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Mary hummed a cheerful tune and rubbed her hand over her belly once more. She was eight and a half months pregnant and it felt as if her baby was never going to come. 

It was a strange thing, awaiting a child. She had always wanted to be a mother but now that the moment was drawing near, fear and anxiety began to creep into her thoughts. She often found herself wondering if she would be a good parent, would she be able to raise her baby in the Amish ways?

Watching her friends do it was one thing, but could she truly take on all the responsibilities of a child? It seemed that it wouldn’t matter if she could or couldn’t since her little one was going to make an appearance in two weeks whether she was ready or not. 

She pulled a loaf of freshly baked bread from the oven and arranged it on the table. Lunch was ready at last. It smelled so good she closed her eyes and savored it for a moment.

Everything took three times as long to complete while pregnant. It felt as if she had a sack of potatoes tied to her front, pulling her down and draining her energy, but she tried to push through. 

Mary and Caleb had wanted a baby since they’d gotten married two years ago, and now that it was finally happening, they couldn’t be happier. 

Mary’s gaze traveled out the window to where Caleb was working on the small shed which would be the new addition to their farm. 

He had been at it for the last couple of months and he was finally done. He had become more and more excited about his progress over the last couple of weeks and was hoping to finish it before the baby came. Usually his best friend, Abraham was helping him but today he hadn’t been able to come so lunch would be just the two of them.

Mary hobbled over to the door of their tiny home, holding her lower back with one hand. Maybe it was the position of the baby or maybe it was just her body preparing for the upcoming birth, but walking across the house had become a major challenge. 

“Caleb, it’s time for lunch!” Mary called across the yard. 

As the following events took place, time seemed to stand still. Caleb began to come down on the ladder, while holding his tools under one arm. He almost dropped the hammer and managed to grab it but as he did so, he lost his balance and lurched to recover his footing. Suddenly, the ladder teetered, and he fell, crashing to the ground. 

Pregnancy pains forgotten and unable to think of anything else but the love of her life laying on the ground by their half-finished shed, Mary hurried toward Caleb. 

When she arrived he wasn’t moving. 

She checked for a pulse but found nothing. 

“Help! Someone, help!” she called at the top of her lungs. 

It had only been a fall, how could he not be moving? He should be groaning in pain, or holding some part of his injured body, but instead he was just lying there.  No sound or movement came from his body. 

Tears began to stream down Mary’s face as others from their community joined them and tried to revive Caleb. But all of their efforts were in vain. He didn’t move, and after some time, the minister shook his head. 

Caleb was dead. 

Mary clutched her stomach with a shaky hand. Her husband had died only two weeks before the birth of their first child. How was this possible? How could God have allowed this to happen?

The rest of the day and then the rest of the week seemed to pass by in a blur. Families she had known for her entire childhood came to give their condolences.  A service was held to remember Caleb and all the memories he had shared with those around him. 

To Mary, everything seemed like a bad dream that she would wake up from. It seemed like only a day had passed since she had met Caleb when they were children. It seemed as if only moments had passed since they’d said their vows in front of the church. 

She couldn’t remember how many days it had been, but it couldn’t have been many since they found out they were expecting, could it have? Try as she might she couldn’t stop crying. The world looked bleak. 

The next day as she watched the men lower Caleb’s casket into the ground a finality settled over her. She wasn’t sure what she or Caleb had done to deserve this, but it was happening and there was no going back. 

Her dear sweet husband was gone, and she was left alone to deal with one of the most challenging things she could imagine doing on her own. 

As the burial service concluded, it began to rain. 

Mary gave a tiny smile, it was fitting for her husband. He would have wanted it to rain. With that thought in mind, she headed back to the farm that would now be her home, alone. 
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Four years later-

“Mama, are you going to the garden today?” Timothy’s tiny voice brought Mary back from her thoughts. 

Her eyes paused as she stared down at her son’s small face as he waited for her reply. They had just celebrated his fourth birthday. 

Mary was in constant awe of how big he was getting. He was no longer the tiny baby she remembered caring for alone all those nights alone, but he was growing into a tall handsome boy. 

“Mama, are you going?” Timothy tugged on her skirt this time. 

“I’m sorry, I got distracted for a moment,” Mary said shaking her head a little. “I think I’ll be going this afternoon, but this morning the ladies are coming to make donuts.” 

“Yeah, donuts!” Timothy clapped his hands and squealed with glee and Mary couldn’t help but give a smile. 

After her husband’s death the group of widows from the community had reached out to her. She had always known of their group within the community, but she had never bothered to truly get to know the women until recently. 

After her husband’s passing away, it didn’t seem as if there were much else to do. Her old friends didn’t know what to do with her. They were all busy with their marriages and having more children while Mary had been paused in a moment in time that no longer existed. 

The women from the widow’s group had grown close to her heart and had been slowly teaching her to hope again. They went to each other’s houses to read the Bible together and to make donuts or do other activities that they enjoyed. 

While the majority of the women were much older than Mary, she still enjoyed the time with them. They had good advice on how to deal with her loss and they all adored Timothy. 

She hadn’t wanted for anything physically since her husband died. The community had taken good care of her, always making sure that she and Timothy were okay. 

It was emotionally and spiritually that Mary worried about. The years had made things easier in a way, but she had never completely gotten over Caleb’s death. She had felt alone in those years after saying goodbye to him and learning to live alone. It had been a challenge, getting used to taking care of Timothy all alone while dealing with her grief for Caleb. 

She had tried to take people’s advice, to turn to her friends and to the Lord for companionship, but try as she might, it had not been easy, and it hadn’t been something that she had been able to do completely. 

Of course, she took a certain comfort in the church, and her group of widowed friends were also a comfort. Her son was the reason she pushed forward to have a cheery attitude and to continue with day to day things. But something was missing. Caleb was missing, and knowing that he would never be coming back tore her apart. 

The newest thing in her life was tending to the small garden at the nearby bed and breakfast. It was owned by Englishers, but her husband had been friends with them most of his life, so they weren’t strangers to their community. Although outsiders their community had allowed limited interaction with their family. Abraham had always been very respectful of their ways and an upright, Godly man. 

The small amount of money they paid her helped toward Timothy’s and her extra needs and it was nice to feel like she was providing for her son. 

Being with the plants and the flowers and watching them grow was therapeutic in many ways and Mary enjoyed every moment of it. Even if the owners of the bed and breakfast hadn’t paid her anything, she most likely still would have accepted the work. 

It was somewhere she could just enjoy the peaceful day, listen to the birds and put her hands to work. There were times when she would imagine Caleb was there with her, tending to the plants. Sometimes she would almost hear his voice and had to stop herself from calling out to him. 

A knock at the door jerked her from her thoughts once more. 

She hurried to open it and gave a welcoming smile when she saw the group of widowed women waiting outside with small bundles of flour, sugar and other ingredients they would need to make donuts tucked under their arms or cradled in their hands.

“Come in, come in,” she called as she ushered them all inside and the baking began straight away. Soon they were all talking and laughing as the delicious smell of donuts and strawberry jelly filled the house. Timothy was the center of the ladies’ attention as he tested their donuts and grinned in approval. For the time being, Mary felt distracted enough to laugh and talk and live in the moment. 

She was grateful for these moments of happiness in her life. 
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“Hello Timothy,” Abraham smiled and tousled the little boy’s hair. His sister had started watching Timothy for Mary when she worked for the last year. Most days, Mary left him with someone else from the Amish community, but on occasion his sister would help her with the task as she worked outside in the garden. 

Abraham felt as if he would never tire of seeing the little boy’s happy face as he played in the yard or sang at the top of his lungs while he played. 

Today, Mary looked especially vibrant as she worked in the flower beds. Her light purple dress reflected her eyes in a way that made Abraham’s heart skip a beat. 

He stepped outside and greeted her under the speckled shade of the giant oak trees that over looked the yard.

“How are you this morning?” he asked quietly. 

He had seen Mary go through one of the toughest times any person could possibly go through and it hadn’t been easy for him either. 

Caleb had been his best friend. They had grown up together and had played together as their fathers worked on the Amish farm next door.  They had spent countless hours as children fishing and picking blackberries for their mothers. His father had worked for the Amish for years, trucking their grain off to town for them. Abraham had spent so much time on the Amish farm he felt very much in tune with their ways, and being a quiet man he had kept largely to himself on his farm
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