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“Sit down, Sarah! We are almost ready to begin.”

Sarah Lambright glanced from where she was standing at the window to the quilting frame that was set up on the table. Most of the women had assembled, and were taking their place.

“Ja, I will be along directly. I was just waiting to see if Martha was coming today,” Sarah replied. She still hadn’t spotted her best friend Martha’s buggy coming along the old track. Where was she?

The Quilting Bee was as old as time itself in Sarah’s Amish community. Her mother and her grandmother still attended, and were sitting at the table expectantly. Her great grandmother, and probably her grandmother, had sat here as well. When Sarah picked up her needles to start stitching, she felt as if her hands were part of a long female tradition, that had no beginning and no end.

“Sarah, make haste. If Martha is coming, she won’t be hurried by you looking out the window for her.” Mammi Ruby, her grandmother, pursed her mouth in a familiar expression of disapproval.

Sighing heavily, Sarah acceded.  She resolutely turned from the window, and took her allotted place at the table, picking up her needles.

The women had been working in silence for almost ten minutes when the door to the room burst open. It was Martha, panting heavily.

“Sorry I am late, ladies! Daed got busy in the woodshop, and I had to get stern with him to hurry,” Martha announced to the room. Her father stood behind her, his hat in his hands, looking shamefaced.

“It is true, ladies, it is my fault,” he agreed. 

“Thank you, Daed, you may leave now,” she said imperiously, turning her back on him.

Some of the older ladies, Sarah’s grandmother included, raised their eyebrows at each other. Sarah felt her face burning on behalf of her friend. She knew that Martha was considered too bold, and would often talk to her father in a manner bordering on disrespectful. 

But Sarah never cared. This was Martha Otto, who had been her best friend in the world since they had sat next to each other on the very first day they had attended the one room schoolhouse down the road.

Martha, who laughed loudly. She was never afraid to speak her mind. Martha and Sarah had been inseparable from the very beginning. Martha had protected the milder Sarah, minding her in the playground and sticking up for her when the boys got bossy or rude. Sarah knew that the other girls thought that they were stuck up. But she never cared. They had even gone to a couple of English parties together during rumspringa – Martha’s idea, of course. Now they were in their early twenties, and as close as ever.

Martha sat down next to her, turning to her best friend as the ladies resumed their quilting.

“When it is time for a break, we must go for a quick walk down to the hen house,” Martha whispered to Sarah. “I’ve got something that I have to tell you!”

***

It seemed forever before the break was announced, and the two young women could make their excuses and walk away from the group.

They linked arms as they ran down the house front steps together, giggling as they went.

“We want to begin again in fifteen minutes!” Mrs Lambright, Sarah’s mother, called out to them through the door. The girls waved to her, then disappeared.

“Well, what is it?” As soon as they were out of earshot, Sarah rounded on her best friend.

Martha smiled widely. “Oh Sarah, you won’t believe it! Aden is coming to visit tomorrow!”

Aden was Martha’s pen pal. They had been writing to each other since they were nine years old. Martha’s father had been reading the local newsletter, and had found an item about a boy in north eastern Indiana who was looking for a pen pal. Martha had responded, and they had been communicating ever since.

“That’s wonderful news! How long is he staying for?” Sarah thought her voice sounded normal.

“That’s the best part! He and his mother are coming down for a whole week!” Martha was jumping up and down on the spot.

“Oh Sarah! You know what this means, don’t you?” Martha stopped jumping and looked at her. “I think he has finally realized! That we are meant for each other! I have a whole list of activities planned for us.”

“Well, have fun,” Sarah responded.

“What do you mean, have fun? You will be having fun with us! I need a chaperone, silly. I don’t want boring Mrs Yoder to accompany us! You will be joining us on our outings. The first thing I have organised is for us all to go roller blading on Thursday. I can’t believe it. Do you think he realizes that he loves me?”

“I am sure he does,” Sarah replied. Her mouth felt stiff and sore as she uttered the words.

Martha threw her arms around her best friend, hugging her tightly.

Sarah hugged her friend back. Of course, she hoped that Aden loved Martha as much as Martha loved him.

Didn’t she?

She hoped so. Martha was her dearest friend in the world, and she wanted nothing but happiness for her.

But she couldn’t stop thinking about Aden, herself.

She remembered clearly the day that she had first seen him. It was over a year ago, now.

It had been a normal Sunday, like any other. She and her family had arrived at the Church service a bit earlier than normal. Sarah had looked around for Martha, as she always did. But she wasn’t among the people milling around outside. Sarah decided to search for her in the barn where the service was being held.

But there was no sign of her. Instead, there was a young man, sitting by himself toward the front. His head was bent in contemplation. 

Sarah turned to leave. She didn’t know who he was, and she didn’t want to disturb him while he was praying. But as she turned to leave, she banged into a chair and it scraped against the floor sharply. Oh, dear! Had she disturbed him?

He turned, and was watching her. The moment seemed to stretch on forever.

He was young, maybe a year or two older than herself.  Rich chestnut colored hair fell to his shoulders. His dark brown eyes assessed her.

Sarah flushed. “I am so sorry, I didn’t mean to disturb you...”

The young man smiled. “No need to say sorry. I was almost finished, anyway. And I don’t mind being disturbed by such a lovely girl!”

Sarah flushed deeper. She imagined her face must be the color of a tomato by now. 

“You...are too kind....” she was stammering.  What on earth was wrong with her?

At that moment, Martha ran into the barn. She saw them, and stopped.

“There you both are! Mrs Mast dragged me away to help her with the twins...” she petered off, looking at them. “Have you met?”

The young man spoke. “I haven’t had the pleasure, Martha.”

Martha laughed. “So formal! May I introduce you to my best friend – the one I always wrote about in my letters. This is Sarah Lambright.”

Martha turned to Sarah. “And this, my dear friend, is my pen pal – the one I have been telling you about for years! Say hello to Aden Yoder.”

“Pleased to meet you, Aden,” Sarah responded automatically.

Martha beamed. “He finally has come to visit me, after promising for years!”

“Martha, I need to help my mother in the kitchen,” Sarah said, backing towards the door.

Martha looked at her quizzically. “Well, alright. But we must all sit down at lunch after the service and you two can get to know each other.” She turned to Aden. “I want us all to be the very best of friends!”

Sarah nodded, and left. Her heart was pounding, hard. Aden’s dark eyes seemed to have seared into her soul. She looked at her hands, and was surprised to see that they were shaking.

She had never felt anything like this in her life.

And she didn’t want to feel it. Not here, not now, and certainly not with the young man she had just met. 

Aden. Martha’s pen pal, who she had talked about forever. Aden, who Martha had confided in her was the man she was going to marry. She had been in love with him since they were teenagers.

No, she didn’t want to feel this way about her best friend’s beloved.

Sarah hadn’t looked back that day when she had left the barn. 

But if she had, she might have seen Aden staring at the door, long after she had left.

***

The buggy jolted slightly as it wound down the old dirt road to Martha’s farmhouse. Sarah had to put a hand to her head so that her kapps wouldn’t dislodge.

Almost there. Sarah tried hard not to think about her first meeting with Aden. 

Martha’s love for him had intensified after they had finally met. He was all that she could talk about. Sarah shouldn’t be thinking of him, at all.  She had prayed to our Lord nightly for months afterwards; prayed on her knees by her bed, that He would take the image of the young man with the dark eyes out of her mind. She had no right, to be thinking of him.

It had seemed to work. Lately, she had not thought of him much at all. Until the day at the Quilting Bee, when Martha had told her he was coming to visit again, and she must be chaperone for their outings.

Her father reined in the horses as they neared the entrance. The door burst open, and Martha bounded out, lifting the hem of her dress as she did so.

“There you are! I thought you’d never come. Greetings Mr Lambright, how are you today?”

“Very good, Martha,” Sarah’s father replied.

As Martha chatted to her father, Sarah got down and started walking to the house. At that moment, someone else opened the door.

She was face to face with him. Aden.

He was exactly as she remembered. The brown hair, with a reddish tinge. Those amazing dark eyes.

“We meet again, Sarah,” he remarked. He held out his hand.

She took it. What else could she do? But she wasn’t prepared for the electric shock which coursed through her as soon as their fingers touched.

She withdrew her hand quickly. “Nice to see you again, Aden.” She looked down as she spoke.

Martha had reached them. Sarah waved good bye to her father. 

“Well, are you both ready? Sarah, you remembered your roller blades, didn’t you?”

“Yes, of course.” She still couldn’t look at him.

“Let’s get into the buggy, then! I thought we’d go to that area near the creek. Lots of room to do laps.”

Aden drove the buggy. Martha sat next to him, and Sarah next to her.

Sarah watched his hands on the reins. They were large and manly, except for his fingers, which were long and tapered.  She remembered the shock when he had taken hers. Stop it! She told herself. She fixed her gaze resolutely to the front.

They pulled up beside the creek, dismounted and got their roller blades on.

“You might have to guide me,” Martha said to Aden, grinning up at him. “I’m not very good.”

What was she talking about? Sarah had seen Martha out skate most of the boys when they were at school.  She was known in the district for roller blading alongside her father’s buggy on the main roads leading into town! The older in the community shook their heads at her. What can you expect, Sarah’s mother had often said.  Mr Otto had let her grow quite wild since he had lost his wife, Martha’s mother. Martha had only been six years old.

Sarah watched now as Aden led Martha. Martha leaned heavily against him, teetering on her blades so much that Aden put an arm around to steady her. Martha beamed up at him.

Such an act, Sarah thought darkly. What was Martha playing at? They did a few laps before coming back to where Sarah sat.

“Sarah! What are you doing, sitting there? Join in!” Martha was flushed. Sarah felt sure it had nothing to do with the exercise.

“I am quite happy, sitting here,” she answered. “You two look like you are having a great time! I don’t want to intrude.”

“You are being silly,” Aden replied. “We are all here to enjoy the day.”

Was she being silly? Maybe she was. Resolutely, she got on her feet.

“I will take you for a spin,” Aden said. Before she could protest, he put an arm around her and was leading her onto the road. 

Sarah glanced back at Martha. Her face was dark.

“You really don’t have to lead me around,” Sarah protested, nervously. “I can skate quite well.”

“Maybe I like leading you,” he answered, looking down at her.

Their eyes locked.

Sarah lost her balance, flailing her arms wildly as she felt herself careering backwards. She braced herself for the pain of landing.

Except she didn’t. Aden had turned swiftly, and caught her just before she hit the ground.

She was in his arms. She had wound her arms around his neck unconsciously when he caught her.

Time seemed frozen. He was staring down at her, as if trying to memorise her face. She felt his breath on her cheek.  She could see slight stubble on his chin, and the way his eyelashes glimmered slightly in the sunlight.

“Are you alright?”

It was Martha, leaning over them. 

The spell broke. She quickly unwound her arms, pulling herself away from him.

“No damage,” she answered lightly. “But I might sit down for a while. You two go ahead.”

She didn’t look at either of them as she made her way shakily back to the bench.

***

It was Market Day.

Sarah was tending her mother’s stall. She had protested that morning that she didn’t want to go.

“What are you saying? You love Market Day,” her mother had answered. “Come on, no time to waste! I want to get the pies in the buggy before breakfast.”

Her mother was right – normally she did love Market Day. Ever since she was little, she had loved helping her mother set up their pie stall. 

At a certain point, her mother had always let her wander the other stalls. She had loved looking at the round wheels of cheese stacked on top of each other, and the huge array of different colored cans of preserved vegetables. She would laugh at the links of German sausages that were as fat as her thumbs hanging from hooks. But her favorite was the candy stall. Mrs Hershberger made the best peanut brittle – ever.

Martha would eventually find her, and the two of them would eat peanut brittle until their jaws ached.

But Martha was going to the Market with Aden today. And Sarah didn’t want to tag along behind them again.

Her mother had insisted, however. Which was why she was now ensconced behind the counter, serving customers while her mother was chatting with vendors a few stalls away.

Oh, no! They were coming. She could see Aden’s tall frame in his dark suit and hat weaving through the crowd, arm in arm with Martha, who was wearing her second best blue dress.  Her white prayer cap contrasted nicely with her black hair. She was so pretty – Sarah had always felt dowdy by comparison to her dazzling best friend.

Maybe if I duck they won’t see me, she thought desperately. 

“Hello?” It was Martha’s voice. 

I’m done for, Sarah thought. Sheepishly, she stood up from where she had been hiding under the counter.

“What were you doing?” Martha sounded bemused.

Sarah flushed. “I dropped my pen. It must have rolled underneath the counter.”

Martha studied her. “You are acting strangely, Sarah,” she said. “Where is your mother? I want you to come with us to the auction.”

“Right here,” answered her mother, suddenly appearing beside them. “You can go with them, Sarah. I will take over again.”

Reluctantly, Sarah obeyed. Why, oh why, couldn’t her mother have taken another half an hour? She could have pleaded that she had to tend the stall, and they would have left.

The three of them wandered along for a while aimlessly, looking at various stalls. Sarah tried very hard not to look at Aden. Eventually they wound up at the auctions.

“Sarah! Martha!” 

They turned. It was Caleb, Sarah’s older brother, walking towards them.

Sarah had four brothers, but Caleb was her favorite. Only a year older, they had been inseparable since they were babies. Caleb had often joined in her games with Martha after school, and was protective of both girls. Sarah often thought that Martha was like another little sister to her brother.

“Come and look at the hogs with me? Daed wants me to buy one,” Caleb said. He smiled.

“Us? Look at pigs? Boring!” answered Martha, laughing. “Sarah and I are here for the chinaware.”

Caleb grinned. “I should have known, Martha Otto. Still collecting for your hope chest?”

Martha flushed. Sarah was surprised. She could count on one hand the amount of times she had seen Martha blush over the years.  She was not demure.

“What nonsense, Caleb! I am looking for some pieces for our cabinet, nothing more.” Martha’s jaw set, as it always did when she disapproved of something.

Caleb looked puzzled by her reaction. “Anyway! Pigs are much more fun than boring old china,” he teased. He looked at Aden. “I don’t think we’ve met-?”

“How rude of me!” Martha shook her head quickly. She introduced the two men, who shook hands.

“I don’t know your opinion on china, Aden, but perhaps you might enjoy looking over the hogs with me,” Caleb said. “I am looking for a sow.”

“It would be my pleasure,” Aden responded. “We keep quite a lot of hogs at our farm in Indiana. I know a thing or two about picking a good sow.” He raised an eyebrow at Martha. “More than I know about picking china, at any rate!”

The two men wandered off to the livestock auction, after agreeing to meet the two young women for lunch afterwards at Fisher’s Deli.

Martha stared after them. She sighed deeply, then linked arms with Sarah as they turned toward the homewares pavilion.

“So, what do you think?” Martha whispered as they walked.

“About what?”

“About Aden, of course! You can be so silly sometimes, Sarah.” 

“He seems a nice young man,” Sarah answered slowly.

Martha stopped. “Nice? Is that the best you can do? You sound like your Mammi Ruby!”

Sarah’s smile froze. “I don’t know him very well, Martha.”

But Martha wasn’t listening anymore. She was staring off into space. “He is so handsome! Those brown eyes just make me melt inside! We have spent so much time together, and he makes me laugh so much.”

She paused, then looked at Sarah sideways.

“I think he is going to suggest courting,” she whispered. “Mrs Yoder suggested that we go to Fisher’s Deli on Saturday night – and he didn’t say no! Oh, Sarah, I think he is starting to realize that he loves me!”

They continued walking.

Sarah’s heart sank. She couldn’t stop remembering that frozen moment in time, when he had caught her as she fell. He had looked at her with such intensity. She remembered the feel of his arms around her, and every nuance of his face.

You are being ridiculous, she told herself fiercely. You have no reason to be disappointed. This is Martha, your best friend. She has loved Aden forever. So what if they are about to start courting? You should be happy for them!

Why then did she feel so sad?

***

The two men were already in a booth when Sarah and Martha walked into Fisher’s Deli later that day.

They were chatting animatedly, and Caleb had just thrown back his head in laughter at something Aden had said when Sarah and Martha sat opposite them.

“Find any good china?” Aden asked them. 

“We were only watching today,” Martha smiled.

“Well, Aden and I had a fine old time!” Caleb said. “We just managed to outbid old Farmer King on a magnificent sow. It was close, though.”

“Sounds fascinating.” Martha rolled her eyes as she spoke.  Sarah nudged her underneath the table.

But Caleb just laughed, staring at Martha fondly.

“So, what do you think of this place, Aden?” Martha turned to him.

“Seems good,” he replied. “Service is fine. I will reserve judgment until after I eat, though.”

“Nice enough to take me out here Saturday night?” Martha looked him in the eye as she spoke.

Sarah looked down at the table, embarrassed. Martha could be so forward. There was no way she could be so direct with a man, she thought to herself.

“Well, I guess so...” Aden trailed off, looking embarrassed himself.

There was an awkward silence.

It was Caleb who broke it. “You are going out together?” he asked slowly. He seemed confused.

Sarah looked at her brother. He was puzzled, yes, as if he had heard something new that he wasn’t expecting.  But there was something more.

That look he was giving Martha. Almost pained.

It was like a lightbulb flicked on in Sarah’s head.

Her brother loved Martha! She couldn’t believe that she hadn’t realized until now.

Oh, she knew that he liked her. They were always together, the three of them. And he was protective of Martha. Once a boy had pushed her off a swing, and Caleb had acted like a lion, defending her. And he always sat next to her at the Evening Sings, after Church service.

“I just remembered that Father needs me,” he mumbled. He picked up his hat and quickly left the restaurant.

“What’s up with him?” Martha wrinkled her nose as she watched him leave. “Oh well, more food for us!”

Sarah looked at her. No, Martha was oblivious. She had no idea Caleb was in love with her. What a mess. She felt the sudden need to leave, right away.

“I should head back, myself. Maam will need a lunch break,” she said, gathering her cloak.

Martha looked at her. “You aren’t going to finish your cherry soda?” she asked.

Sarah tried to laugh. “I’m sure that you can finish it for me. I’ve seen you drink two cherry sodas before, Martha.” She left quickly.

“They are both acting very strangely today,” Martha remarked as she watched Sarah walk out the door. “I hope everything is well at their home.”

Aden nodded, but he barely heard her.

He was too busy watching Sarah as she left.  And every time someone walked through the door for ten minutes after, he turned his head expectantly.

***

Sarah finished her prayers, then climbed into bed. Her mind was in a whirl.

The realization that her brother loved her best friend was momentous. That occupied a lot of her thoughts. It saddened her. She loved her brother very much, and she hated to see him hurt. Martha couldn’t return Caleb’s affections, because she was in love with Aden.

As so am I.

Her eyes flew open as the thought jolted her mind. No, it cannot be! She told herself feverishly. Yes, I think he is attractive – I have known that since the moment I first saw him. Yes, he has a lovely nature, very kind and attentive. But I can’t love him!

And yet, she did.

Tossing and turning, sleep eluded her.  What could she do? There was nothing to do. She had to accept the situation as it was. Martha had told her that they were starting to court. Aden obviously was interested in Martha, as well.

And besides, Martha was her best friend. Even if Aden didn’t return Martha’s love, she still couldn’t be with him. Martha would be devastated.

She would try to stay away from them, at least for the moment. It hurt too much watching them together.  And it would give them time to work out their feelings for each other.

I can do everything through Him that gives me strength.

The quote from Phillippians 4:13 slid into her mind. Yes, she thought. How apt. The Almighty will give me the strength to endure this. Thank you, Lord.

***

It was Saturday night, and she had been roped into going to Game night by Caleb.

She hadn’t wanted to. Even though she was resolved in her conviction to endure her pain, she felt low with it, and didn’t feel like socializing.

“You must come,” Caleb had said. “Better than sitting around the house like you normally do, quilting!”

Sarah raised her head. “I enjoy quilting, Caleb.”

Caleb rolled his eyes. “Yes, I know how much you love your quilts, but it is Saturday night!”

Eventually she had agreed. But only after she remembered that Martha and Aden wouldn’t be there. They would be heading off on their date to Fisher’s Deli. She inwardly breathed a sigh of relief.

Game night was a tradition in their community. It was held at different people’s houses every week. People brought along board games and set them up. It was a fun, relaxed evening that was not marred by competition, in accordance with their values.

Caleb got the buggy ready, and they set off.  Tonight, they were heading to the home of an old school friend, Jonas.

The boards were already set up and people were starting to play when they got there. The kitchen table was groaning under the weight of homemade food that everyone had brought. Sarah walked there first, carefully placing a pie down.

“Caleb! Sarah! Welcome.” They turned to find Jonas approaching. “Ah, wunderbar! You brought your mother’s famous whoopie pie. My favorite! I buy one every month at your stall.” He eagerly started spooning large portions of the pie onto a plate.

Sarah smiled. “Don’t eat the whole pie, Jonas. I don’t want you to be sick!”

Laughing, they sat down to play a game of Trivial Pursuit.

Half an hour later, Sarah was enjoying the game so much that she didn’t notice the front door open until the people who had arrived walked into the parlour.

It was Martha and Aden.

What were they doing here? They were supposed to be on a date at Fisher’s Deli in town! Sarah felt her heart drop to the floor.

“Welcome,” Jonas got up to shake their hands. “Will you join us for a game?”

“We would love to,” Martha replied.

Jonas got chairs for them. Sarah tried not to look at Aden as they sat down. Instead, she glanced at her brother. He looked as shocked and dismayed as she felt.

What a pair they made.

They started playing again. Sarah was surprised to find that Aden had very good general knowledge, and was particularly good at the Geography questions. When it was her turn next, it was Aden who read the question to her.

She had picked Arts and Literature, her favorite subject. She easily answered the question about Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet.

Aden looked at her. “ So you are a Shakespeare buff? I always loved that line Romeo says about Juliet. How does it go again?” He thought for a moment, then quoted: “But soft! What light through yonder window breaks?  It is the east, and Juliet is the sun!”

Sarah glowed. “Beautiful, isn’t it? I love his plays! I could read them endlessly.”

“I read Hamlet to my family every Christmas,” Aden confessed. “They laugh and call me the Prince of Denmark!”

Sarah laughed, and their eyes locked.

She felt as if everyone in the room had disappeared. The silence stretched on.

“Do you read much Shakespeare, Martha?” Aden lurched his eyes away, and turned to his friend.

“No! I can’t make head nor tail of the language,” Martha replied. Then she stopped, looking from Aden to Sarah and back again, as if trying to work something out.

Sarah stood up. “I’m sorry. I feel a bit faint. I need some air.”

She fled to the front porch, leaning her head against a railing.  What had just happened in there?

She heard a sound behind her.

“Sarah.”

She turned. It was him, standing a few feet away from her.  The moonlight cast a silvery glow over him.

“What do you want?” Her voice was pained.

He came closer, stretching a hand out to touch her arm. He took a deep breath. “I want to ask if I can court you,” he said. “I can’t think of anything but you. Please say that you will.” He caressed her arm gently.

She ripped her arm away.

“You can’t ask that!” She started pacing the porch. “It can’t happen. You know why!”

He looked perplexed. “No, I don’t know why.”

She spun around to face him. “Martha is in love with you.”

He paled. “Oh no, you have it all wrong! Martha and I are good friends, that is all.”

“Aden?”

They both turned suddenly at the voice behind them. Martha was standing there. She looked shocked.

“What is going on?” Martha’s voice sounded tremulous.

“Oh, Martha, it isn’t how it looks...” Sarah trailed off. She took a step towards her friend.  Martha backed away.

“Then tell me, dear friend, what is it?” Tears glistened in Martha’s eyes as she spoke. “Oh, Sarah, how could you?”

She burst into tears, then ran off into the garden.

“I’ll go after her,” said Aden. He was as white as a sheet. His lips were set in a thin line.

Sarah slumped against the railing again.  Her mind was numb.

At that moment, Caleb came out. “I thought I heard raised voices.  What’s going on?”

Sarah turned to her brother. “Oh, Caleb. Please take me home.”

***

Sarah picked up her needle resolutely. The cotton just didn’t want to thread, today. Her hands were shaking too much.

“Sarah? What is it, child?”

She turned to see her beloved Mammi Ruby, looking at her with concern.

“Nothing, Mammi Ruby,” she answered. “I just can’t seem to thread properly, today.”

“Give it to me,” the old lady said. “I might be eighty years old, but I have been threading needles since I was six.” She took the needle and cotton from Sarah.

It was Quilting Bee day, again. Sarah couldn’t believe everything that had happened since they were last here, sitting around the table. 

The only difference was Martha wasn’t here. 

It had been a month since that awful Game night. Martha had refused to speak to her in that time. She had tried calling on her, but Mr Otto answered the door, saying that Martha was ill. He looked at the ground the whole time that he spoke.

She had written two letters, pleading with her friend. Martha never answered them.

And then, she had received a letter from Aden.

He had left the district, returning to Indiana with his mother. He apologized for any rift he had caused between her and Martha.

But she was stunned at what he wrote next. She had memorized the words:

Sarah, I can think of nothing but you. Everywhere I turn, I see your face. You are the most beautiful woman in the world to me. Could you consider me as a suitor? I long to see you again! I need to tell you – I am in love with you. I knew it the last time we met, when we talked of Shakespeare. We have so much in common.

I am not a poet like Shakespeare. I find it hard to express what is in my heart. So, I am going to borrow his line. It captures perfectly how I feel about you – you are like a new day to me, my love.

“But soft! What light through yonder window breaks?  It is the east, and Sarah is the sun!”

Oh, how she loved him!

But
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