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Chapter 1

There had to be more to life than this. More than the incessant bickering about what’s right and what’s wrong or who’s politically or religiously correct. 

“She did it out of spite; she embarrassed me in front of everyone.” That was Reuben; once again playing the victim card and Grace cringed inwardly. 

“She wouldn’t,” her mamm said in that whimpering subordinate way. “Abram, I’m sure Grace didn’t mean to offend your son.” 

Reuben’s daed was also angry, and she heard him say. “Her behaviour was witnessed by everyone Helen, she treated Reuben with utter disrespect, and you saw it yourself.”

Grace stood at the top of the stairs in her parents’ home trying to eavesdrop as best she could. The whole fallout with Reuben earlier that evening had resulted in quite the situation at home. Just a short while earlier, Reuben had insisted that it was time they get married, and she wanted none of it, not yet anyway. And it definitely did not make things easy for her parents.

She loved Reuben, or at least she thought she did. In the beginning they were the perfect couple, a match made in heaven, the Bishop had said. But as time passed, Reuben’s true colours came to the fore. Whenever they were in public, he was nothing but charming and a true gentleman, but in the quiet, and behind the scenes he was selfish and painfully pedantic and abrasive. Reuben always got what he wanted, and only the best would do. When he first showed interest in her, his parents weren’t too enthusiastic about it. She was an only child and her parents had been struggling to make ends meet, but over time, Reuben’s mamm took pity on them and arranged for her daed to work at the Troyer furniture store. It had been a turning point for them, and her daed believed with all his heart that Gott willed the union between her and Reuben.  So did she, how else would things have worked out the way they did.

Reuben’s overly abrasive personality first reared its ugly head, when everything she suggested was brushed off by him as superfluous. Not to mention his lack of tactful delivery when he tried to correct her. Often, he did it without considering her or those around her and what was she supposed to do? Sit and take it on the chin like good obedient soon to be Mrs. Reuben Troyer. This time however, the fine thread that was securely tied to an invisible beam of patience snapped and she embarrassed Reuben and his parents with her mini-outburst. 

The trio downstairs went around in circles, the Troyer’s pointing fingers, while her mamm pleaded with them and her dad remained silent. She knew he was mad at her. When she couldn’t take it any longer, she snuck back up the stairs to her room and closed her door, resting her back up against it.

“Lord, please have mercy on me,” she prayed and then sunk down to the floor and hugged her knees.

She didn’t have the strength to go through with any of this anymore, but what other options were there? She glanced around her room. There was one small bed, neatly made and one straight-backed chair. In the left corner, next to the small square window stood a rail on which a few dresses hung. She tugged her bonnet off and tossed it across the floor and wiped the tears that stained her cheeks with the back of her hand.

With her chin on her knees she stared across the floor, and although she was looking at nothing in particular, she caught a glimpse of a small piece of paper sticking out from under her bed. The distraction, although small, gave her the reprieve from her angry thoughts. She crawled over to the bed and reached for it, it was the business card of Dr Michaels. She had stayed here a few months ago when her mamm had Pneumonia, to care for her, since her mamm refused to be hospitalized. During that week, she had a few interesting conversations with the doctor, but that time had come to an end. The business card must have slipped under her bed and no one noticed it. She worried her lip and looked at the business card that’s when it struck her. She had a way out. Some may think she would be playing with fire, she may even face shunning, but this might just be her ticket to freedom. 

Chapter 2

6 Months later...

Rain had been falling for days with no sign of letting up and Grace was feeling like she was stuck back at home. It had taken her every ounce of courage that fateful night, when she packed a few things in a small bag, and walked the few miles to the nearest phone to call Dr Michaels. And having done what she had hadn’t been an easy choice. To leave her mamm behind was probably the most difficult thing ever. But the idea of getting married to Reuben was the driving force behind that choice, and every choice she had made after that was for her. 

“You are miles away Grace.”

“Just deep in thought,” she whispered and leaned back against her boyfriend.

Jeremy’s arms slipped around her waist from behind and he held her against him. This was another one of the many good choices she had made was right here with her. It was by pure chance that she had met Dr Bethany Michaels all those months ago. When she stayed with them during her mamm’s illness, Bethany had been very compassionate and back then already, she suggested that she visit her in the city someday. So when she called Bethany the day she left her home, Bethany had given her a temporary place to stay at the time and a temporary clerical job at the practice until she gained enough experience. It had been nothing short of her own personal miracle that Bethany was willing to take her in. She had been to the city enough times in the past, but arriving there and knowing this would be your final destination leant to the trepidation of the situation. It was like yesterday when she left a note on her bed to let her parents know she had gone on her Rumspringa, but she knew she would never return. It was like a final goodbye. Many nights after she would lie in bed and cry and pray, hoping she had made the right choice. Then she met Jeremy and suddenly her pain evaporated like mist in the morning sun. 

Bethany had taken her along to one of the church services shortly after her arrival. At first she felt awkward; everything had been so different to the way they did things in the Amish faith. Other than the fact they had a woman as a minister, along with some male ministers, they used musical instruments and clapped hands on lively music. It had been then when Bethany introduced her to Jeremy. He was in the church band and he played the guitar. They hit it off straight away, and in no time, she had taken a liking to him. But even so, she always kept herself withdrawn to an extent. Giving a little of herself at a time only. But he understood her, he understood where she was from and how she felt about a serious relationship. 

“I was just thinking of home,” she whispered. “Sometimes I wonder if my mamm or daed even misses me.”

“I’m sure they are.” 

“I don’t know, they have made no attempt to contact me.”

Jeremy turned her around and smiled, “It’s only been six months, I’m sure they will come around, eventually.”

She looked down where her hands rested on his chest and sighed. “I suppose you are right.” She plastered a smile on her face and looked up at him. “So am I going to do this on a rainy day?”

He threw his head back and laughed. “The world doesn’t stop when it rains; of course we will do this.”

Grace’s entire life had changed since she came to the city. From being an insecure, obedient Amish girl bound to marry, she had since prepared for her GED tests, something that very few Amish ever have the opportunity to do. Unless they too decide to step away from the only life they ever knew and adopt the Englisch ways as well as face shunning, they could never experience this. Going on a Rumspringa wasn’t as uncommon as people thought, but most of the time, those who go out to experience the world always returned home. 

Today was the day she would do her driving test, and it was by far one of the bigger challenges she had faced since. Jeremy had taken her few practice runs and had taken his time to teach her to drive a vehicle which amazingly enough, she learned quite quickly. But driving with Jeremy next to her and having an inspector are two different things. She rubbed her hands together and let out a sigh. “I guess there’s no getting out of this one then?” 

“Not a chance.”

Chapter 3

Back home...

Helen sat in her daughter’s room, quietly reading over the note she had left behind six months ago. She knew the day her husband insisted that Grace marry Reuben that things would not turn out well. Her daughter had a free spirit, lived in the moment, and loved the freedom she had before things changed. And she, for one, knew that Reuben had not been an easy person to be in a relationship with. So often Grace had confided in her about the way he treated her, and more than once she admitted that she wasn’t interested in getting married. 

She closed her eyes and bit the inside of her lip to fight the tears. It had been her fault; she should have stood up for Grace. But instead she allowed the Troyer’s to intimidate her daughter, and her husband was only concerned about keeping his job. 

“Why are you sitting here again?” her husband mumbled, standing in the doorway.

She folded the letter and set it on Grace’s pillow and stood up. “I was just wondering if we will ever see her again.”

“And what of it if we don’t, she’s made her choice.” Thomas said angrily. “Our only daughter and that’s how she treated us.”

Helen could see why he was angry, at first she was also angry and felt betrayed, but as days passed, she came to realize it was their doing.

“We should not have insisted marriage to Reuben.”

“What utter folly Helen, Grace liked Reuben you saw it for yourself.”

“She did at first, but Reuben was never an easy boy Thomas.”

“And was I ever easy? Yet I never saw you running off into the world.”

He had a point, he was a difficult man, and she stuck it out, but who of them would ever know what happened in the quiet between the two young lovebirds. 

Thomas stormed out of Grace’s room, leaving Helen alone again. She missed her daughter; countless times she prayed to the Lord that he would bring her back, and again tonight she will pray. She lowered herself to her knees and propped her elbows on the bed, linking her fingers together. “Heavenly Father, You who are so gracious and kind, I pray that you will be done, but I hope you will guide my Grace back home. She needs us, and we need her...”

“You’re going to take a left at the next intersection.”

Grace swallowed nervously and did her three point check in her mirrors. This was even harder than she had expected. There were so many cars zooming past and here she was, traveling at ten miles an hour. An impatient cab driver shot out from behind her into oncoming traffic, flung his arm out the window and shouted at her. 

“Don’t pay attention to him, focus on the road.”

She had to give it to the inspector, he may be very dull and has his focus trained on the task at hand, but he was kind to her. She flicked her indicator and glanced at the left mirror, then slowly crossed over into the left lane.

Half an hour later she pulled into the parking at the inspection centre and got out. She had finally done it. 

“And, how did it go?” Jeremy asked as he rounded the car to come to her.

“Miss Muller, congratulations, you handled yourself very well,” the inspector interjected.

“So I made it?” she asked excitedly.

“Yes you did.”

Jeremy swept her into his arms and spun her around. “I knew you could do it Grace, I’m so proud of you.” 

And she felt proud of herself, in such a short span of time she had achieved more than she had in her entire lifetime, and this was all because she had taken that first step. 

“I can’t believe I did it. I mean there was this really rude cab driver who swore at me, and I really thought I’d lose my focus, but I didn’t.”

Jeremy grinned and wrapped his arm around her shoulders. “You’re a strong woman; I doubt there is anything on this planet that can intimidate you.”

“I won’t bargain on that,” she whispered and leaned into him. She would bet that if her dad ever arrived on her door step, she would be pretty intimidated but then again, if he hadn’t done so in six months, then he wasn’t planning on doing so any time soon.

Chapter 4

The church folk filtered into the church one by one while Grace sat in the last row where she always sits. Although she enjoyed the music and song in the charismatic church, her roots were still very strong. To her it seemed like the modern church was all about show and shine, but she had also learned that it was up to each individual to find their way to Gott.  She was no judge, and if these individuals felt they were drawing nearer to Gott with amazing lyrics that moved their souls, then so be it.

She tucked her hands under her arms to seek warmth and waited. On the stage, Jeremy was tuning his guitar and making small talk with the base player. Bethany was seated next to her fiancé in the front, and seemingly in deep conversation about something or the other. Here and there a few groups were gathered just socializing amongst one another. 

“Hi, is this seat taken?” 

Grace looked up into the large blue eyes of a young girl who was wearing a dress almost two times her size.

“No, you’re welcome to sit here,” Grace said and scooted over some more. “My name is Grace.”

The young girl moved in to sit down, lowering herself carefully into the pew. “I’m Lydia,” she whispered.

“It’s nice to meet you Lydia. Are you new here?”

The young girl shook her head but kept her eyes cast down. Lydia seemed troubled, and Grace’s heart ached for her. But she wasn’t one to meddle in other people’s business. She turned her attention back to the band that had started to play a slow paced worship song, one she had grown very fond of over the last few weeks and she quietly hummed the tune of 10 000 Reasons. It amazed her how, even though she had left the Amish way, she still felt so close to Gott. It was as if he never left her, and she found peace in that.

During the service Jeremy never joined her as he normally would, but she was sure he had his reasons, instead she focused on the sermon. After the service she sat and waited for most of the congregation to leave before she got up. Lydia had been the first to get up and leave before the minister had even said his closing prayer. It was when she got outside, that she saw Jeremy in deep conversation with Lydia, and from where she stood; it looked like they were arguing. Curious she stood behind one of the palm trees that lined the foot path and waited. The next thing, Jeremy stormed around the back of the church and Lydia was left all by herself looking more vulnerable than ever.

She was tempted to go over to her and find out what was wrong, but again she held back. It wasn’t her business or her place.

The drive home was quiet, and Grace could see that Jeremy had a lot on his mind, but when he pulled up to Dr Michael’s house where Grace boarded, he didn’t offer to walk her to the door.

“I need to go help my dad with some stuff, I’ll pop around later OK?” he said clutching the steering wheel as if it was about to escape.

“What did Lydia want?” she asked outrightly.

His face paled, and he looked at her. “You know Lydia?” 

“Not really, I met her before the service, she looked troubled.”

A muscle twitched in Jeremy’s jaw and he pinched the bridge of his nose. “She’s an old friend, but you need not worry about it. She’s just going through a tough time.”

Something didn’t sit well with her, the way he brushed it off as nothing sounded a lot like something Reuben would do, but she let it slide. In time all truths will be revealed. That was after all the message during that morning’s sermon. 

As she was about to get out of the car, Jeremy reached out stopped her. “I promise you it’s nothing, I’ll see you later.” Then he leaned over and kissed her on her forehead. 

“I know,” she whispered, but she knew better. Something was plotting, and sooner or later she would figure out what.

As she walked up to the front door, she couldn’t help but see Lydia’s face before her. She looked genuinely worried, and it looked like she was ill. Her eyes were baggy like she had been crying for days on end, and her cheeks were sunken in. If only she had taken the time to reach out to the young woman, she thought.

“Is Jeremy not coming for lunch today?” Bethany asked as she walked through the door.

“He has to help his dad with something,” Grace said and put her bible and purse on the kitchen counter. “Can I help with anything?”

“Oh no lovey, we just got Pizza for lunch today, I have some work to get to.”

Grace smiled and pulled out one of the stools at the kitchen nook and sat down. “There was a girl at church today, she looked very sad.”

“Oh dear, did you speak to her at all?”

She shrugged, “Not really, she didn’t seem like she wanted to talk to anyone.”

“Sometimes people just need to find a place of peace and the one place they turn to is church.”

“I guess so, but after the service I saw her talking to Jeremy, and she was upset, and so was he.”

Bethany placed a plate in front of her. “What did the girl look like?”

“She had short blond hair. Her name was Lydia.” The moment Grace mentioned Lydia’s name Bethany paused briefly, enough for her to suspect she also knew Lydia. “Do you know her?”

Bethany nodded and stacked two slices of pizza on Grace’s plate.

“Lydia and Jeremy used to date, long before he met you, but she disappeared out of his life overnight. Did he tell you why she was here?”

Grace shook her head and picked on the cheese and whispered, “He told me not to worry about it.”

Bethany shrugged and then reached and placed her hand on top of Grace’s. “Jeremy will tell you I’m sure, maybe he just needs to deal with it first.”

That’s not exactly what she wanted to hear, but perhaps Bethany was right. Maybe Jeremy just had to figure things out. Who knows what Lydia needed, for all that she knew, Lydia wants to reconcile or ask for Jeremy’s forgiveness. For a moment she could almost relate to the young woman and leaving so unexpectedly. She knew for a fact that Reuben must have been shocked when she left without a word. 

Chapter 6

Jeremy never showed up for dinner, and all that Grace got was a WhatsApp apology, and that had left her vulnerable. Just that morning Jeremy had been all smiles, treating her like a precious stone, and after he had spoken to Lydia, his entire demeanour changed. But she knew she couldn’t expect everything to be a bed of roses all the time. And as Bethany said, maybe he had to just figure things out.

She was busy at the filing cabinet at the practice, filing away some patient files when the door to the practice opened. The Grace’s surprise, it was Lydia who entered and her heart dropped to the bottom of her stomach. She quickly recovered and put on a smile.

“Hello Lydia, how nice to see you, how are you feeling today?” 

Lydia hugged herself and half-smiled. “I’m fine, is Dr Michaels available?”

At least the girl was seeking medical help, Grace thought and rolled the chair over to the bookings register. “She has a spot open after two today.”

“Any chance that she could see me earlier?” 

Grace studied her and then looked down at the schedule “You’re welcome to wait, and if anyone fails to show I can get you in.”

“Thank you that would be great.”

Grace offered her a smile and noted down Lydia’s name, then casually returned to filing away the patient files.

“I’m pregnant.”

She wasn’t sure if she heard right or if she heard anything at all, but she turned around to look at Lydia. 

“Sorry, did you say something?”

“I’m pregnant,” she whispered.

So that’s why she had been so ill. Grace came around the reception counter and sat opposite her on the coffee table. Under her baggy clothes it was hard to determine just how far along she was, but she had no ring on her finger, which means she was also not married. But even if the child is born from sin, she was in no position to judge this fragile woman.

“Pregnancy is a blessing,” Grace whispered.

“I highly doubt that.”

She reached out and touched Lydia’s hand. “Of course it is, children are sent from God. It just takes a lot of time for one to adjust.”

Lydia looked up at her and the look of complete loss reflected in her wide blue eyes. So much that Lydia wanted to wrap her arms around the young woman. She couldn’t have been much older than her, and she was sure that the mere thought of having to raise a child was very overwhelming. 

She bit her lip and dared to ask, “Do you know who the father is?”

Lydia looked up and bit her lip. “It’s complicated.”

“I’m sure it is, but maybe you can try to talk to him and he can support you more?”

Lydia stood up and paced the room. “I already spoke to him, but he just got angry. He refuses to accept it
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