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Mark Fisher stared out the hospital window and expelled a long, weary sigh. Every muscle in his body ached from the events of the past two days, and he wished for the millionth time he had someone to talk to. While his fiancé, Mary, lay sleeping in the hospital bed behind him, the beeping of her blood pressure monitor was the only thing keeping him company, and he looked anxiously toward the door, silently willing someone – even a doctor or nurse – to enter.  

His parents, Mary’s family, and Bishop Owen visited with them most of the day, but they had long since returned home, and part of him envied the smiling throng of people milling about on the sidewalk outside his window. It was nearing Christmas Day, and the stores across the street were decorated with a multitude of colored lights while the lampposts lining the street were clad with wreaths bedecked in holly and red ribbons. If it were any other normal day, the scene would’ve made him smile. 

But today wasn’t an ordinary day. 

After Mary’s carriage accident two days prior, which left her with a broken arm, two broken ribs, a concussion, and what her doctor called “temporary amnesia”, their lives were turned upside down. The romantic proposal he’d rehearsed for two months, which was flawlessly executed just two weeks before, was now reduced to nothing. Mary could barely remember his name, and although the doctor assured them her memory would return, his heart ached each time she looked at him with confusion in her beautiful hazel eyes. 

“Tell me again how we met.” 

When her soft voice interrupted the stillness, Mark walked over to her bedside. She pushed a button on the railing that would raise the bed into a sitting position, and he fluffed her pillow before sitting in the leather chair next to her bed. Although she tried to hide it, he caught the way she winced when she shifted her weight and tried to get comfortable. 

He’d told her this story twice since their arrival at the hospital, but he’d happily tell her a million times if it would spark a memory – any memory. 

“We grew up together in a little Amish town on the outside of Lancaster,” he began. “You didn’t care for me very much when we were younger, and you said I used to pull your hair a lot while we were in school, but I don’t remember that. I think you had me confused with Thomas Troyer. He had a crush on you when we were kids too, but I was the one who won your heart.” 

He winked at her, and she blushed before looking down at the cast on her left arm. Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and he stopped himself from tucking it behind her ear, like he’d done numerous times before, because he didn’t want to frighten her. Mark had to constantly remind himself they were starting over from scratch, despite the fact they’d known each other for twenty years and were now engaged. 

“And...and we’re supposed to be getting married soon?” she asked.

He detected the hesitancy in her voice, and he swallowed hard past the lump in his throat. She furrowed a brow at him, but he saw no recollection in her gaze. She still looked upon him like she would a stranger – with caution and trepidation. It broke his heart, but he was determined to remain positive and help her find her way back, no matter how long it took. 

“I proposed to you a couple of weeks ago, and you said yes. We talked about having a spring wedding, but there’s no rush. Let’s just take this one day at a time and focus on getting you well.” 

He reached out and lightly grasped her hand, and he was relieved when she didn’t jerk away from him, like she did the first time she opened her eyes and saw him in the emergency room, immediately following the accident. Remembering the terrified look on her face made his heart ache, but she’d come a long way in just two days. At least now she didn’t seem as frightened by his presence. 

“Can you please tell me about the accident again?” she asked. 

Mark scooted to the edge of his chair and propped his elbows on the hospital bed. 

“You were on your way to Lancaster when a teenager ran a stop sign as you turned on to the main road. Fortunately, he wasn’t going very fast, but his car forced the carriage off the road and into a ditch. You hit your head, and you were unconscious until you arrived at the hospital in the ambulance. Princess is a little banged up, but she’s going to be fine.” 

Mary squinted. “Princess?” 

Mark caressed the back of her hand and smiled. “Your horse – the one pulling the carriage. You’ve had her since you were twelve years old.” 

His comment seemed to ignite a tiny bit of recognition in her eyes, and she nodded before resting her head on the pillow. “That’s good. I’m glad she’s okay.” 

He could tell she was getting sleepy again, and even though he wanted more than anything to keep her awake and talk to her longer, he knew she needed to rest. 

“The doctor said you should be able to go home tomorrow morning,” he said. “Everyone there is anxious to see you.” 

She gave him another weary smile, and within a matter of seconds she was sound asleep. Mark gently kissed her hand before releasing it and easing back in his chair. He wanted to rest too, but at the moment there were too many things plaguing his heart and mind. 

“Gott, please bring her back to me,” he whispered. 

Mark leaned his head against the chair and closed his eyes. Although their friends and neighbors were well aware of the situation and Mary’s amnesia, he couldn’t help but worry over what might be said and done once she returned home. The doctor suggested several times taking things slowly, and even though they meant no harm, he worried their community might try to rush her and pull her even farther from his grasp. 

Mark sighed as he soothed his mind by counting the steady beeps of Mary’s blood pressure monitor, which eventually lulled him to sleep. 

* * * *

Mary took Mark’s hand and slowly stepped out of the taxi the following morning. She felt a bit queasy after the long ride home from the hospital, but she forced a smile when she saw the horde of people waiting for her on her parents’ front porch. 

While the taxi driver and Mark retrieved her suitcase from the trunk, she cautiously inched her way toward the house. Her parents bolted down the steps and rushed to her side to help, and although she was extremely grateful for their concern, she secretly wished everyone would stop coddling her. 

“Let’s get you inside so you can rest,” her Mamm suggested. “The women have been busy preparing meals, and there’s so much food in our refrigerator I probably won’t have to cook for a month.” 

She laughed when she said it, and Mary tried to share in her excitement, but as nausea wreaked havoc with her insides, the last thing she wanted to think about was food. 

As her doctor reassured her from the beginning, Mary’s memory was returning in bits and pieces. She easily recalled the names of every person on her porch, and when her Daed opened the front door, Mary went straight to the left side of the living room sofa, after remembering there were loose springs under the cushion on the right side that squeaked like an ornery pig every time someone sat there. 

The pain in her ribs and arm didn’t help with the nausea, but she did her best to maintain a smile while talking to her visitors. As soon as they all left, however, she allowed her pent-up tears to fall. She wasn’t used to feeling so helpless and frustrated, and she didn’t like it – not one bit. 

“Oh, sweetie. What can I do?” her Mamm asked. “Are you hurting? Do you need to lie down?”

Mark left the kitchen and joined them as soon as he overheard their conversation, and she hastily wiped the tears away so he wouldn’t worry. Although most of her memories had returned, there were still holes were Mark was concerned, but there was no mistaking the way her heartbeat escalated when he was near. He’d faithfully remained by her side while she was in the hospital, and he was more patient with her incessant questions than most people would have been. With his help, she was able to fill in some of the gaps, but she still couldn’t recall much about their courtship. 

Mary shook her head and squeezed her Mamm’s hand. “I’m just feeling a bit overwhelmed right now, but I’ll be okay. Is Princess in the barn? I’d like to check on her.” 

Mark nodded. “I’ll take you to see her.” 

He and her Mamm helped her stand, and after a couple of wobbly steps, she carefully made her way through the hall and out the back door of the house. Mark kept a firm grip on her during their short walk to the barn, and she felt her cheeks flush as the heat from his touch warmed her skin and gave her goosebumps. 

“I hate feeling so helpless,” she admitted. 

Mark chuckled at her remark as he slid the barn door open so she could enter. 

“You’ve never been helpless a day in your life, Mary. You’re way too stubborn to let anything keep you down for long. I promise you’ll be feeling like your old self in no time.” 

His comment made her smile, and his positive outlook was reassuring and helped to renew her waning faith. 

“You make it sound like I’m quite the handful,” she teased. 

Mark wrapped his arm around her waist and guided her to a far corner of the barn, where Princess was busy munching on some hay in one of the stalls.  

“You can be, sometimes, but you’ve called me hardheaded on more than one occasion, so I guess we have that in common.” 

His playful remark made a rush of heat course through her veins, and she turned her attention to Princess to avoid looking in his eyes. The horse ambled her way over as soon as she spotted them, and when she nuzzled her snout against her face, Mary gave her an affectionate rub along her neck, which made her whinny loudly in response. 

“She’s missed you,” Mark said. 

Her mind filled with a quick burst of memories, from riding Princess in the field behind her house when she was younger, to the numerous times Princess pulled the carriage on her trips into Lancaster. Mary glanced over Princess’ body, and she frowned when she noticed the shallow cuts on her legs and right side. 

“I hate so much this happened to her,” Mary said. “It’s a miracle she wasn’t killed.” 

Mark grasped her hand and turned her around to face him. “You are a miracle too. I...I don’t know what I would’ve done if Gott had decided to take you home. I can’t bear to think about it.”

Mary didn’t know how to respond. The corners of his eyes filled with tears, and he looked visibly distraught. Even though she was still trapped inside her own mind when it came to him and their relationship, she felt inexplicitly drawn to Mark, and when Mary reached out and gently traced his jawline with her fingertips, she could tell the gesture caught him by surprise. 

Her heart thumped erratically when he leaned in to kiss her, and although her cautious nature warned her to stop moving so quickly, the curious side of her eventually won. His lips were soft and warm against her own, and her whole body flooded with a peaceful reassurance as soon as their lips touched. Mark deepened their kiss, and she couldn’t deny it felt wonderful and right being in his arms.  

“I love you so much, Mary.” 

She wished she could tell him she loved him too, but nothing could change the fact he was practically a stranger – at least in her mind. She hoped and prayed Gott would restore all of her memories, but she had to face the fact there was a chance He might not, and she couldn’t lead Mark on and give him false hope. 

He attempted to kiss her again, but Princess whinnied and startled them both, and Mary laughed softly as she looked down at her feet so Mark wouldn’t notice her flushed cheeks.  

“I think someone is jealous I’m getting all the attention,” he whispered. 

Mary nodded as she ran her hand along Princess’ mane to soothe her. “I should probably get back inside. It’s late, and I’m feeling a bit tired.” 

Mark agreed, and after giving Princess a few more strokes along her neck, she closed the stall gate and let Mark help her back to the house. She took slow, cautious steps, trying to prolong their walk so she could feel his strong arm holding her as long as possible. 

“Have you been able to recall any details about the accident?” he asked. 

She gave him a curious look before shaking her head. “Unfortunately, no. All I remember is hitching my carriage for the trip to Lancaster and then waking up in the emergency room.” 

He didn’t reply, and as they eased up the back-porch steps and walked inside the house, the scent of freshly brewed coffee drifted down the hallway and made her mouth water. Before they joined her parents in the kitchen, Mark pulled her close and gave her one last brief kiss on the lips. 

* * * *

Mark frowned as he removed a familiar beige envelope from his mailbox and turned it over in his hand. As he suspected, it was addressed from his uncle William, who lived in Dayton, Ohio. Christmas had come and gone, and he’d spent most of it working at his future in-law’s sawmill and spending as much time as possible with Mary. 

She’d made a great deal of progress since her hospital stay, and although she still couldn’t remember some of the more prominent details about their life together, he had faith that Gott would completely restore her in His own time. 

Mark stuffed the envelope in his coat pocket and carried the rest of his mail to his house, where he tossed it on the kitchen table before sitting down and cradling his head in his hands. He didn’t have to read the letter to know what it would say. Before Mary’s accident, he’d been corresponding regularly with his uncle William and aunt Paula about moving to Dayton after the wedding and taking over management of his dairy farm, since the two of them were in ill health and had no children of their own to care for the business.  

He was more than ready to pack his belongings and move, but Mary was adamantly against leaving her family. The last time they’d discussed it was the morning of her accident, and he groaned out loud when he recalled the huge argument that ensued as soon as he mentioned it. Mark removed the envelope from his pocket and opened it, and as he slid the letter from its confines, he took a deep breath before reading it. 

Dear nephew,

We hope this finds you well, and we pray your Christmas was a blessed one. We were concerned when we didn’t hear from you before the holiday, but we know how busy you’ve been with work and Mary. Have you had the chance to speak with her about moving to Dayton? If so, we hope she agreed because there’s no one we’d rather leave our business with than the two of you. We will completely understand, though, if you decide against it, but we hope you’ll consider visiting us before the wedding so you can see for yourself what a profitable business it would be for you and your (future) family. We love you and look forward to hearing from you again soon. 

Love, 

Uncle William and aunt Paula

Before he had the chance to contemplate what he’d read, there was a knock on his front door, and Mark hurriedly shoved the letter inside the envelope before hiding it in one of the kitchen drawers. He really wasn’t in the mood for company, and he hoped whoever was visiting didn’t plan on staying long, but his dread turned to happiness when he opened the door and found Mary standing on his threshold. 

“I remembered our first date!” she exclaimed, with a big smile adorning her beautiful face. 

Before he had the opportunity to reply, she walked past him and into the living room, all the while talking excitedly about the first picnic they shared many months prior. 

“It was a Saturday afternoon, and you came to my house and asked my Daed for permission to escort me to the lake for a picnic,” she explained. “You brought a wicker basket packed with two sandwiches, a mason jar full of lemonade, and something else...what was it? Oh! It was two slices of your Mamm’s apple pie!” 

It was endearing seeing her so ecstatic over the recollection of their first date, and the memory brought a smile to his face too. 

“Yah...you’re right,” he replied. “I also brought a poem I’d written for you.” 

Mary’s cheeks reddened as she reached inside a pocket of her dress and pulled out a piece of paper that was worn and tattered on the edges. 

“Yah. I remembered where I keep in hidden in my bedroom too. I’ve read it so many times I could probably recite it by memory.” 

He took the paper from her hand and carefully unfolded it. The ink had faded, but he could still recall the angst he endured after spending nearly two weeks writing it. Finding out she’d kept it this whole time made his heart swell. 

“Ever since I woke up this morning I’ve been bombarded with so many memories. It’s like a floodgate finally opened, and I’m slowly but surely getting my life back.” 

She anxiously paced the floor while she talked, and she was so elated he didn’t want to do anything that might spoil her mood – namely bringing their recent argument to light. That was one memory she evidently hadn’t recalled yet and realizing she could do so at any time made his insides churn. He contemplated showing her the letter from his aunt and uncle, but he just couldn’t bring himself to ruin the moment. 

“Do you remember what else happened that day?” he asked. 

Mary stopped moving and turned to him with a sly grin on her face. When she closed the small gap between them and placed a hand over his heart, the faint scent of her lavender lotion wafted past his nose and made his pulse race. 

“We shared our first kiss,” she said. “After we ate lunch, you took me by the hand, and we went for a stroll around the lake. I was so nervous, but when you kissed me, I knew I was right where I was meant to be, and that nervousness just melted away.” 

She stood on her tiptoes and tenderly kissed his lips, and he gripped her waist and held her tight against his body. The cast and sling on her arm kept him from holding her as close as he wanted to, but he was careful not to hurt her. 

“Are you feeling better?” he asked, while tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear and sliding his fingertips gently down the side of her neck, which made her quiver in response. 

“Yah. I was finally able to get a good night’s rest last night, and I believe that helped a lot. I’m starting to get cabin fever though. Can we get away from here for a little while? Maybe go for a walk around the lake or take a short trip into Lancaster?” 

Mark kissed her forehead before releasing her. “That sounds like a good idea to me. I need to pick up some supplies at the hardware store anyway.” 

Mary bounced up and down excitedly, and as Mark retrieved his hat from the wooden hanger beside his front door, he pushed his worries far from his mind so he could enjoy the day with his bride-to-be. 

* * * *

Mary sat straight up in bed the following morning and immediately wished she hadn’t moved so quickly as a strong surge of pain radiated through her ribs and made her nauseous. She’d been sleeping peacefully when flashbacks from her accident began coursing through her mind at an alarming pace and woke her in an instant. As her heart pounded furiously inside her chest, she took a couple of deep breaths to try and steady her breathing, but nothing could quell the confusing thoughts that consumed her. 

The sun was starting to rise in the east, and as the bright rays streamed through her bedroom window, she carefully stood and walked to the closet. She had questions, and the only one who could answer them was Mark. He’d told her repeatedly that the accident was caused by a teenager running a stop sign, but her flashbacks were telling her differently. 

A knock on her bedroom door stole her from her reverie, and as her Mamm opened it and stuck her head inside, she attempted a smile that she hoped was believable. 

“Guder mariye,” Mary said. 

Her Mamm walked in the room and placed a steaming cup of coffee on her dresser. 

“I thought I heard you stirring around in here. What are you doing up so early?” her Mamm asked. 

Mary pulled a blue dress and white apron from her closet and laid them at the foot of the bed before sitting down. 

“I’m not sure. I guess all this rest is starting to get the best of me, and I’m just anxious to move around a bit,” she replied. 

She hated lying to her, but until she talked to Mark, she figured it would be best to keep her worries to herself. 

“Well, don’t get too carried away. You need to take care of yourself and give your body time to heal. Everything else can wait.” 

Mary forced a smile and nodded. 

“Breakfast will be ready in a few minutes, if you’d like to join us. I know you haven’t been very hungry the past few days, but you need to keep your strength up.” 

Again, Mary smiled and agreed. When her Mamm turned and left her bedroom, she sighed with relief before changing clothes, which took much longer than usual with the cast on her arm and the gauze bandages cinching her ribcage. By the time she finished, she felt as if she’d been in a race, but she did manage to work up an appetite. 

After brushing her teeth and combing her hair, Mary joined her parents in the kitchen for breakfast. They were busy talking about the upcoming church festival, and she was thankful they had a subject to keep them occupied, since she had other things on her mind and wanted to be left alone with her thoughts. 

She was midway into her meal when Mark showed up for work, and as soon as he walked in the front door, she stood and put her plate away so she could spend a few minutes with him before he and her Daed left for the sawmill. 

“Guder mariye, Mark,” her Mamm called. “There’s plenty of eggs and bacon left if you would like eat breakfast with us.” 

Mark took off his hat and smiled. “Denki, Mrs. Miller, but I ate before I left the house this morning. Perhaps some other time.” 

Mary decided to intervene before her parents pulled him into some lengthy conversation that would ruin her chances of speaking to him alone. 

“Let’s go for a walk while Daed finishes eating. I could use the exercise,” she suggested. 

Mark gave her a quizzical look, but he didn’t object, and as they left the kitchen and made their way out the back door, she mulled over in her mind the best way to approach him about the flashbacks that jarred her awake. 

Mark held her hand as they walked to the fence surrounding the corn field behind her house, and her knees felt wobbly as the heat from his skin warmed her body and made her swoon. 

“Is something wrong?” he asked. “You seemed pretty anxious to get away from your folks.” 

Mary gazed over the field, where the tall corn stalks swayed and bent with the breeze and considered leaving the subject alone. For all she knew, it could’ve been just a bad dream and not her memories trying to resurface. She hated to make something out of nothing. 

Mark put his arm around her waist and held her close, and she took a deep breath before attempting to speak, knowing if she didn’t talk about it the uncertainty would bother her even more. 

“I had the strangest dream last night,” she began. “In the dream, you and I were walking home from church, and we got into a terrible argument, but I can’t remember what it was about. We parted ways – well, actually, I stormed off and left you behind.” 

Mark removed his arm from her waist and leaned against the wooden fence. He turned his attention to the field and wouldn’t look at her, and the atmosphere changed immediately, which made the tiny hairs on the back of her neck stand up. 

“I came home and hitched Princess to the carriage so I could take the quilts I’d made to Mrs. Holloway’s store in Lancaster. They weren’t due until the next day, but for some reason I just wanted to get away for a while. I was upset during the ride, and I remember very vividly that I was crying. I came to the four-way stop at the end of the main road, and...I woke up.” 

Mark cleared his throat before looking down at the ground and digging the heel of his left boot into the dirt. She could tell something was on his mind, and she remained quiet, to give him the chance to share what he was thinking about, but several minutes passed, and he never said a word. 

“Honestly, I’m not sure if it was a dream or if they were memories trying to resurface, but either way, it has me worried. If I was upset the day of my accident, there’s a chance it was my fault. I could’ve been distracted and...”

Mark vehemently shook his head. “Neh. That’s not what happened. The sheriff investigated it, and the teenager driving the car admitted he was texting on his cell phone and ran the stop sign. It wasn’t your fault. Don’t even think that way.” 

Mary felt somewhat reassured, but there were still other questions that needed answering. 

“So, it was just a bad dream then, and we weren’t fighting,” she replied, trying not to sound as desperately hopeful as she felt. 

Mark moved away from the fence and slid his hands inside his coat pockets. When he finally looked at her, she could tell right away that something was wrong, which made her heart plummet to her feet. 

“Mark? Is there something you need to tell me?” 

He closed his eyes and tilted his head toward the sun, and when he opened them again she could see the faintest glimmer of tears hiding in the corners. 

“We did argue that morning,” he admitted. “It was the first time we’d ever disagreed on something, and it became very heated very fast. When you walked away from me, I honestly thought we were through.” 

Mary tilted her head and gave him a curious look. 

“Mark, when I accepted your proposal, I made a promise before Gott that I would always love you and stand by you. I don’t understand what could’ve been so bad that it almost caused us to break up. Is...is there someone else?” 

Mark’s gaze widened as he closed the distance between them and tenderly cradled her head in his hands. “Of course not. I would never do that to you, Mary. There’s no one else I’d rather spend the rest of my life with than you.” 

His sweet words made her smile, but it did nothing to end her confusion. 

“We were arguing because...because I told you I wanted to move to Dayton and take over my uncle William’s dairy business after we got married.” 

Mary took a step back. Instantly, her mind drifted to her parents, her older brother, and the other family members who lived in the community. Not to mention, the countless friends she’d grown up with. The farthest she’d been away from home was during her hospital stay in Lancaster, and just the thought of moving to another state made her pulse quicken. 

“Why would you want to move when our whole life is right here?” she asked. 

Mark went back to the fence and braced himself against it. For the longest while, he never spoke, and with each passing minute, Mary felt her anxiety increase more and more. 

“Your Daed’s sawmill will never be mine, Mary. You know as well as I do that he will hand the business to your brother someday. My uncle William and aunt Paula have no children, and they want to pass their dairy business along to me – to us. We could build a house there and raise a family, and we would be set for the rest of our lives.”

Mary couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Of all the possibilities that raced through her mind that morning over what her dream could’ve been about, she’d never once imagined it had anything to do with leaving her home. 

“But what about our family and my quilting business? The only people we know in Dayton are your aunt and uncle.” 

She could feel her temper bristle the more she thought about having to pack up her life and move away from everyone and everything she knew and cared so much about. 

“Mary, we could build a life together in Dayton.” 

The squeaking of rusty hinges caught her attention, and she looked toward the house just as her Daed exited through the back door and began making his way to the sawmill inside his barn. 

“We could build a life together here just as easily as we could in Ohio,” she replied. 

Her words came out sounding harsher than she expected, but she couldn’t control the anger and resentment boiling inside her, and Mary walked away before she said something she truly regretted. 

* * * *

Mark turned the envelope over and over again in his hands before placing a stamp on it and forcing himself to move from the kitchen table to the front door. After a sleepless night spent tossing and turning and mulling over the pros and cons repeatedly, he’d come to a decision that he felt would not only benefit himself but Mary too. 

As he bounded down his front porch steps and strode to the mailbox, he felt more at peace than he had in weeks, and he said a silent prayer of thanks to Gott for pointing him in the right direction. He knew some people wouldn’t be happy with his choice, but he was a grown man capable of making his own path in life, and that kept his shoulders back and his head held high. 

“Mark?” 

The sound of Mary’s voice was like a soothing balm, especially after the uncomfortable silence between them following their disagreement the day before. When he turned
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