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“And no more digging.” Kathryn King, known to all Blue Sky, Pennsylvania, as Kappy, pointed a finger at the two beagles seated on the floor in front of her. They wagged their tails as if they understood. But who knew? She was being stern. Yet she had the feeling there would be a hole or two for her to contend with when she got back from this errand with Jimmy and Edie Peachey. In the last year or so, she had become very close to the brother and sister duo who lived across from her.

Edie was the reason Kappy had the two mutts. Okay, so they were actually purebred registered hounds, but sometimes they acted like common old dogs, digging their way under the fence and running around the valley wreaking havoc.

“Are you listening to me?”

Poppy, the newest edition to the King family, though the older of the two dogs, barked. She was a rescue, brought to the Peachey farm by the Beagle Society of Kishacoquillas Valley with the hopes that Edie, now officially a beagle breeder (her first litter was born just two days ago), would find her a loving home.

Kappy sighed. She supposed that Edie had, for she had promptly brought her down for Kappy to foster, promising the dog would only be there for a couple of weeks. Three at most. A family was willing to take the aging dog, but they were moving into a new home and didn’t want to overwhelm her with too many changes.

Now that they were entering week three, Kappy was looking forward to Poppy going to her forever home. She deserved to have a place where she knew she would live out the rest of her days. Everyone deserved that, didn’t they? Which was the exact reason why Kappy kept trying to get Edie to admit that she was staying in Blue Sky and not going back to her previous English ways.

Edie had left the Amish church long ago, preferring instead the outside world. But when her mother had been found dead in her barn last year, Edie had come home to take care of her brother, Jimmy. So far Edie had stayed, dressing English, using a solar panel to charge her cell phone and the stick instrument that she used to curl her hair, and otherwise allowing Jimmy to remain in the Amish church.

To date no one had complained about the situation. Not even stern-faced Frannie Lehman. Maybe because no one cared much either way if Edie curled her hair, yet everyone wanted Jimmy to be able to stay a part of their community.

Born with Down syndrome, Jimmy had his limitations, but he was a loving and caring animal owner. Before his mother’s death, he had helped her with their beagle farm and even had a side business of his own raising gerbils, rabbits, and ducks. But now he wanted pigs. Miniature pigs. And after a year of steady begging, hints, graphs, and even a pie chart showing the distribution of their farm chores, Jimmy had finally worn Edie down.

“No more digging,” Kappy said once again, just for good measure. Then she led the pooches to the back door. She opened it, but the beagles waited expectantly.

Kappy chuckled at the sight of their eager faces, then tossed a handful of puppy treats into the yard.

Elmer and Poppy took off in a sprint to find the tiny morsels scattered in the grass.

Kappy checked their water bowls to make sure they had plenty, then closed the door just as a car horn sounded from her drive.

She paused for a minute waiting for what she hoped would be silence. When it came, she smiled, grabbed her small black handbag, and headed for the front door.

She and Edie had had a long discussion about the proper way to honk at someone’s house when you wanted them to come out. One honk, then wait, then perhaps one more, then wait again. Edie, it seemed, had finally gotten it right.

“Come on,” Edie yelled as Kappy turned to lock the front door.

She might have gotten the part right about the car horn, but she hadn’t managed to improve her patience level. Maybe that was something they could work on next.

Edie swung her lavender, barely shoulder-length hair to one side and lifted it off her neck. “It’s burning up out here.”

True, it was unseasonably warm for May. The sun seemed to beat down on them these days as if gearing up for the summer to come. Though she would hardly say it was ‘burning up.’ Still she hoped that it would let up a little.

It was almost time for the Third Annual Smoking in the Valley Barbecue Competition. The cook-off was a new edition to the festivals the Valley offered and had been a great deal of fun the last two years when Kappy had attended. But she distinctly remembered the heat coming off the grills and smokers and knew that the contestants and even the spectators were in for a sweltering time if the weather didn’t cooperate.

“Hurry, Kappy. Hurry!” Jimmy called from the back seat of Edie’s wine-colored sedan.

Kappy smiled as she tripped down the steps. “I’m hurrying as fast as I can,” she told him.

Jimmy may have been born with his own unique set of boundaries, but he was incredibly lovable. Clear gray eyes and an infectious smile, he also had the kindest heart that Kappy had ever known, and he seemed astonishingly determined to raise every kind of animal there was. Including pigs.

Astonishing. That was yesterday’s word from her Word-a-Day calendar; she had added the ly herself. This was her second year with the special calendar, and she was finding even more joy in building her vocabulary. Even if sometimes it was merely in her own thoughts.

“We’re going to get my pigs,” he told Kappy as she slid into the passenger side next to Edie.

“Pig,” his sister corrected. She put the car into reverse and backed out of Kappy’s drive. “Singular. One pig.”

“I know.” Jimmy clapped his hands. One pig or forty, Kappy didn’t think he could be any more excited by either case.

“Pigs,” Edie muttered as she started the car down School Yard Road.

Kappy just chuckled.

Jimmy really was an animal lover. Just last year he had talked his sister into letting him have a couple of goats. Not thinking and not asking if they were male or female, Edie had bought him two. Since then, his flock had grown to five—the mom and dad, one buck, and a pair of twin does. Edie wasn’t taking the same chance with the pigs.

“Do you think I should name him Wilbur?” Jimmy asked. He drummed his fingers against the top of the large dog carrier in the seat next to him. Edie and Jimmy had taken over their mamm’s business of beagle breeding, and Kappy was certain it was one of the ones they used for their puppies. But today it would transport a piglet. A piglet. “Like in Charlotte’s Web?”

“I think you should name him whatever you like,” Kappy replied.

“What if it’s a girl pig?” Edie countered.

“Wilburina?” Jimmy asked with that infectious smile of his.

“I guess you could call it Willie, either way,” Kappy said.

Edie made a face. “Like Hiram’s brother, Willie?”

Jimmy shook his head. “He’s a William.”

“Right-o,” Edie replied.

And thankfully she dropped the subject of Hiram and Willie Lapp.

“So,” Edie started slowly. “How’s Poppy doing?”

Kappy shot her a sideways glance. It was never a good idea to take your eyes from the road while Edie was driving. “She’s worse than Elmer,” Kappy admitted.

“Worse?” Edie said the word as if they hadn’t had this same conversation every day for the last two weeks. “Worse how?”

“The same way she was worse yesterday,” Kappy said impatiently.

“And the electric fence isn’t helping? It’s got a money back guarantee, you know.” Edie had brought down a fancy electrified fence with a solar panel attached and set it up in hopes of containing the wayward dog. To Kappy it seemed like a great deal of trouble for only a week or so, but Edie had insisted and Kappy had let her. A lot of good it was doing now.

“That only applies if your dog keeps on the special collar.” And somehow Poppy managed to get out of her collar, dig the hole under the fence, and escape. Which she did practically each and every time Kappy turned her back. Which was often seeing as how she was the only kapp maker in the community of Blue Sky. Which was a lot of fine stitch work, and she couldn’t watch the dogs with an eagle eye if she was trying to sew and make a living.

Thankfully her time to foster Poppy was drawing to an end, and Kappy would be able to go back to only having to worry about one mischievous beagle roaming the valley. And with that concern, the stress of getting caught pushing the limits of the Ordnung would also disappear. Along with the electrified fence and solar panel.

“It’s a good thing she’s going to her new home in a few days. I don’t know how much more of this I can take.” Truth was, Kappy liked her existence nice and calm. She liked peace in her household. Unfortunately, peace had been hard to come by ever since Edie had come back to town. Kappy was just hopeful that Poppy would go to her new home and things would smooth out for a while.

“About that...” Edie started, bestowing Kappy with an apologetic glance.

“About what?” Kappy tried to keep her voice controlled, calm even, as she met Edie’s gaze.

“Well—”

“Edith Peachey,” Kappy said. “Don’t you dare tell me that Pop—”

“Watch the road!” Jimmy cried from the back seat. “There’s a pig.”

“You have pigs on the brain today, Jimmy,” Edie said, looking at him by way of the car’s rearview mirror.

Kappy turned her attention front, unwilling to let this go, but deciding that arguing with Edie while driving was a dangerous endeavor. Then she saw it too. “Pig!” she cried.

Edie slammed on the brakes, stopping the car with a squeal and a lurch. “Would you look at that?”

“I’m looking!” Jimmy exclaimed. “I’m looking.”

Pigs. Everywhere. Everywhere, pigs. A sea of pigs. Running all over, squealing and unable to decide which side of the road was the best one to be on.

They were piglets, really. Not much bigger than Elmer had been when he had come to live with her. Small, squealing, pink piglets.

Jimmy opened his door and got out.

“Jimmy,” Edie called behind him, but the effort was half-hearted at best. Not that Kappy could blame her. The sight before them was...implausible. (One of last week’s words.)

The cemetery sat on their right and a field on their left. An overturned stock truck was resting on one side while piglets ran amuck (another of her calendar words). They were squealing and crying and darting around as if their life depended on it. Seeing as how they were in the middle of a busy roadway, it might be at that. It was a wonder that no cars had tried to get through before now.

It must have just happened.

“What should we do?” Jimmy wrung his hands together. “We can’t leave them here.”

“We can’t take them with us,” Edie said emphatically. “I suppose we could call 9-1-1.”

Kappy elbowed her. “You’re the one with the phone,” she reminded her friend.

“Oh. Right.” Edie made her way back to the car, undoubtedly to get her phone from wherever she had left it. As an Englisher, Edie seemed to live by her phone, yet she was constantly leaving it in odd places. Having it and leaving it behind was not something that Kappy could understand. But Edie was the English one now; not her.

“Help me, Kappy,” Jimmy cried. “A car’s coming.”

Sure enough a car was inching up behind him. The driver honked the horn, no doubt to scatter the tiny swine and hopefully get them off the roadway, but instead it seemed like more little piggies were in the way after the rude beep.

“One at a time, Jimmy,” she called in return. She snatched up one of the piglets and carried it over to the overturned truck.

The car honked once more and eased past, then gunned the engine leaving a puff of exhaust in its wake.

Kappy coughed and tucked the piglet under one arm. It really was a tiny thing.

“What are we going to do with them now that we have them?” Jimmy asked. He came up behind her just as Kappy peered into the back of the overturned truck.

A few piglets had managed to be trapped in the cargo space, but not many. They squealed and climbed the sides looking for a way to join their buddies.

“Put it inside,” Kappy said. “Quickly before these others get out.”

Jimmy did as she instructed, grinning as he understood her plan. “Now go get another one?”

Kappy nodded and shut the door behind the animals. There were so many they would never be able to catch them all without help, but at least Jimmy would feel that he had done his part. And really, that was all a person could do.

Jimmy headed off to capture another of the wayward piglets as Edie tapped her phone’s screen. “Okay, Jack is on his way.” She paused. “Maybe.”

Kappy had just been about to head after another pig when Edie’s words stopped her. “You called Jack?”

Edie shot Kappy her best ‘duh!’ look. Kappy knew it well. “Of course. Who else would I call?”

“9-1-1,” Kappy said as patiently as she could manage.

“It doesn’t matter. He didn’t answer.” Edie shrugged as if it was no big deal that Jack didn’t answer her call, but Kappy didn’t miss the fact that she pressed her lips together, a sure sign that she was a little hurt.

Edie and Jack...well, they could be a thing, Kappy thought. But they weren’t. Not yet.

“Don’t worry about him. We need help, not answering machines.”

“I don’t think there’s a machine at the end of the phone line.” Edie rolled her eyes, and Kappy resisted the urge to do the same.

Jimmy came back toting another piglet, this one a bit larger than the rest. “Kappy, you’re not helping.”

“Sorry, Jimmy.”

“Edie,” Jimmy beseeched. “You need to help too.”

“I am.” Edie waved her phone at her brother. “I’m calling for assistance.”

Kappy started back across the road. “Call 9-1-1 this time,” she tossed over her shoulder as she took off after one of the piggies. It was easy to get sidetracked, chasing after one piglet and then another, so Kappy made up her mind to capture one of the swine and only one, instead of changing targets midstream. Or something like that.

It seemed to be working. She dove after her curly-tailed objective and scooped him into her arms, lugging him back across the road. She had to wait for a car to pass, the driver glaring at her as he drove by as if she were the one driving the truck and responsible for his delay.

Speaking of which, where was the driver?

Edie tapped her phone screen as Kappy took the piglet over to the makeshift pen.

“Done now?” Jimmy asked, coming up behind.

“How many pigs are there?” Edie asked.

“I dunno,” Kappy said, looking around for her next potential capture.

“A lot,” Jimmy said. “That’s why we need your help.”

His sister looked as if she would rather be doing anything other than chasing piglets down the road, but seriously, when Jimmy stared at you the way he was staring at Edie, what choice did you have but to do as he asked?

Edie growled a little under her breath, more to show Kappy and even her own self that she was not happy. Then she tucked her phone into her back pocket and started off after one of the pigs.

Kappy soon decided that the real trick was keeping them inside the overturned truck bed. Thankfully it was the kind that had a roof over it or Kappy’s plan wouldn’t have been worth anything. As it was, her idea was working, albeit slowly—very, very slowly. One pig at a time.

“Here, piggy, piggy, piggy,” Edie called as if her crooning to the swine was somehow soothing. It wasn’t. At the sound of her voice the piglet would stop—in fear, Kappy was certain—then as soon as Edie got close enough to touch it, the squealing creature would take off once again.

“Dang it!” Edie said as she tumbled to the ground just on the other side of the parking lot of the Kish Valley Amish and Mennonite Cemetery.

Yes, of course, the truck had to crash on the road next to the cemetery. Not only were the pigs running all over the roadway itself, they were trampling over the graves, new and old alike.

Kappy lunged toward one of the pigs, trapping it between her own body and a large headstone.

She only had a split second to notice that the name engraved on the stone was KENT, before the pig darted to one side. She leapt for it, scooping the piglet into her arms. Kent was the same name as the man they were on their way to see. A member of his family? Perhaps. Then again maybe not.

The tiny pig squealed and carried on as if she had pulled his tail before she hauled it over to the truck.

“There are so many of them.” Edie groaned in complaint. “There’s no way we’re going to be able to catch them all. They are not Pokémon.”

Kappy had no idea what Edie was talking about, but she was too busy to ask her friend to explain the obviously English reference. Asking would only prolong the time it took to round up the pigs.

And Edie was right, unfortunately; they were never going to be able to capture all of them.

“We can’t just leave them here.” Jimmy’s voice had taken on an anxious edge. The mere thought that there was a potential for the pigs to get injured was starting to weigh on him. Never mind that they were most likely on their way to the slaughterhouse. That was something he didn’t let himself even think about. It wasn’t long ago when Jimmy had made the connection between pork chops and the piglet that he so desired. He had immediately stopped eating all meat. Including bacon. Bacon! How did a person stop doing that? Even better, why would a person stop doing that?

Kappy knew for Jimmy it was a sheer love of animals of all sorts. But bacon...

The problem was Jimmy didn’t remember living on a typical farm like in the days before his father had passed and his mother had taken up the business of breeding beagle puppies. Most Amish children, in their area at least, were well versed in the workings of a farm—most notably, butchering animals for food. But the minute Jimmy thought about where the meat had come from, he stopped all meat consumption. To date, he was the only Amish vegetarian that Kappy knew.

“Are you just going to stand there all day?” Edie grumbled, giving Kappy a start.

She moved to put the squirming pig into the back of the overturned truck with the others.

“What’s on his ear?” Edie asked as Kappy quickly shut the door behind the squealing animal.

“What?” Kappy looked back at the door. “Is he hurt?” She wasn’t opening it unless he was bleeding. Otherwise, all the pigs would be out and running around again as they tried to find the one with the weird ear. She looked down at her hands. A little bit of mud and maybe a little bit of something worse, but no blood.

“He had a little cut in it,” Edie explained. “Or at least it looked like he did.”

“But he wasn’t bleeding.” Kappy looked at her hands again. Nope, no blood. Just mud and pig...manure? Scat? She shook her head. Poop. Definitely possible pig poop.

“This one does too.” Jimmy came up toting one of the smaller pigs that seemed more than determined to escape. Jimmy had his head cocked back so the pig didn’t clock him under the chin as it swung from side to side in its attempts to get away.

Kappy wasn’t sure how Jimmy could tell the piglet had a marked ear since his head was at such an odd angle and the pig wasn’t holding still at all. But as the pig rolled left, she could see the notch.

It appeared that someone had attempted to cut off the ear of the swine but only got halfway before changing his mind.

Kappy looked around at the squealing pigs next to the truck. Some were still running crazily, dashing through the cemetery, seemingly enjoying the newfound freedom while others stayed close to the truck, darting back and forth and squealing as loudly as the ones inside. The piglets she could see had the same notch cut into their ears though they were moving so that it was impossible to tell if all the pigs had the mark or only the select few that kept darting back into view.

“Why would anyone do that?” Edie asked. “Cut their ears.”

“I would suspect it’s like a brand,” Kappy explained. “So, they can tell one owner’s pigs from another.”

“Or maybe to tell the different breeds apart,” Jimmy chimed in. He dumped the squirming pig into the back of the truck and managed to get the door shut while keeping the already-captured piglets inside.

“Wouldn’t they have unique features that would differentiate?” She was on fire today with her calendar words.

“Jah, maybe,” Jimmy said thoughtfully. “I suppose.”

“So, someone marked these on purpose?” Edie asked.

Kappy shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine. But, jah. It seems that way to me.”

Jimmy stuck out his bottom lip. “That seems sort of cruel, don’t you think?”

Kappy could only shrug again. She supposed it was a little on the unnecessary side, but she wasn’t a pig farmer, and she wasn’t about to get into a philosophical debate over marking piglets with Jimmy. She best keep her comments to herself.

Thankfully Jack Jones picked that moment to pull up and no answer was necessary. He parked his silver sedan on the other side of the truck and got out. He stood in the vee of his open car door and took off his sunglasses, staring at the mess before him. “I should have known,” he said, his voice a little awestruck. “I just should have known.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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“Jack?” Kappy said where only Edie could hear. “You didn’t call him back and tell him that you had called 9-1-1?”

Jack was great but hardly who they needed for emergencies. Okay, not true. Jack had helped them through more than just a single emergency. But for this one they needed more people, not just one cop that Edie had a crush on.

Edie shrugged in that causal way she had that wasn’t so casual at all and shoved her hands into the pockets of her camo-print jeans. “Nope,” was all she said before heading his way.

Kappy sighed. Edie would never admit it as the truth, but Kappy could see it plain as day. For example, sometime between the call and Jack actually arriving at the scene, Edie had applied that glossy lip gunk that English women seemed to like these days. It was a sure sign that she wanted to look good for Jack. But if Kappy said anything to Edie about it she would scoff and say her lips were chapped or some other sort of nonsense and that would be that.

Jack looked the same as he always did. A little rumpled though it was early, thick stubble darkening his cheeks and jaw though he must have shaved just that morning. He was tall, dark, and handsome, as they say, and had come to Edie’s rescue more than once for sure. Like a modern-day English fairy tale. Well, sort of.

Kappy stepped to one side as Jimmy came by, wagging a piglet in a tight hold that would have made the world of professional wrestling proud.

“Jack’s here,” she told him.

Jimmy deposited the pig into the truck and resecured the door. There were too many inside now and they were beginning to climb over one another in the small space and wriggle their way through the slats.

“I know,” he said, his voice dangerously close to a whine. “But the pigs...”

As if sensing his distress, Jack called out to Jimmy. “Someone will be here shortly,” he said.

As if on cue, an animal rescue truck pulled up. Two men got out and surveyed the scene. It was something, Kappy had to say. Pigs running all over, an overturned truck, cars honking as they passed by, trying to get through without hitting anything moving. It was something else indeed. But two men were barely going to put a dent in the mayhem.

Jimmy clapped excitedly as a bright yellow fire truck pulled up. Firemen piled out ready and willing to help. Just what they needed: able-bodied persons to corral the squealing beasts and get them to safety.

“Kappy,” Edie called. “Have you seen the truck driver? Jack wants to know.”

Kappy shook her head, her prayer kapp strings brushing across her shoulders. It was barely a tickle, but it sent shivers across the bare skin of her neck. The truck driver. They had been so interested in the pigs that no one had thought to check the cab of the truck for a person in distress.

She started toward it, intending to do just that, but Jack caught up with her before she reached her goal.

“Whoa there,” he said, grasping her arm in one strong hand. “Allow me.”

He didn’t say the words and for Jimmy’s sake she was grateful. They didn’t know what would meet their eyes as they looked inside. Best he check since he was more accustomed to the grit and gore of their modern society. Though truth be known, Kappy had seen her share of it of late. And she wasn’t ready to face more of it so soon.

Jack started toward the vehicle. All around her, pigs squealed and ran, men chased, and cars honked, but her attention was focused on the one thing.

Edie and Jimmy stopped beside her as they all watched Jack open the door to the truck and peer inside.

“It’s empty,” he said.

***
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“THAT’S HIM!” JIMMY exclaimed as they drove on to the pig farm.

It seemed the day was going to be all about pigs.

“The driver?” Edie looked around expectantly though she herself was driving. Driving too fast and down a road with too many curves for inattention. It was the danger of riding with Edie.

“Uh-uh.” Jimmy shook his head. “Tiny. He was in that car that just passed.”

“Eyes front,” Kappy reminded Edie and did her best not to dig her fingernails into the car’s dashboard. Not that anyone would have been able to tell. Edie’s car was always a mess. Not dirty but cluttered, as if she lived in it instead of the white clapboard house that had once belonged to her mother. Kappy supposed it was because Edie was uncomfortable with the idea of returning to Blue Sky and wanted to keep herself at the ready to leave. But Kappy knew deep down that Edie was going to stay. At least she hoped she would. Edie and Jimmy had come to mean a lot to Kappy in the last few months. And if Edie went, Jimmy would have to go with her, and Kappy didn’t want to see either of them leave.

“I didn’t see him,” Edie said.

That was because she was too busy looking at herself in the review mirror and too worried about what was happening on either side of the road instead of the road itself.

But so far Edie had managed to not crash the car and it was a quicker way to travel than horse and carriage.

Jimmy turned around in his seat and stared out the back window. “Jah,” he said confidently. “It was him.”

Jimmy had met Tiny at the fall festival a few months back. Tiny himself was anything but tiny. He was a huge man and perhaps a bit scary looking. He had a bald head, bulging muscles, and twinkling blue eyes to offset them both. It was Tiny who had told Jimmy where he could get a piglet of his very own.

“Is this it?” Edie asked as she came upon a turn. She slowed the car. “I think this is it.”

Peachey Road.

“Jah,” Jimmy said. “Peachey. Just like our name.”

Truth be known, half the people in the valley had the last name Peachey. Sometimes it was just that way in Amish communities.

Edie turned up the drive and started toward Stone Mountain.

Blue Sky sat in the middle of Kishacoquillas Valley that nestled between Stone Mountain and Jacks Mountain. Kappy, Edie, and Jimmy lived on the Jacks Mountain side of the valley, where it seemed that the majority of the Amish people lived. They were headed to a farm on the Stone Mountain side of the valley where most of the Mennonite people lived. Kappy didn’t know how this fact came to be; it simply was.

“Are they Mennonite?” Edie asked as she drove.

“I don’t know,” Jimmy said. “Tiny didn’t say. I guess so.”

“Isn’t their name Kent?” Edie asked.

Kappy turned just in time to see Jimmy shrug. “I think so.”

“Didn’t you write it down?” Edie glanced back at him.

“Eyes front,” Kappy murmured.

“Jah,” Jimmy replied.

“So, look at the paper,” his sister told him.

Kappy was facing front, but she could almost hear Jimmy’s sheepish expression. “I left it at home.”

Edie sighed, but to her credit, she didn’t say anything. They had been working with Jimmy on not forgetting things when he got too excited. And this morning he was definitely over-excited.

“I think that’s it,” Kappy said, thankful to spot the farm on her side of the road. At least she hoped it was the farm. The white clapboard house sat to one side of a large pen. An empty pen, but surely one that could house pigs. There was no name on the mailbox just the house number and since Jimmy had forgotten the paper where he had written the address, it wasn’t like they could check it against what they had. Thankfully he had read it to them this morning. Four-eight-seven-five. She remembered that much at least. And that the surname was Kent. From there it was anybody’s guess.

Edie pulled her car into the empty drive and cut the engine. “Are you sure this is it?”

“Well, no,” Kappy admitted, then outlined the reasons why she thought it was the right house.

Jimmy, so excited to be finally getting the pig he had dreamed about for so long, hopped out of the back seat, lugging the large crate with him. He must have knocked his sister on the head in his haste.

“Ow,” she exclaimed.

“Sorry,” Jimmy said quickly then hustled to the front door of the home.

Edie rubbed the back of her head dramatically, though Kappy supposed it must have hurt a little, then opened her car door. “I thought you said it was a Mennonite house.”

Kappy shut her car door behind herself and looked around. “No. I didn’t. I said the name was Kent. That’s not Mennonite.”

“This sure looks like an Amish house.” Edie propped her hands on her hips and looked around.

Jimmy continued to anxiously knock on the door.

It was true. It did look like an Amish home. And not just because there was no truck or car in the front drive. That could just mean that no one was there. Which was strange since they had an appointment to look at the stock. The overturned truck had caused them some delays but not enough that someone would have given up on them altogether. No, other things besides that made the house look like an Amish family lived there.

Kappy allowed her gaze to wander around the eerily quiet property and it brought to mind another expectant farm and the tragedy that followed. She shook the thought away and concentrated on the here and now. It wasn’t completely quiet. Every now and again she heard a pig snort or cow’s lowing. A clothesline sat to the other side of the home, away from the pens. There were no power lines leading up to the roof and a carriage house sat behind the clothesline. A gently flapping sheet blocked her view of the open door.

Okay, so she called it a carriage house, but that didn’t mean they had to put a buggy in it. It could house a tractor, or other motorized work equipment. Or even a truck. She said carriage house, but an Englisher might say shed. Or perhaps garage.

Jimmy gave up his knocking. He left his carrier on the front stoop and made his way around the side of the house.

“Jimmy,” Edie called after him.

Whether he was ignoring her or honestly didn’t hear her didn’t really matter, he slipped behind the house and gave a shout.

“Crap!” Edie took off in a run with Kappy close behind. In seconds they were standing by Jimmy’s side.

“Look,” he happily exclaimed. “Pigs. We are at the right place.”

Not a lot of pigs which might have explained why she hadn’t been able to hear much from them at the front of the house. Or maybe their squealing and oinking had just blended right in with the sounds of the valley. Whatever it was, she could hear them now, though the farm still had that expectant air.

“I want that one!” Jimmy pointed to a pig though Kappy wasn’t paying attention to which one. She was too busy trying not to get the creeps over the quiet air around them.

“That one?” Edie pointed.

“No,” Jimmy said. “This one.”

It was impossible to tell since they were all squirming and galloping around inside the tiny pen.

She had only a second to notice that one of the pigs had a notch in its ear, just like the pigs they had helped rescue from the main road. She trained her eyes on that one pig, noting that of the several surrounding him, he was the only one with the little cut.

“This must be where the pigs in the truck came from.” Kappy pointed to the beast in question and thankfully Edie found the pig without a lot of questions and finger pointing.

“Jimmy,” Edie called as Jimmy wandered toward the large green house that sat a little farther back on the property. Most likely in search of the farmer who lived there.

“He’s got to be around here somewhere,” Jimmy said, not bothering to slow his steps as he neared the growing house. He was on a pig mission, and he wasn’t about to let something like a missing farmer keep him from his goal.

Kappy understood where he was coming from. If they had an appointment, then the man had to be around somewhere, right?

“Okay, go check,” his sister said. “But don’t go inside.” Then she turned to Kappy. “I thought he was a pig farmer.” She gave a nod toward the greenhouse.

“Name me one Amish farmer in this valley who only has one job.”

“True,” Edie said.

Most of the farmers in the valley be they Amish, Mennonite, or English performed a variety of jobs in order to make ends meet. They farmed anything from hay to commercial flowers and everything in between. They also built furniture, birdhouses—both decorative and useful—and anything else they could make and sell to help support their family.

“Edie.” Jimmy’s voice had lost its excited tone and had gained an edge that bordered hysteria. “Kappy.”

They turned and looked at each other, then took off around the plentiful stack of firewood over to the large greenhouse where Jimmy stood.

As his sister instructed, he had not gone inside. But as they drew near it became apparent why he had picked now to follow her request. And it had less to do with a new compliance and was more about the body lying just inside the doorway of the greenhouse, gray beard caked with mud and dull blue eyes staring at the ceiling.
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Chapter Three
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He was dead. No two ways about it.

Edie gasped and pressed the back of her hand to her mouth. “He’s dead,” she whispered.

“I didn’t do it,” Jimmy said.

Edie gathered herself and turned toward her brother. “Of course not.” She instinctively went in for a hug. Jimmy ducked to one side to avoid it. Sometimes it was hard to remember that he didn’t like to be touched. Times like these especially.

“No hugs,” he said.

“Call the police,” Kappy instructed, unsure of where the words had come from. Really, they had to keep their wits about them, but all she could do was stare at the body.

A high-pitched whine started as Jimmy sat on the ground outside the greenhouse, far enough down that she was certain the body was hidden from his view. He started rocking back and forth in that way of his. Edie had explained that he did that to comfort himself.
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