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Chapter 1

Spring had awakened in the small Amish town, Mount Joy, birds were singing their spring interlude and blossoms covered the trees like frosting on a cake and the slight breeze carried its flowery sent through the village. But in the Fisher’s home, it was the complete opposite. Rose Beiler’s cousin Claire had gone into labour in the early hours of the morning and complications had set in. Somehow they had missed the fact she was pregnant with twins. One miracle baby had already been born and Rose was standing with the bundle in her arms while she looked on as the midwife tried her utmost to deliver the second one. Claire was in tremendous pain and agony and she had no more strength left to push.

“We need to get the Englisch doctor,” Gretchen, the midwife said. Her voice desperate as she rubbed Claire’s back where she lay on her side.

“And what would he do?” Rose’s father muttered, standing with his straw hat in his hand.

Abraham Beiler had promised his sister on her death bed that he would protect Claire as if she was his own daughter, and with David, Claire’s husband, having gone out of town, this was exactly what he was doing.

“The baby is not coming down, and it’s in distress. He could do more than I can.”

Rose watched her father tentatively. He was still very much old school, hated anything that represented the modern world and society. She could understand how he felt about cellular phones opening doors for evil to enter, but this was a matter of life and death. She adjusted the little baby’s blanket and handed the child to the midwife.

“Daed, we cannot delay, if we don’t call the Englisch doctor, Claire and the baby will die,” she pleaded with her father. Her father studied her and a deep frown furrowed between his brows, the gentle touch of her hand on his arm brought his eyes to hers, “Please, we cannot lose Claire,” she breathed.

“Fine!” he said frustrated, but his eyes were filled with concern. 

Abraham was a muscular and tall man, people called him the Giant in jest because of his size, and although he may often come across as an intimidating individual, he had a soft heart. She knew that if he lost Claire because of his own stubbornness, he would never forgive himself, but sometimes he needed convincing.

Rose turned to her fiancé, Kemp, and nodded, “Go and hurry, Claire needs medical help urgently.”

Kemp had been Rose’s pillar of strength and from the age of sixteen it was a given that they would someday marry.  It’s been almost three years since he first made his intentions known and although their courtship had lasted a lot longer than most, she felt at ease and unburdened. She loved Kemp; he was a kind, generous and handsome man. Never had a harsh word to say and hardly ever got into any confrontations. Kemp also never said no whenever someone needed a helping hand. He was almost too good to be true. 

Rose moved in next to her cousin and took her hand, “Hang in there, Kemp has gone to get the Englisch doctor, he will come and help.”

Claire was incoherent and mumbled inaudibly, Rose sighed softly and said a silent prayer, then took a damp cloth to dab her cousin’s feverish skin. Somewhere in the room the small cries of a newborn baby gave everyone a sparkle of hope.  The midwife did everything possible to keep Claire comfortable while they waited for the doctor, but it felt as if time was in a suspended state. 

An hour later, which felt like forever, Kemp burst into the kitchen and on his heels was the Englisch doctor, but it wasn’t the doctor anyone expected. 

“Where is Doctor Westbrook?” Abraham asked and looked out the door, half expecting him to come sauntering up the path.

“Good morning sir, I’m Dr Williams; unfortunately Dr Westbrook is at a conference in France...”

Abraham interrupted, “But you’re so young.”

Rose heard the commotion from the room and quickly got up to come and investigate and prevent Claire from getting too stressed.

She too was quite surprised when she got to the kitchen to find a strapping young man with a medical bag in his hand. Unlike Dr Westbrook who always arrived wearing his white coat, Dr Williams was dressed very casually, and she had to force herself to turn her attention back to the pressing matter.

“Daed, just let the doctor get on with it,” Claire said and stood aside.

Dr Williams smiled confidently, “I can assure you Mr Beiler, I’m more than capable of assisting. Kemp mentioned that Claire is in labour?”

“Yah-yah, she is,” Said Claire, wringing her hands nervously, “We did not know she was expecting twins. The midwife is with her, but she is not knowledgeable enough to help her.”

Dr Williams nodded and skirted past Rose’s father and nodded courteously at her. She glanced back at Kemp and Abraham. The concern etched on their faces matched hers. Two years ago they had buried her aunt, Claire’s mother after she passed away due to pneumonia, and she knew that her father could not cope with another death in the family. Be positive Rose, she told herself before disappearing into the room and closing the door behind her. The less her father got to see, the better and until Claire was out of danger and the second infant was born, she would stay by her cousin’s side. She just wishes David was here to support his wife. 

David and Claire got married last fall, and although they looked like a happy couple on the outside, everything wasn’t as peachy behind closed doors.  When they first met, it wasn’t a case of falling in love, it was an arranged betrothal, one Rose was opposed against, but everyone insisted that Claire marry before she turned thirty. Her mother had been overly concerned that she would end up becoming a spinster. When the bow finally broke and Claire agreed, she was introduced to David. He was from a neighbouring Amish community, only two days away by carriage.  A few months after their marriage however, David kept making excuses to go back home, where he would stay for days at a time. No one else knew this, but Claire had told her that she suspected that David had another flame burning elsewhere, but it was not her place to make such accusations. Especially since David was the Bishop’s son, so instead, Claire decided to simply turn a blind eye and hope it will all blow over one day. 

Rose was convinced that all the stress and anxiety Claire had to deal with was the cause for her current predicament, and deep down she hated David for being so selfish.  In the last few hours she had to repent more than once for feeling so angry towards him. Naturally, knowing how hard it had been for Claire to cope, she couldn’t help but be nervous about her own engagement to Kemp. Especially since Kemp and David were friends. There was always that nagging voice in the back of her mind, asking her if he was really the right man for her and if she too, would one day become a lifeless bag of bones, living each day with no purpose. 

No! She couldn’t entertain these negative thoughts, Kemp was nothing like David she scolded herself and shook her head. Right now there were more important things at stake.

“When was the other baby born?” the doctor asked.

“About two hours ago,” she said nervously.

“Did she have any difficulties with the birth?”

“I don’t know Doctor, she gave birth, and it’s not the easiest thing to do as is. What is wrong with her?”

He looked up at her and hooked his stethoscope in his ears and placed the end piece on Claire’s abdomen; he listened tentatively and moved it around slowly. She couldn’t help but notice the colour of his eyes. He had two different colour eyes, one hazel and one with a slight tinge of blue, which she found rather unusual. Again she had to remind herself to focus.

“Without a Caesarean section, the baby will not make it,” he said and came around to look under the blanket.

“Is it that serious?” Rose asked, biting her lip.

“I’m afraid so, she’s unconscious and in no position to give natural birth right now.”

“Is she going to have to go to hospital?” Claire asked worriedly. 

“There’s no time,” he said and moved around to his medical bag, “We will have to do it here.”

“What!?” she cried out.

Rose’s stomach bottomed out and her hand flew to her mouth, but his words were barely cold when her father stormed into the room demanding to know what was going on.

Rose calmed him down and get Kemp to take him outside while she stayed behind to assist. Everything had happened so fast, and a few minutes later, Claire’s second baby was born healthy. 

Chapter 2

Grant had known that Dr Westbrook had a special group of patients he did house calls to occasionally but what he didn’t expect was for them to be Amish. When the guy on the carriage pulled up in front of the medical practice, he was rather intrigued, until he discovered why he had come.

What he knew of the Amish was what he had seen on TV and online, so when he arrived there he had no idea what he was in for. But he was pleasantly surprised. Other than Mr Beiler who was a little sceptic the others were rather pleasant. Kemp was a quiet individual, he only said what was needed and didn’t bother to hold much conversation. The mid-wife clearly knew what she was doing; otherwise the other baby would have gone through the same trouble. And as for the girl, whose name he learned was Rose, she was a lot more verbal than the rest. She looked like the type who could take charge if the walls came tumbling down and throughout the procedure, she remained calm and collected, following his instructions to the T.

Both babies were healthy enough, not in need of medical attention. But Claire would need a few weeks to recover, which meant he would have make daily trips to Mount Joy to check on her.  At least next time around he would drive here in his own car, which would probably take 10 minutes instead of an hour. 

“Dr Williams,” Rose said as he headed to the door.

“Yes Rose?”

“I just wanted to thank you for saving Claire and the baby today.”

“You can call me Grant,” he said and smiled, “It’s what I’m there for.”

“I know, but thank you anyway... Grant,” she smiled appreciatively.

He nodded just as Kemp pushed past him to go outside so he stepped out of the man’s way, and reached out to touch Rose’s shoulder, “I’ll be back tomorrow to check on them.”

Rose flinched, and he immediately knew he had overstepped some sort of boundary. He really needed to brush up on Amish culture and understand the do’s and do not’s. 

––––––––

Chapter 2

The next day arrived with much promise and anticipation, Grant convinced himself that it was the mystery of this small Amish village that attracted him. It had nothing to do with the blue eyed woman in the plain purple dress and white apron, whose blonde hair was neatly tucked under her bonnet.  For a moment while they worked to save the baby and Claire, he had wondered what she would look like with her hair loose.

As he drove into the small town, he was surprised to see far less people around than first expected. Compared to the day before, the town was almost half deserted and it was already past ten in the morning. Surely they would all be up and busy doing what Amish people do, by now. He pulled to a stop in front of the Beiler home and got out of his car. Even the house was quiet, and the curtains were still drawn.  He contemplated waiting but as he turned to get back into his car, the front door opened.

“Dr Williams, I’m so sorry, I was busy helping Claire feed the babies.”

His heart rate increased a fraction at the site of her and her half smile that caused the dimples in her cheeks to appear like wishing wells. 

“Is it a convenient time or should I come back,” he said. He had to remain professional. He was a doctor or heaven’s sake. 

“It’s perfectly fine,” said Rose and opened the door wider, “She’s been resting, but the babies have been very restless.”

Grant did whatever necessary to keep his mind focused on Claire and the babies, but with Rose hovering around like a mother hen protecting her chicks, he found it extra trying to concentrate. 

“So how are you feeling Claire?” he asked, diverting his attention fully to his patient.

Claire flinched as she pushed herself up a little, “I’m fine, I’m so sorry you had to go through all the trouble to come out here.”

“Oh don’t apologize, it’s what I do for a living, I’m just glad we saved both you and the baby. So have you named them yet?”

Claire shook her head and lowered her eyes, “No, I have to wait for my husband to return.”

Rose snorted behind him, “David doesn’t deserve you Claire.”

“Rose! Don’t talk like that.” Claire looked at him, “David is a busy man, he will be here by the end of the week.”

Grant noted immediately that Rose clearly did not like this David fellow, but again, it was not his place. He did however feel sorry for Claire having to have gone through this all on her own. 

“And you Rose?” he asked casually not wanting to sound too fishy.

“What about me?” 

“Do you have any children or a husband?” 

There was a moment of silence and he looked up at her. She stood with her lips pursed and a slight frown etched on her forehead. Did he overstep again? He wondered.

“She’s not married,” Claire piped up.

“Claire!” Rosa reprimanded.

“What, it’s the truth, you and Kemp have been courting, but nothing ever comes of it,” Claire muttered and then reached to touch Grant’s hand, “I think she’s too afraid.”
“What utter nonsense! I’m not afraid; I just don’t see why I should rush anything.”

Grant chuckled but didn’t interject.

“What about you Doctor, are you married?”

“Oh for heaven’s sake Clair, do you have to be so quizzical!” Rose reprimanded.

Grant smiled and shook his head, “I was married, but my wife is no longer alive, it’s been almost four years.”

“Oh goodness, I’m so sorry for your loss,” Claire said with genuine sympathy.

Rose bit her lip and held her hand over her chest. The poor man must still grieve the loss of his wife and Claire is non-the-wiser.

Chapter 3

Rose was shocked that Claire would announce her status so carelessly, and of all things holy, what gave Dr Williams the right to ask such personal questions. She had stormed out of the room and stood waiting in the living room for him to finish what he came to do while pacing impatiently. What was it about this man? Since the day he walked into this house, there was this strange feeling of longing that suddenly rose up within her soul. It was as if she was missing something in her life, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on it. Maybe it was seeing Claire in such peril that made her realize just how short life was, or maybe it was the miracle of birth. She was already nearing thirty and soon her father would pressurise her into marriage, and she was still not sure if it was what she wanted, and the arrival of the Englisch doctor didn’t help her either.  

She was just a little girl when she had found a little fox trapped in one of the fences that bordered Mount Joy. Her first instinct was to free the poor animal, which she did and since then she always wanted to help animals. She had discovered much later, that in order to be a Veterinarian, she would need to study, but that was against God’s will. Or so her father said. A woman’s place is in the kitchen, caring for her husband and children, her father had said countless times.  But while she was still unmarried, she had the freedom to tend to the horses when the men were not around. A lot of the girls laughed at her and told her she was foolish, but she never let that get her down.  

She twisted the string of her bonnet around her finger as she glanced out of the window and sighed. What if she was being foolish? Maybe it was time for her to settle down and start a family of her own. 

“Rose?” 

Grant’s voice broke into her train of thought and she turned around.

“Claire is doing as well as expected, but I will have to come back again to make sure the incision does not become septic.”

Rose nodded and walked to the door, her heart racing for no reason, “I will keep an eye on her too.”

Grant walked to the door but before he exited the house, he stopped and faced her, “I didn’t mean to pry into your life,” he whispered.

She wanted to respond to that, but her brain and her lips were suddenly disconnected. She opened her mouth to speak but nothing came out. And then unexpectedly, Grant leaned forward and pressed his lips against hers. Rose froze instantly, her arms like steel against her sides but her insides were wreaking havoc. Her heart fluttered wildly in her chest and her stomach had filled with a kaleidoscope of butterflies, all flapping their colourful wings at once. 

When Grant raised his head, and the moment had passed, she slowly opened her eyes and looked into his deep soulful eyes.

“I-I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have done that,” he said immediately. He raised his hand as if to touch her cheek but withdrew it as if the contact would burn his fingers.

Realization swept over Rose followed by an immense feeling of guilt. She had just allowed an Englisch man to kiss her, and that while she was promised to another. Without a word she almost shoved him out the door and slammed the door shut. How could she have allowed herself to be so foolish! She had committed an adulterous sin and for that she knew she was going to be punished. But even then she could still feel the warmth of his lips on hers, and it felt so right, and so natural. 

The sound of his car drifted further and further away, and only once she could no longer hear it, did she peek out of the window.  Thankfully there were very few people in town this morning since they had all gone to a barn raising. She was horrified at the thought of what would happen had anyone witnessed what had just happened. She brought her trembling fingers to her lips and she let out a sigh.

“Rose!” Claire called from the room.

Rose took a deep steadying breath, fixed her bonnet and raised her chin. No one needed to know what happened, and when the doctor comes again, she would make sure she was not around. After all, she never returned the kiss. 

“Do you need anything?” she asked her cousin.

“Dr Williams is a great man,” she said and Rose swallowed.

“He is handy to have around,” she mumbled.

“He likes you.”

Rose’s eyes grew as wide as saucers and she regarded her cousin, “He’s Englisch, just because he asked me about my status, doesn’t mean he likes me,” she muttered.

“I saw the way he looked at you.”

“He probably looks at every woman like that.”

“Not the way he looked at you, he was taken by you.”

Rose threw her hands up and shook her head, “Why are we having this conversation? Even if he liked me, you know very well that it’s futile, he’s not Amish. Besides, I’m happily engaged to a wonderful man, thank you very much.”

Claire reached for Rose’s hand and squeezed it, “Don’t make the same mistakes I made, just look where that has gotten me.”

Rose bent down and brushed a stray strand of hair from her cousin’s face, “It’s gotten you two beautiful children, and maybe, just maybe by God’s grace, this is the exact thing David needs to realize what an amazing wife he has.”

Claire’s eyes shot full of tears and she shook her head, “No, that will never change. Maybe if we had met without the intervention of the bishop and we let things advance naturally, there would have been hope, but David does not love me. He tolerates the notion of marriage and respects the faith.”

“Oh Claire,” Rose said and carefully hugged her cousin, “God works in mysterious ways, he would not have put you two together was it not His will.”

Claire didn’t reply, simply sniffed and then plastered a brave smile on her face, “At least you and Kemp got to know each other.”

“Exactly, so I’m very happy with my engagement and there’s no reason for my eyes to wander to a certain doctor simply because he’s handsome.”

Claire laughed wholeheartedly, “So you do think he’s handsome!” 

“There’s no denying that!”

The two women spent the rest of the morning talking about life, Rose helped Claire to feed the twins and she bathed and dressed them and saw to nappy changes. It kept her mind busy to say the least, and for the time being she forced herself not to pay a single thought of Dr Williams. 

––––––––

Chapter 4

It was a lovely spring morning, and like every other morning so far, Grant was getting ready to head out to Mount Joy to see to his patient. He was about to leave when his receptionist announced that he had a visitor. 

“Send him in,” he said and put down the receiver.

It was Kemp who entered the rooms and although Grant was poised and calm, his insides were in a knot. 

“Kemp, what brings you to town?” he asked casually.

Kemp took his hat off and clutched it in front of him, “Dr Williams, I’m sorry to barge in like this, but I was wondering if I may have a word with you?”

Uh-oh, Grant thought as he gestured for Kemp to take a seat. First thing that crossed his mind was the kiss, what if Kemp had seen it? 

“So what can I do for you?” he asked curiously.

Kemp cleared his throat and sat down, “You know about the Amish yah?” 

Grant nodded not sure where this was going, “A little, but not much, why?”

“Well, in the Amish, men may not study, if they do, they have to leave the community, which means they will be shunned.”

Confused, Grant leaned forward on his elbows and regarded the man in front of him, “So if you want to further your education you are not allowed to?”

He nodded his head and looked down, “The thing is, I want to do what you do, I want to be a doctor and as long as I am at Mount Joy, I can’t realize my dream.”

Grant studied the man and he could understand exactly how conflicted he must be, “So if you decide to study, you cannot go back to Mount Joy?”

Kemp shook his head, “Yah, I can go back, but I will be like you, Englisch, I won’t be able to partake in certain things, and I won’t be able to marry Rose. But you see, Rose and I...”

The rest of the conversation was muted by Grant’s own thoughts at realizing that Kemp was Rose’ fiancé and just yesterday, he had so boldly overstepped his welcome by kissing her.

“... she will understand,” Kemp said and sat back.

Grant hadn’t heard a single word he was saying and shifted awkwardly in his chair. 

“How do you think she would feel?” he shot in the dark.

“Rose is a strong woman, I care for her greatly but she will not stand in my way if I wish to become a doctor.”

This was just too overwhelming, he thought. If Kemp was considering leaving behind everything he knew that meant he would leave Rose behind too.  There was a flutter of excitement in
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