining inside that he immediately sunk into comfortably. Kayla set up the parasol above him to keep the sun from hurting his young eyes and then made for the doorway.

As she pushed the young boy out of his house, Kayla caught sight of someone she hadn’t been expecting to see: Stephen. He was stood at the entrance gate to the Raber’s garden and looked at her grimly. She really didn’t have time to deal with more of his petty nonsense today, especially not if she was going to devote her time and attention to the poor baby.

So, Kayla pushed down the pebbled path and as she reached her boyfriend, she asked, “Are you following me now?”

Stephen let out a huff and shook his head. “I wanted to apologize, Kayla,” he began with a sigh. “I was way out of line this morning and I’m so sorry. I want you to know, I didn’t mean it. I just miss you is all.”

Kayla listened intently and then nodded. “I understand, but Stephen I really am just helping Jacob out in Lauren’s stead. Surely, you must have a little compassion for a young man who has lost the love of his life?”

“Of course, I do, Kay,” he told her in earnest. “My head was just a little muddled is all. I hope you can forgive me.”

“Of course, Stephen.” She smiled at him and then glanced down at little Adam in the carriage. “I must get going now if we are to soak up as much of this summer sun as is possible. Isn’t that right, little one?” Her last question was directed at the cute baby who was squirming happily and sucking on his thumb.

“I’ll see you later?” Stephen asked in a hopeful voice, his eyes wide and innocent.

“See you later, Stephen.”

Once Kayla had said her goodbyes, she set off in the direction of the wheat fields where her and Lauren used to play as children. She began to recite stories of herself and Lauren growing up to Adam. She hoped that somewhere inside he might understand her words and it might comfort him during this period of grief. She hoped Adam could understand that one day he would be reunited with his mother in the Kingdom of Heaven and that she would be smiling down upon them now. Perhaps Lauren was the cause of the sunny weather. Her brilliant smile at the sight of her baby causing the friendly, bright rays of light which warmed her skin.

Please, God, look after Lauren and my mother until I may rejoin them in Heaven.
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Six months had passed and Kayla had a new daily routine. Every day, she would complete her morning chores as quickly as possible and then head on over to the Raber’s residence where she would have a pleasant lunch with Jacob and Adam before taking the littlest one out for a stroll along the town. When the weather was terrible, however, Kayla had no choice but to entertain Adam inside the house while Jacob continued with his own chores, work, and maintaining the house. As such, the two had spent far more time together than Kayla had imagined she ever would and strange feelings had begun to stir within her. Perhaps it was their proximity or the domesticity of the two of them looking after a child together, but she had begun to see why Lauren had been so attracted to Jacob in the first place.

Now that he’d had more time to mourn and move on, Jacob had begun to look like his old self once again. His beard was neatly trimmed, his hair was washed and brushed daily, and his clothes always looked clean and pristine. Kayla found herself able to look past the grieving widower she had come to know the last few months to see the funny, kind, and hard-working side of Jacob.

That day when she turned up at Jacob’s house, she had done so with a parasol in hand. The rain outside was unrelenting and even the short walk down the road had been enough for the bottom of her day dress and her shoes to be completely soaked. Kayla let herself into the house as had become their custom. She shook her dress out as much as she could onto the porch before toeing her shoes off and leaving them upside down to dry near the entrance of the house.

“Jacob?” she called out when she finally entered and closed the door behind her. It was eerily quiet in the house and for a moment, Kayla wondered if they had left the house. That was absurd, however, since the weather would hardly permit it for Jacob, let alone the baby!

“Jacob?” she called out once more as she left her parasol at the door and shrugged off her shawl from her shoulder. She crept further through the house until she reached the dining room and her jaw dropped.

“I thought you might want something warm after your walk here,” Jacob told her with a kind smile. “Given the unpleasant weather outside.” He gestured to the table where a hot teapot sat alongside two empty cups on top of saucers. Steam was rising from the pot and Kayla could already feel the warmth of the liquid soothing her cold body. Next to it was also a fresh cake and a pie. Kayla eyed it suspiciously.

“You baked a pie and a cake?” she queried. That was certainly not Jacob’s usual forte.

“Oh, heavens no,” he rushed to assure her with a chuckle. “Mrs. Sutter owed me a favor.”

“You’re too kind,” Kayla told him and sat down to tuck into the wonderful treats laid out before her. A thrum of pleasure ran through her at the thought that Jacob had orchestrated this on her behalf. Has he been thinking of me often outside of our routine? she wondered and found that it caused a warmth to rush through her that had nothing to do with the tea in her cup.

***
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When the leaves began to change to their tawny colors and drift along the breeze, Kayla had grown accustomed to her lone walks with Adam and enjoyed using them as a time to help him learn about his mother, God, and the importance of the life they lived here in Napanee. So, when Kayla arrived one pleasantly warm morning and began to get Adam settled in his carriage, she was surprised to see Jacob also pulling on his jacket and boots.

“Do you have somewhere to be, Jacob?” she asked curiously, one eyebrow quirked in confusion.

“No,” he replied simply with a knowing smile as he grabbed his straw hat and placed it on top of his head. “I just fancied a walk is all.”

“You’re coming with us?”

Jacob paused for a moment as he contemplated Kayla’s reaction. “Would you not like me to?”

“Well...” Kayla considered the question for a second before realizing that she was being foolish. “It was just a surprise, I’m sorry. Of course, you can come.”

Jacob nodded and buttoned up his coat before crossing the room and opening the front door. “Ladies first,” he told her with a grin.

Kayla smiled back and pushed the carriage out onto the porch. She took a deep breath in and enjoyed the fresh, pine air which surrounded them. She tightened her grip on the carriage in front of her to calm her nerves at the change in plans as she told herself over and over again, Everything is fine, Kayla. You do not need to be nervous about spending time with Jacob. There is nothing romantic between you two. He is merely a friend who needs your help, that is all.

Before she had even realized, they had reached the fields just beyond the residential section of the town and the clouds had begun to disperse enough that the sun shone a little brighter down upon the trio. Kayla closed her eyes as she felt the sun warm her face and the breeze brush against her skin like a gentle caress. God truly did work wondrous miracles, she marveled.

“Is my little boy normally good company on your walks?” Jacob asked in his gruff, deep voice as they resumed walking down a dirt path in the fields.

“Oh, yes. He is ever such good company. Aren’t you, Adam?” She said the last part to the playful baby in the carriage who was much more alert and inquisitive than he had been when she had first taken over as his caretaker. He was able to crawl and babble a little more now, something Kayla was looking forward to seeing more of. It made her long for children of her own, something she should have been thinking about with Stephen and yet...

“I’m glad,” Jacob replied, interrupting her thoughts. “I’ve wondered a lot about how I would have managed to cope through everything over the last year if you had not stepped in when you did. I owe you an enormous debt of gratitude, Kayla.”

Kayla scoffed in return and shook her head. “You owe me nothing, Jacob,” she told him firmly. “I have thoroughly enjoyed every second I’ve spent with Adam and you.”

“And me?” he asked, his tone surprised.

“Oh, well...” Kayla trailed off, her eyes wide as she realized that she had said too much. “Well, we’ve become friends, haven’t we?” She hoped that she might never let on how she was truly feeling about Jacob, especially since she was still technically promised to Stephen. The thought caused an uncomfortable lump in her throat that she couldn’t quite swallow down.

“Yes, friends,” he replied with a nod.

The rest of their walk was relatively quiet after that.
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“Jacob!” Kayla called in a panic as she returned home with Adam one afternoon. “Jacob, are you here?” She pushed the carriage into its usual place in the entryway and pulled Adam free from it. She cuddled him close as anxiety overwhelmed her, her heart beating faster and faster as she raced through the house in search of his father.

“Jacob?”

“In here!” he finally shouted in return. It was coming from the pantry and Kayla didn’t hesitate to dart through the rest of the house to get to him. When she did, her eyes were wild and her breathing was frantic.

“Adam’s sick!” she exclaimed and held out the child for Jacob to see. “I noticed he had a little bit of a cough this morning when I first arrived, but I didn’t think much of it. Then I took him outside for some fresh air and well, it has worsened. He seems to have some kind of fever and his nose is running!”

Jacob’s face was unmoved by Kayla’s rambling, instead, he was deep in thought. “Okay, Kayla, first thing’s first, I need you to calm down,” he told her in a firm tone. He placed his hands on both of her shoulders. “Take some deep breaths, okay? Adam is going to be just fine, okay?”

“But what if he...?” Kayla couldn’t finish the sentence. She shook her head and tears welled in her eyes. “After Lauren, I don’t want him to...”

“God decides when it is everyone’s time, Kayla,” Jacob reassured her with a kind smile. “You know that. However, I’m certain today is not Adam’s day.” He rubbed his thumbs over her shoulder in a comforting pattern. “Now, I want you to go and sit down with him in the living room while I get some remedies together for our sickly little soldier, okay?”

Our? Kayla couldn’t distract herself from the world. For a moment, it felt like this was true. That Adam was her and Jacob’s baby. That they were a family, but that wasn’t the case was it? She dispelled those thoughts and instead nodded at Jacob before obeying his wishes.

As she sank into the plush sofa, Kayla cradled Jacob close and pulled the blanket around his body away and tossed it to one side. She pressed the back of her hand to his forehead and it felt scorching. Tears ran unbidden down her cheeks leaving wet trails in their wake.

Before she could dwell on Adam’s state for too long, Jacob had returned cradling jars and cups of various substances. Kayla watched as Jacob began to rub translucent liquid onto the tiny child’s temples and feet. Then he fed Adam a spoonful of a fragrant tea Kayla didn’t quite recognize.

When he was finished, Jacob stroked his son’s blossoming head of hair and smiled down at him. “He’ll be right as rain soon enough. We just need to give him time.”

Kayla’s mouth dropped open. “How can you know that?” she questioned. “What did you give him?”

Jacob smirked. “A little apple cider vinegar on his temples and feet, then a little thyme made into a tea. It’s an old family recipe. It always worked for my ma when we were little. The only time it ever failed to work was...” He trailed off and sighed, looking down at the floor.

“Lauren,” Kayla finished for him with a nod of her head. “I’m sorry again, Jacob.”

“It’s alright, Kayla. God has a plan for us all.” As he spoke, Jacob took one of Kayla’s hands and held it tight. “Sometimes it’s not always clear right away, but I have faith he knows what he’s doing.”

Electricity thrummed in her veins from his touch and Kayla wondered for the first time if Jacob might feel the same way she did...
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Just as winter settled in, Jacob had begun to craft a beautiful rocking horse for his son out of a large tree trunk that had been felled in the fall. It was fascinating to watch and as Kayla sat in the armchair of the Raber’s house with baby Adam snoozing in her arms
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