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Jacob had always enjoyed getting to the bakery before it opened. The baker, Aaron King, would start his work well before the dawn, and by the time opening hour rolled around the air would be sweet with the scent of baking bread.

Back in the months preceding Elizabeth's death, Jacob had had to start his day as early as possible, to get all the chores done so he could also work and take care of his wife. He had always tried to time his visit to the bakery so he could be the first one in. Not that Aaron was great company, but it was a small pleasure that often improved the otherwise dreary days.

This morning, however, he was not the only one here.

Jacob almost didn't recognize Rosemary when she rounded the corner on the other side of the bakery. He had hardly seen her since her own spouse had died, a year ago. As she smiled slightly in greeting, Jacob noted that she looked different – although he couldn't quite put his finger on why.

“You're back from your – sister's place?” he asked, trying to make polite conversation in the quiet as Rosemary joined him by the door.

“My brother's,” corrected Rosemary. She lifted her face to the early morning sunshine for a moment. “And yes, I got back a week ago. Is Aaron running late this morning, do you think?”

“I guess he must be.”

As she stood in the pale gold of the morning light, Jacob could finally see the difference in Rosemary. She had always been so gaunt and pale, her cheekbones standing out and her eyes in hollows. Now, she had gained weight, her skin rosy and clear, her posture strong.
Elizabeth turned and caught Jacob's eye. He quickly turned back to face the door. He had not realized he was looking at her. 

He chided himself. Since when had he started looking at any woman like that? He had not given thought to anything of that nature since he married Elizabeth. And after her death, he had determined he never would again. So far, it had been an easy oath to keep.

Elizabeth was pretending she had not seen him looking.

“Why did you decide to come back?” asked Jacob, determined to fill the silence. It was probably the quiet that was leading his thoughts to wander like this. “It's been – what, a year?”

“Just about,” said Rosemary. “My brother and sister in law were very good to have me, but I missed home.”

“It was nice that you were able to get away for a while,” said Jacob.

“It helped clear my head.” Rosemary paused delicately. “I guess you weren't able to take any time after Elizabeth passed?”

“No, not really.” 

“I'm sorry.”

Rosemary looked properly at Jacob this time, and they shared a real smile. Jacob felt as warmed by this as he did by the sun that was now reaching the top of the trees.

He looked up, squinting in the light. The sun was, in fact, very high...

“Where is Aaron?” said Rosemary, voicing Jacob's concern. “Do you think something happened?”

“No... I shouldn't think...” Jacob paused. “Why, do you?”

Rosemary flushed slightly, ducking her head.

“Oh, I always think the worst,” she said quickly. “I'm sure I'm panicking for no reason.”

Jacob frowned at her. “You're panicking?”

“No. I mean, I'm worried. It doesn't matter.” Rosemary bit her lip. “I'll just go around the back and knock at the window. He might have lost track of time.”

“I can do that,” offered Jacob.

“Don't worry,” said Rosemary, already heading for the side of the building. “It's just me being silly, I'm sure it's all right.”

By now, however, Jacob could see that Rosemary was really quite worried. He, too, was starting to feel concerned. He knew that since Elizabeth's death, he was more prone to jump to the worst possible conclusions. Perhaps Rosemary was doing the same, after her own bereavement. 

But even if that was the case, that didn't mean she was wrong. Jacob followed her down the side of the bakery.

Rosemary was knocking at the window, her face pale with worry. She turned and saw Jacob, and tried to force herself to smile.

“He's not there,” she said.

“I know,” said Jacob. “I realized I couldn't smell anything baking.”

“Oh, of course. Perhaps he's ill.” Rosemary hesitated. “I'll stop by his house later. I'm friends with his wife Mary, she might need help.”

Jacob nodded, looking at Rosemary carefully.

“You're going to go there now, aren't you?” he said.

“Yes,” said Rosemary. She lifted her chin, almost as though she was defying someone. “I might be making a fuss over nothing, but I want to be sure.”

“That makes sense,” said Jacob.

Rosemary blinked at him. “It does?”

“Sure. Aaron's house is on my way home, I'll go with you.”

Jacob could not have said why he made the offer. Perhaps it was because he still could not stop looking at the way Rosemary's skin was glowing in the sunshine. Maybe it was because she had smiled at him, sweetly, not out of pity like so many others who tried to be nice to the poor young widower.

Yet as they started to walk, Jacob could not take too much pleasure in the fresh early morning or his pleasant companion. He was starting to feel, for no reason he could describe, as though something were really wrong.

He tried to tell himself that he was just imagining things. This worked, right up until he saw the body.

***

It had been Jacob's idea to call the local sheriff, when they had not gotten any answer to their knocking at Aaron's front door. He had headed back to the woodshed, where Aaron's emergency phone was installed, and made the call.

As she waited for him to return, Rosemary stayed by the front door. She could help but think of how long it had been since she was last here. Mary and she had been close, when they were younger, sharing secrets and diaries and first loves.

Then they had both married those first loves with little thought, and had both suffered the consequences. Rosemary had never spoken about her life with Michael to Mary, but she had seen enough to recognize that Mary had the same problems.

Rosemary placed a hand against the wood of the front door.

She should have written to Mary more often. But after Michael had died, all she had wanted to do was forget.

It was from her vantage point up on the porch that Rosemary saw Jacob leave the woodshed, and start back toward the house. She then saw him stop at the corner of the shed, and double back, as though he had seen something in the yard behind the little wooden building.

She walked toward him, watching as he stopped suddenly and remained completely still.

He turned back toward her when she was a few yards away, and held his hands out.

“Don't,” he said. His voice was choked. “Don't come any closer. Stay there.”

Rosemary did as he said, but she had already caught sight of the yard beyond him, behind the shed. The figure lying face down on the ground, surrounded by a pool of darkness.

Hours later, Rosemary was still having trouble getting the image out of her mind. She was sure, as she looked across at Jacob on the other side of the police station, that he was also struggling. His face, when he had turned to stop her, had been awful. And then he had had to go over to the body – Aaron's body – and check for life, even though they had both known there was none to be found.

“Excuse me, ma'am.” The officer who had taken Rosemary's statement stood at her elbow. “I can take you back home now.”

“What about Jacob?” asked Rosemary at once. It felt odd to feel such concern over him, having never had a real conversation with him before this morning. 

“Your friend has to have his fingerprints and DNA taken,” explained the officer. “Because he touched the body. It'll be a while. Do you want to wait?”

Jacob looked over the sea of desks and met Rosemary's eyes. She remembered, suddenly, the odd warm feeling she had had when he looked at her this morning. She had smiled – smiled, of all the ridiculous things, after she had promised herself she would never smile at any man, after Michael.

“No, it's all right,” Rosemary said quickly.

She wanted to stay – which meant she needed to leave, and fast. She would talk to Jacob when he returned to town.

As she left the station, she saw the sheriff, and halted. He stopped as well, smiling sympathetically at her.

“I heard you did well, giving your statement,” he said, with a nod of approval. “I was sorry you and your friend got caught up in this.”

“Has there been any news about Mary? Has anyone seen her?” asked Rosemary.

“I'm afraid not.” The sheriff frowned beneath his dark moustache. “But I don't want you to worry. I've been connected with your community for years, and I won't rest until we get to the bottom of this.”

He gave Rosemary his card – since when did law enforcement carry cards, she wondered – which read “T. Williams, Sheriff,” along with a phone number.

Rosemary thanked him and left. She could, indeed, remember often seeing the sheriff around town, checking in with the local families. He was obviously trying to assure the Amish community that they could rely on the local police – although Rosemary personally preferred the calm, detached professionalism of the officer who was now driving her home, to the sheriff's familiarity.

On reaching her home, Rosemary did not even bother going inside, immediately heading to her aunt's house instead. Her aunt was her nearest family, and exactly what she needed at this moment. 

Rosemary had always relied on her family. When things got bad at home, she always had somewhere to go. Her aunt and uncle had supported her throughout all the most difficult times with Michael, and had been the main reason she had wanted to return home after staying with her brother.

It did not take long to explain what had happened to her aunt. By the time Rosemary was done, she was already in tears, as the tension that had snarled in her mind receded and let the waiting emotions through.

“It was just so awful – and so sudden, he was just lying there, he didn't even look like a person – ”

Her aunt listened, stroking Rosemary's hand and offering cups of sweet tea. 

“I am sorry you saw that,” she said, as Rosemary grew quiet. “But I am glad for poor Mary that you thought to go to the house. If you hadn't, no-one would have known she was missing.”

Rosemary nodded, wiping at her eyes. Maybe Mary was still alive. Maybe they would find her.

***

Jacob sat up so suddenly he nearly rolled out of bed. He could feel heat along his limbs as sweat sprang up, the nightmare image still vivid in his mind.

He took a few deep breaths and lay back down. He had hoped that the night after he had found Aaron would be the only night he struggled to sleep. But it had been two days, and he was still waking up every few hours.

It didn't help that he kept seeing police cars all over the place, and people kept stopping him to ask about what he had seen. The memory was not allowed to rest – and neither was he.

Jacob kept his eyes open, afraid of what he would see if he closed them. 

Aaron’s body, lying there. The rock beside it. The pictures were ready to spring up at any moment.

After a few minutes, Jacob figured he might as well get up. 

He completed his early morning work before the sun had even thought of brushing the sky. He wandered back to the house from his small pasture, then walked right past it and out onto the road. He did not feel like eating, and did not want to lie down and risk falling asleep again.

After a few minutes, he spotted someone walking toward him on the road. When he recognized Rosemary, he wondered whether he might have fallen asleep again.

Rosemary looked just as beautiful this morning as she had done the other day. She was not smiling any more, but she looked at Jacob with an open expression, as though they were friends.

“This must be Providence,” she said as she reached him. “I was just thinking that I hadn't seen you since the police station.”

“No, no, I guess not,” said Jacob.

“I was wondering how you were.”

Jacob paused, trying to rub the exhaustion from his eyes. “Me? What do you mean?”

“Have you spoken to anyone about what happened?”

“The sheriff came by yesterday.”

“I don't mean like that,” said Rosemary. “I meant about what you saw. It can do terrible things to you, to see something like that. It helps to talk to someone.”

“I'm fine,” said Jacob at once.

Rosemary looked at him, her expression doubtful.

“You look like you're about to fall over,” she said.

Jacob sighed. “All right, I've been having trouble sleeping. But I'm sure it won't last. Besides, there's no-one to talk to.”

“No-one at all?”
“I don't have any family here, and Elizabeth's folks moved away after she passed.”

Rosemary nodded thoughtfully. “Well, you can tell me.”

“But you were there. You know what happened.”

“I don't know how you're feeling,” said Rosemary. “Tell me.”

He could not have explained why, but Jacob did as she said. They walked as he talked, trying to describe his thoughts and feelings over the last couple of days. Somehow, he also ended up talking about what it was like to see Elizabeth after she died. Then Rosemary talked about Michael's death.

After an hour or so, they both realized where they were headed. They stopped in the middle of the road.

“We shouldn't go back there,” said Jacob. 

“You don't have to,” said Rosemary, looking ahead at the baker's house. “But I think – I think I need to. I want to look at the ground where we saw him. I want to be able to look at it.”

She spoke so firmly that Jacob didn't question her, and he only hesitated for a moment before following her.

They did not reach the house, however. As they got to the front yard, Jacob slowed, trying to work out whether he really wanted to do this or if he was just following Rosemary's lead. She paused and turned back, her expression soft.

“You don't have to do this,” she said. “Jacob? Are you all right?”

Jacob was staring off to the side of the house, at the thicket of trees that led to the deeper woods beyond. The greenery was too dense to walk through, and Aaron had always treated it as a fence of sorts.

But now, there was a gap. Jacob went to examine it, hearing Rosemary follow him quietly. He bent down and looked at the broken branches and underbrush that had been trampled. Recently.

“Someone came through here,” he said.

“You don't think – you think it might have been whoever killed Aaron?” asked Rosemary breathlessly. “We should call the sheriff again.”

“Of course,” said Jacob. “Wait. Look.” He pointed at a scrap of fabric, caught on a twig. 

“That's from a dress,” said Rosemary, leaning closer. “It might be Mary. She might have seen what happened and ran away.”

“Then we definitely need to call the – wait, Rosemary, what are you doing?”

Rosemary had already started to push through the undergrowth, following the broken trail.

“You can't do that,” said Jacob. “They said it was important not to touch anything that might be evidence.”

“But if Mary came through here, she might have been hurt,” said Rosemary, stopping and looking back at Jacob. “And she would have been here two days already. She might be lying somewhere, waiting for help – we can't delay. Or I can't. You can go back and call.”

She turned around and continued pushing through. Jacob looked back at the woodshed, where the phone would be. Then he sighed and started after Rosemary.

“All right, I'm coming. Here, let me go ahead, I'll push the branches back.”

“Thank you.” Rosemary stepped aside to let him past. 

The trail was barely there, made by nothing more than one person moving in a hurry. It was slow going to push through the bent and splintered branches, and Jacob and Rosemary remained quiet for a few minutes.

“Thank you for coming with me,” Rosemary said after a while.

“I wanted to help,” said Jacob, slightly offended that she might think otherwise.

“Of course,” said Rosemary quickly, falling silent again.

Jacob looked back at her, over his shoulder. She was looking down at her feet, as though nervous. It was not the look of fear that should have accompanied a trek towards possible danger. Instead, she looked like she was scared of him.

Something deep shifted in Jacob. A memory. Somewhere in the past, he had heard someone talking about Rosemary's husband Michael's unpleasant behaviour. Or a few different people, it might have been, over the years.

He had a temper, some said. A resentful one, always looking for reasons to be offended. Liked to be in control.

Was this was Rosemary had experienced at home?

And was this why she looked so much more healthy and peaceful, now her husband had died? 

Maybe she was expecting to be treated the same way as she had been by Michael. Jacob cleared his throat, looking ahead.

“Look,” he said. “There's the road. You were right, Mary might have come this way. Good thinking.”

Rosemary said nothing, but Jacob caught her surprised look at the compliment. Before he could think of anything else to say, Rosemary stopped and stared at something on the ground.

“What's that?”

Rosemary picked it up. It was a notebook, with most of the pages blank. On the first page, there was an address, a date, and a time.

“This is Aaron’s address – and the date and time say two days ago, at nine in the evening,” read Rosemary. “That would have been – didn't they say that was when Aaron died? The night before we found him?”

Jacob reached out and turned to the next page, breath catching in his throat.

“What's this address?” he asked. 

“I don't know,” whispered Rosemary. “Somewhere in the city, it looks like.”

The killer might have made these notes for himself, with Aaron's time and place of death. So where was he heading next?

***

Rosemary placed a hand on the wall behind the telephone to steady herself.

“I'm sorry, what did you say?” she said to the officer on the other end of the call.

“I asked you how on earth you got Sheriff Williams’ home address,” came the snipped, tinny reply. “We don't just give out that information. Who told you?”

“I found it written in a notebook,” said Rosemary. “I know it sounds strange – is the sheriff there?”

“No, he didn't come in this morning,” replied the officer. “He sent a message that he was sick, but he's been out of contact since then. What's this about a notebook?”

Rosemary explained what she had found, and promised to wait at her home until someone was sent to see her. 

Just to check, she dialled the number on the card Sheriff Williams had given her. There was no answer.

She wandered back to her house in a daze, to find Jacob waiting in the kitchen with the coffee she had insisted he drink to keep him awake.

“You think whoever killed Aaron might be after the sheriff as well?” asked Jacob, after she had explained.

“I don't know,” said Rosemary, sitting down at the table and reaching blindly for her own cup. “They said he was sick. Or he sent a message saying he was sick.”

“What if someone else sent the message?” said Jacob. “What if – ” he broke off, imagining possibilities he did not want to speak.

“The killer might have realized the sheriff would be the one to pay the most attention to the case,” said Rosemary. “He's always around here. They might have seen him and decided he was a threat.”

“That might be the reason,” agreed Jacob. “But that doesn't give any explanation as to why Aaron was killed.”

Rosemary peered at him from across the table.

“What do you mean? Are you trying to work out why he was killed?”
Jacob flushed slightly. “I'm not trying to do the police's job,” he said. “But with the sheriff gone, and Mary still missing, I can't help but wonder whether time might be running out.”

Rosemary nodded. “I feel the same. I keep imagining Mary trapped somewhere, or hurt... I wish I'd gone to see her that night. I kept thinking about going over, since I got back, and I didn't.”

“Why would you wish that? Then you would have been in danger too.” Jacob frowned.

“I don't know that. I might have been able to help. And if I could have helped, but I wasn’t there, then it's my fault that Mary – ”

Jacob held up his hand, palm out. 

“Rosemary, please don’t. I can see that you're worried about Mary, and you've been very brave with all of this so far but I can't let you start imagining that you're to blame.”

“But – ”

“No.” 

Jacob's tone was gentle, much gentler than Rosemary could ever remember Michael being when he corrected her about something. Jacob was also looking at her, watching her response, while Michael would have talked to her while looking away. 

He was always so ready to be angry with her. Over imagined slights, or mistakes she had made. Any time she answered back. There had not been much violence – nothing that would show. But there had been pushes, and prods. He would stand up close to her, towering over her, reminding her that he could do more if he chose.

Jacob was still looking at Rosemary, his hands clasped over the top
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