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REBECCA
GRENVILLE

Volume II
Chapter One

 
There was a stunned silence then I

burst out, “How? Where? What
happened? Are they really dead? Was
Ben with them? Is he all right? Tell me!
Tell me!”

I ran across to Mr Wortle and
began shaking the poor man.

Jane grabbed hold of me and



pulled me back on to the settee. “Becs!
Becs, calm down. Let Mr Wortle get his
breath.”

“Jane! My parents are dead! My
mom and pop are dead! They can’t be.
It’s not possible. I don’t believe it.” I
was choking on the words. I just
couldn’t get them out fast enough.

That’s when Will took control.
“Sit down, everyone. Let’s go through
the facts as we know them.”

Tears were flowing down my
cheeks. Will put an arm around me on
one side and Jane on the other.

“Mr Wortle, is there anything else
you can tell us, please?”

“Yes, I don’t know a lot but I’ll



tell you what I do know. Do you mind if
I sit down?”

“No, no, of course not.”
Will ushered Mr Wortle to a seat and he
began his tale.

“All I do know is that late last
night the car and your brother were in
had a head on crash with another vehicle
near the town of Jasper.”

I started to cry. Jane hugged me
tighter. “Go on, Mr Wortle,” Jane said
quietly.

Mr Wortle coughed. “The police
said your parents died instantly at the
scene of the accident. The truck driver
was apparently unhurt.”

“Ben!” I shouted. “What about



Ben! Tell me, he isn’t dead as well!”
“Ben is alive. He’s in a critical

condition in a local hospital.”
“Where? Where is he? I’ve got to

go now and see him.” I stopped and
looked around wildly. “What were they
doing there? My family?”

Jane held me tight. “They were on
vacation, remember, Becs? You told me
last week your mom and pop were going
back to Conewango Valley to visit
relatives.” 

I nodded dumbly. I looked up. “Mr
Wortle, do you know where they took my
brother?”

Mr Wortle opened a piece of
paper he had been clutching. He read,



“It’s the St James Mercy Health in
Hornell. They have a
website, www.stjamesmercy.org.” 

“I’ll check it,” said Will as he
jumped into action. He opened his
laptop and within seconds was trying to
show me the page. “It seems a decent
enough place, Rebecca.”

I nodded. I couldn’t see the page
for the tears clogging my eyes.

Will took charge. “Mr Wortle,
thank you for your information. As you
can see Rebecca will need some time off
work. I’ll keep in touch.”

He ushered Mr Wortle to the door
where Siggy took over and showed my
boss out.

http://www.stjamesmercy.org


“I’ll hire a car,” I muttered.
“No you won’t, Rebecca. I’ll fly

you there. I have a private plane on
standby. I’ll have to get clearance but
that should be easy enough. It will be
daylight for some time so we will get to
the hospital pretty quickly. We need
some local accommodation. Siggy can
you get on to it, please?”

Siggy nodded. “For how long,
Master Will?”

“I don’t know. We’ll need three
rooms as I assume Jane will be coming
too.”
Will looked questioningly at Jane who
nodded. “Book a week. We’ll see how it
goes. Oh, and give Gloria a call and tell



her what’s happened.”
Once again Siggy nodded. “I’ll see

to it at once, sir.”
“Oh, and can you ring Marin

County Airport to let them know I want
the Lear ready as soon as possible?”

“Yes, sir.”
Ten minutes later Siggy returned.

“Master Will, I’ve arranged for the Lear
to be ready. They said about an hour.”

Will nodded. Just then his cell
went. Will walked out on to the terrace.
He seemed to be having an animated
conversation. I watched him put his cell
away. He returned to the room frowning.

Siggy continued. “Hotel
accommodation near Hornell is quite



cheap. However, I’ve found a place that
is small – only five rooms – but is
expensive and has excellent facilities.
It’s only twenty two miles from the
Hornell Municipal Airport. Shall I book
it, sir? They’ve just finished holding a
conference there and we could be in luck
as the whole place is available from
later today. I’ve asked them to hold the
booking for half an hour.”

“Excellent, Siggy. Book the whole
place. That was Gloria. She’s coming
too. One of my assistants is coming with
her, Konnie. I’ll have to tell Boopsie
where we’re going, then we’ll be
off.” Will paused a moment. “Siggy,
you’d better tell John to come with us. I



may need a driver.”
Siggy nodded and went away to

fulfil Will’s wishes.
Jane helped me pack. I didn’t

know what to feel. Everything was
happening so fast. I tried to think what
would happen to Ben? What if he was so
badly injured that he couldn’t do
anything for himself? What would I do?
Who would look after him? Would it be
me? How would I cope? We had no
family except for a few folk back in
the Conewango Valley. Did I want to be
dragged back into that world?

“A penny for them?” Jane stared at
me.

“What? Oh, I was just thinking of



what might happen to Ben. Sorry.”
“Yes, I’ve been thinking about that

too.”
“Have you?”
“Yes, of course. Anyway, we need

to see how he is first. Then you’ll have
to organise your parents’ funeral.”

I started to cry. 
“I’m sorry, Becs. I meant to

say we’ll organise your parents’ funeral.
All you need to do is point us in the right
direction. I’m sure Will will help also.” 

Half an hour later a cab pulled up
outside Will’s house. Will, Jane, John
and I all piled in. Boopsie was nowhere
to be seen.

It didn’t take long to get to the



small Marin County Airport. Due to a
recent security lapse at a small airport
elsewhere we had to go through security
even though Will King was well known
to the airport staff. I think they were
more interested in Jane and me to tell the
truth.

The cab at last drove over to the
hangar to where Will’s executive jet was
waiting outside. Inside the hangar the
reliable Gloria was busily arranging her
laptops and checking with another
stunning brunette called Konnie Krystal
(I mean, do folk in California think all
their kids are going to be movie stars or
something?) who seemed more intent on
showing off her admittedly amazing



figure to a couple of guys who had just
finished checking the Lear. 

This Konnie Krystal was so much
like Boopsie it was untrue. At least she
took my mind off the accident for a
moment.

We boarded the plane. Will
explained he had a pilot’s licence but
felt he didn’t want to fly but to look after
me instead. I felt grateful for that.

Once all the flight checks had been
made and take off cleared the pilot
slowly moved the aircraft towards the
runway where we were to take off. Just
then a car screamed towards us and the
irrepressible Boopsie jumped out. She
was gesturing madly for the jet to stop.



Will rose from his seat and spoke
quietly with the pilot. We stopped and
the blast that was Boopsie stormed into
the plane.

“Will! You naughty boy! I am
appalled that you were going to leave
without me. Appalled!” The way she
said it I got the impression she had just
learned the word.

There was a slight delay as
Boopsie demanded to sit behind Will.
The reliable Gloria fought to keep her
seat so Jane said she didn’t mind
moving. She went to sit beside John,
Will’s driver.

At last we took off, Will gripping
me tightly. “Don’t worry, Rebecca, we’ll



be there soon.”
“How far is it, Will?”
“Over two and a half thousand

miles but we can fly at over five hundred
miles per hour. So we’ll probably land
about 6.30pm but as we are flying
west to east it will be about 9.30pm
local time. I’m sure we’ll be seeing your
brother Ben before ten o’clock.”

I nodded, pictures of Ben with
tubes stuck into him all over flooding my
mind. Tears began trickling down my
face.

Will hugged me. “It’ll be all right,
Rebecca. I’m sure it will.”

I bawled, “How do you know? He
might die. He may be paralysed. He may



be a vegetable for the rest of his life!”
Solace suddenly came from an

entirely unexpected quarter. Boopsie
leaned forward and spoke so quietly I
could just hear her. “Rebecca, it may be
really bad, it may not be quite so bad
and between those two extremes it could
be anything. But don’t worry because
Will and I will be here for you and we’ll
both do whatever needs doing to make
sure that you and Ben are looked after to
the best of our ability. We have money,
lots of it, and we are prepared to spend
it to make everything as all right as it can
be? That’s right, isn’t it, Will?”

“Of course. I’m sorry I didn’t say
it, Rebecca. I thought you already knew.”



What was this? Why would I
know? How would I know? Boopsie,
thank you. I’m sorry for thinking all
those nasty things about you.

I tried to smile. I turned towards
Boopsie. “Thank you, Boopsie. That’s
very reassuring. Very.”

Boopsie kissed me on the cheek
and stroked my hair. “It’s awful it should
happen to such a lovely person as you,
Rebecca.”

What was that? Boopsie thinks I’m
a lovely person. Bananas and
cucumbers! For a brief second I almost
forgot about Ben. And then I started
sobbing.

“Rebecca, Rebecca, it will be all



right. I promise.” Will grasped my hand
tightly.

“I know, I know. You’ve all been
so kind,” I wailed.

“There, there, Rebecca. Will,
swap seats with me.”

And so it was that the pneumatic
Boopsie sat beside me and pulled my
head into her magnificent bosom and
cradled me until my sobbing stopped and
I fell asleep. My last thought was how
strangely comforting it was to be
surrounded by all her warm flesh.

I awoke as the plane landed with a
small bump. Already I felt so much
better but dreaded the thought of seeing
Ben, my little brother, hooked up to



whatever they had hooked him up to.
Siggy had arranged for a large

SUV rental to be waiting for us and Will
quickly signed the necessary papers, had
a brief word with the crew of his plane
and soon we were heading for the St
James Mercy Health Hospital in
Canisteo Street, Hornell.

“John,” Will said, “Siggy said
there was a Pizza King on Main Street.
Drop everyone off there except Rebecca
and me. Take us to the hospital, then you
can drive back to Pizza King and you
can all have a bite to eat. I don’t think
the White Cow Inn do evening meals.
I’ll call you on my cell when we’re
ready to be picked up.”



John nodded. “It’s not far to the
hospital from Main Street. And we’ll be
there – at Pizza King I mean in a few
minutes.”

Sure enough we were pulling up
outside Pizza King in a matter of
minutes.

Boopsie warned Will to take care
of me. “Make sure you look after
Rebecca, Will. You’ll be in trouble if
you don’t.”

Will frowned. “Boopsie, what do
you take me for? Really!”

As quickly and safely as he could
John drove us to the hospital where they
were expecting us. We were ushered
past reception by a nurse who asked us



to follow her. “Before you see your
brother, Miss Grenville, Dr Mills asked
me to take you to him. He will explain
your brother’s injuries and what to
expect when you see him.”

My face fell.
“Don’t worry, Miss Grenville.

This is normal procedure. Here we are
now.”

The nurse knocked at a door and a
deep voice boomed, “Come.”

The nurse opened the door. A tall
man wearing the usual white coat stood
up to greet us. “Ah, Miss Grenville. I am
very pleased to meet you. And Mr King,
the internet millionaire. I’ve heard so
much about you. Have a seat. I’m Dr



Mills and I’m in charge of Ben
Grenville.”
Nervously I sat down. Will sat beside
me and squeezed my hand.

“How is he doctor?” I asked my
voice quavering.

“Oh, Ben? He’s fine. Well, as fine
as can be expected in the
circumstances.”

I frowned. “Excuse me, Dr Mills,
but what exactly does that mean?”

Will backed me up. “Miss
Grenville has had a terrible shock. The
news of the crash and the death of her
parents and the little information she has
had about her brother have caused her a
great deal of stress. Now, Dr Mills, if



you could try to be a little less flippant it
would be helpful.”

“Oh, sorry, I was trying to
reassure you both.” He leaned forward
and altered his facial demeanour. “You
must understand that when Ben was
brought to us he was clinically dead.”

I gasped. “Oh, no!”
“Sorry, I’m still not getting this

across properly. Ben died in the
ambulance twice and he was gone when
he got here but we revived him just in
time. The ambulance crew did a
magnificent job. We had to operate
immediately to save Ben’s life. We
followed all the correct procedures as
no hospital wants to be sued these days.



However, we had no way of contacting
you or anyone else close to Ben so we
had to operate to save Ben’s life. He
was very badly injured and had a severe
swelling on the brain. We had to go in to
ease the swelling. He also has multiple
fractures. But he’s young and is a fighter.
In spite of his injuries he has survived
and is making good progress but I must
warn you he is in a coma. We have
deliberately kept him in a drug-induced
coma to give time for his body and brain
to mend before we start taking him off
the life support systems to which he is
currently linked.” Dr Mills paused.  

Silence.
“Can we go and see Ben now, Dr



Mills?” Will asked.
“Yes, of course.” He stood up.

“This way, please.”
“Rebecca? Are you all right?

We’re going to see Ben now.”
I sat still, staring ahead as the

enormity of the doctor’s words slowly
sank in.

Will and Dr Mills looked at me as
I remained seated.

“Rebecca?”
“What?”
“We’re going to see your brother

now.”
“Wait. I want to ask you

something, Dr Mills.”
“What? What is it, Miss



Grenville?”
“Will Ben recover? Will he be

able to lead a normal life? Will he be
brain damaged? Will he be able to
walk? Feed himself? Will he be able to
…”

Will put a finger to my lips.
“Rebecca, let’s just go and see Ben.”

Gently he took my arm and held
me up as we walked through the hospital
following Dr Mills. A touch from Will
would normally have my pulse racing
but this time it didn’t. I felt numb,
overwhelmed, sick with grief.

When we entered the room where
Ben lay I took one look at him and
fainted. The next thing I can remember is



sitting on a chair with my head between
my legs.

Dr Mills sat on one side of me and
Will the other.

“All right, Rebecca?”
I nodded.

Gently Will said, “Lift your head
up slowly and take a look at Ben
properly.”
Slowly I did as Will said. It was still a
shocking sight. Ben’s head was drowned
in bandages. His left leg was in traction,
both arms were in plaster, and tubes led
from his stomach. Another tube was
inserted into his nose. A variety of wires
were attached to various parts of Ben’s
body and head and led to a number of



monitoring devices. Ben’s breathing was
barely audible. The only constant sound
was the beep-beep of the life support
system that kept Ben alive.

I stood up. Dr Mills and Will
supported me. I walked towards the bed.

“Oh Ben, what has happened to
you?”

Will left my side for a moment and
then produced a chair. “Here, Rebecca,
sit down.”

I did as instructed. I sat silently for
about ten minutes. At last I stood up.

“We can’t do anything here. Let’s
go and get the others. I’m tired.”

Will cuddled me and together we
thanked Dr Mills and slowly walked



back to the SUV where John was waiting
for us.

At Pizza King Will persuaded the
manager to stay open a little bit longer
and Will and John hungrily quickly
demolished a large pizza between them.
I couldn’t eat but managed a cup of
coffee.

The reliable Gloria had already
rung the White Cow Inn to warn them we
would be late.

Soon we were on our way again
and eventually arrived at the inn just
after midnight.

***************
The next day Will gave Gloria a

few instructions then Will, Boopsie,



Jane and me were driven back to
Hornell by John to the Jackson Funeral
Home on Church Street where my
parents had been taken.

This was another task I was
dreading, identifying my mom and pop.

The people at the funeral home
were lovely and went out of their way to
try and make it as easy as possible for
me. John remained in the car. Boopsie
and Will were to stay in the funeral
home office. I asked Jane to accompany
me.

Jane was wonderful. She led the
way into the tiny morgue. I averted my
gaze.

“It’s all right, Becs. I think they’ve



left your mom and pop in the clothes they
were wearing. They must have cleaned
them up. Come over here.” Jane gestured
to me.

Mom and Pop looked so peaceful I
could hardly believe it. I stared at the
bodies of the people who had brought
me to life, taken care of me and loved
me. I caught my breath, leaned over my
mom and kissed her on the cheek.
“Goodbye, mom.” I did the same with
my pop. 

I walked towards the door, Jane
following. We left the morgue. Jane put a
hand on my shoulder and gently
squeezed. “Well done, Becs. Come on,
let’s get the details sorted.”



“Details?” I naively said.
“Yes, Becs. The funeral home will

want to know where you intend to hold
the service, when, what automobiles you
require, flowers, the kind of coffins you
want, whether it will be burial or
cremation, the colour of the coffins
inside, the material you want and so on.
It’s best to be warned. My mom and pop
told me about a funeral they had to
organise for an old single aunt and they
thought they had covered everything until
they got to the funeral home. They told
me all about it when they got home.”

I stopped. “Jane, I don’t know
what to do. I think my mom and pop
wanted to have an Amish funeral. I



really need to see if they have left wills.
I should have thought of this sooner.”

“Becs, given the circumstances
you’ve coped very well. Look, we’ll
explain to the funeral home folk that we
cannot make any decisions yet until
you’ve spoken to your parents’ lawyer.
But then do you know who it is?”

I shook my head. “You don’t
understand, Jane. I remember when
someone died the funeral had to take
place within three days of the death.”

“Well, why don’t you hold the
funeral back home in San Luis Obispo?
That way you can invite all your parents’
friends, those who knew them locally as
well as work colleagues.”



“I don’t know. I’m pretty sure that
they wanted to return home. I know they
left but …”

Jane shrugged. “Okay, Becs. Look,
don’t sweat it. Run the scenario before
Will. I’m sure he’ll help in any way he
can. He’s pretty taken by you you know.”

“Oh, Jane, do you think so? After
all this? I haven’t paid him much
attention recently.”
“Becs, don’t be daft. How could you.
Things happen. And they’ve happened
fast. One minute you’re recovering from
a nasty cut leg the next you’re told your
parents are dead. Come on! Not many
girls take that kind of thing in their
stride.”



“I guess you’re right. I just want to
do the right thing.”

We were standing in the small
corridor leading into the funeral home
office. Will must have heard us for he
poked his head round the door.

“Everything all right, Rebecca?
Jane?”

Jane spoke up. “Not really, Will.
Becs thinks her parents wanted an Amish
funeral. She’s not sure what to do.”

“I see.” Will paused. “Rebecca,
can I make a suggestion?”

I nodded.
“Why don’t we go back to

the White Cow Inn and I’ll put Gloria
and Konnie on the case. They can find



out who the lawyer is, if there is one,
and find out if your parents had made
any funeral arrangements.”

“What about the funeral people?
What do we tell them?”
“The truth. That we don’t yet know what
type of funeral we’re going to have but
we should know later today.”

“Okay, let’s do it.”
A few moments later John was

driving us back to the White Cow Inn. I
hadn’t had a chance to look at the place
last night or indeed this morning so it
was a pleasant surprise to see how
elegant the inn was. It is a historic
Octagon house that has been restored to
an extremely high level. Octagon houses



have eight sides as you would guess
from the term itself. They were popular
in Canada and the USA from about 1850
until the early nineteen hundreds.

Inside the inn was equipped with
antique furniture and each room was
different but thoughtfully supplied with
period pieces to compliment the unique
aura the owners wish to convey.

My thoughts were jolted back to
the present by Will leading me into the
conference room where Gloria and
Konnie had set up an office. Will told
Gloria what she had to look for after
checking the San Luis Obispo address
where my parents had lived.

While they were doing this Will,



Boopsie, John and me went into the
dining room where we enjoyed a
wonderful gourmet breakfast that had
been on offer earlier but which we had
postponed. As it was still early we were
able to partake of this treat at last. I had
hardly eaten the day before and I was
glad of the chance to refuel.

We were just finishing when the
reliable Gloria appeared and spoke to
Will quietly.

Will looked at me when she was
finished. “Apparently your lawyer is
called Hill. He completed the purchase
of the house where your parents lived a
few years ago. Gloria has rung him but
he’s out at present. His PA says he’ll be



back soon. In the meantime she has
started checking the files for your
parents’ wills.”

“Okay. How long will she be?”
“Not sure, Miss Grenville,”

Gloria said. I suppose she was being
very professional due to my current
circumstances. Actually, since we had
arrived at the inn everything had been
done on a professional level. I had been
surprised at the room arrangements but
as there were only five in total I guess it
made sense to have Jane and me together
and Gloria and Konnie together.
Obviously John had a room to
himself but I was shocked to find out this
morning that Will and Boopsie had



separate rooms. What was that all
about?

Gloria went back to the
conference room while we sipped
coffee. She was back five minutes later
looking triumphant. This time she made
an announcement that we could all hear.

“Miss Grenville, I have a brief
note of your parents’ funeral wishes.
Miss James, the PA is going to email a
copy but she did give me a brief
outline. Apparently they want to be
buried in the Amish cemetery at
Conewango.”

“Thank you, Gloria. I’ll ring the
funeral home and let them know.”

“So, Rebecca,” Will said, “what



do we need to do now?”
“We need to notify the funeral

home and organise the transportation of
my parents to Conewango. I need to get
to Conewango to organise the funeral. I
need to email as many of my parents’
friends as I can.”

“Why do you need to get to
Conewango?” asked Boopsie. “Can you
not just ring them then go for
the funeral?”

Will smiled. “No, Boopsie. The
Amish don’t use telephones.” Will took
out his smart phone. His fingers flicked
across it then he announced, “It’s one
hundred and twenty four miles from here
to Conewango. That’ll take us a couple



of hours at least.”
He stood up. “Okay, let’s get

organised. Come on into the conference
room.”

The five of us stood up. We
followed Will to where Gloria and
Konnie were busy working on their
laptops and re-organising Will’s
schedules. He told them where we were
going and asked Gloria to find us a hotel
in the Conewango area. He said he
would ring later to find out what she had
booked.

I did a quick search myself then
informed Konnie where my mom and
pop had worked. I asked her to email to
see if they knew what had happened and



to tell them the funeral would be in
Conewango probably in two days’ time.

Once that was done Will said we
should pack and expect to spend two
days in Conewango.

“By the way, Rebecca what were
your parents doing in Jasper if they were
heading for Conewango?”

“I think they have some relatives
in the area. They were probably going to
stay there for a few days before going on
to Conewango. I remember visiting the
area when I was a child.”

“Okay, let’s pack and get ready to
go.”

Ten minutes later Will, Boopsie,
Jane and me were in the car with John in



the driver’s seat.
“Oh, just a minute, I nearly forgot.

I haven’t rung the funeral home.”
I used my cell and got straight

through. “Mr Jackson ? It’s Rebecca
Grenville. It’s as I thought. My parents
wanted an Amish funeral. I’ll pay you
for the work you’ve done so far. I’ll call
in before we leave the area. I have to
organise transportation of the bodies of
my parents to Conewango.”

Mr Jackson  was quiet and polite
but something was obviously troubling
him. “I’ll have the bill made up for you,
Miss Grenville. When do you expect to
call in?”

I told him about three days but that



I would ring to let him know. “There’s
just one thing,” he continued. “A man
called in here about half an hour ago
claiming he was your cousin.”

“Yes,” I said with a sinking
feeling. “And?”

“He produced evidence of who he
claimed to be and said he had come to
take the bodies back to Conewango.”

“What?”
“I’m sorry, I tried to call you but I

couldn’t get through. He is a very
persuasive man and I decided that the
bodies would probably have to go there
in view of what you said earlier and so I
saw no reason to withhold them.”

“Let’s get this straight. A man



came in claiming to be a relative of mine
and you let him take the bodies of my
parents?”

“Yes, as I said, I saw no reason
not to let him.”

“I see. Let me guess the name of
this man. Would it by any chance be
Alec Granville?”

I knew before Mr Jackson  said
yes that it was a man I had never wished
to see again once I had left Conewango
all those years ago.



Chapter Two
 

“What’s the matter, Rebecca?”
Will asked as I ended the call.

I twisted my face. I quickly
brought everyone up to date on the
whereabouts of the bodies of my parents.
“Let’s go straight to the funeral home and
I’ll pay the bill now. I’ll ring Mr
Jackson again and tell him we’re on our
way.”

“Do you not want to try and catch
up with this Alec Granville, Rebecca?”
Boopsie asked.

Jane piped up to save me the
trouble. “We’ll get to Conewango before



him without any trouble, Boopsie. The
Amish use horse drawn buggies.”

“But will the bodies not need to be
refrigerated?”

“Probably,” I said. “The
buggy will be packed with ice. I need to
call in to see Ben as well before we go
to Conewango.”

 
***************

It took us about an hour to get to
Hornell and the funeral home. I quickly
settled the bill with Mr Jackson and
thanked him for his services. He
couldn’t tell me anything else about Alec
Granville except that he
showed him documentation to prove



who he was and he showed him a
number of papers to show that he was
authorised to remove the bodies and
transport them back to Conewango.

When we visited the St James
Hospital to see Ben there was little sign
of improvement. Once again I started
sobbing quietly until Jane and Will
suggested it would be better just to leave
him and ring in over the next two days to
see how he was. 

On the way to Conewango I
explained to Will, Jane, Boopsie and
John how Amish funerals were
conducted.

“Usually the body or bodies in this
case are taken to the house where the



people live. The house is usually
stripped of all the furniture in it and is
prepared for the funeral which takes
place in the house.”

At this point I was
interrupted by Boopsie who said, “But
what is going to happen in this case,
Rebecca?”

“I expect that either my
cousin, Alec Granville, or an elder will
make his house available. This case is
quite unique. Most Amish never leave
their communities.”

“So what exactly happens
at an Amish funeral, Rebecca?” Will
asked.

“I think it would be better if we



waited until we got to Conewango and I
see the light of the land as it were, and
I’ll explain things as we watch the
process if we are allowed to take part in
that part of the preparations for the
funeral.” 

I sat back in the car and lapsed
into silence. I made it quite clear by my
demeanour that I didn’t wish to speak
any more about the impending
preparations for the burial of my parents.

***************
 
I must have dozed off for by the

time I awoke we were in deep into
Amish country and were passing Amish
houses, farmsteads and barns. Soon we



were entering the village of
Conewango after passing a road sign
showing horse drawn buggies for the
next seven miles.

“Turn here,” I said as we passed a
track leading up to a house where I used
to live with my family.

John stopped the car. “Wait here,”
I said as I climbed out.

I knocked on the door. I waited.
After some time the door was opened.
An old man stood in front of me, one of
the elders, Samuel Guengerich.

He stared at me for a moment then
said, “What are you doing here? You’re
no longer welcome. Go away.”

A woman appeared behind him



and edged him to one side. “Rebecca! I
thought you might come. Alec has gone
to collect your parents.”

I nodded. “I know. I’ve got some
friends with me. If possible I would like
to stay for the funeral and watch the
preparations. I would also like my
friends to watch and attend the funeral.”
“Impossible!” exploded the old man.

“Samuel, let me deal with this.”
“Thank you, Mary. I appreciate it.”

“Come in, Rebecca. Please.”
“I’ll just tell my friends to go to

their hotel. They can pick me up later.”
Mary nodded and I returned to the

car. Will got out of the cat to meet me.
“Will, I’m going in to the house. I



may be a while. Go to the hotel. I’ll give
you a call in two hours. If I don’t come
and get me at eight o’clock. Okay?”

“Okay, Rebecca. Are you fine with
that?”

“Yes, I think so.”
Will gave me a light kiss on the

cheek and squeezed me to reassure me.
“You’ll be fine. Don’t worry.”

I smiled, waved to Boopsie and
Jane and went back to the house.

“It’s so good to see you,
Rebecca,” said Mary.

“I would rather it had been under
different circumstances, of course,
but once I found out that my parents
wanted to have an Amish funeral I really



had no choice. I just had to get here as
soon as possible because I knew the
funeral had to be held within three days.
I guess you would have heard about the
accident.”

“Yes, of course. I hear your
brother Ben is seriously ill in hospital.
Is there any sign of improvement?”

I shook my head. “No, none at all.
He is in a drug induced coma to allow
his brain and body to recuperate.
They’ve already operated on his head to
ease the swelling on his brain. He has a
number of broken bones and internal
injuries. The doctors say he is young and
fit and has a good chance of recovery but
I’m not sure if they are telling the truth or



not.”
Mary said. “Samuel, Ben’s not

likely to make it.” 
This wasn’t really at all what I

had said. I let it go.
Samuel snorted.
“Have you got nothing to say? “
“Why should I have anything to

say? The way Rebecca and her family
left was nothing short of disgraceful. It’s
not the Amish way.”

“I’m sorry,” said Mary, “but
Samuel tends to nurse a grievance. He
likes to keep it warm. I am not like that,
as you know, Rebecca. I know things
were not easy for your parents when they
were here but there were elements of the



Amish life that they really loved and we
are delighted that they did express a
wish to be buried here back home where
they grew up.”

“Is the funeral to be held here in
this house?” I asked.

“Yes that is what we have
planned. Tomorrow we will start
digging the grave and building the coffin
and preparing the house. We hope to
hold the funeral the day after that.” 

 “Good,” I said. “Gives me a
chance to contact former colleagues of
my parents. I know that you may not
want them here but if they could attend a
church service nearby perhaps it
would be some kind of solace to them.”



“I’m sure they will be invited to
attend the funeral if they wish,” said
Mary. “As you know it is a very simple
ceremony and I see no reason why they
should not be allowed to participate.”

Samuel interrupted at this point. “I
don’t think the elders will approve of
this, Mary. Don’t forget I’m head of the
family and if I don’t want them to attend
they won’t attend.” 

“I can promise you,
Samuel Guengerich, that if they don’t
attend your life won’t be worth living.” 

This news startled me. I
always thought that the man was head of
the household in the Amish communities
and that what he said was law.



However, I suppose once the
doors are closed then what goes on
behind closed doors is the business of
the individual couples concerned.

“I’m sure your husband, Mary, as
one of the chief elders will be able to
persuade the others that it is right and
proper for myself, my friends and any of
my parents’ friends and colleagues who
wish to attend the funeral to attend it.”

“I’ll see to it, Rebecca.”
“Thank you Mary. I greatly

appreciate it.”
I didn’t know at that moment that

Mary was trying to atone for a serious
crime her husband had allowed to go
unpunished many years before. It was a



crime in which I had a personal interest
as I had been the victim.

I chatted desultorily for a while to
Mary about life on the farm and the
intricate quilts she specialised in. She
told me that more and more Amish were
settling in upper state New York and
were responsible for reviving several
villages and businesses in the area.

“That’s good, Mary.”
“How is your life, Rebecca? Are

you satisfied being out in the big bad
world?”

“Yes, I guess. Life’s been pretty
good to me apart from this accident of
course and …” My eyes filled with
tears.



Mary put a consoling hand on me.
I drew a deep breath. “I’ve done

things I wouldn’t have been able to do
had I stayed here and I’m grateful for
that. I met my best friend, Jane, and I had
a great time at university studying
English literature. I couldn’t have done
that.”

Mary frowned. “Well, as long as
you’re happy, Rebecca,” she said
convinced I was desperately unhappy.

I stood up. It was time to leave.
“I’ll call my friend to come and pick me
up. We’ll come and see you tomorrow,
Mary. Thank you.”

Mary showed me to the door.
“Take care, Rebecca. God bless.”



“Goodbye, Mary.”
Samuel Guengerich was nowhere to be
seen. 

I stood outside on the dirt track
road and used my cell to call Will. They
were staying at a Comfort Inn in
Jamestown about eighteen miles away.

“Will, Rebecca. We’ll be there in
about half an hour. Everything all right?”

“I think so,” I said. “Have you
found anywhere nice to eat?”

“We haven’t looked. We will,
don’t worry. See you soon.”

“Bye, Will.” I hesitated.
“What?”
“I don’t know. Hurry up, Will.”
“You all right?” Will asked



anxiously.
“I think so,” I repeated

unconvincingly. Did I have a
premonition at this point? I certainly felt
uneasy. “Just get here as quickly as you
can. But safely,” I added hastily.

“Will do. Rebecca, go back inside
the house if you feel uneasy. You’ll be
safer there.”

“Okay, Will.”
I ended the call.
I turned to be grabbed by a strong

right arm that held me in a vice like grip.
“Well, well, well, what is this? The
pretty bird hasn’t left its nest after all. It
has flown back to the coop.”

“Alec!” I gasped. “Let me go.”



The tall figure of Alec Granville
loomed over me.

“Not before I get a kiss, my pretty
one. Come here.”

Granville wrapped both his arms
around me and pushed his face against
mine.

“You have no idea how much I
have dreamed of this moment, Rebecca.
This time I’ll make sure you stay.”

I closed my eyes as his revolting
lips became closer and closer.

I heard a faint creak of a door then
Alec Granville was staggering away
from me holding the back of his head.
Mary stood impassively holding the
shovel she had hit him with. Blood was



running down Granville’s fingers as he
tried to stop the bleeding from the
wound on his head.

“Don’t you think you did enough
damage the last time, Alec Granville?
Now get Rebecca’s parents out of the
ambulance and into the barn. Now!” she
yelled as Granville muttered something
under his breath and hesitated.

“I’ll get you later,” he mouthed at
me.

Mary ran after him with the shovel
and only stopped chasing the retreating
figure when old man Guengerich caught
up with her and wrenched the shovel
from her hands. 

“Now then, Mary. That’s no way



to behave in front of a guest.”
“Neither is that.” Mary shook her

fist at Granville as he disappeared
around the corner of the barn. “And if
you’d been stronger the first time he
wouldn’t dare show his face here.”

Guengerich scowled but said
nothing.

What was this? Did the old man
have something to do with the dreadful
events of my past?

“Come on, Rebecca. Come
inside,” Mary said tenderly. She shut the
door in Guengerich’s face.

I sat down as Guengerich
struggled to open the door.

“How is Granville here already? I



thought he would still be on the road.”
“No, we hired an ambulance and a

driver. We’ll start clearing the house
tonight and the women will start
preparing the bodies first thing in the
morning.”

I nodded.
Mary continued. “We’ll make the

coffins tomorrow and dig the graves
also.”

I said nothing but simply nodded
as I remembered the simple burial
ceremonies from my childhood.

Mary went on. “As you can see,
Rebecca, the house is much as your
family left it. It must have been hard for
them to move to California and start all



over again.”
“It was. We rented a place at first.

I think my parents only recently bought
the place. The owner wanted to get rid
of it and he gave my parents first option
as they had been such good tenants.”

I stopped suddenly.
“What is it, Rebecca? You seem

anxious.”
“Oh, it’s just struck me that the house is
something else I’ll have to deal with.” I
paused. “And then there’s Ben. If he
lives he may need a lot of looking after.
I’m not sure how that will work out.”

Mary smiled. “You can always
come back here, Rebecca. We’ll take
care of both of you, you know that, don’t



you?”
I nodded not wanting to think too

much about it. There was Will to
consider. And my best friend Jane. And
me. What about me? How could I adjust
to a way of life I had left behind nearly
ten years ago?

I frowned. I was getting ahead of
myself. Calm down, Becs, just take it a
day at a time. After all it had only been
twenty four hours ago when I was
surrounded by the opulence of Will’s
house. That was a strange thought.
Opulence. Why opulence? It wasn’t the
opulence it was the presence of Will. I
was looking forward to getting to know
him better. It had been a bit of a



whirlwind since I first met him. How
long ago? A couple of days only. And
there was still Boopsie to consider. I
still couldn’t work out how the
ridiculous body of Boopsie fitted into
the whole picture.

Mary sat still. She was used to
silence and stillness.

At last she spoke. “Is there a
young man who would fit into our
community?”

I blushed. “Perhaps, but I can’t see
him wanting to come here.” I lapsed
once more into silence. Mary quickly
picked up that I didn’t want to talk about
any young man.

We sat in silence for what seemed



an age.
The beep of a car horn startled us

both. I stood up.
“That’ll be my friend now. Thank

you, Mary. We’ll come back tomorrow.”
Mary led me outside. Will was

getting out of the car. I moved towards
him. Suddenly from the other side of the
house Alec Granville appeared. I
flinched. Granville strode towards us.

“So, Rebecca, you’ve got an
admirer I see. A pity you don’t
appreciate a proper man,” he sneered.

Will turned in Granville’s
direction. I pushed myself between the
two men.

“It’s all right, Will. This is Alec



Granville, a cousin of mine.”
“He needs to learn some manners

then.”
“Are you going to teach me?”

Granville growled threateningly.
“I’ve warned you, Alec Granville.

Go away!” Mary shouted.
“You just caught me off guard. You

won’t catch me again.”
“Will, please. Let’s get into the

car.”
Will held the door open for me to

get in. Granville hovered nearby then
stood in front of the car preventing John
from driving off. Mary tried to shift him
but he wouldn’t budge.

“Please stay in the car, Will.”



“All right, Rebecca, for your sake
but this guy needs teaching a lesson.
John, you’ve got room to reverse. Just
do it. Make sure no one gets hurt.”

Expertly, John put the car in
reverse. As soon as Granville realised
what John was doing he tried to get
behind the car but John was too quick
for him. In a cloud of dust we left Mary
and Granville staring after us.

“What was all that about,
Rebecca?”

“I’d rather not talk about it, Will,
if you don’t mind.”

“I thought the Amish were quiet,
peace-loving folk.”

“They are. Most of them.”



“That guy was threatening. I don’t like it
one little bit.”

Jane could see I was becoming
more and more distressed. “Will, leave
it.”

Boopsie squeezed me
reassuringly. “Let’s find somewhere to
eat. I’m starving.”

John said, “There’s a few places
on East Second Street in Jamestown. I
guess most of them are diners if that’s
okay.”

“That’s fine, John,” Will said.
“Just take us there.”

***************
Next day we went to the same

place for breakfast then headed out for



Conewango.
We parked the car near my old

house. Mary heard the car and came out.
“The elders met last night. Samuel

made the case out for you being included
in the funeral, Rebecca. They decided
that you couldn’t enter the house while
we are preparing the bodies but you can
attend the funeral ceremony inside the
house tomorrow.”

“All of us?” I asked.
“No, just you inside the house but

your friends and any of your parents’ non
Amish friends may attend the graveside
ceremony as long as they remain in the
background. I’m sorry, it was the best
we could do. We are very private people



and although we do plenty of business
with the English we don’t normally let
them take part in our important
ceremonies. It’s a compromise,
Rebecca.”

“I understand. Thank you for your
efforts. We’ll return tomorrow.”

“Why don’t you go over
to Salamanca while you’re here? The
Coach Inn do a very good restaurant
service. There’s also a museum there. If
you drive around slowly you’ll come
across a number of places selling quilts
and other items.”
“Yes, I know, Mary. We’ll have a coffee
at the Coach Inn and then we’ll tour the
area. Thanks.”



We got back inside the car. As we
were leaving I caught a glimpse of
Granville in the next field. I shuddered
involuntarily.

“That man is bad news, Rebecca,
isn’t he?”

“I don’t want to talk about him,
Will. Once we’re done with the funeral I
don’t expect to ever see him again.”

How wrong I was and it wasn’t a
long time after the funeral before I
did meet him again.

I tried to brighten up. “Okay, John,
put this in your sat nav.” 

I gave him the directions and soon
we were sitting in the gloriously
refurbished Coach Inn in Salamanca. We



had only recently had breakfast so we all
had a coffee and some home- made
cookies while I told them what would be
happening today and what to expect
tomorrow.

“Today, in my old house where
Mary and Samuel Guengerich now live,
the bodies will be washed and dressed.
Mary told me the house would be
cleared of all furniture last night. This is
part of the tradition. While the bodies
are being prepared other Amish will
build the coffins and dig the graves. The
women will prepare food for eating after
the funeral itself.”

“What do they use for dressing the
bodies, Rebecca?” Jane asked. “I hope



you don’t mind me asking. I’m curious,
that’s all.”

I smiled. “Jane, that’s fine. I know
I never told you much about my Amish
life but for thirteen year olds I don’t
think Amish funerals were top of our
list!”

We all smiled and relaxed a
little. “The clothes used to dress the
body are usually made by the family. I
expect in this case it will be women
from the general Amish community. A
man is dressed in a white vest, white
pants and white shirt. A woman is
dressed in a long white dress, cap and
apron. Often the cap and apron are the
same ones she wore on her wedding day.



I guess this won’t be possible for my
mother. The dresses are plain, and
simple and without any ornamentation
whatsoever.” 

I took a sip of coffee.
“Where will the funeral be held?”

Boopsie asked.
“The branch of Amish I come from

is called Old Order and is very
conservative. Generally we don’t even
have our own churches but hold
ceremonies in homes. Today once the
bodies and the coffins are ready a
viewing will take place. The bodies will
lie in open coffins and a small service
will be held. Tomorrow the funeral will
take place in the house. I am to be



allowed to attend but you won’t be able
to. However, another small service is
held at the graveside and you will be
able to attend that.”

“What happens at the service,
Rebecca?” Will now asked.

“Not a lot. There is no singing. A
hymn may be read out. The basis of the
service is a sermon and prayers. The
idea I think is to give thanks to God.”

“Anyone fancy horse riding?”
Boopsie suddenly announced. She had
picked up a brochure and was flicking
through it. “We can go over to the
Cross Patch just down the road. Or
if you don’t fancy that we could go on a
chuck wagon.”



Silence. Will shook his head. “No,
Boopsie, it’s not appropriate. There’s a
museum nearby and I noticed that the
Seneca-Iroquois National Museum is
based here in Salamanca. We can have a
quiet wander around then come back
here for lunch. Later we can have
a leisurely drive around the area and
visit a few of the Amish stores. They
sell quilts and a variety of all sorts of
home-made products.”

Boopsie twisted her face but she
brightened up a bit when Jane took the
brochure off her and found something
more interesting.

“Look, we can do some archery.
That’ll be more interesting. If you don’t



mind, Becs.”
This time I twisted my face. “I

don’t mind what we do. Honest. Just
don’t expect me to be the life and soul of
the party.”

This time Will took the brochure.
“That sounds like a plan. The two
museums this morning, an archery
competition and a drive around to a few
stores. I also need to check in on Gloria
and Konnie and we need to call the
hospital to see how Ben is getting on.”

We finished our coffee and set off
to the Historical Museum first. It was
interesting but more so when we visited
the Seneca-Iroquois National Museum as
it sort of complimented the Historical



Museum. The Indian museum showed
you history from the other side. The
partial reconstruction of a longhouse and
a rebuilt log cabin gave you an idea of
life before electricity changed so much
in the home.

We also managed a visit to an
Alpaca farm and Wild Bill’s Rustic
Furniture.

Lunch at the Coach Inn was
excellent or so the others told me. I was
finding it difficult to have much of an
appetite. Will had been in touch with the
reliable Gloria who had informed him
she was expecting him back soon.
Konnie told him she had re-
scheduled his diary for next week but



that appointments were building up.
When I spoke to the hospital and

was told Ben was still alive but that
there were no signs of improvement I
had a sudden overwhelming desire for
the much simpler life I had left ten years
before. Fortunately it didn’t last long due
to another run in with Granville the
following day.

After lunch I went into the
restroom to give myself a talking to.

“Come on, Becs, pull yourself
together,” I told my reflection. “You’ve
got all your life ahead of you.”

A sudden thought entered my head.
I simply just had to see Will’s room. He
had whispered to me that it wasn’t really



a bedroom for sleeping in. He said it
was called the Red Room of Pleasure.
He had winked and added, “Paris!”

This tiny exchange of conversation
had taken place as he put me to bed at
his house for my afternoon nap. I had
never had a chance to follow it up since
due to the sudden news imparted by Mr
Wortle.

Bananas and cucumbers! What
was I thinking of? Selfish, selfish Becs.
There were my parents to think of, lying
in their coffins no doubt by now. And
poor Ben.

I couldn’t think of myself at a time
like this. Could I? I stared at my
reflection again. Whatever it takes,



Becs, to get through this. Whatever it
takes.

I marched back into the restaurant.
It was empty. I glanced out of the
window. They were all waiting outside
for me. I smiled and went to meet them.
Suddenly Will, John, Boopsie and Jane
surrounded me and yelled, “Group hug
for Becs!” and squashed me into their
embraces.

We staggered around for a few
seconds before breaking apart.

“What’s that for?” I eventually
gasped.

“For you, for life, for everything!”
Will shouted.

“Come on, let’s shoot some



arrows!” yelled Boopsie.
“Becs, we love you to death …Oh,

no perhaps not the best way of putting
it,” Jane stumbled.

I laughed. “You’re all crazy but I
love you,” I said.

“Into the car, ladies and
gentleman,” John said as he opened the
car doors and we scrambled in.

A short journey away in South
Dayton was Hideaway Archery. It was a
hunting cabin style store with a twenty
yard indoor range. Will asked if we
could shoot outdoors as it was such a
fine day. The owners couldn’t do enough
to help us and after a lecture on safety
we led out to the open air range where



they had set up targets.
I had a vague memory of some of

the English, as we Amish (when I was
Amish) called ordinary Americans,
hunting with weird looking bows when I
was young and the ones we were given
reminded me of them. They had wheels
at both ends and wires.

“What’s this?” Boopsie shrieked.
“Robin Hood never had one of these!”

Boopsie being Boopsie didn’t
flounder for long of course. A local guy
who had been in the store when we
entered quickly attached himself to her.

“Hi, I’m Les. Here, let me help
you.”

Les took the bow and explained to



us all how it worked. “This is called a
compound bow. It’s the commonest form
used nowadays for hunting and in
competitions. These pulleys and cables
are part of the leverage to bend the
limbs.”

“Bend my arms?” Boopsie said
incredulously.

“No, no. The limbs are what these
parts of the bow are called.” He pointed
to the arms of the bow. “I guess all you
need to know really is that these types of
bows are easier to use because you
don’t have to maintain all your force
when you pull back the arrow as the
leverage system comes into use. I’ll
show you.”



Les placed an arrow in the bow
and pointed it at the target at the far end
of the field. He drew back the arrow and
fired it. He was a good shot and just
missed the centre.

“Okay, who wants to go first?”
“Me, me!” Boopsie jumped up and

down.
It was a comical sight watching

Les trying to show Boopsie how to fire
the bow. Boopsie, either because she
was useless or deliberately, which was
much more likely, couldn’t draw back
the arrow.

“If you hold it like this I’ll come
behind you and help you.”

I’m pretty sure Les didn’t mind



having to press himself up against
Boopsie’s magnificent ass and putting
his arms around her. It became even
funnier as Boopsie’s huge chest was
simply not made for firing arrows. She
was in danger of getting her boobs
trapped in the wires. Boopsie didn’t
help, again more likely because she was
doing it deliberately rather than from
mere incompetence. Somehow she
managed to brush her breasts against
Les’s right hand whenever he got
anywhere near firing the arrow.

Les did his best but in the end he
gave up. “I’m sorry, miss, but I don’t
think you’re really built for firing
bows.” He blushed.



“Les Brown, What do you think
you’re doing? Leave that woman alone.”

A small stocky woman was
striding from the store obviously intent
on causing the said Les Brown some
damage judging by the look on her face.

Will diplomatically intervened.
“It’s all right, madam. Your husband was
just trying to show us how to fire a bow.
He was going to show me next
weren’t you Les?”

Les blushed furiously and nodded.
“Yes, Mabel, I was.”

Les moved rapidly away from the
grinning Boopsie and showed Will what
to do. Success! The arrow flew straight
and true.



Mabel was all for dragging her
husband away but Will persuaded her to
let him stay by saying he would be
grateful for Les’s tuition and would
gladly pay him.

“All right, then,” Mabel grumbled,
“but you’re not helping that woman
again!”

After that we had a very enjoyable
afternoon and even Boopsie managed to
get the hang of it once she concentrated
on firing the bow rather than make Les
fall head over heels in love with her.

Men! Honestly! Les was smitten as
soon as he saw Boopsie just as almost
every man I’ve seen enter her presence
has been.



It was a pleasant afternoon and it
did take my mind off my present
problems for a while. Also I surprised
myself as I’ve never been particularly
sporty but I enjoyed shooting the arrows
and by the time we were finished I was
the winner. Perhaps archery was a hobby
I should take up later.

We had a light meal at The
Mustard Seed Restaurant in South
Dayton not far from the Hideaway
Archery before setting off back to
Jamestown. I rang the hospital to check
on Ben and Will spoke once again to the
reliable Gloria. Konnie had been
fielding enquiries from mom and pop’s
former colleagues but as I had instructed



her to put them off if at all possible I
wasn’t expecting any of them at the
funeral the next day. Also I had told
Konnie to tell them I would be
organising a small ceremony to celebrate
their lives back in San Luis Obispo once
I got back home.

I was looking forward to getting
past this phase in my life and moving on.



Chapter Three 

The next day was fitting for the
occasion: dark, gloomy and overcast.
We arrived early after a very early
breakfast at a diner on East Second
Street in Jamestown. I was dropped off
at my former home before the rest of my
party headed once more to the Coach
Inn. I had told them how to get to the
Amish cemetery where I would meet up
with them later on.
Samuel Guengerich opened the door
before I could knock. He ushered me
inside where the elders and some of my
relatives were gathered. Mary greeted
me and took me over to where the two



coffins that held the bodies of my parents
were lying supported at each end by
chairs.
I took a long last look at my mom and
pop, gently kissed each in turn on the
forehead then turned away to the seat
Mary indicated.
The coffins were so different to the ones
that Mr Jackson had tried to sell me.
They were simply hand made from pine
without handles or veneer. There was no
padding inside.
A verse was read out and a brief sermon
was given thanking God for the lives of
my parents and emphasising the
goodness and praise of God. Thankfully
it was a shorter ceremony than was



normally held due to the unusual nature
of my parents’ situation. It was held
in Pennsylvania Dutch, a form of Dutch,
and was used to give thanks and praise
to God. It was not a time to focus on the
deceased and to praise them. Respect
was shown towards my parents but there
were no eulogies. 
I watched as eight good friends of my
parents acted as pall bearers and lifted
up the coffins. I followed them outside to
the two awaiting horse drawn black
hearses. I climbed into another carriage
with Mary and Samuel. I was relieved
that Granville was not with us but he
appeared on the scene soon enough.
Slowly we followed the hearses with



several more carriages following behind
us.
At last the cemetery came into sight. I
saw our hire car and Will, Boopsie,
John and Jane waiting quietly, heads
bowed as the procession passed.
Our carriage stopped. I got out and
watched as the coffins were carried to
the graves that had been hastily hand dug
in the usual manner. 
My friends had gathered at the edge of
the crowd of men and women Amish
who had moved up close to the side of
the graves. Mary indicated I should join
them and I did so. 
The coffins were closed for the last
time. A final prayer was said and then



the coffins were lowered on ropes into
the graves. The pall bearers and some
other close relatives threw sods of earth
on to the coffins. One of them was
Granville. Mary led me forward and
handed me two sods of earth so I could
do my duty. Granville moved aside. I
could not make out at all what his
expression indicated but it was most
peculiar to say the least.
I threw the sods of earth. After that the
pall bearers picked up their spades and
started filling in the graves.
I returned to stand beside my friends.
“What happens now, Rebecca?”
Boopsie whispered.
“I’ve been invited back to the house to



join in the meal. I’ll go, but only for a
few minutes then I’ll leave. Just get in
the car and follow slowly the last of the
carriages. Wait for me.”
I went back to stand beside Mary and got
into the carriage with her and her
husband. We returned to the house. I
accepted a home-made cake and a glass
of water. I thanked Mary and Samuel for
organising the funeral and quietly took
my leave.
 

***************
We drove to Jamestown and checked out
of our hotel. It was time for something to
eat so we found another diner. The food
was passable but I still wasn’t very



hungry and we promised ourselves
another visit to the Slanted Door when
we got home. 
Now that I was finished in Amish
country the plan was to visit Ben before
we spent a final night at the White Cow
Inn. 
Nearly two hours later we pulled into
the car park at St James Mercy Hospital.
Will had rung ahead and Dr Mills was
waiting to greet us. The look on his face
told me all I didn’t want to know.
“He’s worse, isn’t he, Dr Mills? My
brother Ben?”
Dr Mills attempted to procrastinate but
he wasn’t very good at it. “Come into
this room, Miss Grenville, Mr King and



I will try to explain …” 
We had left Jane, Boopsie and John in
the car. I hadn’t wanted Dr Mills to be
distracted by Boopsie and if Ben had
regained consciousness I didn’t want too
many people crowding him.
Dr Mills urged us to sit down. I found it
difficult to sit still. I twitched and
squirmed.
“Well? What’s happened?”
“Miss Grenville, I’m afraid your brother
has had a relapse.”
“How? What does that mean?”
Will put a hand gently on my arm.
“He seemed to be making good progress
so we tried to give him slightly weaker
drugs to see if it helped him to come out



of the coma. But it didn’t. He is
obviously in great pain and we will have
to keep him in the coma for longer than
we would have wished.”
“Just a minute, Dr Mills. I know you are
an eminent surgeon and I, we, are
extremely grateful for the way you have
looked after Ben. However, in view of
what you have said do you mind if I fly a
friend of mine up from New York City to
give us a second opinion?”
Dr Mills chewed his lip. “I do mind as a
matter of fact. You probably think that
I’m just a hick working in the sticks and
don’t know what I’m doing.”
Will groaned. “I’m sorry, Dr Mills, but I
think nothing of the sort. I happen to be a



very wealthy man and I’m in the position
of being able to spare no expense for my
girlfriend’s brother.”
Badgers and camels! I was so upset
about Ben that I nearly missed that. Did I
hear Will say I was his girlfriend? When
did that happen? What about Boopsie?
Wait a minute. Will was now
backtracking. “Not my girlfriend. I mean
Miss Grenville is my friend and I want
to do everything I can to help her brother
recover.”
Now I was confused. “I am grateful
for Mr King’s offer of help but I’m sure
that as Mr King’s friend I do not need
any more assistance than he has already
kindly provided.”



Will stared at me. It was his turn to be
confused. Good.
“Rebecca, what’s the matter? I know a
second opinion may not help one little
jot but it will reassure you that
everything possible is being done for
Ben.”
“Will, if it makes you feel better do it.
Don’t do it for your friend’s sake.” 
Will smiled. He got it. At last he got it.
Men!
“Rebecca, it was a slip of the tongue
that’s all. I just wanted to be exact with
Dr Mills.”
“I see.”
“Rebecca, can we talk about this
outside?”



“In front of Boopsie? Sure.”
“Rebecca, I’m sorry, I’m just trying to
help the best way I can.”
Suddenly I thought of how selfish I was
being. Why was I thinking of me instead
of Ben?
“Will, I’m sorry too. I think It’s just been
too much. You know, the funeral and
now this, the news that Ben is worse. I
guess I hoped I would be able to take
him home or move him to a hospital
closer to us at home. Maybe I should
stay at the White Cow Inn for a while
longer.”
“Mr King, Miss Grenville, that won’t be
necessary. Mr King you go ahead and
make arrangements for your friend to



come and examine Ben. In the meantime
you should go home. Until Ben wakes
up, or we are able to let him wake up,
then there is nothing you can do.”
I was about to disagree as I remembered
several cases of brain damaged people
who had recovered with the help of a
loved one visiting them every day and
talking to them and playing their
favourite music and so on.
Will interrupted my thoughts. “Dr Mills,
I think you’re right. I’ll arrange for my
friend to examine Ben but I see no point
in us hanging around here any longer.”
“I disagree, Will, but for now I may as
well return home as I need to see my
parents’ lawyer about their wills and to



organise a ceremony for their friends
and colleagues in San Luis Obispo.”
“I could book a room for you at the inn if
you want to stay, Rebecca.”
“No, Will, I do need to get back.
Besides the inn is too expensive. If I do
come back to Hornell I’ll find a cheap
hotel on the doorstep. Jane could
probably come with me.”
“Whatever you like, Rebecca. I’m just
trying to help.”
I stood up. “Can we see Ben now, Dr
Mills. We may as well now we’re here.”
“Of course. Follow me.”
The scene in Ben’s room was pretty
much as before: tubes
everywhere, wires attached to different



parts of Ben’s body, small regular beeps,
Ben’s face looking slightly less battered
but only marginally so, one leg on a
pulley, both arms in plaster …
I stood and looked at my brother.
Suddenly I started singing softly. It was a
lullaby from when we were both
very small, when he was a tiny baby
only a few months old and I was seven
or eight years old.
Dr Mills and Will stood quietly
watching, immobile, scarcely breathing.
I sang the song over and over for about
ten minutes. Nothing. Not even a flutter
of an eyelash.
I rubbed the tears away from my eyes.
“Let’s go, Will. Thank you, Dr Mills. I’ll



be in touch.”
Slowly I made my way, supported by
Will, out to the car. Once inside I fell
sobbing into Jane’s arms. “He’s no
better, Jane. There’s been no
improvement at all. In fact he’s much
worse.”
We drove in silence to Pizza King. They
tried to get me to eat but everything I
tasted crumbled to ash in my mouth.
John drove us back to the White Cow Inn
where I went to bed as soon as I could. I
wanted to go to sleep and never wake
up.

***************
Next morning I tried to read David
Copperfield while Will made



arrangements for the Lear jet to be ready
for take-off. The reliable Gloria and
Konnie dismantled the temporary office
they had set up. John showed Jane some
pages of the novel he was writing.
Perhaps there was a romance blooming
there. They seemed to be getting on very
well. I had been far too pre-occupied
with my own troubles to notice before. 
We had another sumptuous gourmet
breakfast to finish our time at the White
Cow. In spite of my melancholy mood I
enjoyed most of the meal. Will said he
was pleased that I was eating at last.
I smiled wryly. “Well, as Scarlet said,
“Tomorrow is another day and as Becs
says so is today.”



Jane clapped her hands. “Bravo, Becs.
Clever.”
I grinned. “Don’t go overboard, Janey.
It’s not that good.”
Will laughed. “As far as we are
concerned it’s absolutely brilliant.
We’ve been worried sick about you,
Rebecca. It was all we talked about
once you’d gone to bed last night.”
I sighed. “I cannot stay miserable for
ever, will. It’s not in my nature and it’s
not what my mom and pop would have
wanted either. Or Ben.” I paused. “Life
is for living. We’ve always said that. So,
let’s get home, see that lawyer, sort out
my parents’ affairs and arrange a
brilliant celebration ceremony for their



lives.”
“That’s the spirit, Rebecca. And I hope
you can come back to my house to enjoy
some of my hospitality as it was cut
short rather unexpectedly.”
Jane clapped her hands again. “Yes,
please, Will.”
Just then John poked his head in the
door. “All set?”
We nodded and gave a collective yes
and headed out to the car.
  We took off at eleven thirty. Five hours
later we were arriving at Marin County
airport at one thirty in the afternoon.
A cab took us back to Will’s home
where he insisted we stay for a further
day or two.



“I’m sorry, Will,” I said, “I would like
to get back to our apartment. I need to
ring Mr Wortle and tell him I’ll be back
at work tomorrow. Is that okay with you,
Jane?”
“Of course, Becs. Whatever you want to
do. We will come back here another
time, Will. Your home is truly
magnificent and I don’t see why you
should be the only one to enjoy it.” 
“Not the only one,” pouted Boopsie.
“I’m here too.”
Boopsie. I still hadn’t got to the bottom
of the problem that was Boopsie. Why
had she and Will had separate rooms at
the White Cow? It didn’t make sense.
“Boopsie,” I said, “of course you’re



here too. Thank you for coming with us.
We’ve enjoyed your company, haven’t
we, Jane?”
Jane smiled. “We have, Boopsie. You’re
a good sport. I thought that man Les
at the archery centre was going to have a
heart attack whenever his hands got
anywhere near your boobs!”
Boopsie laughed. “And did you see that
wife of his! What a state! Poor man!”
“At least you cheered him up for a
while,” I said.
Will was slightly censorious. “You
shouldn’t tease men so much, Boopsie. It
could get you into serious trouble.”
Boopsie laughed even louder. “Will,
why do you think I’m made this



way? That’s my job. To tease men.”
Somehow she managed to stick both her
ass and her tits out at the same time in an
extremely provocative pose.
“Boopsie!” Will said. “Behave. Come
on girls, I’ll take you home.”
Boopsie fluttered her eyelashes. “Will,
please hurry. I’ll be waiting for you.”
Will had to laugh. “Come on, let’s see
what car you fancy riding in.”

***************
We arrived at our humble apartment
block in Will’s huge Bentley Continental
GTV8.
“Here you are, ladies,” Will said as he
took our cases out of the boot. “Show me
the way.”



We protested and said we could carry
our own cases but will was not to be put
off and it would have been churlish not
to let him act the part of the white knight
leading his ladies to the door of his
castle. Except it was our door and
certainly in no way a castle.
“Come in, Will,” I said as I took a case
from him. “Would you like a coffee?”
“Sure, that would be nice.”
Jane made the coffee while I gave Will a
quick tour of the apartment.
“You’ve got a really nice place here,
ladies,” Will said as he sat down.
“It’s Jane’s place really,” I said, “but she
lets me stay here.”
Jane punched me on the arm playfully. “I



don’t know what I’d do without you.”
Silence. Perhaps we were all talked out.
Perhaps we needed some space as in
those Jane Austen novels where the
guests at the big house, especially the
ladies, would retire for the afternoon so
they wouldn’t be bored with each
other’s company when the ball actually
started.
“I guess I’d better be going,” Will said
at last.
“You don’t want to keep Boopsie
waiting,” I teased. “She’ll probably
have some exciting bedroom adventures
lined up for you, Will.”
Will frowned. “I don’t think so. You see
…” he began then stopped.



“What? What, Will?”
Will smiled wryly. “Nothing. All in
good time, Rebecca. You’ll find out all
in good time.”
What was that? What did that mean?
“Sorry, Will, but you’ve lost me.”
“Me, too,” said Jane.
“Nothing. I mean … nothing. Perhaps
when you come to the house I’ll be in a
better position to explain Boopsie.”
Explain Boopsie. This was becoming
more intriguing by the second.
“Come on, Will. Spill.”
I laughed. “That’s a good one, Jane.
Spill, Will. I like it. Come on, Will,
spill.”
Will smiled. “Later, ladies. I’ve got to



go. It’s been a pleasure.”
We saw Will out, collapsed on the sofa
and kicked off our shoes.
“Now just exactly was that all about,
Becs?”

***************
Next day was Sunday so we could relax
completely. We watched some TV
and read a bit and eventually Jane
persuaded me to take a walk. We drove
over to Sausalito which sounds a bit odd
for a walk but this is where we wanted
to walk. We walked just over five miles
around the bay along Bridgeway and the
waterfront. We deliberately avoided
KING HOUSE in case the reliable
Gloria was lurking there. She was bound



to put two and two together so we didn’t
give her the chance. We stopped at Cork
for a taste of Sausalito’s Mediterranean
soul and had a cheese and tomato
panini. 
When we got back home Jane helped me
do a little research. We traced a number
of my parents’ friends and colleagues
and emailed them up to date information
about the accident and the Amish funeral
and told them to be ready to attend a
ceremony when all the details were
confirmed.
Next day I was back at work
Jane promised to ring my parents’
lawyer and fix an appointment for me to
see them. She also kindly set in motion



arrangements at the First Presbyterian
Church for a ceremony to celebrate the
lives of my parents.
Mr Wortle allowed me to call the
hospital but there was no improvement
in Ben’s condition. I seemed to spend the
day in a perpetual fog.
I tramped up the hill after getting off the
Caltrain. Perhaps it was the events of the
previous few days but I felt worn out. I
just wanted everything to be all over, the
lawyer, the celebration ceremony, the
selling of my parents’ place, Ben to be
well again …

Jane took one look at me and gave
me a huge hug. “Becs, sit down. Here,
have a glass of wine.” 



She handed me a large glass of
red. I took a big gulp. This was
something I could easily get used to.
That’s the trouble though, isn’t it kid I
told myself. Well, given the
circumstances maybe for this week only
then I would have to get a grip. Using
alcohol as a prop was never a good idea
but if it could get me through a few
stormy days – stormy? Who you
kidding? – absolute mega force
hurricane blow away New Orleans type
of stormy days.

I took another swig. I half closed
my eyes. I was slipping into a torpor
when the doorbell rang and made me
jump.



Jane was up in a flash which in
itself was a bit suspicious.

“Da-da!” she announced as she
showed Will in.

“Will! What are you doing here?”
“Becs, that’s no way to welcome a

visitor.”
“Visitor! I hope I’m much more

than that.”
“Of course you are, Will. Forgive

me,” Jane gushed.
“Rebecca, I have a proposition for

you. I’ve spoken to Mr Wortle and he
says you certainly weren’t at your best
today.”

“I guess not. But I need my job.
Now more than ever.”



“Well, okay you need your job and
I know it may occupy your mind but it
doesn’t help to move things forward.
I’ve spoken to Jane and she’s quite
happy to …”

“What’s this? A conspiracy?
Jane?”

“Becs, calm down. Will and I
think it would be much better for you to
go back to Hornell and visit Ben daily.
Take his favourite music, talk to him, just
spend daily time with him. Jane will be
with you. I’ve fixed up a hotel in Hornell
near the hospital for you both. Mr
Wortle has suggested you take the rest of
the week off. Jane has given me the
details of the celebration ceremony for



your parents. We’ve fixed up an
appointment with your lawyer for
tomorrow morning after which time my
pilot will fly you and Jane to Hornell.
You can return on Saturday and we’ll all
go to the ceremony in San Luis Obispo
on Sunday. How does that sound?”

“Well, I’m a bit stunned. I mean …
But what about the details of the
ceremony? I need to choose readings,
who’ll read them, hymns, write eulogies,
liaise with the minister and … well…” 

“It’s all in hand. The minister has
chosen some of your parents’ favourite
hymns, he has suggested readings that
you might like to use, and you’ll have
time to write eulogies when you’re in



Hornell. Two of your parents’ friends
have asked if they can say their pieces.
Once the different bits are ready all you
need do is suggest an order of service,
let me and the minister know and it will
be printed in good time.”

“What can I say? Yes, thank you.
Thank you too, Jane. I don’t deserve
such good friends.” I began to cry,
overwhelmed with my feelings of
gratitude.

Jane hugged me.
Will coughed. “When the service

is over we’ll go to that place in San Luis
that your parents often liked to visit, the
one on the sea front. I’ve chosen some
food. It’s all paid for.”



Tears filled my eyes. “Sssh,” Jane
said. “You’ve had one terrible week,
Becs and another that is not going to be
easy I know but we’ll make sure it’s as
good as it can be.”

Suddenly I remembered Will’s
promise. “Has your doctor friend
examined Ben yet?”

I stared at Will anxiously. I knew
the answer before he spoke.

“Yes, Rebecca. He confirmed Dr
Mills’ words. In fact he said Dr Mills
was an exceptionally talented surgeon
and if he had not acted so quickly Ben
would surely be dead. My friend also
said that he was confident Ben would get
better but he said it would take time. It



may take weeks, it may take months. It
may even take years but you cannot rush
these things. He did suggest that you
should visit Ben daily. That’s why as
soon as I got his report I called Mr
Wortle. I’m sorry I went behind your
back but I thought I needed to take action
first and then ask for your approval.”

“Oh, Will, Jane, you are both so
kind and thoughtful,” I wailed.

Jane hugged me again. Will sat
down on the other side of me and held
me close. His hand stroked my face.
Badgers and camels! I should not be
feeling the feeling that jumped through
me at that instant.

“Oh, Rebecca, you are such a



wonderful young woman. You have no
idea how fond of you I am. I would do
anything to take away your pain.”

What was this? Did I hear
correctly? I stared at Will.

“I’m sorry, I should not have said
that. I want to woo you properly,
Rebecca. Will you let me do that?”

Bananas and cucumbers! Would I
let him woo me? I turned away from
Jane and kissed Will passionately on the
lips.

Jane stood up. “Well, I’d better
leave you two to it.”

I broke from Will. “Will, I will let
you woo me. I promise.”

“I don’t want you to let me woo



you just out of gratitude for the help I’m
giving you for your brother you know. I
shouldn’t have said that. I should have
waited but I couldn’t help myself.”

I touched my lips with my right
hand. They tingled and seemed to
vibrate.

“What’s the matter, Rebecca?”
I smiled. “Nothing, Will.

Everything’s fine.”
***************

It was over two hundred miles to
San Luis Obispo but Jane insisted on
driving us in her Clio. Actually it
was ideal for Highway 101 as the road
clung to the cliff and gave an unrivalled
view of the ocean.



Mr Hill’s office was in downtown
San Luis and we found it easily. I had
suspected what Mr Hill would say. The
payments for the house had always been
paid but my parents had left the Amish
community with almost nothing. The
neighbours had been very kind and my
parents never turned their noses up at
anything they were given so they never
incurred any major debts apart from the
mortgage. Unfortunately the house was
scarcely worth much more than my mom
and pop had paid for it so once the house
was sold and the mortgage was paid off
there would be very little left.

I shook hands with Mr Hill and
signed the necessary papers. I promised



I would come back after the church
ceremony the following week and clear
out the house. In the meantime he would
organise a real estate company to put the
house up for sale and start advertising.

I didn’t want to go and see the
house where I had had so many happy
memories but Jane persuaded me to have
a quick look around Ben’s room so I
could pick up some CDs of his.

By the time we had had something
to eat and had driven all the way back to
San Francisco it was late afternoon.

However, Will was waiting for
us and before long we were boarding his
jet and taking off for Hornell. It was late
when we arrived but a car was waiting



to take us into the town and after a quick
bite to eat at a diner we checked in at
our hotel. Jane had picked up a bottle of
wine from the diner of all places after
she sweet talked one of the waiters.

I was dead on my feet by the time
we sat down in our little set of rooms.

Jane found two glasses. “Cheers,”
she said as we drank the cheap booze.
“Ugh,” she grimaced. “It’s a bit rough.”

“It is,” I agreed. “Where’s it
from?”

Jane tried to read the label. “Not
sure. Have some more. It gets better as
you drink more.”

I laughed. “You mean as it numbs
your senses.”



“Well, you know.”
“So tomorrow we’ll head for a

diner to have some breakfast then it’s
straight to the hospital to see Ben. What
sort of music does he like, Becs?”

“I don’t really know. I’ve got a
handful of stuff here but it’s all a bit
twee. I thought he into more rock stuff
than this. It’s odd.”

“Mmm,” Jane said. “Perhaps he’s
borrowed it from a girlfriend.”

“Well, the easiest thing to do is
just to play some stuff and see if there is
any reaction.”

“Then we can take a break, come
back here and do some work on the
order of service for your parents’



celebration ceremony.”
“Okay,” I nodded. I paused. “I just

hope we can make some progress this
week.”

“We’ll do our best. That’s all we
can do. At the end of the week if we
think we’re not getting anywhere we’ll
have to rethink our plan. In any case
we’re going home again on Saturday and
then on to San Luis for the ceremony. By
then there may well be some
improvement in Ben’s condition.”

“I guess. It’s just so good of Will
to organise all this.”

“Well, he did say he was very
fond of you, Becs.”

“I know. But what does it mean? I



mean how do I get past Boopsie?”
“You don’t. She’s there. Let’s face

it you can hardly miss her. I think Will is
getting tired of her. He’s probably
thinking she may have a great body but
you can’t spend your life just screwing
and not talking or sharing anything.”

“How do you know, Jane? I bet
most men do just that.”

We laughed, finished the wine and
fell asleep still half dressed.



Chapter Four 

After having a full breakfast at a local
diner we set off for the hospital.
“Good morning, Miss Grenville, Miss
Hudson,” Dr Mills greeted us. “Mr King
told me of your plans. I would suggest
you spend an hour or two then have a
break for lunch.”
“We’ll just have to see how it goes,” I
said.
“Of course, of course.”
“Once again thank you, Dr Mills for
saving Ben’s life. Mr King’s friend was
very complimentary about your work.”
“That’s all right. It’s all part of the job.”
“Nevertheless you did a fine job and I



should thank you. Thank you.”
Inside Ben’s room nothing had changed.
The tubes, the wires, the beeps – Ben’s
condition – just the same. A nurse
provided us with a portable CD player
and I put on a CD of Ben’s I had found. It
was Eminem and I knew Ben loved his
stuff but after a while it began to grate.
“I’m surprised Ben likes to listen to this
when it’s full of swearing. I mean
when he lived with the Amish he would
never have heard some of these words,”
Jane said.
“I know and perhaps it was just a sign of
Ben growing up as a normal American
teenager that he turned towards this kind
of music. You know, his way of



rebelling.”
“He seemed to be a pretty cool kid when
I lived beside you and your family.”
“He was, is, I mean is. Ben is still alive
and he’s going to get better.”
“Of course he is, Becs. Of course he is.”
Jane paused for a moment then she got
up and switched off the CD. “I noticed a
thrift store next to the diner. Why don’t
we pop in there and see if there are any
CDs we can pick up. They seem to sell
almost anything.”
“Good idea, Jane. Anything is better than
this.”
“But if it isn’t Ben’s then I suppose it
doesn’t have any point, does it? I mean if
it’s supposed to bring him back to



consciousness it will have to be his stuff
won’t it?”
“I guess you’re right but we can mix it a
bit. Play some of Ben’s stuff then when
it’s driving us crazy try something else.”
“We’ll see. Depends if we can pick up
anything.”
  “Anyway, you can sing to him.”
I twisted my face.
“Come on, Becs. You’ve got a lovely
voice. It’s so … so mellifluous. That’s
the word,” Jane said triumphantly.
I smiled. “Flatterer.” I paused. “What
should I sing?”
“I don’t know, something uplifting I
guess.”
“I know a lot of hymns I suppose.”



“No, something lighter. How about What
a Wonderful World? You know the Louis
Armstrong song.” 
“Then there’s Imagine by John Lennon
and Perfect Day by Lou Reed. But do
we know all the words?” 
“Just Google them. Oh, and what about
that Bette Midler one? I really like that
one.”
“Do you mean From a Distance?” 
“I think that’s the one.” Jane fiddled with
her smart phone. “Yes, here it is. Look
you can read the words.”
Jane showed me her phone.
“Shall I start?” I said.
“Yes, we’ll sing together. I love this
song.”



So it was that my best friend Jane
and I started singing From A Distance. 
“From a distance the world looks blue
and green
And the snow-capped mountains white.” 
Our voices were a bit weak to begin
with but soon we were into the proper
rhythm and pitch and starting to belt out
the song with gusto. We were just into
the bit where the song changes to God
is watching us, God is watching us/God
is watching us from a distance and really
becoming emotional when the door
opened and a nurse walked in.
She walked towards us, indicated she
wanted to see the phone and quickly
joined in singing.



Seconds later Dr Mills himself came in
to see what the noise was and he joined
in too.
When we had finished I looked at them
and said, “Again. That was great.”

We had hardly begun when two
more medical people came in and
started singing with us. Soon we had a
group of ten people singing their hearts
out. This time when we had finished we
all clapped. It was a very emotional
moment. Tears were streaming down my
face.

I prayed Ben would move. A
flutter of an eyelid. A finger. Anything.

Dr Mills came to stand beside me
as I stared intently at Ben. “Don’t worry,



Miss Grenville, I think Ben is becoming
stronger. We reduced the strength of the
pain killers yesterday and Ben has
reacted positively. If he’s the same
tomorrow we may try to bring him out of
the coma.”

“Really? That’s the first piece of
good news I’ve had for weeks.”

Jane hugged me. “Let’s keep our
fingers crossed, Becs. I enjoyed that
singing.”

The rest of the impromptu choir
had already broken up but they were all
smiling. I enjoyed singing when I was
younger. It was something that engaged
the mind and the body and didn’t involve
running around, something I wasn’t



particularly keen on.
The rest of the day was spent in

fairly mundane tasks. We ate at a diner
again, went back to our hotel suite and I
wrote out the order of service and
emailed it to the reliable Gloria, and we
popped into the thrift store to have a
look at their CDs. The only thing worth
buying was an old Stones CD that
included a number of their early hits.

Jane picked it up. “I don’t think
this will be Ben’s thing but there’s some
great stuff on here. It may make us feel
good even if it doesn’t wake Ben up.”

I smiled. “Just get it. We’ll give it
a try tomorrow.”

Back at the hotel I called Will and



brought him up to date with Ben’s
progress. He told me that Boopsie sent
her love. I told him I had emailed Gloria
the order of service and he said she had
told him and he had already been in
touch with the printer. We chatted about
nothing much for a while then said
goodbye. I felt vaguely dissatisfied. I
loved the sound of his deep, melodious
sexy voice and I wanted to listen to it
again and again. Deep inside I suppose I
really wanted to touch Will, to be beside
him. I sighed.

Jane grinned. “Missing him,
Becs?”

I nodded. “Do you think,” I began.
“What?”



“Oh, nothing. Just I thought Will
and I were making good progress and
then all this happens. And then there’s
still Boopsie. I’m sure he hasn’t told me
the whole story about Boopsie.”

“What do you mean?”
“Well, why did they have separate

rooms at the White Cow Inn and then
again at the Comfort Inn in Jamestown. It
doesn’t add up. Then when I asked him
if Boopsie was just there to meet his
sexual needs Will never said she was or
she wasn’t.”
“What exactly did he say?”

“He said, yes and no.”
“Yes and no?”

“Yes, that’s it. Now what exactly does



that mean?”
“Becs, I’ve no idea. Come on,

let’s go see Ben and then eat.”
********************

The next day was pretty much the
same as the last one. Hospital, diner,
hotel, diner hospital hotel, diner. The
only thing of note was the singing where
we ended up with a choir of almost
twenty and the dancing when we played
the Stones’ Jumping Jack Flash. I don’t
think Dr Mills approved of the dancing
but it didn’t last long. 

That night we visited the hospital
again as we were becoming bored. Ben
was now breathing without any help.
This was a major leap forward and we



later found a quiet place to have a few
drinks to celebrate.

The following day was Friday and
it started just like any other day: hotel,
diner, hospital.

I sat on one side of Ben’s bed and
Jane the other. I started talking. “Ben, I
love you so much. I need you to come
back to us. There’s been an accident but
I’ll tell you all about that when you’re
awake. We’ll have to make special
arrangements for you when you are
better. I don’t know yet where we’ll live
but we’ll work something out.”

I paused. Jane spoke. “Becs, you
and Ben can both live with me.
There’s enough room.”



“Jane, I don’t think there is but
thanks for the offer.”

“Come on, let’s sing.”
We started with Wonderful

World and that can be a tear jerker on its
own. It was when we really got into our
favourite, From A Distance, that things
started to happen. 

We had been joined by a mixture
of medics, porters, and catering staff
from all parts of the hospital who all had
smart phones and had either access to
the words or had by now learnt them all
by heart. Word had ripped round that
these two young women were trying to
revive the brother of one of them by
singing.



Jane had nudged me as we sung
the last few words and pointed towards
where Ben lay. I couldn’t see anything
but then when we hit the last God is
watching us from a distance and tears
were once again streaming down my
face it happened. 

Ben’s right eye moved.
“Ben! Ben!” I screamed.
The right eye was now fully

opened. The left eye was struggling.
Jane was trying to get a nurse to find Dr
Mills.

The rest of the day was a blur. All
I remember is Ben muttering, “Becs,”
before he closed his eyes.

Dr Mills did his best to calm me



down insisting yes, it was a wonderful
sign but there was still a long way to go.
I didn’t care. At that moment I knew Ben
was going to live.

********************
Sitting with Jane beside me in

Mr Hill’s office in San Luis Obispo
seemed surreal as I struggled to come to
terms with what Mr Hill had just said.

“You mean. That’s it? After the
house is sold and the mortgage paid off
there’ll only be about fifty dollars?”

“I’m afraid so, Miss Grenville.
You see your parents took out a mortgage
relatively late in their lives and in the
early days of a mortgage not a great deal
is paid off the capital part of the loan.



Most of the money paid is interest.”
“I see. Oh well, I didn’t expect to

make money out of my parents’ deaths.
It’s just with Ben to look after it will be
difficult.”

“Becs, don’t worry. I’ll help you.”
“I know you will, Jane. But that’s

not the point,” I snapped at her and
immediately regretted it. “Sorry, Jane.” I
twisted my face.

Jane smiled and squeezed my
shoulder. “We’ll be fine. Don’t worry.”

I stood up. “Thanks, Mr Hill.” I
shook his hand.

“You need to sign some more
papers, Miss Grenville, before you go.”

I sat down again.



“We’ll be clearing the house
tomorrow. At least as much as we can
take. I’ll let you know if there’s anything
we want of the larger items otherwise
you can sell them with the house. Can
you please organise that, Mr Hill?”

“Sure, there’s a realtor I deal with
on a regular basis. We’ll sort it all out
for you.”

“Are you sure, Becs? Do you not
want to have a look at everything first
and then think about it?”

Tears filled my eyes. “Jane, I
know every item in the house intimately.
I may keep some small items
as mementoes but most of the stuff is
worthless. My parents weren’t in the



least bit materialistic. They left the
Amish because  … because …”

“Becs, what is it? What’s the
matter?”

I suppose I would tell Jane the
truth one day but today wasn’t that day.

“Because they felt trapped. They
wanted to spread their wings and
become the people they knew they could
be. And they knew they couldn’t do that
by staying Amish. But most of the Amish
life they loved: the sense of community,
helping one another, the simplicity and
slowness of the life …”

Jane stared at me.
“What?”

“Becs, you sound almost nostalgic. You



sound as if you miss the life.”
“Jane, I do and I don’t. Besides, I

can never go back there. I don’t want to
talk about it.”

Mr Hill had sat silently while we
talked. Now he handed me some more
papers to sign. “Miss Grenville, if you
sign here and here it gives me authority
to put the house up for sale and the
contents apart from those items you wish
to keep. Any monies remaining will be
paid direct into your checking account.”

I signed where Mr Hill had
indicated, shook hands with him and we
left.

Jane’s parents still lived in the
house next to my parents’ place so they



were delighted to see us both. They fed
us well and we brought them up to date
with as much news as we wanted to tell
them. When the subject of men came up
– parents are always interested in this
aspect of their offspring’s’ lives
(generally to do with wanting
grandchildren or so older members of
staff at StartUp tell me) – Jane and I
gently skirted around it. 

I explained I was putting all my
energies into making a success of my
new job. Jane said she was still looking
for the ideal job. Unfortunately I slipped
up when I mentioned that I’d had the job
of interviewing Will King. I had hoped
that they wouldn’t have heard of him but



it seems everyone has.
Mr Hudson was particularly

interested as he dabbled in writing
software himself. I’d forgotten.

“So, Becs, what was he like? How
did he make it so fast and so big?”

Jane kicked me under the table. I
had to say something. “Well, you should
really buy the magazine, Mr Hudson. I
will tell you that he is a nerd in that he’s
been writing software since he was
about six. His company was able to
grow so fast because his dad started to
pour money into it once he saw it was
going to be a winner.”

“Becs had only been there a week
or so when she got news of the accident



so I guess she can’t really say much
more about her job, can you Becs?”

I shook my head. “Not really.” I
paused. “Jane and I are going to start
sorting out stuff in the house later on.
Would you like to come in and help us?
There may be something you would like
to keep as a memento?”

“Okay, we could do that couldn’t
we, Alison?” Mr Hudson said to his
wife.

“It’ll be a pleasure. Is everything
set for tomorrow, Becs?” Mrs Hudson
asked.

I nodded. “Yes, I think so. The
reliable Gloria, err I mean Mr King’s
secretary has been dealing with the



emails for me while we’ve been up at
Hornell watching over Ben.”

“Is he any better, Becs?”
We told them of the music we had

tried, then the singing and finally Ben
opening one eye and whispering one
word, “Becs.”

“It must be hard for you, Becs,”
Mrs Hudson said. “Are you thinking of
moving back here when Ben gets out of
hospital? We are both semi-retired so
we could perhaps help out.”

“Thanks very much, Mrs Hudson.
That’s a very kind offer but I don’t know
yet how long it will be before Ben gets
out of hospital. And I don’t know yet
how badly injured he is. I mean I don’t



know if he will be able to talk or walk
or …”

I choked on my words and started
to cry.

Jane and her mother hugged me.
“There, there, Becs,” they said. “I’m
sorry I brought the subject up,” Mrs
Hudson added.

We finished our meal in silence.
The afternoon was a sombre affair

as we sorted through my parents’
belongings. I think Jane and her parents
were reluctant to say much in case they
set me off weeping again. I needed to
pull myself together. I would be glad
when tomorrow was over.

I filled a small box with a few



cheap ornaments. Mrs Hudson took a
dress of my mother’s she had always
liked. Mr Hudson took a jacket of my
dad’s. Jane picked out a few books. I
decided we had to take all of Ben’s stuff
and find somewhere to cram it in at our
apartment. I just didn’t want to get rid of
any of his things as the future was so
uncertain.

Jane’s parents treated us to supper
at a nearby diner and then Jane and I
spent the night at my former home.

********************
I wept buckets the next day. It was

as if all the pain inside of me was
pouring out. Boopsie said it was
cathartic. I thought she was probably



right but I hadn’t realised she would
know such a word. I was pleased she
had done her best to hide her massive
chest and ass as I didn’t want her to be
the centre of attention.

Will, his driver John and the
reliable Gloria were also present as
well as several neighbours, Mr and Mrs
Hudson, Jane of course, lots of mom’s
and pop’s colleagues and many of the
church community. The place was
packed.

I had wanted to give a eulogy for
my parents but I knew I would be too
overcome with emotion so Jane did it.
She was brilliant. One of mom’s friends
spoke, one of my pop’s, and the minister



spoke at length about the innate goodness
of my parents. It was a very moving
ceremony and at the end of it I was
pleased that I had given mom and pop a
good send off.

Afterwards we adjourned to the
church hall where a local restaurant had
been booked to provide food. By three
o’ clock it was all over and I was ready
to go home to San Francisco.

We had packed Jane’s Clio with
Ben’s things earlier and it was only
when Will saw it that he spoke up.
“Jane, you can’t drive like that. You
won’t be able to see a thing. John, put
most of these things into my car. We’ll
call you and drop them off when you get



back.”
“Okay,” I said. “Thanks for all

your help, Will.”
Will hugged me. “Once you’re

over this, Rebecca, it will be time for us
to get to know each other better.”

What was that? What about
Boopsie? Will puzzled me more than
ever.

We said our goodbyes to Will and
his entourage and then to Jane’s parents.

********************
We arrived outside our apartment

about seven thirty in the evening. I felt
worn out. We moved Ben’s belongings
and the other bits and pieces we’d
brought from the car to the apartment.



“What a mess,” I said as I looked
at the piles of stuff.

“Don’t worry, we’ll sort it out.
Have a glass of wine,” Jane said.

We sat down and clinked glasses.
“Cheers,” Jane said.

“Cheers.”
At that moment the doorbell

chimed.
“Oh, no, who can that be?”
Jane opened the door and ushered

in Will, followed by John carrying more
of Ben’s things.

“I thought I’d just drop in. If I
called I had a feeling you would try to
put me off. Come on, we’re going to The
Slanted Door then to my place.”



“What about Ben? I need to get
back to Hornell tomorrow.”

“No, you don’t, Rebecca. I’ll
arrange to fly you and Jane up there
Tuesday. In the meantime I want you both
to have a break at my house.”

I’d called the hospital earlier and
knew that Ben had made no further
movements or speech since the
seemingly big breakthrough. Dr Mills
had warned me that sometimes this kind
of thing happened. A patient may
suddenly show signs of improvement
then go back into a deep sleep not unlike
the coma from which they were
struggling to escape.

“Becs, come on. We can’t wait



around Ben all the time. A short break
won’t harm him and it’ll do us the world
of good.”

I sighed. I knew she was right.
Soon we were parking in

the Embarcadero car park. I was very
wary of crossing the road but Jane and
Will made sure the way was clear and
just about frog marched me across. 

We had another splendid meal at
The Slanted Door and soon we were
heading up towards Will’s magnificent
house in Belvedere.

I was surprised that Jane and I
would be sharing a room again as Will
had suggested that other possibilities
could happen. However, I didn’t care. I



wanted to sleep. For hours and hours
and hours and put the whole of the day
behind me. 

And I did.
********************

I woke up late the next day. Jane’s
bed was empty. As before I found she
was with Will in the pool. This time I
joined them. We splashed about, threw
Frisbees, had races and generally just
messed about.

We sat at the side of the pool and
drank champagne.

“What’s this for?” I laughed.
“Champagne in the middle of the
morning?”

Will grinned. “It’s to celebrate the



end of Rebecca’s period of mourning.”
“Whoa, that’s far too quick. The

Amish wear black for a year and have a
full year of mourning.”

“Yes, but you’ve left the Amish
life long ago,” Will said. “I don’t want
you to go crazy and drink yourself
stupid, Rebecca. And I know Ben is not
out of the woods yet, but I would just
like to say, ‘Welcome back to life,
Rebecca.’”

“Here, here,” Jane joined in. “Life
is for living.”

“And for loving,” Will winked. “A
very good friend of mine is coming over
later today, Jane, and I hope you two hit
it off.”



What was this? Was Will setting
up a double date?
“What makes you think I need a man?”
Jane said.

“Don’t you? I thought everyone
needed someone. Unless you need a
woman?”

Jane laughed. “No, I do like men.
Becs is the one who doesn’t like men
very much at all.”

“There is a good reason for that,
Jane, as you know. And I don’t dislike
men, I’m just a bit wary of them.”

Jane frowned. “Actually, Becs, I
don’t really know. You’ve only hinted at
why you are the way you are.”

“I’m sure Rebecca does have a



good reason and I’m sure she’ll tell us
when she wants to.”

“Thank you, Will, thank you.”
Jane changed the subject. “What

is this friend of yours like, Will? Tell me
something about him.”

“Sure. He’s tall, very dark haired,
the opposite of me in fact, dangerously
handsome, incredibly athletic, good at
most things he does, quite well off and a
great sense of humour.”

“Wow! He sounds too good to be
true. You’re not pulling my leg are
you, Will?”

“No, honest. He’s a great guy but
he’s never met a woman he really likes. I
thought you might find him interesting.”



“What’s his name?”
“Julian, Julian Johnson. He’s in

the movie business. Special effects.
Based in the valley.”

“Okay, he does sound interesting.”
“So, Will the match maker,” I

teased.
“Perhaps. You see I think that we

are all half an angel and we need the
other half to make us whole.”

“D H Lawrence,” I said
immediately. “The Rainbow.” 

Will laughed. “You’ve found me
out. But I do think it’s a nice idea, don’t
you, ladies?”

“It’s a lovely idea, Will,” Jane
said. “Isn’t it, Becs?”



“Definitely. I think my
parents were two halves of an angel.”
The tears started welling up again.

“I’m sure they were, Becs, and
that’s why we both need to meet our half
of an angel, especially you.”

I looked at him, puzzled. “Why
me, especially, Will?”

“Because you’re such a lovely
person, Rebecca. And you’ve just been
through a nightmare of loss. Still going
through it really.”

The tears trickled down my face.
Will pulled me to my feet. “Oh,
Rebecca, I’m so sorry for reminding
you. So sorry.” He began kissing my
tears away. Bananas and cucumbers! It



was so romantic. I cried even more. Will
held me tight. “Rebecca, you’re so
lovely, so lovely.”

All I could think about was
Boopsie. Where was she? She was
always here when I was here, wasn’t
she?

“What are you doing, Will?
Where’s Boopsie?”

“Forget about Boopsie. I’m trying
to tell you, Rebecca, I …”

At that moment the door burst open
and there stood Boopsie! I nearly
fainted.

“Will King, put that girl down. I
can’t leave you for five minutes and
you’re pawing another woman behind



my back.”
Will laughed. He laughed! What

was going on?
“Boopsie, it’s time we came

clean. We’ve played the charade long
enough. It worked as long as I wanted it
to work but I don’t want it to work any
longer.”

Boopsie grinned. “Good, I was
getting sick of playing an overdeveloped
bimbo. But, she added, “has Rebecca
signed the paperwork?”

Jane and I looked at each other,
baffled.

“Paperwork?” I managed to
squawk. “What paperwork? Why?”

“Let’s get dressed (we three were



still in our swimming costumes) then
we’ll have lunch and we’ll explain
everything.”

Jane stood up. “Okay. Come on,
Becs. Let’s move. I can’t wait to hear
what this is all about.”

Five minutes later, after much
speculation between Jane and I, we
were out on the terrace being served
lunch by Archie. There was no sign of
Will or Boopsie. 

Two or three minutes later they
appeared and sat down to join us.

“Okay,” Jane rushed in, “what’s
this all about?”

Will coughed. “Well, as I’m not
too bad looking, (Who is he trying to



kid? He’s sex on legs.) but more to the
point because I am a very, very rich
young man and therefore a target for
ladies who are more interested in their
pockets than their hearts, my
dad suggested I should have a pre-
nuptial contract drawn up which could
be used if I ever meet a woman that I
want to marry.”

Jane gasped. “Becs, Will wants to
marry you!”

My heart was going crazy. This
can’t be happening to me. We haven’t
even kissed properly yet.

“Well, that is true but there is one
test that Rebecca must pass before we
can sign the contract.”



“Will King, you are assuming an
awful lot.” Where did those words come
from? I was putting my foot in it before I
even saw the damn paperwork. And
what test did I have to pass? Badgers
and camels!

“Please, Rebecca, listen to me. If
you don’t want to sign the contract you
don’t have to. I know my dad will go
mad at me but I trust you, Rebecca.”

“Okay, but what’s this test you
want me to pass?”

“I would rather not discuss this in
front of your friend and my sister but …

“Sister? What, who are you talking
about?”

“Me, darling,” Boopsie stuck her



chest out even more than usual. “Sorry, I
must stop playing Boopsie from now on.
She was great fun for a while I must say.
I am Will’s sister and I have played
Boopsie ever since he became rich and
famous and the most eligible bachelor in
the whole of California. My real name is
Bridget so we just exaggerated a
little. And yes, this is my real body and
sometimes I wish I was a bit more …
normal, I guess. Men drool over me all
the time but I wish I could turn into a
small chested, thin woman with a
scraggy backside so I could meet a man
who doesn’t react to his groin.”

“Boopsie, you’re absolutely
beautiful!” Jane exclaimed. “Most



women would kill to look like you.”
“You are, you know, Boopsie.

Beautiful.”
This time Boopsie was crying.

“Jane, Rebecca, thank you so much.
You’re so kind.”

The test. I hadn’t forgotten about
the test.

I coughed. “This test, Will. I don’t
suppose it involves having sex with you,
does it?”

Will looked embarrassed. “Yes, it
does. This wasn’t supposed to happen
like this, Rebecca. I fell in love with you
but due to events I haven’t been able to
court you. I wanted to take it more
slowly but the deaths of your parents and



the terrible injuries suffered by your
brother made me realise I was just
wasting time and I should get on with
things.”

“Still doesn’t sound good, Will.
What, exactly, do you want me to do?”

“I’m not prepared to say in front of
your best friend and my sister. All I can
say is that you will enjoy it immensely.”

“And if I don’t? Or you don’t?”
Will shook his head. “That isn’t

going to happen, Rebecca. Trust me.”
“Okay, but where do we go from

here?”
“Well, I told you earlier that my

friend Julian was coming here and that
I would introduce Jane to him and ...”



“Just a minute. You’re not
suggesting we embark on some kind of
orgy are you?”

Boopsie laughed. “Oh, goodie.
Can I join in?”

Will was horrified. “Bridget! Shut
up. You’re Bridget from now on,
remember.”

I stared at Will, waiting for him to
go on.

“All I’m saying is that the four of
us have a pleasant evening together
either here or maybe at a restaurant and
then see what develops from that.”

“Mmm, that sounds different to
what you said earlier about a test.”

“Rebecca, when we’re alone,



we’ll talk about it. Okay?”
Jane chipped in cheerily. “Let’s

just have a good time, Becs, and see
how we all get on. Okay?”

I was still dubious. My
experiences with men, or at least one
man, were not at all favourable. I was
hoping for a romantic tryst (where did
that come from?) with Will but I didn’t
envisage some kind of sex test. I mean
did I want to have sex with him? Ever?
Ever? Come on, Becs, at some time
surely? I guess but he seemed to be kind
of rushing things.

“Becs? Come back to us.” Jane
was in my face.

“What? Oh, yes. I’m not making



any promises, Will. I warn you.”
“Rebecca, that’s fine by me. We’ll

see how it goes. It’s just that you’re
going back to Hornell tomorrow and it
could be another week before you’re
back.”

“Yes, it could be. But I’ve made
up my mind. If Ben does not come out of
the coma by next weekend I’m going
back to work. After that I’ll try and get
up at weekends.”

“My pilot will fly you up,
Rebecca. No problem.”

“Okay, Will.” I paused. “Have you
anywhere in mind we should go
tonight?”

“Well, Julian said he would be



here by four so I thought we would go
out to eat straight away and come back
here for drinks afterwards and watch the
sun set.”
“Sounds like a plan,” Jane said.

“What about me?” Boopsie
(Bridget) said.

“This time, Bridget, do you mind
staying here on your own?”

“No, I can read.”
Curiosity got the better of me.

“What are you reading, B .. err,
Bridget?”

“War and Peace,” she said
triumphantly. 

“Great book,” I said, “but very
long.”



“Yes, I know. I’m nearly finished
actually.”

Well, the new Boopsie/Bridget
was certainly a surprise. War and
Peace was at least one thousand five
hundred pages in most editions. 

“Are you enjoying it?” I asked.
“Yes, I struggled at first but once

you get into it it’s well worth the effort,”
replied Bridget.

“Okay,” Jane said. “Enough of
that. What about where we eat?”

Will clapped his hands. “Well, we
could go to The Slanted Door again but
have you ever been to Forbes Island?”

“No, but I’ve always wanted to.
We always promised ourselves we



would go there one day didn’t
we, Becs?” 

“We certainly did. Isn’t that the
place where you can dine underwater?”

Will nodded. “Yes, it is. It’s a
floating island.”

“How do you get there?” Jane
asked.

“I think you get a boat from I dock
if I remember correctly. I’ll check it
online.”

I looked over Will’s shoulder as
he brought up the details. It opened for
dining at five o’ clock. “That’s good
timing, Will. Julian’s coming at four isn’t
he?”

“Yes, he is. I’ll make a reservation



and warn John we’ll need him.” Will
took out his cell and called the
restaurant. Then he picked up the
internal phone and called John.

“Okay, we’re all set. After your
lunch is digested I’ll show you some of
my soccer skills and we’ll have a quick
game.”

“I’m not sure my leg’s up to it,
Will,” I said.

“Rebecca, you can be in goal.”
“Is that difficult?” I asked.
Will laughed. “It can be. No, don’t

worry, we’ll play indoors in my gym as
there are only four of us. We’ll use
skittles as goals. Have either of you
played before?”



Jane and I shake our heads.
Neither of us is very sporty.

“Okay, Bridget is a very useful
player so it’ll have to be me and
Rebecca against Bridget and Jane.”

“I didn’t expect to be playing
games. I mean, you know, doing sport
stuff. I haven’t any kit.”

“Neither have I,” said Jane.
“I’ve got plenty,” Bridget said.

“It’ll be a bit baggy but that doesn’t
matter. Come on, let’s get ready.”

Five minutes later we were lined
up in Will’s gym. All the equipment had
been stored in a space at one side and a
folding door closed to shut everything
away.



“You can bounce the ball off the
walls including the doors. So if you miss
the skittle but the ball comes back off the
wall and knocks the skittle down it’s a
goal. The skittle must fall down for it to
be a goal. The only time we stop is when
a goal is scored. Then the team who lost
the goal start with the ball. That’s it I
think. Bridget?”

“No, that’s it. Tackling is allowed
but not too heavy. And remember this is
a game played with the feet.”

Will kicked off, motioning to me to
make some space by moving away to his
left. He kicked the ball towards me. I
tried to kick it back to him as he moved
up the gym to the right but I simply



missed the ball altogether.
Bridget got the ball, turned and hit

a shot straight at our skittle.
“One nil,” she said with glee.
As soon as we kicked off I lost the

ball again and this time Jane scored.
By the time we were finished

Bridget and Jane had won 20 – 2. All the
same it was fun. I could have blamed my
leg I guess as it was a little bit sore but
really I was hopeless.

“Sorry about that, Will. I guess I’m
not much good at soccer.”

“You’ll get better. Come on, let’s
shower and get changed. Julian will be
here in about half an hour.”

Sure enough we had all just



gathered on the terrace when Siggy
announced that Julian had arrived. I saw
Jane catch her breath as she saw Julian
for the first time. He was a very
handsome man, not as overwhelmingly
gorgeous as Will, of course, but still
pretty hot.

Jane grinned at me and was soon
deep in conversation with Julian. She
had always had the knack of being
comfortable with anyone and I was
pleased for her. We had a couple of
drinks and then set off in Will’s Bentley.

John dropped us off and we
walked along Pier 41 and there was the
boat to take us to the floating restaurant.
We were helped on board and then set



off. It was very calm.
Will suddenly remembered

something important to him. Anxiety
flooded his face as he asked me,
“Rebecca, you don’t get sea sick do
you?”

“Generally,” I said. “Why?”
Will groaned. “Sometimes the

restaurant rocks a bit.”
I grinned. So that was it. I’m pretty

sure Will wasn’t thinking of me but
himself. I mean I wouldn’t be much good
to him later if I was throwing up all over
the place.

“Why are you smiling, Rebecca?”
“Nothing, Will. Look, it’s calm

and if I stick to regular food and avoid



any sea food I should be fine.”
“Does fish upset you?”
“Shell fish seems to. Other fish

food is okay most of the time.”
Julian chipped in. “You’ll be fine,

Rebecca. Forbes do a superb steak. Or,
if you prefer a great rack of lamb.”

It was a fine evening and I
persuaded Will that we should eat
outside. It was a bit blowy but the fresh
air ensured I didn’t feel sick. Also I
stuck to the lamb.

Back at Will’s we had a few
drinks and watched the sunset from the
terrace.

Then came the moment I
dreaded/looked forward to. Bed time.



“I think Jane and I are going to
stay here a bit longer and chat,” Julian
said.

“Okay,” Will said. “Siggy will
show you to your room, Julian. You
know where yours is, Jane.”

Jane grinned. I hugged her and
wished her goodnight. She whispered,
“Good luck, Becs.”

I scowled. “Good night, Jane,
Julian.”

Will took me by the hand and led
me into the lounge, then along a corridor
until he stopped outside a door that
appeared to be covered with red leather.

“Rebecca, here it is. I want you to
know that nothing will happen to you that



you don’t want to happen. Is that clear?”
I nodded. I couldn’t speak.
Will unlocked the door.

“Welcome, Rebecca, to my Red Room of
Pleasure.”
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five 

 
I gaze around the rich red walls

hung with painting after painting of
erotic art. As far as I can make out these



are pictures of men and women
indulging in every sexual act possible.
Most of them involve one man and one
woman in sexual intercourse but it is the
positions and the locations which are the
most arresting. Some pictures do show
group sex but these are rare in
comparison with the others.

The centre of the room is occupied
by a sumptuous bed with rich red
bedding and masses of rich red cushions.
It is an ancient four poster but unusually
large. It has a canopy making it appear
snug. The canopy, of course, is also a
rich red in colour. I notice there are
cords and little pulleys attached to the
four edges of the canopy.



“What are they for?” I ask
curiously.

“So that the canopy can be rolled
back. Watch.”

Will picks up some kind of remote
control and presses a button. At once the
canopy starts to roll back until a strange
looking piece of equipment is revealed
bolted to the ceiling. It looks almost like
some kind of circus trapeze.

“What’s that?”
Will coughs. “It’s for advanced

love making. It’s a little bit more
adventurous than just using the bed.”

I stare at him. I don’t know what I
expected but this is a surprise.

Away from the bed and the canopy



hangs a sort of circular chandelier
except that it isn’t a chandelier for
numerous odd objects hang from it. I
recognise a feather duster and a paddle
but not much else.

“What are they for?”
“They can all be used to enhance

the pleasure of making love. Or not as
the couple desire.”

“I see.” I paused. “You know I
don’t know much about sex but these
kinds of things seem to suggest that
you’re one of those men who like to
dominate women.”

Will is horrified. “No, no,
Rebecca. I’m not. I love making love to
women. Preferably one woman who



loves me. It’s as simple as that. I know
how to make a woman happy in bed.
Very happy.”

Will jumps on the bed. He kicks
off his shoes. “Come and sit beside me,
Rebecca.” He pats the thick bedding.

I do find this man intriguing. I have
tried to suppress my feelings ever since I
saw Boopsie. Now that I know she is
really Bridget and Will’s sister what is
holding me back? He seems to be in love
with me but is he? Can I really enter a
sexual relationship after what happened
to me in the past? How much of my past
should I tell him?

I jump on the bed and draw close
to Will. “Will, you have to understand



that I am very fond of you. I may be
falling in love with you but we must take
it slowly.”

Will shuffles nearer. “I
understand.” His lips brush my hair. He
takes my hand and kisses it ever so
softly. I quiver.

“No, I mean, really slowly. You
see when I was younger something
happened to me which makes me very
wary of men. All men,” I add hastily.

Will is shocked. “Oh, Rebecca, I
didn’t know.”

“No, how could you know. It’s just
that … you’ll have to be patient with
me.”

“I understand, Rebecca. Would



you rather go and sit in the lounge where
we can sit and talk. And maybe kiss?”

I shake my head. “No, Will. I like
this room. It’s very cosy. Warm. Soft.
Nice.”

Will grins. “We’ll sit and talk here
then. And maybe we can kiss slowly
later.”

“Okay, but what about that contract
you were talking about? We could start
with that.”

Will was startled and taken aback.
“Okay, if that’s what you want to do.”

“Yes, Will, I think I would feel
happier discussing that to begin with. I
mean I want to know what I’m letting
myself into.”



“Rebecca, you’re not letting
yourself into anything.”

Will hopped off the bed and
walked towards a solid wooden bureau.
He opened a drawer, shuffled through
some papers and pulled one out.

“Here, Rebecca. It’s pretty basic
stuff.”

I glanced through it rapidly. I was
disappointed. There was nothing here to
get worked up about.

1. The Confidential Information to be
disclosed can be described as and
includes: anything whatsoever about the
intimate/sexual/emotional relationship
between William King and Rebecca
Grenville.



2. The Recipient agrees not to disclose the
confidential information obtained from the
discloser to anyone unless required to do so
by law.

3. This Agreement states the entire
agreement between the parties concerning
the disclosure of Confidential Information.
Any addition or modification to this
Agreement must be made in writing and
signed by the parties.

4. If any of the provisions of this Agreement
are found to be unenforceable, the
remainder shall be enforced as fully as
possible and the unenforceable provision(s)
shall be deemed modified to the limited
extent required to permit enforcement of the
Agreement as a whole.

WHEREFORE, the parties acknowledge
that they have read and understand this



Agreement and voluntarily accept the duties
and obligations set forth herein. 

Recipient of Confidential Information:

Name (Print or Type): Rebecca Grenville

Signature:

Date:

Discloser of Confidential Information: 

Name (Print or Type): William King

Signature:

Date:

“This is fine, Will. I wouldn’t
want to tell anyone about any intimate
relationships. I don’t think it’s right.”



“Not even Jane?”
“Not even Jane. Now what about

the other forms you wanted me to sign?”
“Oh, I need to get my lawyer to

draw them up. There’s no hurry.”
“I see. Are they to do with

money?”
“I guess. And whatever other

assets we may end up possessing.”
What was this? An oblique offer

of marriage?
“I’m not sure what you’re getting

at, Will.”
“All I mean is if we find we are

compatible then we may want to get
married. My dad and my lawyer have
said I should make sure I have a pre-



nuptial contract in place before any
wedding.”

“Okay,” I said slowly. “When you
say compatible do you mean in bed? The
sex test?”

Will was embarrassed. “Err, yes.”
“But Will, I may not want to have

sex with you. Not yet.”
“I see. I may as well mention the

other contract now then.”
“There’s more?”
“Yes, but more like a set of rules

regarding sexual conduct. We may not
need any rules. It depends.”

“Depends? On what?”
“On how our sexual life

develops.”



“And you want us to develop a
sexual life before we get married?”

“Well, yes. I mean that’s pretty
commonplace these days, isn’t it?”

“Will, you’ve just recently seen
where I was born and brought up. So
what might seem normal to you
definitely isn’t to me.”

Oh, God, what did I want from this
beautiful, gorgeous man? I couldn’t tell
him any details about what happened to
me, could I? I don’t know how he would
react.

“Rebecca, you are a wonderful
person but you must understand also
where I am coming from. You see I
believe that a great sexual relationship is



the basis of all happy marriages. To me
great sex is essential. I want us to have
children together, yes, but the most
important thing by far to me is great
sex. I told you earlier that I picked up my
love of soccer when I was in Paris.
What I didn’t tell you was the real
reason I was sent to Paris.”

I was puzzled. “I thought it was to
learn French and become less of a geek.
That’s what you said I think.”

“Yes, I think I did. But the real
reason was to be taught how to have sex
with a woman. I had to learn the whole
art of seduction but especially I had to
learn how to bring a woman to orgasm in
such a way that she would never, ever



stray because she would know that she
would never ever be able to enjoy
sexual fulfilment on such a scale from
any other man, or woman if it comes to
that.”

“Wow! Perhaps you shouldn’t
have told me that, Will. You’ve got a lot
to live up to. And I must say you sound
incredibly confident.”

“I am but you see, Rebecca, I’ve
been well taught. My father hired what
can only be called a highly experienced
courtesan to teach me. It was what went
on years ago amongst certain of the
nobility. Young men were taught all the
ways and joys of sex by older,
experienced women. It led to many



happy marriages. It would probably be
useful for most young American men to
be taught how to properly fulfil a
woman’s sexual needs. It could prevent
a lot of divorces. And you know who
loses most from divorces, don’t you,
Rebecca?”

“Well, the Amish don’t divorce
but I guess amongst the English – I mean
Americans – it must be the children.”

“That’s right. Our society has a
very peculiar attitude towards sex. On
the one hand on the internet there is
outrageous pornography wherever you
turn. On the other hand you still can’t be
taught the basics of human reproduction
in many schools. What a happier country



we would have if young men were taught
how to bring women to proper sexual
fulfilment.” 

“Will, it’s an interesting idea. I
have to tell you that my experience of
men is very limited. Very limited.”

“Rebecca, don’t worry. We will
take things very, very slowly. At your
pace.”

He reached across to me and
kissed me lightly on the cheek. Then he
trailed kisses, soft caressing kisses
down my face and along my neck.
Something deep inside me, deep down
there, convulsed. I pushed him away.

“Stop!”
Will stopped at once. He looked



shocked. “Was that not pleasant? Did it
not make you feel good?”

“Yes, it did. Too good. That’s the
trouble.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t understand.”
I started to cry. “Will, you would

be better off without me. Your gentle
kisses were beautiful but they reminded
me of something I don’t want to
remember.”

Will sighed. “Okay, Rebecca,
we’ll just talk. I won’t touch you, I
promise.”

“Oh, Will, please hold me. Just
hold me. Please.”

I threw myself at Will so he was
forced to put his arms around me to stop



me falling. He cuddled me close. We
half lay, half sat like that without saying
a word for about ten minutes.

At last Will broke the silence. “I
guess something major happened with a
man who forced himself on you,
Rebecca.”

I couldn’t speak as memories of
that dreadful night came flooding back to
me in tiny detail. I had never even told
my parents exactly what had happened.
Would Will understand? Would he blame
me like so many men do by suggesting it
was my fault by leading the man on? No,
Will wasn’t like that. My instincts
weren’t that bad surely?

“I understand if you don’t want to



talk about it. I’m a patient man, Rebecca.
I want to spend the rest of my life with
you and I will never ever do anything to
harm you.”

I perked up a little at this news.
But I still dreaded the sex test. Was I
making too much of it? I mean people
have sex every day, all the time. I
shuddered.

Will pulled me closer and just
held me. His deep, mellifluous voice
was so different to his that it began to
soothe and calm me.

“I have to call in at the office
tomorrow to sort out a few things with
Gloria but I should be free to fly with
you about nine thirty to Hornell.”



I sat up. “Will, you don’t need to
come with us. I know you’re a busy man.
Jane and I will be fine.”

Will frowned. “But I want to
come, Rebecca.”

“Will, you’ll just be hanging
around twiddling your fingers. Stay here
and do what you have to do.”

A beautiful sound suddenly filled
the room. It was Will’s cell. He
answered it. “Gloria. Okay, tell her New
York tomorrow. I’ll call her when I get
in. See you early in the morning. Yeah,
about six. Bye.”

I looked at him.
“Gloria,” he explained. “I’m

seeing her tomorrow morning before we



fly to Hornell. I won’t be hanging around
twiddling my fingers, Rebecca. I’ve got
an important appointment in New York
tomorrow afternoon.”

“Her?”
Will was puzzled. “Her?”
“Yes, you said you would call her.

Who is she?”
Will laughed. “Rebecca, don’t tell

me you’re jealous? I just told you I want
to spend the rest of my life with you,
remember?”

“Sorry, it’s just that most big jobs
are held by men, not women. I don’t like
the idea of you spending time with a high
powered woman.”

“Well, you’d better get used to it,



Rebecca. You see this is why I would
like you to work for me. With me. Then
you can learn the business inside out and
you can come with me on important
engagements.”

This was much too fast. Much,
much too fast.

“We’ll see. I told you I enjoy my
job. And I’ve just started it.”

“Okay, we’ll leave it for now.
Rest assured that I will be meeting a
leading software developer in a
conference room in a hotel with a
number of other representatives of the
company. Okay?”

“Sorry, Will. I’m just a bunch of
nerves. Too much has happened too



quickly.”
He gave me a cuddle. “Let’s just

get Ben well. We’ll take our relationship
as slowly as you want, Rebecca.”

He said he was patient but I
wonder how patient. I know that men’s
needs are sometimes overpowering.
Immediately I criticised myself for
thinking like that. I suppose it was all to
do with the way my thinking had been
conditioned when I was young. It was
also why to some extent what had
happened had happened.

The beautiful sound filled the
room again. Will answered his cell.
“Gloria. Okay, fine. Thanks. Bye.”

“Gloria, confirming the



appointment.”
“What’s that sound on your cell,

Will? It’s absolutely beautiful.”
“Oh, it’s the flower duet from Léo

Delibes' opera Lakmé. You must have
heard it before.” 

“No, I don’t think I have.”
“Well, that’s something to look

forward to, Rebecca.”
“I guess. Are you going to teach

me, Will?”
“Rebecca, I’ll teach you as much

as you’ll let me teach you.”
I smiled. “Why do I feel that

there’s more than a bit of innuendo in
that statement?”

“Probably because there is.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/L%C3%A9o_Delibes
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lakm%C3%A9


Anyway, it’s good to see you smile.”
I frowned. “I’m sorry, Will, for

being such a misery guts. I will tell you
the whole story one day I promise. It’s
just that I don’t feel like telling you right
now.”

“Rebecca, I understand. I do, I
really do.”

I stood up. “Let’s go and see if
Jane and Julian are still around. I’m glad
you do understand, Will.”

Will smiled. “Come on, my lovely
girl. Hold my hand.”

I took Will’s hand as we left
his Red Room of Pleasure.

********************
As promised we flew to Hornell



the next day. We had lunch at a diner then
Will left to move on to New York. I
promised I would call him if there was
any further development with Ben.

Jane and I checked in at our hotel
before making our way to the hospital.
Dr Mills was waiting for us as usual.

“Miss Grenville, Miss Hudson.
Good journey?”

“Fine,” I said. “Has Ben been any
more responsive since our last visit?”

“No more than what I told you on
the phone. He opened both eyes briefly,
seemed to take in his surroundings then
went straight back to sleep. At least he
seems to be sleeping peacefully rather
than the deep coma he was in.”



“That’s good, Becs, isn’t it?”
“I guess. Dr Mills, have you any

more information about the extent of
Ben’s injuries?”

“Well, his limbs are mending
well and his body generally. The main
problem is the brain. We still don’t
know how badly affected it will be. The
signs are good but until Ben wakes up
fully we can never be sure. But he is
young, fit and obviously healthy before
the accident so there is no reason why he
shouldn’t make a complete recovery.”

“But you can’t say he will. Make a
complete recovery,” I added.

Dr Mills shook his head. “No, I
can’t say for certain. I know it must be



very frustrating for you but if I said
anything else I wouldn’t be telling the
truth.”

I nodded. “Thank you, Dr Mills.
Let’s go and see if we can wake him up
with our singing.”

We left Dr Mills and made our
way to Ben’s room.

Inside Ben’s room there was a
different kind of atmosphere.

“Jane, can you feel it? It feels
different. The room, I mean.”

“Becs, I think you’re imagining
things. I know you have to be
optimistic but it feels just the same to
me.”

“Oh, well, perhaps it is just me.” I



walked across to Ben’s bed. “Ben, it’s
me, your sister Becs. Rebecca Better.
Remember how you used to call me that
when you were small and I had had
whooping cough? Rebecca Better. Well,
Rebecca would be much better if Ben
was better.”

“Ben, it’s Jane your nosy next door
neighbour. I’m sure you remember me
and all the tricks you played on us when
you were small.”

Ben’s breathing was steady but
suddenly the machine monitoring his
brain started to show increased activity.

“Jane, find Dr Mills. Tell him
what’s happening.”

I continued talking to Ben,



reminiscing about our childhood
together. The monitor was jiggling
furiously up and down across the graph.

I began singing softly From a
Distance. 

Jane entered with Dr Mills and
they both joined in. Dr Mills examined
the  electroencephalogram as Ben’s
brain showed more and more activity. 

“Again,” Jane said as soon as we
finished.

“Come on, Ben, wake up,” I
begged.

We started singing again. As
before we were soon joined by our
regular choir which had by now swelled
to about thirty. We held hands and belted



out the song as if our lives depended
upon it. By the time we had finished
tears were streaming down our faces as
the emotion of the words of the song and
the situation hit us.

And then it happened. This time
Ben sat up and risked pulling out some
of the tubes inserted into him.

“Becs,” he said. “What are you
doing here?”

“Ben, you’re awake at last. I love
you, Ben.”

I approached the bed.
“Becs, where am I? I don’t feel

well.” He slumped back in the bed.
“Ben, you’ve been in a serious

accident. You’ve been in a coma for



some time.”
Dr Mills shone a light into Ben’s

eyes. Ben immediately tried to cover his
eyes.

“Sorry, Ben. I’m Dr Mills. I’ve
been looking after you. How do you
feel?”

“I feel rotten. I’m tired. Can I
sleep now?”

“Yes, Ben, take it easy.” Gently Dr
Mills made Ben comfortable, checked
the tubes and ushered the choir to leave.
He led Jane and I to the corner of the
room.

“Well, so far so good. This is the
best news we’ve had for some time.”

Jane hugged me. “Oh, Becs, Ben’s



alive. He’s come back to us. He can
speak. He recognised you.”

I couldn’t help crying. “It is good,
isn’t it Dr Mills?”

Dr Mills smiled. “It’s a
breakthrough. I must warn you that there
could still be a long way to go but yes,
it’s great news.”

I thanked Dr Mills again and Jane
and I left the hospital. I called Will but
he didn’t answer. I guess he was still in
his meeting. When I did speak to
him much later he was so positive I
could hear him jumping up and down.
Jane and I were in a diner so I didn’t
want to say too much.

“Look, Rebecca, I’m staying in



New York for a couple of days to tie up
this deal. You and Jane stay there and
keep visiting Ben. When I’m finished
here I’ll get my pilot to stop in Hornell
and pick you two up. Do you know when
it will be safe for Ben to be moved
nearer home?”

“No, Will. Dr Mills is going to run
through a lot of tests tomorrow and see
how well Ben is. I have a feeling he’ll
have to stay here a bit longer.”

“That’s okay. I’ll call you when I
get to Hornell. I love you, Rebecca.”

“I love you too, Will. Goodbye.”
“Goodbye, Rebecca.”
Jane pointed to the window behind

me as I finished the call to Will. “Look,



there’s an Amish man.”
I turned just in time to catch a

glimpse of a broad brimmed Amish style
hat.

“Yes, there is but there are Amish
all over this part of the state.”

“I know but I thought I recognised
him.”

“Recognised him?”
“Yes, from when we were at your

parents’ funeral in Conewango.”
“He’s probably visiting relatives

in the area.” I was quiet for a moment.
“That’s what my parents were doing.”

“I’m sorry, Rebecca. I shouldn’t
have mentioned the Amish man.”

“Jane, don’t be silly. While we’re



in this part of the world we’re bound to
come across a few Amish. It’s just
chance, nothing more.”

However, I was to find out pretty
soon that it was not chance at all that
Jane had seen an Amish man. 

********************
Two days later we said goodbye

to Ben and Dr Mills and drove out to the
airport.

A few hours later we landed at
Marin County Airport and Will drove us
back to his magnificent residence
overlooking the bay. Archie made us a
superb meal of squid tempura so there
was no need to go out.

“You’re very quiet, Rebecca,”



Will remarked. “Are you all right?”
I smiled. “I feel drained, Will. I

can’t tell you how elated I am about Ben
but the whole experience has really
taken a lot out of me. Sorry, but I know
I’m not exactly laughing girl at the
moment but that’s the way it is.”

Jane laughed. “Laughing girl?
Where did that come from?”

“Jane, I don’t know. If you guys
will excuse me I think I’ll have an early
night.”

“Okay,” Will said. He gave me a
gentle kiss. “I love you, Rebecca.”

“I love you too, Will. Goodnight.”
I turned towards Jane. “Goodnight, Jane.
Don’t wake me when you come to bed.”



“Actually, Becs, I feel done in
myself so I’ll be joining you in a couple
of minutes.”

“Okay, see you soon. Goodnight,
Will.”

“Goodnight, Rebecca.”
********************

Although Will wanted us to stay
longer I was anxious that our life should
return to as normal as possible so the
next day we got Will to drive us back to
our apartment. Jane told us that Julian
had been wonderful the other night. I
raised my eyebrows. Jane indicated she
didn’t want to tell me in front of Will.

When we got home I was eager to
hear how she had got on with Julian. The



problem was she wanted to hear how I
had got on with Will. I told her very
little. We spent most of the day relaxing
and I read a lot. Jane did some writing.
Later she told me  about Julian.

“Julian and I had a very passionate
night. He’s calling for me soon. We’re
going out  for a meal.. I wonder if you
would mind if I brought him back
here, Becs?”

“Of course not. But don’t be
noisy!”

“Becs! Julian is a good lover. I
might have to be noisy. Anyway, how
did you get on with Will? You’ve kept
very quiet about it.”

“He made it very clear he loves



me and wants to marry me but he also
wants to see how we are in bed
together.”

“And?”
“Well, I just couldn’t do it. Not

like that.”
“What do you mean? Not like that,

Becs?”
“Well, Will calls it a sex test. Our

relationship seems to all depend upon
how compatible we are sexually. Will
sees it as the most important thing
between a man and a woman.”

“So do I actually, But I can see
how intimidating it must have been to
have been presented with it like that.
Did you do it?”



“No, I couldn’t.”
“Wow! What did Will say? How

did he react?”
“He was very relaxed. He said we

could take our time.”
“Becs, believe me when a man

says that he doesn’t mean it. He wants to
do it now.”

“Do you think so, Jane? I mean he
seemed really cool about it.”

“Of course he did. He says he
loves you but sooner or later, and my bet
is sooner, he will want to have sex with
you. If you keep denying him he may
well turn his attention elsewhere.”

“Really?
“Yes, really. Especially since you told



me Will says it’s the most important
thing between a man and a woman.”

At that moment there was a knock
at the door. “That’ll be Julian now. Are
you sure you don’t want to join us,
Becs?”

“No, I’ll just be in the way. You
never know, Will may take me out.”

“Becs, you know you won’t be in
the way. Did Will say he was taking you
out?”
“No, unless he takes me back to his Red
Room of Pleasure.”
“What’s that? You kept quiet about that”

Another knock, more impatient this
time, at the door.

“You’d better let Julian in before



he batters down the door.
“Right. But later, Becs, you have

to tell me all.”
“Perhaps. Off you go. Enjoy

yourself.”
“Thanks, I will.” Jane opened the

door to the apartment and left. 
Jane mustn’t have closed the door

properly as seconds later it burst open.
At first I thought she had forgotten
something. I was reading and didn’t look
up. 

“Jane. Have you forgotten
something?” 

It was more serious than that.
Looming over me was the tall figure of
Alec Granville.



“At last, Rebecca. You’ve always
been mine and I’m here to finish what I
started all those years ago.” 

He grabbed me by the wrist and
dragged me into my bedroom. He threw
me on the bed and climbed on top of me.
I tried to scream but the words stuck in
my throat.

“What are you going to do?” I
managed to gasp out.

“What do you think? This is your
destiny, Rebecca. You were promised to
me many years ago and now I’ve come
to claim you.”

“Get off me. Don’t you think
you’ve done enough damage to me?”

“Damage? I don’t know what



you’re talking about.
I tried to keep him talking as long

as possible. “You mean doing what you
did when I was only twelve years old
wasn’t damaging?”

“That’s not the way I look at it.
What we did was going to happen
sooner or later. We just did it a bit
younger than most Amish couples.”

“I was only twelve!”
“Just two years earlier than

courting usually starts.”
“Yes, but bundling doesn’t usually

involve penetration, does it?”
“Well, Rebecca, you were so

pretty and you led me on.”
I slapped Alec’s face as hard as I



could. “Being pretty is not an excuse for
what you did to me.”

Alec went wild and began tearing
my clothes off.

 

Will Alec get his
way with Rebecca?
How will this attack

affect Rebecca’s
relationship with Will?

Read Rebecca
Grenville Volume III



out now.
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