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‘Forbearing one another, and forgiving one another, if any man have a quarrel against any: even as Christ forgave you, so also do ye.’
- Colossians 3:13
Growing up, Rebecca Yoder and Jacob Miller had always been very close. In a way, it seemed like they didn’t have much choice. Their parents lived next door to one another and so all of their children played together often when they were growing up and throughout the years, they all attended church together. They even ate dinner together regularly! The Yoder and Miller families truly seemed to be destined to be joined together in one way or another and Jacob’s mother, Diana, believed that it would be through Rebecca and Jacob’s special bond.

Throughout his life, Jacob had always admired Rebecca. She had been a playful but gentle child who had grown into a demure, and devout young woman. Jacob felt she was beauty personified with her long, flowing locks of auburn and her bright azure eyes. She even had tiny chocolate-colored freckles dotted over her nose and cheeks as though an angel had touched her face and blessed it when she was newly born.

As far as he was aware, Rebecca felt the same way he did. However, Rebecca still remained two years younger than him and much could change in the few short years it would take for her to be old enough to begin to court. As such, when it came time for Jacob to begin his Rumspringa, he grabbed the opportunity with both hands and sought to get the tradition out of the way as quickly as possible so he could return home to his beloved family and Rebecca.

There was only one thing Jacob was interested to try from outside of his community: driving. He’d seen the mysterious, mechanical contraptions in the distance when he was busy plowing the fields at harvest time. When his Rumspringa was upon him, his father had made arrangements with a town nearby for him to stay with another family and learn more about their culture. He had also been told the father would take him out for a few driving lessons during that time. Jacob was ecstatic.

Yet, when the time came, the young Amish boy grew nervous behind the wheel of the car. They were sat in an empty field with no one else in sight. Jacob’s palms were sweating and his heart was beating against his ribcage in a rhythm that felt very unnerving. Still, his companion, David Burnham, urged him onward.

“Everyone gets nervous their first time, let alone someone who isn’t used to working with machines,” he told him with a reassuring smile and a pat on the shoulder. “It’s not too difficult. Just one pedal to stop and one pedal to go, then steer where you need to go.”

It sounded easy when David put it like that, but Jacob was distracted by everything else going on. There were dials and flashing lights in front of him that seemed to be telling him information—important or not, he couldn’t work out. It all just added to the anxiety he felt when he tried to work up the courage to push his foot down on the metal pedal.

As though sensing his hesitation, David whispered, “We can just go back if you like. I’ll take us back to town and we can try again another day. Or we could forget about it. Whatever you like.”

At the thought of coming all this way and still not experiencing driving, Jacob grew frustrated. He gripped the leather wheel tight in his palms and shook his head. “I can do this,” he muttered under his breath before reaching for the key in the ignition and turning it with a look of determination etched across his features.

“Are you sure?” David asked as the car roared to life. “There’s no shame in going back, boy.”

“I’m sure,” Jacob told him before pressing his foot down on the pedal and lurching forward. The jolt was a shock to him and he pulled his foot away immediately.

“Easy there, tiger,” the older man chided with a smile. “Be gentle with the pedals. You don’t want to go starting and stopping so suddenly or you’ll give yourself whiplash!”

Instead of talking any further, Jacob merely pushed on and tried again. He pressed down on the accelerator a little slower and gentler this time and found himself pulling away with much more ease. He let out a breath he didn’t even know he’d been holding and David patted him on the shoulder.

“That’s it, boy. You’re a natural.”

Feeling more confident, Jacob pressed on through the field and practiced turning the car from one side to the other. After much encouragement and advice from David, Jacob grew more arrogant and began to drive with little care for his instructor. He turned faster and pressed down on the accelerator harder than before, enjoying the increased speed.

“Be careful now, Jacob,” David warned with a furrowed brow. “We don’t want to go having any accidents, okay?”

As though he was speaking for God himself, David’s words became immediately and irrevocably true. Jacob had run into a slight peak of a hill hidden in the grassy field and the car shot upwards at a high speed and landed on the road next to the field. As if matters couldn’t get worse, Jacob panicked and couldn’t push his foot onto the brake fast enough. They ended up colliding with another vehicle—a carriage. Thankfully, the horse avoided the crash and the carriage end was the only thing hit, jostling the wooden compartment until it tipped over onto the dirt.

Finally, Jacob’s car came to a stop as he slid into the hedge on the other side of the road. The airbags deployed and Jacob was shaking from fear and adrenaline. He turned to David who, like himself, was uninjured. However, the same could not be said for the carriage passengers.

Feeling awful, Jacob threw himself out of the car and brushed his brown hair away from his forehead until he could catch the sight of the people he had hit with his hazel eyes. It was an image that would stay with him forever. Emerging from the cart with a cut to her head and cradling her arm was none other than Jacob’s childhood sweetheart, Rebecca Yoder.

His heart sunk in his chest and the steps he took halted. He couldn’t believe he had been so reckless to endanger his beloved in such a way and all because he wanted to experience life outside of their happy, good-natured community. Ashamed was not a strong enough word for what he was feeling and when another young woman, Rebecca’s sister, Judy, followed Rebecca out of the buggy with her own injuries, Jacob wanted to run away and hide. He wanted to drop to his knees and beg their forgiveness, but he knew it was too late. Rebecca’s blue eyes looked akin to ice as they stared unrelenting into his own.

Still, Jacob had to try.

He gulped and crossed the space between them. “I’m so sorry, Rebecca. I never meant to—”

“Don’t,” she interrupted, lifting her good hand in a gesture to silence him. “Don’t say another word to me, Jacob Miller, or God help me I don’t know what I might do.”

At her curt demeanor, Jacob flinched like he had been cut. They had been close for many years and of course they experienced their disagreements and their conflicts, but not like this... never like this. The look on Rebecca’s face was steely and unforgiving. Jacob wasn’t sure he’d ever seen it on her sweet face before and he hated himself for being the one to put it there.

Before he could even think of anything else to do, Rebecca and her sister had turned away from him to talk to their driver about what to do next. It seemed Jacob had been completely dismissed. Feeling disheartened, the young Amish boy trudged back to the car where David was waiting for him.

“It’s all right, boy,” David began in a soothing voice as he smiled at Jacob and his eyes crinkled with age. “Everyone has accidents when they’re learning. It’s a good thing it wasn’t more serious.”

The thought of having hurt Rebecca or her family any further caused Jacob physical revulsion. He never wanted to hurt anyone, especially not her, ever again. “Take me home, David,” he mumbled sadly to the other man. “I’m done with driving.”

“For today?”

“Forever.”
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Upon Jacob’s return to his community in Strasburg a week later, his mother and father were very unhappy with the friction he had caused between his own family and the Yoders. As he stepped over the wooden threshold of his childhood home, he could already feel the tension stirring inside. His mother and father were stood waiting for him in the kitchen with a firm look upon their faces and their arms wrapped around their chest.

Jacob dumped his bag down on the floor and looked over at them with a guilty expression. His eyes were wide and if he had been weaker in that moment, he might have even cried. He couldn’t believe one silly mistake could be enough to ruin all the good relationships he had in his life.

“Nice to see you, Ma, Pop,” he greeted in a quiet voice filled with remorse. “I’m guessing you heard?”

“What were you thinking, Jacob?” his mother, Diana, had questioned with a fiery glare. “You could have gotten yourself hurt! Those... those things aren’t safe. I’ve heard talk of how many deaths they cause and I have no idea why you would even think to get inside one!”

“Now, now, dear,” his father, Jedediah, responded as he wrapped his arms around Diana’s shoulders. “The boy is safe and sound back at home. We needn’t worry ourselves with what could and couldn’t have happened. The Lord works in mysterious ways, after all, and it is not our place to question why he has brought this accident into our lives. Take solace in the fact that our only son is alive and well and the Yoder sisters are recovering well.”

Jacob perked up at the mention of Rebecca and her sister. “You’ve seen them?” he asked with wide eyes. He took a step closer to his parents. “How were they? Did Rebecca say anything to you?”

Diana huffed. “Rebecca and Judy are okay, a little shaken but otherwise okay,” she told him and rubbed her hand over her eyes as though she was tired. “We have given them our sincerest apologies for the incident and have ensured they have enough food and supplies to help them recover as rapidly as God may wish. They are in our prayers every day, Jacob.”

“What of the family?” Jacob queried. “Are they angry with me?”

“Well, Jacob,” his father started with a grim smile. “They aren’t exactly ecstatic about the consequences of your behavior; however, they are God-fearing Christians who understand the importance of repentance and forgiveness. The Yoders have forgiven you of your sins and understand that Rumspringa is a time of exploration for everyone, but...”

“Rebecca was not so understanding,” Diana finished.

Jacob’s entire body froze as he took in the information. His heart was pounding and his mind was racing with thoughts of what Rebecca might feel towards him. He wanted to ask a number of things, but he couldn’t form the words quick enough.

“She’ll come around,” Jedediah assured with a comforting smile. “She’s a good, honest woman. She’s just a little shaken. Give her time, my boy.” He patted Jacob on the shoulder.

“You’ll have plenty of other things to take your mind off of Rebecca Yoder anyway,” his mother stated firmly. “You’ll be spending the next few weeks helping out your father much more in the fields, Jacob. We’re hoping more hard work will ensure you learn more about responsibility and help you atone for your trespasses.”

“Of course,” Jacob agreed with a nod of his head. “I’ll do anything to make things right.”

“I hope so,” Diana replied before turning her back to continue working on her daily chores in the kitchen. Jacob followed his father out of the house to the fields with sad eyes and a regretful heart.
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Two weeks passed before Jacob got a chance to talk to Rebecca. He had seen her in passing, of course, as she walked down the street and at church, however, she had stopped attending dinners at the Miller house and her parents excused her absence. Jacob knew she wasn’t happy with him, but he had thought things would go back to normal by now. After all, they had been courting for six months prior to this event and no one was hurt badly.

When Jacob was returning from the fields one evening for dinner, however, Rebecca had been out for a stroll to gather her thoughts and the two accidentally crossed paths. At first, Jacob paused and wasn’t sure whether to make his presence known. If Rebecca wanted space and time to heal then Jacob should give it to her... However, he missed her terribly. He wanted to see her face, to speak to her again even if it was only to get rejected once more. He needed to try.

With courage in his heart and a determined pace, Jacob crossed the space between them. “Rebecca, it’s so good to see you,” he greeted, “you look well.”

The young woman jumped a little and turned to the sound of his voice. Her eyes were wide and her brow furrowed in confusion. “It’s late, shouldn’t you be at home?”

“I had to stay to finish cleaning up after my father today,” he explained and rubbed the back of his neck. “Which was lucky I guess since it allowed me the chance to see you again.”

Rebecca’s whole demeanor changed then. She became stony-faced and turned her gaze away from him. “Well, you’ve seen me now. I hope you’re satisfied. Good night, Jacob.” She took a step away from Jacob and he felt his heart sink. He couldn’t believe this was how things were between the two of them now. He couldn’t let her slip away now, not when she was so close.

“Wait, Rebecca!” he called out. “There must be something I can do to ease the pain you feel, to earn your forgiveness.” He stepped forward and caught up to her, placing a gentle hand on her forearm and staring deep into her eyes.

Rebecca said nothing. Her eyes were still fixed to the floor and her face was expressionless. Jacob desired nothing more in that moment than to have insight into Rebecca’s mind. Though he knew only God had such power and he was nothing more than a mere man. He sent a wordless prayer heavenward that the Lord might guide him to find forgiveness in the eyes of his beloved.

“Please, Rebecca,” he pleaded, “I’ll do anything.”

After what felt like an eternity, Rebecca raised her head to meet his gaze. Her cerulean eyes held suspicion as they looked upon his sorrowful and earnest expression. His hazel eyes were wet with unshed tears and something about the sight of her once trusted and loyal friend in such a broken manner shattered her resolve.

With a sigh, Rebecca spoke. “I don’t know what you can do,” she confessed. “I can’t tell you how you may earn my forgiveness for I don’t know it myself. I wish I did, Jacob, truly.” She sighed again and lifted a hand to swipe at her own wet eyes. “All I can say is that when your car hit my buggy, it was the scariest moment of my life. Not only did I believe that I might die but my sister also.” She paused again to take a deep breath. “Thankfully, the Lord sought fit to allow us to live on, but the fear still haunts me. I feel like I no longer associate you with the love and trust I once felt. Now, when I look at you, I feel fear and worry and anger. I do not like feeling that way, Jacob.”

“And I hate that I have made you feel that way, Rebecca. I can’t believe I caused this. Never in a million years would I ever wish harm upon you or your family, I promise you that,” he told her with a sincere tone of voice. “I regret ever making you doubt how I feel about you and how I would ensure no harm ever came to you—”

“But that’s just it,” Rebecca interrupted with a sharp bark. “You always promised that you would protect me from harm. Growing up, when everyone teased me or picked on me, you were always the one who made me laugh and gave me a shoulder to cry on. Then, when I experienced the most traumatic event of my life, all I wanted to do was run to you and have you hold me until the pain was gone, but instead...” She began to sob now, tears spilling from her eyes and falling down her plump, freckled cheeks. “Instead, you climbed out of that horrifying machine. You! Of all people! You hurt me. You hurt Judy. You could have killed us, Jacob. How do I forgive that?”

At her outburst, Jacob stood thunderstruck. She was absolutely right. He had done the very thing he had always promised not to do, the very thing he had wanted to protect her from. He had hurt her deeply, not just physically but emotionally too. How could he ever make up for such a terrible thing?

“I’m so sorry,” Jacob told her with a sob as his own tears began to spill. He fell down to his knees in the mud and held his hands up in a gesture of prayer. “I pray for a forgiveness that I do not deserve. I understand if you never forgive me for my reckless behavior for the rest of our lives. I understand, but I am a selfish man. I love you, Rebecca Yoder. I have always loved you. When I think of the future, all I think of is you. I wanted to marry you, to have children with you, to grow old with you.” His tears continued to fall in an uncontrolled and haphazard way, wetting his beard as they reached the end of their travels. “I can’t believe I will no longer be able to be with you and I will never forgive myself for being the cause of it, but I will pray everyday for your kindness, your love, and your forgiveness. I will do everything in my power to make it up to you, Rebecca, I promise.”

The sight of her childhood friend distraught and on his knees in front of her was a sight she’d never forget in all her days. Rebecca could see how truly sorry Jacob was, but was that enough? She didn’t know. The ire she felt inside of her still burned fiercely like a hearth in the dead of winter. Still, she was not entirely unmoved. Rebecca reached down to take her hands in her own and clasp them tight.

“I will pray everyday for the strength to forgive you, Jacob,” she told him. “They say time heals all wounds and, in this case, I truly hope they are right. Please, stand up now, Jacob. Your parents will be worried about your absence.”

Pulling himself together, Jacob wiped at his face with the sleeve of his shirt to dry it and then picked himself up off the floor. He nodded in Rebecca’s direction and then sniffled. “You’re right. I’m sorry to trouble you, Rebecca. I’ll be on my way.”

They parted ways that day not quite healed and yet, something like hope had been instilled in both of them.
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A month had passed since their late night talk out in the fields, but not much had changed between Rebecca and Jacob. His punishment from his parents was finally relenting and he was not required to work such long and tiresome hours in the fields with the crops. After all, manual labor was good for building strength, but terrible for getting rest. Jacob felt most days like he had been the one hit by the car on that fateful night. His muscles ached and his eyes drooped. He barely had time to sleep, let alone to try and seek forgiveness from Rebecca, but every night he had made time to write down what he felt. Jacob had gathered the strength to write a letter to Rebecca every night he had spent apart from her to show her how apologetic and regretful he was every day. Today would be the day he would finally deliver those letters to her along with other tokens of his good will.

Alas, Jacob had not wasted his time in the fields. While his hands were busy, his mind had been occupied with thoughts of his beloved and how to ensure she felt safe and respected with him. Even if she may never feel a strong, romantic love for him anymore, Jacob still did not want to lose a good friend. So, once he was out of bed on that first Saturday morning of freedom, he got straight to work.

First, Jacob prepared a large loaf of bread as an offering to Rachel and her family. He wasn’t a terribly good cook, that was usually left to the womenfolk, so he believed the effort would be greatly appreciated. Once he had pulled the warm loaf from the fire, Jacob took himself on a stroll around the outskirts of the town. He breathed in the delightful smell of fresh air and enjoyed the scent of fresh lavender and sage blooming in his father’s herb garden. These weren’t the scents he was seeking
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