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For years, since Joseph Freud can remember, his daed had been an abusive manipulator, but now, the very man who wouldn’t bother sparing the rod was bed ridden and Joseph cannot fathom why his mamm would still bother. But when his friend Amos informs him of Grace’s return to Mountain Park, he’s conflicted. He had loved her since they were young. But things had changed, he had changed. Hatred and anger had blackened his soul, and he was not in a good place. 

Grace Smith had her fair share of heartache and pain if there was one person who had the right to hate it was her. Her parents were both murdered, but she found it in her heart to forgive the man who caused her so much pain. When she sees Joseph again after all this time, she decides to connect with him again... 

But would Joseph let her into his heart, and would she be able to help him understand the true meaning of forgiveness?

––––––––

Contents

Glossary 

Chapter 1 

Chapter 2 

Chapter 3 

Chapter 4 

––––––––

Glossary

Ach – Oh

Boppli – baby/babies

Daed – dad

Herr Gott – God

Frau – wife

Haus – house

Ich liebe dich – I love you

Kapp – prayer covering cap

Mamm – mother/mom

Morgen – Morning

Nein – no

Was ist letz? – What’s the matter?

Chapter 1

The fragile man lying in the bed near the window let out shallow breaths as if each one was soon to be his last. Hard lines of a life lived in anger and disappointment mapped his rice papery skin and wispy gray hair exposed his scalp.  Beside him, like a statue, was his wife. Her expression revealing a life of heartache and pain and her blue eyes stare vacantly out the window.

“How long do you think he’ll cling to this life?” Joseph asked his mamm.

Her eyes moved in slow motion, studying him from below wrinkled eyelids, “Until he finds peace.”

Joseph could have laughed out loud had it not been for his mamm, but if there was one man who had fallen far enough from grace, it would be his daed. 

Since he was young, his daed had been a ruthless man who did things his way. The image he portrayed to the community was in complete contrast to what happened behind closed doors. And although his mamm wouldn’t even think of saying it out loud, he knew exactly what she thought. She was relieved. Finally she would be rid of the abuse from a man who wouldn’t know love if it stared him right in the face. 

He had only been six when he had witnessed his daed lay into her. She had been out with the women working on the new quilts when he had demanded she return home. It had been the first time he had seen his mamm tremble in fear, and it wasn’t the last. People did not dare speak of Albert Freud and his bad temper, nor did anyone bother to come to their rescue. Turning a blind eye and pretending to be oblivious was far easier. 

By the time Joseph was a teenager, he had followed in his daed’s footsteps. Equally bad tempered and getting into tussles with other boys, he soon adopted his daed’s bad habits. It had taken him many meetings with the elders before he tamed his own temper when he eventually turned fifteen. And had it not been for his best friend Abel, who kept him on his toes, he would most likely have ended up like his daed, bitter and alone. How his mamm stuck it out was only by the grace of Gott. 

His mamm had gone back to her state of absence, staring aimlessly out the window, and suddenly it was all too much to bear. Fighting the rage that threatened to unravel him, he turned and hurried outside. But even outside, the humidity suffocated him. 

“Joseph!” called a familiar voice. “I thought I might find you here,” his friend grinned.

“Where else would I rather be,” he remarked sarcastically.

Amos slapped him playfully on the shoulder, “You would never guess who I ran into.”

He couldn’t bother guessing, right now, all he wanted was solitude. “I don’t know, who?”

“You remember Grace?”

The name rang a bell but off the top of his head, he couldn’t quite recall.  “Grace who?”

“Oh come on now, you remember. Grace Smith, she used to live in the haus opposite the Bishop.”

Joseph’s memories came flooding back like a sweet dream. Grace had been a breath of fresh air in a life where nothing made sense. The three of them had been friends since childhood and even as they grew older, they let nothing separate them. That was until her parents decided it was time to move away. He was eighteen then, and she was only sixteen. 

“You mean she’s visiting?” he asked in disbelief.

“No, she’s here to stay.”

He couldn’t believe his ears, but an uneasy feeling settled in the pit of his stomach. It had been fifteen years since she left, surely she would be married now. And if that were the case, he had no right to even toy with the idea of meeting her. 

“When did you see her?”

“Just this morning, she’s moved back into their old home.”

“Only her, or does she have a family?”

Amos’ brows shot up and his buck-teeth hooked over his bottom lip, “You wouldn’t believe it. She never married.”

This most certainly changed things and Joseph’s nerves ricocheted off each other like rubber balls in a silo. So she never married, or maybe she did and it didn’t work out, or her husband passed. He found it quite odd that someone like Grace would still be single at the age of thirty-one.

“Is she a widow?” 

“What’s with all the questions, who cares if she’s a widow. What matters is, you have a chance at happiness.”

Joseph cupped his hand over the back of his neck, “I highly doubt she would be interested in me.”

Amos chuckled and waved his hand through the air, “Give yourself some credit my friend. I bet you she only came back to find you.” He rested a hand on his shoulder and then said, “There’s a get-together on Friday night at the Bishop’s house, and you should come.”

Not if he could help it, he thought and gave a nervous laugh. “I’ll think about it.”

“You do that, I know Grace would be there and I can bet my buggy she would want to see you.”

~&~

Grace’s nerves were shot; she hadn’t seen Joseph for fifteen years, not since the day her daed decided it was time to move, all because of Mr. Freud and his accusations that her daed had made eyes at Joseph’s mother. It had been bad enough that Joseph’s daed was an alcoholic but the lies were endless.  It had nearly torn her family apart and poor Joseph was right in the middle of it all.

“So are you going to the get-together?” Martha asked while Grace unpacked.

“I suppose so.”

“Suppose? You don’t sound very sure.”

She laughed softly, “I just don’t know what to expect.”

“Grace, everyone knows the truth about you know who? And trust me, no one is pointing fingers at your family.”

“Easy for you to say, Mr Freud caused quite a scene back then.”

“Yes but we all know what demons he had been facing. He’s a deranged man, and besides, he’s no longer a threat.”

“You mean to say he’s passed?”

“Not quite, but he’s bed-ridden, it’s not too long now.”

Grace cupped her hand over her mouth. For Martha to talk so indolently about Mr Freud’s condition was shocking to say the least. He was still a human being, and although he was a cruel individual, he was still Joseph’s kin. Her heart filled with a sense of sadness at the thought of having lost both her parents in that senseless shooting when they had gone to the city. It had been a criminal and evil act of someone who hated religion, and their aim was directed at the Amish. 

“Grace, are you all right dear?” her friend whispered.

She blinked away at the tears and nodded, “Jah, I’m fine, I just feel so sorry for Joseph, Mr Freud is still his daed.”

“That is true, but there is no love lost there.”

“Yes, but forgiveness sets us free. He shouldn’t harden his heart so.”

“It’s easier said than done, did you know Mr Freud used to lay hands on his wife? He was a cruel man and in my opinion should have died...”

“Martha! Don’t speak like that, it’s not for us to judge,” she reprimanded and pulled her kapp over her braided long blonde hair before tucking it neatly in. “Only Gott can judge and you don’t know what Mr Freud had to endure as a kinner.”

Martha sighed dramatically, “I suppose. Now, are you going to the sing or not?”

“Maybe, I will see how I feel.”

Her friends moved in for a hug, “You think about it, I’m sure Joseph would be over the moon to see you. We all know he had eyes for you since you were young.”

That was fifteen years ago, times had changed, she had changed. 

Chapter 2

Joseph stood at the centre of the farm with his hands cupped and yelled. “Sophie!”

After a moment he turned and walked towards the stables and called again. His dog was up to her old tricks again. As he made his way to the row of trees bordering the fence, his gait slowed. He stopped and listened. The wining of pups reached his ears, and he ran towards the brush and there she was. 

“Sophie! You silly hund, just look at you!” 

He knelt down beside his dog where she lay, with six pups suckling on her. He had tried to keep the stray wandering dog away from his farm but it was in vain. 

“What am I to do now?” he said and patted the top of her head, “I can’t keep them you know?”

As if his dog understood, she lapped at his hand and Joseph plonked down beside her. He got Sophie a few weeks after his daed had taken ill, and she had been his friend since. His daed would never have allowed it, had he known. But here where he sat next to Sophie his heart had set off on a faster trot. For a long while he never thought he could feel anything, he had been numb for so long. Nothing mattered until he found her caught in a snare set by hunters out in the forest. When he first found her, he would leave her where she was, but that soft plea for help speared his heart and he couldn’t. He wouldn’t. He had freed her from the trap and taken her home that day and in the barn he nursed her injuries until she was better. A bond had formed between the two of them there in that musty old barn where he used to hide as a child. 

“The old man would drown them all if he could, you’re lucky he can’t walk.”

The pups crawled over each other, wrestling for a teat and Sophie shifted and stretched out and pawed at him. 

“We have to get you to the barn,” he whispered to his good old faithful friend and looked up at the sky. “It will rain later.”

Joseph pushed himself up onto his feet and stretched his legs. “You wait here; I will fetch a crate.”

A few minutes later, Joseph was on his way to the hardware store to borrow a crate. But as he passed the bakery, he stopped in his tracks. An unmistakably familiar laughter reached his ears, and he peered through the window. It was Grace, beautiful sweet Grace and other than having filled out into a blossoming woman, she was still exactly as he remembered her. The slight curve of her lips and the dimples that sunk into her cheeks just below the dusty freckles that were scattered across her nose and cheeks was her signature. 

As if she had sensed him she turned, her smile never wavering. She looked straight at him and with one hand wiggled her fingers. Surprised he spun around and ducked behind the wall. His heart caught in his throat. There was no way he could face her yet. She had known the good the bad and the ugly of his life, he was broken and she deserved a lot more from life.

Without looking back he rushed down the road towards the hardware store, refusing to look back over his shoulder, but he could feel her eyes burning into the back of his skull.

~&~

“What was that all about?” Mrs Yoder asked as she came to stand next to Grace.

She didn’t answer. She too was puzzled by Joseph’s behaviour. When they were young, they were inseparable, and now, he could hardly stand the sight of her. Her heart cramped in her chest and she took a steadying breath then plastered on her signature smile.

“I’m sure he was just startled, he didn’t quite expect to see me again I suppose.”

Mrs Yoder clicked her tongue and shoved the loaf of bread into Grace’s basket. “That boy is trouble Grace, it’s best to steer clear of him.”

“Why would you think he’s trouble?”

The older woman shook her head. “As the saying goes, the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.”

It was hard to believe, as teens, although she, Amos and Joseph got up to some mischief, Joseph had always been kind and patient. Sure he had his moments where he would get upset over small things, but never to a point that she was frightened. 

Puzzled she thanked Mrs Yoder for the bread, paid her and strolled off homeward. 

In fifteen years a lot could have changed, and, she too had changed in some way. Life hadn’t been easy. Having to come to terms with the cruel death of her parents and finding it in her to forgive the culprits hadn’t been easy, but it was her duty as a child of Gott to do so and she did so without question.

Whatever had happened to Joseph after they left? She wondered. Did his daed finally get into his head and convince him about the affair? Does he blame her for their misfortune? Sorrowful and downright depressed she hurried home. 

Chapter 3

Spring time in Mountain Park was a picturesque sight, pastel colours painted the countryside turning it into a wonderland. But it had been years since Joseph took the time to admire the beauty outside because deep down there was nothing but sadness. Even now that Grace was back in town, he still felt like a lost. There was darkness right there below the surface, which he fought to suppress, an anger festering like an infected wound. You’re cut off the same cloth my boy! His daed’s words echoed in his mind.  Adam was formed first; therefore a frau will remain quiet and submissive. It is as Herr Gott instructed. 

It had been drilled into him since he can remember. His daed ruled with an iron fist and most certainly did not spare the rod. And thanks to him, he never married or showed any interest in courting. He reasoned if he could avoid any situation that may cause him to unravel like his old man then he would. 

Joseph made it to the barn soon after breakfast. A bag of dog food and a bowl in hand with a few food scraps. Sophie was nestled peacefully next to her litter.

“Morgen Sophie,” he greeted and scratched the dog behind the ear. “How are the bobbli?” 

She wined and nudged her head against his hand. He felt like a proud parent too, the pups were strong and healthy. He made quick work of fixing the bedding and changing the blanket the pups were on while Sophie ate some food. 

“Ach Joseph are those pups?” 

Grace had come out of nowhere, catching him off guard. He jumped up and dusted the hay from his pants. 

“What are you doing here?” he blurted. Realizing his uncalled for reaction, he scratched his head. “Sorry, I wasn’t expecting anyone.”

“It’s all right,” she smiled and held out a basket to him. “I went to the haus but you were not there, so I thought I’d find you here.”

He swallowed. The last thing he wanted anyone to see was what state his mamm was in as for his daed he didn’t really care. “Y-you went to the haus?”

“Jah,” she nodded. “I brought you some cakes. You still like cakes?”

“Cakes,” he hesitated, “Danki. I um...” He was completely tongue tied.

Grace laughed and looked down at the pups, “May I?”

“No!” he said hastily and Grace stepped away. “I mean, you can look, but you can’t touch them yet. They were only born a day ago.”

A frown drew her brows together, and he knew straight away he had messed up. “Grace, I’m sorry, I just...”

“It’s all right Joseph, maybe I’ll come back when they are a few weeks older.”

Without uttering another word, she placed the basket with the cakes on a bale of hay and turned to walk away. He should call after her, but he couldn’t bring himself to. Already he was showing his character, being rude to her for no good reason. He was better off alone.

~&~

An hour later, Joseph stormed into the house. His frustration was boiling over and he had to do whatever it takes not to go off on some rampage and punch a hole in a wall. He was only angry with himself. Grace meant no harm when she came to the barn earlier. Once upon a time they had been friends, so why couldn’t he bear to be near her.

“Joseph?” his mother’s soft voice spoke behind him.

“Not now mamm,” he muttered.

“Yes now,” his mamm said. “You’re not like him you know?”

“Mamm I don’t want to talk about it.”

The frail woman came around the table in the kitchen and peaked in the basket. A soft smile played on her lips. “I see Grace is back in town.”

“Yes she is.”

“Das is gut jah?” 

“Nein, it’s a mistake. She will make a nuisance of herself,” he blurted angrily.

His mamm smiled and pulled out a chair, the crumpled up handkerchief clutched in her one hand.  “Sit down,” she sighed. “I think it is time we talk.”

Rolling his eyes he pulled the chair out, scraping it across the wooden floors and plonked down in it crossing his arms and kicking one leg straight under the table.

“I told you, I don’t want to talk about it.”

“You listen to your mudder, Joseph Freud. I know something is troubling you, and I also know why.” His mamm reached across the table and touches his arm. “You’ve spent your life looking after us, and we don’t deserve it. It’s time you look after yourself.”

He tilted his head back and picked a spot on the ceiling to focus on. That much was true, he couldn’t leave his daed to his own devices. Someone had to stand up for his mamm, but even now, with his daed on his last leg, he couldn’t just walk away. Once his daed dies, his mamm would need him even more. 

“Grace is a sweet girl, and I think it’s time you consider taking a frau.”

“I don’t want a frau mamm,” he spat and then closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose. “I will not put any woman through the same agony you had to endure.”

His mamm laughed softly, “You think you’re like your daed, is that it?” she whispered. “Let me tell you something, we all have a choice in life, we choose to be good people or we choose to be bad people. Your daed chose his path, and I chose mine. I could have walked away a long time ago, but I stayed.”

“And look where that got you?”

His mamm stood and walked over to the kitchen window, silence hung in the air before she spoke again. 

“Herr Gott has a purpose for everyone and my purpose was to raise and protect you. If I had left, can you imagine what would have become of you?”  She asked and turned to face him. “I understand your fear, and I know you are angry. But you can’t run away from life because you’re scared. Just look at Sophie, how well you care for her and those pups...”

“You know about the pups?” he asked surprised.

“I saw you return with the crate and Sophie in tow, so last night I went to see for myself. Your daed would have drowned them, but you, not you. You took them in and made a warm bed for them. You are nothing like your daed.”

Joseph sat in quiet contemplation for a moment. His mamm was right, his daed would have drowned the pups or left them out in the cold to die. Maybe she was right, he wasn’t like his old man, but that doesn’t mean he is marriage material.

“Caring for a hund and her bobbli doesn’t make me a Maan.”

“No, but it makes you human, and it shows you have Herr Gott’s character, but most of all, it shows compassion and love.” His mamm walked towards the doorway and then stopped. “You should make some time for reflection and prayer. Only Gott can show you who you really are.”

For a while after his mamm had left to go back upstairs, he sat at the table until he could no longer stand the silence. And instead he hurried outside and ran into the field. Surrounded by daisies and other colourful flowers he finally came to a halt. Until today, he hadn’t really paid attention to the beauty that surrounded him. 

Consider the lilies how they grow: they toil not, they spin not; and yet I say unto you that Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of these. The familiar bible verse crept into his mind as if Gott Himself was speaking to his heart. “If then Gott so clothe the grass, which is today in the field, and tomorrow is cast in the oven, how much more will he clothe you?” he recited the rest out loud.

Joseph dropped to his knees, his fingers digging into the soil as sob after sob rippled through him. All this time, he had been trying to do it on his own, and all he needed to do was trust in Herr Gott. 

“Forgive me Vader,” he prayed, “I have such little faith, I have been trying to be a gut man, but I have failed.” 

The Lord is near to the broken hearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit.

Here in the middle of the field with not a soul in sight, Joseph, for the first time in years, could hear Gott speak and as he spent time in prayer, he could feel his troubles fade away leaving him with one conclusion–He was not Joel Freud, he was Joseph, and he had a choice to be humble and kind. 

––––––––

Chapter 4

It was late Friday afternoon, the street to the Bishop’s house was lined with buggies and young men and women along with some older folk strolled casually toward the hall where they normally have their church services. The atmosphere was full of excitement but Grace couldn’t help her eyes from wandering about. Although she didn’t think Joseph would bother joining the sing, she had hoped to see him there.  

“Grace!” she heard her name being called. “Over here!”

She scanned the hall and spotted Martha sitting next to Amos. She smiled and waved, adjusted her kapp and then wove through the group of youngsters. 

“It’s a full house, isn’t it?” she said when she reached them.

“It’s always like this,” Amos grinned. 

Grace took a seat next to her friend Martha, her neck stretching to see the entrance. 

“Joseph will be here.”

“What?” she blinked and looked at Amos.

“You’re looking for him jah?” 

“What, no, I’m just, um, trying to see if there are any other familiar faces around.”

Martha giggled. “I hope you ask forgiveness for telling lies. Amos said he saw you at Joseph’s place the other morning.”

A blush crept up into her cheeks and she looked at them wide eyed. “Are you spying on me then?”

“No, for certain, I was not spying. I went to his house to see the pups, but then you were there,” Amos defended. “So why were you there?”

She tilted her chin and looked the other way. “I went to say hullo, is that a crime?”

“Ha, just to say hullo,” Martha teased and Grace shoved her elbow into her side.

“Hullo Grace,” a familiar voice said.

She swallowed and looked up, and although the bright light behind him obscured his features, she knew it was Joseph. 

“Joseph, I didn’t expect to see you here tonight.”

“I wasn’t planning on coming. Hullo Martha. Amos,” he greeted the other two. “But I figured it was time I get out a bit.”

“Well I’ll be... I knew you would come!” his friend exclaimed and scooted over. “You can sit there next to Grace.”

Grace could feel the heat from his body radiate and his proximity made her heart flutter in her chest. She was both excited and happy he had decided to come to the sing. Earlier that week when she met him at the barn, she had been convinced that he disliked her and it had left her vulnerable. But now, here where they were seated next to each other, there was a glimmer of hope on the horizon.

It was the strangest thing. When she first returned to Mountain Park, she had no specific intentions, other than to start over, away from the gruesome memories of her parents’ deaths. It had only been after she had seen him that day in the street; she realized she still had feelings for him, feelings that were never reciprocated when they were younger.  But so many years later, and much older and wiser, she knew her heart and her mind. And both were in agreement. She had strong feelings for Joseph, which was why she never settled down.

“I’m glad you came,” she whispered and smiled shyly at him.

Joseph looked at her and returned her smile. “So am I.”

The rest of the evening was a great success and a lot of fun. Between singing and socializing, they played games. By 10 PM there were but a few souls scattered in the barn and most people had left.

“This was fun, wasn’t it?” she smiled as they too headed out.

He chuckled, “I can’t recall when last I had been to one of these sings.  Amos always tries to twist my arm to come.”

She laughed, “Well then I’m glad he managed this time around.”

Joseph slowed his pace as they reached his buggy, “Would you like a ride home?”

Grace smiled, “I’m just up the road.”

“Oh yes of course....”

“But you can walk me home,” she said at the exact same time and they both laughed.

~&~

Over the next few days, Joseph felt as if a weight had been lifted. Mornings seemed brighter and his nights more peaceful. Every day he looked forward to seeing Grace, and every day counting he grew to like her more.

It was late one afternoon, while attending to Sophie and the pups when Grace arrived at the barn, her expression troubled.

“Was ist lelz?” he asked.

“Joseph, it’s your daed. I went to the haus and your mamm was crying,” she said and took a shaky breath. “She said he’s going.”

It felt as if someone had poured a bucket of ice water over his head numbing him right down to the core. His old man was finally going and his mamm would be free of his abuse forever.

He stood, hands on his hips and looked down at the ground. “Why should I care?” he muttered. 

Grace moved closer and placed her hand on his arm. “He’s your daed Joseph; he needs your forgiveness before it’s too late.”

“Nein,” he said flatly. “He can go to hell...”

“Joseph, do not speak like that. He’s been asking for you.”

“Why, to tell me how I should handle my wife one day, and remind me how to rule with an iron fist? No, I will not go see him.”

The pained look on Grace’s face sliced into him like a two edged blade, piercing his heart and he sighed, “Grace, I can’t. He had been nothing but cruel to both me and my brother. He even accused my mamm of having an affair with your daed all those years ago. He ruined too many lives.”

Her sad eyes met his, and she reached for his hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. 

“I know he wasn’t an easy man, you forget that we both used to hide from him when we were young. But Joseph, people change and sometimes it is the realisation of meeting our maker that offers us the chance of redemption.” She pulled him by his hand and sat down on the wooden bench against the stall wall and he went to sit next to her. “My parents were murdered.” 

Joseph turned to her in shock. She said those words so calmly they were almost unreal. “What do you mean they were murdered?”

“I never told you this, but a year ago some fanatic took matters in his own hands, he shot both my parents and they died.” 

Tears shimmered in those blue soulful eyes and Joseph took both her hands in his. “Why did you not tell me?”

“B-because it would not bring the back.”

“Grace, I’m so sorry for your loss.” He tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear. “I don’t know what to say.”

She looked up at him, her pleading eyes keeping him captivated. “They caught the man who did it. For months I hated him. Joseph, I hated him so much I wanted him to suffer and die, just like my parents did. But as time went by, I realised that only Gott can judge.”

Joseph’s heart ached for the woman he had come to love. She had so much pain and he was never aware. 

She continued, “If I did not forgive them, I would have been stuck where I was. It was the forgiveness that set me free in the end.  Forgive your daed Joseph. Hatred and anger is like a poison, it kills you slowly, but in the end it kills.”

Realisation swept over him and he sat for a moment contemplating everything. Memories flooded his mind, and he recalled every single time his daed had taken the rod to him or shoves his mamm around for interfering with the way he considered discipline. Out of all the times he could remember he could not recall a single memorable moment. How then can he be expected to forgive his daed?

When he eventually made his way home, his mamm, and the Bishop was sitting around his daed’s bed. Grace stood next to him, her hand clasped around his.

“Joseph, your daed’s been asking for you,” his mamm said and she came to take his hand. 

Not knowing what to expect he moved closer and came to stand next to the bed. Being so close and seeing his daed in this fragile state was enough to tear down the walls he had spent years erecting. He looked at Grace and she nodded with a soft smile and saddened eyes. 

“Daed?” he whispered as he sat down.

There was no response, not even an
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