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But then again....

My dearest Lovina, | This is the happiest day of my life. You have done more for me in these few months than I have been able to do for myself in my whole life. I am writing this short dictation to you because I need you to know exactly how I feel if I am unable to speak after I see you walk through the door in mere moments. | I know that we met at a time when you were not feeling like you would ever be happy again, and I want to make sure that you are sure that I am the one who will make you happy forever. I understand at times you may not trust me, you may question me, and you may even be mad at me for something I may not understand. Despite this however, I want you to know that I will not be mad. I will not meet your anger with violence, and I will NOT shame you for feelings you have every right to feel because of how you have been wronged. | I don’t mean to bring up unhappy memories on our happy day, but I need you to know that I love you unconditionally, irrevocably, and entirely. I have never felt the kind of love I feel for you, and I can only attest that God must have made me for you and you for me. The only thing I could pray to ask him would be for us to have met sooner so we could have started our life together sooner. | Now, with all that out of the way, this is what I promise to you:

Well, I am sure there is more that I am leaving out, but you know I am not very good at typing up a conversation or a letter for that matter... I can’t wait to see you and I can’t wait to call you my wife. | I love you. | Yours.

Prologue

Love is more than a feeling. And it isn’t something so simplistic as an idea... It is this positive, electric energy that flows throughout your entire body and radiates outward. No matter who you are or what you have experienced, everyone is capable of experiencing this phenomenon. One of the greatest aspects of being human is our capacity to love; but there isn’t just one kind of love, there are several facets of love. As I theorize, love isn’t something so simple as one idea or definition. Whether it is familial love for those closest to you, or a love so strong it feels like your heart is going to rip right out of your chest for the one person God has designed for you; love is the most powerful source we can ever hope to know. 

Unfortunately, there is a flaw in this innocent desire to love. If you ask someone to tell you why they were with someone, the typical response is because their heart told them to and they couldn’t think of anything or anyone else. Cheesiness aside, this brings up an issue. Can we trust our heart to make the right choice? 

“How do you know when you meet this person that they are the one for you? How can you differentiate the one, perfect person from the sea of hundreds or even thousands? There is no guarantee that the person you meet is the perfect person for you. You may not end up with someone perfect, but you may end up with someone who is perfect for you.
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What happens when you end up with the wrong person? Whether by proximity or a series of misleading circumstances, and then one or both parties are injured. Keeping your heart in check is one of the hardest struggles a human can face. Because we can’t help who we love, and there is no guarantee who our heart picks is someone whose heart will also pick us. Such a thing happened to Lovina Smith. Rain fell upon her window pane, as she continued to suppress her tears. Her mind raced as her final conversation with him flashed before her eyes:

“I’m so glad you were able to come over to see me Luke. It feels like I haven’t heard from you in ages. Don’t you think that as your betrothed I should get to see you more often?” 

“We need to talk, Lovina.”

“Oh, I know. We have to start planning; well we really just need to decide where we will be living after we are married. My parents left me this house, which is good sized; but if we want to have kids someday-” 

“Lovina!” Lovina was shocked by this sudden change of tone. In the four years they had known each other he had never raised his voice to her. 

“L-Luke... what’s wrong?”

“I... we... I don’t think we fit together like we used to.”

“Luke, what are you saying? Do you... do you not want to marry me anymore?”

“Look. I get this probably is the farthest thing from what you expected, but I need to do what is right for me, and frankly this,” Luke gestured between himself and Lovina, “isn’t doing it for me anymore.”

“What do you mean you don’t want to get married anymore? Is it something I did? What’s going on with you?” 

“Exactly what I said. Why are you being so thick about this?” Luke strode towards the door, about to fling it open. 

“Well can you at least explain to me why you are doing this? You owe me that much Luke!”

“You know exactly why.” Lovina’s heart fell out of her chest and onto the floor. As Luke strode back towards her, she could almost feel his footsteps stomp all over the love she had gifted him for so long.

“That’s it? What did you find someone else willing to satisfy you?”

“Yes.”

Lovina slapped her hands against her window, forcing the memories to stop. The tears, now spilling out of her eyes, caused her to wonder whether it was still raining, or if her vision was just blurring. All the pain she felt, all of love she gave him for four years, all washed away. 

“God, please give me the strength.... The strength to overcome.” 

Chapter One 

After that day it became almost impossible for Lovina to notice the passage of time. Days, months, weeks, or even years; she wouldn’t have been able to tell. Though days continued to pass, in her mind, she was still stood, frozen, in that room. That plain, simple room that once made her beam with joy. The slatted blonde wood beams and the oaky smell in the air, now forever taint the memories she held so dear. Lovina would stare around the room to see the memory of her father whittling as her mother prepared for supper and she’d once feel a surge of relief. Now... 

Now, she can’t think about the good times in her home without remembering Luke. From the moment he stepped into her life, that room became the setting. Even in the first moment they met, Luke stepped over the threshold and into her heart. At the time, Luke was her father’s apprentice and had taken over her father’s business when he passed away three years ago to a bout of pneumonia. 

Lovina only ever had one job in her life: working at her godmother’s bakery. “Fisher’s Bakery” had been in the family for generations. It wasn’t a stately building; some may even refer to it as a shack, to which Lovina would quickly defend. To her, it wasn’t just a slightly run-down building... to her it was where all the brightest memories of her childhood were made. 

Lovina’s earliest memories surround her godmother from when she was a little girl; running in after her mother to find her godmother - Cynthia Fisher - covered in white powder and with fallen strands of auburn hair plastered against her forehead. She has no children of her own, so Cynthia’s plan had always been to pass the business on to Lovina. Loving her more than her own family, Cynthia watched on as her beloved godchild worked mindlessly behind the counter. Trying to figure out what to do, Cynthia invited two of Lovina’s closest friends to discuss options. 

“There must be something we haven’t tried yet... I mean, she’s just... It’s like she’s not even there anymore.”

“I know... she’s only been to the store and home for six months. This isn’t healthy,” Sara Dixon responded. Sara’s eyes plead with her friend’s frame as she looked on in pity. 

“But what can we do? She doesn’t want to talk about anything, and she refuses to admit that she needs help,” a silken voice replied. Teresa Miller - an old school friend of Lovina’s - had come at Cynthia’s bequest. She recently had been married and moved to a town a few counties over. However, as soon as she got word that it was Lovina who was in trouble, she had no issue dropping everything and returning home. 

“You guys know I can hear you right?” A bent over Lovina said from behind the bakery counter. The women quickly hold their tongues, unaware of how loud their counsel had been. 

“Well then maybe, you should try to listen to what we are saying.”

“Yes Lovina. I mean, how do you expect to-” Lovina was sure that they were still telling her how to get over how distraught and disgusted she felt, but she couldn’t bear to listen to them anymore. Blocking them out, she moved back to the ovens and continued to bake alone with her thoughts. 

As Lovina walked home from the bakery that night, it was hard for her not to feel the weight of her closest confidants fall on her heart. A haze still lingered over her thoughts, but Lovina was beginning to feel that something has to change. The ringing of thunder in her ears shook her from her confusion. Her eyes flash to the sky right as the clouds open up and the floodgates break. She can hear her mother’s words in her ears, 

“Don’t run in the rain, you will only get wetter.” But her reaction was unchanged. She took off through the streets that were quickly turning to mud. Her feet began to struggle to force herself through. As she takes one more larger step, Lovina falls, headfirst into the street. Feeling an almost cosmic sense of irony, Lovina can’t find the will to pull herself up out of the mud.

After lying there for more time than she would care to admit to, she raised her head to see a pair of boots striding towards her. Quickly looking upon herself to adjust to prevent any scrutiny, by
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