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From the window of the family house, Rebecca looked out upon the sunrise over the rural landscape of the Amish reserve where she had spent her whole life. Lancaster was where Rebecca’s entire family had lived for generations upon generations. She had a multitude of memories here, such as the beautiful sunsets overlooking the grassy hills every autumn and the time her childhood friends and she had run through the cornfields while playing a silly game of chase that had gotten them in trouble with their neighbor Farmer Ashcroft. It was difficult to come to terms with the fact that she would be leaving all of this behind soon. 

It hadn’t been her own decision to be wed to Jacob from the Ohio settlement, however, her parents had a very strong relationship with his family - the Bylers - and had always been keen to see their families join together. Rebecca didn’t mind in all honesty. She had no romantic prospects here in Pennsylvania and the thought of travelling all the way to another state and being able to see more of the beautiful world around her gave her a thrill. She couldn’t be more excited to see more of God’s green earth, though she couldn’t imagine what could be more beautiful than the farmland here in Lancaster. However, she only had vague memories of Jacob from when her family had gone to visit the Bylers during her childhood, but she was certain that her parents knew what was best for her.

“Rebecca?” Her mother’s pleasant voice called up the stairs and broke Rebecca’s reverie. “Dear, have you finished packing? The wagon is here!” 

Instantly Rebecca stepped away from the window of her bedroom and cast her eyes around the room, a lock of her dark brunette hair sweeping across her face as she did so and she brushed it back with a practiced movement and tucked it under her shining white bonnet. The room was barren now, left simply with a stripped bed and empty dresser. She lifted the last of the cardboard boxes which contained all of her precious belongings and brought it down to the porch. She rubbed at her brown eyes in a tired manner and yawned lightly; though she was used to being awake this early in the day she had struggled to sleep last night.

The young Amish woman pushed open the heavy, wooden front door in front of her and stepped out into the sunlight. Her hand immediately raised to her brow in order to protect her sight from the sun’s rays. There in front of her stood a handsome and well-built young man she didn’t recognize. He was dressed in the standard garb of her people with loose-fitting dark slacks and a long-sleeved white cotton shirt. The black suspenders he wore trailed up his chest and accentuated the muscular body underneath. He had a sizeable beard growing a few inches from his face and his eyes were a dark brown, very similar to her own, but his hair was a bright glow of blonde shining in the morning sun. He smiled at her sunnily and tipped the light brown hat on his head in greeting. 

“Hey there lady,” the stranger said to her in a whistling voice, his eyes squinting as he smiled. “You must be Rebecca.” He stepped forward towards her and offered out his hand in greeting. “My name is Abraham, lovely to meet you.” 

Rebecca noticed the way he towered over her now that he had gotten closer and her eyes widened a little, something inside her burning in a way she hadn’t felt before. “I’m... I’m Rebecca,” she whispered shyly and cast her eyes down to the ground from fear that she was staring. Her hand shakily came to meet his and she found herself blushing, though she had no reason to. It was a strange experience; one that Rebecca had never encountered before with any of the other boys she had met growing up and it confused her. 

Their handshake lasted for mere moments before Abraham withdrew his hand and steadily sauntered past her to the porch of the house and lifted the last cardboard box that Rebecca had just put down. “This must be the last of it,” he commented as he carefully pushed the box onto the back of the wooden wagon. “That’s good since I’m not sure old Bessy and Charles here would be able to drag much more than the boxes we’ve already loaded plus the four of us all the way to Ohio.” As he spoke Abraham patted at one of the two beautiful, chestnut colored horses that were tied up to the front of the buggy. 

“I don’t have very many belongings,” Rebecca stated simply, her hands busying themselves to brush down the front of her blue dress and the white apron that hung in front of it. 

“Who needs belongings when we have all this?” Abraham replied happily and stretched his left arm outwards towards the many plots of land surrounding Rebecca’s family home. The scenery was absolutely breathtaking in the dawn light and Rebecca could only nod in reply, her eyes following a flock of chipping sparrows as they flew majestically across the bright blue sky.

“In His hand are the deep places of the earth: the strength of the hills is His also. The sea is His, and He made it: and His hands formed the dry land,” Rebecca recited flawlessly her eyes closing as she basked in the glory of the world all around her. She hoped that Ohio would bring just as much natural beauty as she had found in Pennsylvania. 

“You know your Psalms,” Abraham replied with an impressed smile. 

Before Rebecca could continue their conversation, they were both disturbed by the slam of the door behind them. At that moment Rebecca’s parents came out from the family home ready to join her on her long journey where she would be wed and they would return back home. She wondered how often she would see her parents or whether she would return to Lancaster one day. It didn’t matter, she was sure God had a plan for her. 

“Are we ready?” Her mother enquired, looking to Abraham and smiling, her face crinkled with signs of age. 

“Yes ma’am,” Abraham replied politely and nodded his head in her direction. “We just need to climb aboard. Myself and Mr. King can ride in the front,” Abraham continued, nodding in the direction of Rebecca’s father, “while yourself and your daughter can take the more comfortable seats in the back.”

“Wonderful,” Rebecca’s mother replied with a smile and she began to move closer to the wagon. “Come on now darling, it is such a long trip we are best to begin as early as we can.” As she spoke Mrs. King approached the black carriage and stepped gracefully inside, afterwards gesturing for Rebecca to do the same. 

Mr. King who was rather reserved in nature simply nodded towards the younger man and took his place in the carriage alongside Abraham who despite many uninterested grunts from Mr. King kept trying to make conversation cheerily. This continued even as Abraham whipped the horses lightly and shouted to indicate they were to begin their journey. Rebecca found Abraham’s persistent nature oddly charming and couldn’t help but focus her attention on the one-sided conversation in the front of the carriage than the conversation she was meant to be having with her mother. 

“That was when Mrs. Fisher offered to help out on the farm,” Mrs. King continued, the first part of the conversation completely lost to Rebecca. “But naturally we cannot allow that in her condition!” 

“Of course,” Rebecca answered politely, her eyes now cast out of the window to the flourishing landscape that appeared to move quickly past her. A moment of doubt came to her mind that hadn’t been there before. Is marrying someone I barely know a mistake? She shook the thought off almost as quickly as it had arrived and continued to watch the picturesque sight outside her window and half-heartedly listen to her mother’s prattle as Abraham continued along the road. 

***

The sky had grown dark as the covered wagon had made its way past the Michaux State Forest. They had all agreed to take plenty of breaks along the way to rest the horses and stretch their legs. After all, they were in no particular rush to make it to Ohio and Rebecca’s parents wanted to take the opportunity to bask in the world around them. 

Abraham pulled the carriage over by the roadside and was presenting food and water to the horses while Rebecca’s mother was busying herself looking in a bag she had tucked into the back with the boxes. After a short time, Mrs. King had found what she was looking for and quickly retrieved it with a quiet triumphant sound. 

“I made pot pies for dinner,” she stated with a small smile and pulled out a blanket from the bag, gingerly laying it across the grass as a makeshift dining table. 

They all sat in silence as they ate the delicious homecooked food. The elder Kings had shortly pitched up their canvas tent and entered to get a good night’s rest. Rebecca hadn’t wished to sleep so early though, not with so many new sights surrounding her. She hadn’t felt so excited and liberated since her Rumspringa a few years previous, though that had been short-lived when she discovered the debauchery of the modern world outside of her faith. She shook her head as though to banish those images and pulled her bent legs in closer to her chest, her arms wrapping tightly around her as the chill from the evening air got to her. 

“Here,” a quiet voice said and a blanket was draped over her shoulders. It was thick and clearly well-loved by how worn and soft it felt. Immediately Rebecca felt a soothing warmth rush through her body and she snuggled further in the blanket as she grabbed the ends with her hands and pulled it tight around her body. In doing this the musky and oak-scented smell of the blanket hit her and she sighed quietly. It reminded her of home and stirred that earlier feeling of burning that she had almost forgotten from this morning. 

“Thank you,” Rebecca replied, looking up to the tall and handsome young man in front of her. 

In the dim light from the stars and the crescent moon she couldn’t entirely make out his expression, but she took that as an opportunity to allow her eyes to become better acquainted with him. Abraham had dropped to the blanket still on the floor from dinner and crossed his legs neatly underneath him. Rebecca noticed for the first time that his clothes were very well-maintained and he began to brush lightly at his trousers, ridding them of any dirt or pollen that may have found its way there. That was when her attention became transfixed by his hands. The long fingers that brushed at the fabric were cracked from tough manual work and his fingernails were neatly trimmed down for practicality. Rebecca glanced down at her own hands for a moment and at the soft and delicate skin of her palms. She briefly wondered how those calloused and cracked hands would feel touching her own and instantly her cheeks began to pinken from the unwanted thought.

“Beautiful sky tonight, don’t you think?” Abraham asked her, as she noted from relief that he was paying much more attention to the night’s sky than her own red cheeks. “I don’t know how city folk manage without being able to see such natural beauty every night.” 

“It is one of God’s most astonishing miracles,” Rebecca agreed with a nod and looked up at the twinkling stars above her which were blanketed by the blackness of night. “You know much about the city?” She couldn’t help but enquire, curious to know more about her companion’s life.

Abraham chuckled at the question. “Not much,” he replied with a shrug and looked over to her this time, his attention drawn away from the stars. “Though I did visit once during my Rumspringa,” he admitted quietly as though this was secret knowledge. “It didn’t agree with me one bit.”

Rebecca simply nodded her agreement and felt her shyness return as she looked down towards her mother’s blanket and quietly inspected her own fingernails as though she would find the secrets to what she truly wanted hidden somewhere there. It was a while again before either of them spoke, though she was surprised to find that she was the one to initiate the conversation.

“Have you ever been to Ohio before?” Rebecca asked quietly, her eyes raising to meet his. 

“Once,” he admitted with a shrug. “I’ve taken another family on a journey there a few years ago so that they could visit relatives.”  

“Do you remember what it was like?” She asked quietly, hoping silently that he would be able to tell her much more about her new home. Only vague memories of her visit there when she was much younger had remained and it felt like a blur to her mind.

He paused for a moment and considered the question, his fingers moving thoughtfully through the hair of his beard. “Much more of the same,” he admitted and scratched his chin as he recalled the memory. “Farmland, small family homes, quaint villages, and lush greenery.” 

The picture he painted filled Rebecca with hope that her new life wouldn’t be so different from what she was used to. After all, the description didn’t sound far off from her home village and her parents wouldn’t have arranged a marriage with someone if they believed he wasn’t suitable for her. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, trying to let her faith guide her. 

“You’re getting married, aren’t you?” Abraham asked, his voice timid as though he wasn’t sure if he had broached some invisible barrier between them. 

Rebecca nodded. “Yes, to Jacob Byler,” she informed him and met his eyes once more across the blanket. “Have you heard of him?”

Abraham simply shook his head with a regretful smile. “Sorry, Rebecca.” 

Hearing her name from his mouth in that sultry tone of voice made her shiver in a way that was definitely not caused by the cold chill of the air. 

“You’re still cold?” Abraham asked, his voice concerned as he completely misunderstood the reason behind her chill. “I’m afraid I only brought the one blanket.” 

“I’m fine,” Rebecca reassured him with a small smile.  “Though I think I should retire,” she stated and stood, taking the blanket off from around her shoulders as she did so. “Thank you for your kindness.” Without waiting for his reply Rebecca had placed the blanket in front of her travelling companion and turned to walk over to her own small tent for the night. 

***

A cheery songbird’s chitter awoke Rebecca pleasantly the next morning and her eyes shot open at her memories of the night before. All her life she had not been allowed to spend time in another young man’s presence alone, though the rules out here didn’t feel exactly the same as the rules back home. After all, her parents had gone to bed and left her with their hired coachman without any issues. She bristled as she considered that perhaps she had gone against her parent’s wishes by engaging in a long conversation with this man she barely knew, but at the same time something inside her wished to do it again. 

“Rise and shine, Rebecca!” Her mother’s voice called cheerily from outside of her canvas tent. “Breakfast is ready.” 

After a good stretch and a change from her nightgown into fresh new clothes for the day, Rebecca emerged from her place of slumber to find the other three travelers already seated and eating their scrapple rather eagerly. Rebecca’s stomach rumbled lightly at the sight and she didn’t hesitate to join them quickly. 

“Did you sleep well, dear?” Her mother asked in between bites and glanced over in her direction, an eyebrow raised as she surveyed her. “You woke up much later than usual, did you struggle to sleep?”

As Rebecca opened her mouth to reply she was interrupted. 

“Leave the girl alone, Margaret,” Mr. King chastised his wife. “She’s only just woken up and I’m sure with everything going on in Becky’s life right now she will need some extra sleep as she adjusts to the change.” 

Grateful for her father’s interruption, Rebecca smiled over at him and continued eating her food in peace. Once they were finished they packed away the tents again and returned to their assigned seats to continue their journey in relative peace, occasionally discussing the vibrant countryside around them. It was as pleasant a voyage as Rebecca could have hoped for, but the doubts that had been non-existent at the start of the trip now began to feel overwhelming. She had little choice than to bury them. Anyway, the only people she could discuss it with here were her parents who had considerately arranged this marriage for her since she was now in her twenty-first year and hadn’t felt any strong attachment to any of the boys she had met back in Lancaster. She couldn’t discuss it at all with Abraham. Firstly, because he was a man and secondly because she hardly knew him. It most certainly would not be proper for her to reveal such intimate thoughts to him. She resolved to battle the doubts alone and try to set her mind on her future. 

Her mind wandered to the imaginary children she would share with Jacob, though it was hard to picture them when she knew so little about her future husband’s appearance. Rebecca enjoyed the thought of motherhood though and knew that once she was married it would be the next important step in her life. She idly wondered how many children she should wish to have and what names she would give them. Maybe two boys and a girl. For names she would like the boys to be named Isaac and...

“Abraham!” Her mother’s voice interrupted Rebecca’s daydream quite loudly as she signaled to their driver. “Your mother told me at the last Sunday service that you’ve still yet to take a wife.” 

Rebecca rolled her eyes at this. It was just like her mother to partake in the gossip of the neighborhood and to ask probing questions she had no need to ask. Rebecca noticed her father turn to give his wife a stern look, but he clearly wasn’t as bothered by it as Rebecca was since he quickly returned his head to where it had been resting on his arm and promptly fell back to napping. It must be a lovely vacation from the brutal farm work he typically spent his days doing, Rebecca thought with a small smile and hoped that her father would return back to Lancaster happy and well-rested. She would also no longer be a financial burden to them anymore. Rebecca was once again resolved that her impending marriage was the best course of action for their lives. 

“No, no wife yet, Mrs. King,” Abraham replied jovially, but kept his eyes focused on the road and his grip on the horse’s reins as he guided them across the landscape. “It is my mother’s favorite topic of discussion though.” 

“Well, I can see why she would be concerned,” Mrs. King said firmly. “After all, you aren’t getting any younger at twenty-five and you are her only child who hasn’t been married off yet and I’m sure she’d love to see you with some children.”

Abraham made a non-committal grunt at this statement and that seemed to be the end of the discussion. Rebecca wondered why he hadn’t been married yet. He seemed pleasant enough and appeared to be a hard-worker. He was easy on the eyes too, she thought and immediately banished it away with an internal reprimand. She hoped that whatever had caused these wicked thoughts and reckless behavior would soon be over. She tried her hardest to keep her eyes on the land outside the window but couldn’t help how they wandered over to the mysterious man in the front seat after the realization for the first time he was unmarried.

***

“You were quiet today,” Rebecca pointed out to Abraham as they were both sat on the blanket again, this time camped somewhere near to the Indian Lake, with a small roaring fire set up nearby due to the drop in temperature. She hardly had enough experience with the man sat across from her to presume anything about his quietness, but his previously cheery façade from the day before had been neglected today. Rebecca couldn’t help but be curious as to why. 

“Was I?” He answered with a small shrug and kept his eyes to the fire as though mesmerized by the dancing flames. 

“It was my nosy mother wasn’t it,” Rebecca replied with a scoff. “I’m sorry for her, you know what some women can get like.” This was the most confidently she had ever spoken to the man in front of her and she wasn’t entirely certain what had spurned her confidence, only that she didn’t want their conversation to be as short and stilted as it had been yesterday. Today she was curious.

“He that goeth about as a talebearer revealeth secrets: therefore, meddle not with him that flattereth with his lips,” Abraham quietly recited, still not meeting Rebecca’s eyes. 

It was hard for her to hear the Lord’s words used as a reprimand of her mother’s behavior, but she understood that no-one is free from sin and that her mother would one day repent for straying from the teachings of their faith. Rebecca quietly hummed in response to Abraham and nodded her head. “Proverbs 20:19, you know your Bible well,” she finally replied with a small smile as the words reminded her of her very first conversation with Abraham which had only been a few days prior. Had it really only been a few days?

“Only the verses I believe are most important,” Abraham responded with a shrug, finally meeting her eyes across the distance between them. “Though I do try to commit as much to memory as I can, but I don’t think I have the time necessary to know it all.... Yet.” With his last word he smiled. 

“I think that’s very admirable,” Rebecca stated honestly, sipping at her cup of water she had retrieved earlier whilst they had dinner.

“I’m sure your faith is just as important to you,” Abraham replied with another smile as he regarded the young woman before him.

“It is, though I feel it wavering lately,” she admitted quietly, ashamed of her confusion and doubts.

For a moment there was silence between them, Abraham’s expression unreadable as he considered Rebecca’s admission. “Really?” He finally said gently.

“I mean...” Rebecca began, wondering where to start with how she was feeling. “It is simply hard to collect all my thoughts together for how I feel about...” She paused, unsure if she should continue and reveal one of her innermost thoughts to a person who is practically a stranger. Somehow the fact that he was a complete stranger made it feel easier. After all, she would never see him again after this journey. She would live in Ohio and he in Pennsylvania. “I’m not sure how I feel about my arranged marriage,” she admitted with a sharp exhale, the relief washing over her in waves as she finally had the courage to admit the doubts that her plagued her journey. 

“That must be hard,” Abraham offered solemnly. “And you don’t remember much about your intended husband, right?” He asked, recalling their conversation from yesterday.

Rebecca simply shook her head and sighed. “In all honesty before the journey I didn’t have a single doubt, but that was before...” Rebecca caught herself before she admitted the dangerous notion that had been in the back of her mind all day. That she hadn’t had any doubts before she saw Abraham. “Before we finally started to go towards Ohio,” Rebecca covered up smoothly and hoped that the red on her cheeks was not visible to Abraham. 

“And now it feels much more real?” Abraham asked in a way where he did not expect an answer. He hummed thoughtfully. “I suppose you just have to put your faith in God and that He will show you your path,” Abraham offered wisely. “You’re clearly an intelligent, faithful, and beautiful young woman, I’m sure you will find happiness no matter what the Lord
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