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Author’s Note

 


 


It should be noted that the Amish people and
their communities differ one from another. There are, in fact, no
two Amish communities exactly alike. It is this premise on which
this book is written. We have taken cautious steps to assure the
authenticity of Amish practices and customs. Both Old Order Amish
and New Order Amish are portrayed in this work of fiction and may
be inconsistent with some Amish communities.

We,
as Englischers can
learn a lot from the Plain People and their simple way of life.
Their hard work, close-knit family life, and concern for others are
to be applauded. As the Lord wills, may this special culture
continue to be respected and remain so for many centuries to come,
and may the light of God’s salvation reach their hearts.


 


 


 


For my daddy…you’ll always be my hero


Prologue

 


 


Saloma
glanced at the clock on the wall for the fourth time in the last
ten minutes. What was taking Mamm and Dat so long?
They should have been home over an hour ago. Perhaps they’d been
held up by traffic. Jah, that was
it. She was sure of it.

Nobody
had been expecting Dat to fall out
of his chair this morning. Not her, not Mamm, and certainly not Dat himself. Saloma and Mamm had been in the kitchen, preparing scrapple and eggs for
breakfast, when they heard a loud thump on the hardwood floor. Both
of the women rushed into the living room the moment they’d heard
the noise, knowing that Dat wouldn’t have allowed the kinner to horseplay inside. There had to be something
wrong.

Unfortunately, their instincts had been correct. Saloma
attempted to fathom the scene playing out before her eyes.
Dat
lay on the floor helpless, like
a brand new kid wrapped in its mother’s sac, waiting to be rescued
from impending death. He clenched his arm and his disillusioned
eyes met Mamm’s. Saloma
recognized fear in Dat’s solemn
gaze, something she’d never experienced in all her growing up
years. Dat had always
been strong and confident – a leader of his meager tribe of
eight maed.
Dat
had never been blessed with
sons, and Saloma often wondered whether he regretted that fact. Had
tending the farm alone been too much of a burden for
him?

Another
five minutes passed and still no word from Mamm. Was Dat still breathing, or had he passed on to Glory? Sometimes,
the unknown almost seemed worse than the actual knowing of a
matter. If Dat were to pass
on, she’d be the one Mamm would rely
on for strength, but she was unsure she could provide it. Her own
heart would need mending if she were to be of help to
anybody.

But she
wouldn’t think of that now. No, Dat was still alive. He had to be.

Pray. Pray hard.


Chapter 1

 


 


Grieving the Loss of a Loved One Saloma read the spine of the library book and
pulled it from its position on the shelf. It seemed she needed all
the help she could get in dealing with the loss of her father. The
younger kinner would
certainly be asking more questions as the days passed, and she
wanted to be able to give sufficient answers and support. She added
it to the pile beside her on the floor.

“That’s a good book.”

Saloma
startled at the male voice and spun around. She was unprepared for
the handsome Englischer who
stood just inches before her. She unconsciously touched her
prayer kapp. “Do you
usually sneak up on Amish women in libraries?” She couldn’t help
the words that flew from her mouth unbridled, a fault she hoped to
one day overcome.

“Actually, I do.” The man chuckled. “No, not
really. Just kidding.”

“Oh, sorry. I just, uh, sometimes I say
things.” She flustered.

“Well, I’d say that’s good. You know, some
people don’t have the ability to speak.” He winked.

“Stupid things, I mean.”

He smiled and held out his hand. “My name’s
William. Will, for short.”

“Gut to meet you,
Will.” She shook his hand briefly, and then scanned the area for a
nearby empty table. “I was going to find a place to sit down
now.”

“Okay. Would you mind if I join you?”

What does this Englischer want? “Uh, jah I guess that
would be okay.” She bent down to pick up the books.

“Here, let me get those.”

“Denki.”

“You didn’t tell me your name. Or did your
mother teach you not to talk to library-stalking strangers?”

Saloma
cracked a half-smile. This Englischer was certainly different than anyone she’d met.
“No, my mother did not say
that. I’ve spoken to many strangers.” She led the way to a table
that had two comfy-looking chairs across from one
another.

William chuckled and followed her to the
quiet corner nook.

“Why is
that funny?” Saloma watched as Will set the stack of books on the
table. This Englischer was
more handsome than any of the Amish men her age, hands down. She
found his short dark hair attractive, she admitted. However, he
was Englisch, and
that meant out of her league. Nevertheless, she enjoyed this Englischer’s attention.

“Not funny. Cute.”

Saloma’s cheeks flamed. “I don’t
understand.”

“You still haven’t
told me your name.” He raised a brow.

“Saloma.”

“A nice name, but it reminds me of salami.”
He chuckled again, his hazel eyes sparkling. “Saloma. Saloma.” The
name rolled off his tongue. “Would you be offended if I called you
Sally? That’s much easier for me to remember. Besides, I think you
look more like a Sally than a Saloma.”

“Sally?”
She thought for a moment then shrugged. “Jah, I reckon that would be okay.” It’s not like she
would ever see this Englischer again.

He pulled the top book off the stack. His
gaze turned solemn. “This book really helped me after my father
passed away last year. He was a great man, and I took his death
pretty hard.”

“Your vatter died
too?”

Will nodded.

“My va-father died
last week.” Tears immediately filled Saloma’s eyes
unbidden.

Will reached over and squeezed her fingers
briefly, then released her hand. “I’m so sorry.”

She pulled a handkerchief from her dress
sleeve and dabbed her eyes.

“I know it’s probably really difficult right
now, but you’ll get through it. God will help you.”

Saloma
nodded. “It was His will, jah.”

“Tell me about your father. What sort of man
was he?”

“He was
a gut
kind man. He worked hard.” She
thought about her father and the countless hours he’d spent farming
so they’d have plenty to eat, or cutting wood to provide warmth
during the winter months. A son would have been an immense help,
but the Lord had never blessed her folks with male offspring.
“There are eight of us kinner and Mamm.”

“My parents had me and my brother, but
Christopher died as a baby. So, I basically grew up as an only
child.”

“It is
just your mamm and you
now?”

“No, my mother died about five years
ago.”

Saloma frowned. “So, you have nobody?”

“I have God.” Will smiled. “And an aunt who
lives in Arizona or somewhere out West. I’ve never met her.”

“You live all by yourself then?”

“No, I do have an uncle too. He’s my
mother’s brother. I live with him but he’s really busy, so it’s
almost like I live by myself.” He shrugged. “I don’t mind, though.
I have a lot of freedom.”

Saloma placed a hand over her rumbling
stomach. “Goodness, it must be near dinner time already.”

“I’m getting hungry too.” Will smiled and
glanced at his watch. “It’s actually past lunch time. One-fifteen.
Would you like to go grab a bite to eat?”

“I have
to be back to pick the kinner up from school.”

“How long do you have?”

“I should leave in twenty minutes.”

“I’ll tell you what; leave your buggy here
and we can take my Jeep. We can just get a pretzel at the pretzel
factory. It shouldn’t take long.” He quirked a brow. “How does that
sound?”

Saloma
thought of the cash in her wallet. Five dollars should be enough.
“Gut.”

“Great.” He glanced at her pile of books.
“Do you need to check those books out?”

“Jah.” She
gathered her books and Will scooped them into his capable
arms.

“Okay, let’s go.” He grinned.

 


<><><>

 


William pulled off a piece of the soft
pretzel in his hand then glanced at the beautiful young woman
across the table from him. “You know, Sally, you’re the first Amish
woman I’ve actually met.”

Saloma’s head tilted and her charming smile
brightened her face. “I hope you’re not disappointed.”

“On the contrary; I’m pleasantly surprised.”
He popped the warm, buttery bread into his mouth.

“Surprised?” Her sapphire eyes sparkled.

“I guess most of the Amish women I’ve seen
don’t seem to be too friendly.”

“It’s not our way to be friendly with male
strangers.”

“And yet you are.” He smiled. “I must be
special.”

“Ignoring you would have been rude.”

“Indeed.” He glanced at his watch. “We don’t
have much time. Let’s go.”

She nodded and followed him to his Jeep.

After assisting Sally, he hopped in and
turned the engine over. “May I see you again, Sally?”

A becoming blush darkened her fair cheeks.
“I don’t know. This is not normal for Amish. My mother wouldn’t
approve.”

His confidence deflated and he briefly
glanced at his plaid shirt. He couldn’t pinpoint exactly what it
was, but he felt like he’d connected with Sally on a deeper level.
She was a pretty girl and he was physically attracted to her, that
was true, but there was just something about her that made him
desire to know her better. Could he just walk away and forget about
her? He didn’t think so. Surely there was a way to see her again.
“Might you visit the library again soon?”

“I usually come on Tuesdays, after morning
chores are done.”

Perfect. He
smiled. “I just might have to come back to the library next
Tuesday, then. Would you mind?”

“It’s a free country.” She shrugged
nonchalantly, but he didn’t buy it one bit. Her body language
clearly demonstrated her attraction to him as well.

“And isn’t that a blessing?” He winked, and
she quickly looked away. Yes, she was attracted to him but she
seemed to fight it. He didn’t know much about the Amish at all,
although he’d lived in Lancaster County his entire life. She’d said
her mother wouldn’t approve. Did that mean that she wasn’t allowed
to date a non-Amish person? He’d have to do some online research as
soon as he got home. He’d never had much interest in the Amish, but
now that’s all he could think about.

“Here we are.” His black Jeep rolled to a
stop just next to her buggy. He snatched her books before she had
the chance, and carried them to her buggy.

“Thank you for the pretzel.” She moved to
unhitch the horse, then hopped up onto the bench seat.

“It was my pleasure. Really.” He smiled. “I
hope you had a good time.”

She bit her bottom lip and nodded.

“Me too. See you on Tuesday.” William waved
as she set off out of the parking lot and down the road. Next
Tuesday couldn’t come soon enough.

 


<><><>

 


As
Saloma approached home, her hands began to tremble. Would
Mamm
know she’d been with an
Englisch
man? Was it written on her
face? Would Mamm be able to
see it in her eyes? Saloma realized that she was on dangerous
ground. How could she be so attracted to this Englischer? He was indisputably verboten. And undeniably desirable.

God, help me.


Chapter 2

 


 


“Mr. Griffith, will you be taking your
supper with your uncle this evening?”

William glanced at his laptop screen, and
turned to the housekeeper. “Yes, Marita, thank you; tell my uncle
I’ll be there in just a minute.”

“Very well, sir.” The petite, middle-aged
Hispanic woman disappeared from the room.

William
turned back to his laptop, and quickly bookmarked the web page so
he could return to it later. He never knew the Amish culture could
be so fascinating…and perplexing. How could some Amish only own
buggies, but hire Englisch drivers
to take them places? And yet others owned vehicles, but could not
drive them? Then, other, more progressive groups owned and drove
vehicles? And then there was all different manner of what was
acceptable in dress. Why did they call non-Amish people
‘Englisch’? And
why is it that some groups did not allow modern conveniences of any
kind – not even indoor plumbing, he’d discovered to his dismay –
yet others had kitchens and bathrooms that rivaled almost
any Englisch person’s home? Perplexing, indeed.

“Ah, I wondered whether you’d ever pull
yourself away from your computer,” his uncle commented as he
entered the dining room.

“Sorry, Uncle George.”

“What has you so thoroughly captivated this
evening?” His uncle’s curiosity was piqued.

“The Amish.” Will smiled.

His uncle frowned. “Why are you concerned
with the Amish all of a sudden?”

“I find them interesting, I guess.” His
uncle didn’t need to know anything about his afternoon with
Sally.

“Interesting? They’re hardly that. Nothing
but trouble if you ask me.” He scowled.

Why did it seem his uncle had an aversion to
the Amish? “Why do you say that, Uncle George? I thought they were
known as honest, hard-working people.”

“Honest?” he scoffed. “Not the ones I’ve
known.”

“But you can’t judg–”

“William! Enough of this conversation.” His
uncle took the cloth napkin before him and placed it over his lap.
“Let’s discuss something pleasant over our meal, shall we?”

Will sighed. “As you wish, Uncle George.” He
silently bowed his head to pray.

“How are your studies coming along?”

“Fine. I can’t wait to graduate this
semester.”

“Do you have any job prospects?”

“I haven’t looked yet. I’ve been pouring all
of my time into my studies. I thought I’d begin looking as soon as
I graduate.”

“I heard Grace Chapel has an opening for a
youth minister.”

He’d considered that position, but it wasn’t
what he’d had in mind. “I’d hoped to get a counseling position. At
a smaller church,” he added. Large crowds frightened him.
One-on-one counseling seemed to suit his personality best.

“Something like that wouldn’t pay much.” His
uncle’s brow lowered. “You do realize that, don’t you?”

“I know.” He often thought about how he’d be
able to support a family if God ever blessed him with one of his
own.

“I hope you’re not planning to live off your
father’s meager life insurance policy your whole life. And I refuse
to support you indefinitely. I promised your father that I’d see
that you completed your college courses; after that, you’re on your
own.”

William glanced around, taking in the
opulence of his uncle’s large estate. He could easily support ten
families if he had a mind to. “I have no intentions of burdening
you with my presence,” he spat out bitterly.

“William, that’s not what I meant.”

“Really?
Because that was how it sounded.” He grimaced. “I’m thankful that
you took me in after my father passed away. I plan to have a family
of my own someday but, since I have no one in my life right now, I’d thought maybe you could fill that
void. I guess I was wrong.”

He
abruptly rose from his chair and left the table.
Is that all I am to
Uncle George, just a financial burden? A dull ache clenched his heart. He missed his
parents’ love now more than ever.

 


<><><>

 


“Saloma?” She jumped. It seemed like she’d been in a trance
half the night, her mind inundated with thoughts of the handsome
young Englisch man.

She acknowledged John Glick’s presence.

“May I drive you home tonight?” He nervously
fidgeted with his straw hat.

As long
as she could remember, John had been attracted to her. He
was gut-looking
enough, and friendly too, but she hadn’t joined the church yet. She
didn’t think that she wouldn’t someday, but something held her
back. At present, it was the Englischer.

John stood waiting for her answer. “Do you
have someone else in mind to ride with?” He glanced around the
room.

“Ach nee. I, uh,” she
couldn’t find a good excuse, “okay, John, I’ll ride with
you.”

“Okay, gut. I’ll hitch
up the horse.”

Fern Mast sidled up to her as soon as John
disappeared. “Are you gonna be ridin’ home with John tonight?”
Saloma didn’t miss the excitement in her friend’s voice.

Saloma nodded demurely.

Fern
beamed. “I’d hoped you two would get together. He’s perfect for
you, ain’t
so?”

“Only Der Herr knows
who’s perfect for me,” Saloma reminded.

“Maybe so, but I bet it’s John Glick.”

“I better go. I think I just saw his buggy
pull up.”

 


<><><>

 


Saloma did her best to think of something
other than her father’s death, or Will, but it seemed like she’d
thought of little else the last few days.

“I’m
sorry about what happened with your daed. He was a gut man.”

Saloma
raised a half smile at John. “Jah, he
was.”

“What
will your mamm do now?
With the farm and all?”

She and her mother had been discussing that
very thing. What they really needed was a man to oversee the farm.
“We’re unsure yet.”

“I could help.”

“Denki, John. I
appreciate that. I’ll let my mother know.”

He nodded. “You know, it may be too soon,
but I’m thinking that, if the two of us get hitched, I could run
the farm.”

Saloma’s
jaw dropped. Did he really just propose what I think he did?

“I mean, if you’ll agree to it.”

“John, I’m not even baptized yet. And I
don’t think I’m ready to marry.”

“I see.” Lines of disappointment creased his
face.

“My father just passed away, and I need some
time. We have to adjust.”

“I know. I was just thinkin’, that’s all.
Beings y’all don’t have a man around.”

Saloma
knew he only meant the best. “It’s a kind offer, John.
Denki
for thinking of us.”

“I do like you a whole lot, Saloma. I
wouldn’t just be marrying ya for the farm.”

“I
realize that, John. It’s a gut offer.”

“Will ya think on it then?”

“Jah. I’ll think
about it.”

John
leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Denki, Saloma. I will make a gut husband for you if ya say yes.”

“I’m sure you would, John.”


Chapter 3

 


 


Saloma
rushed to finish up the kinner’s lunches so they wouldn’t be late for school this morning.
She turned to the girls. “Mary, Katy, Judy, Becky, do you have your
sweaters?”

“Jah,” the girls
replied in unison.

Saloma
watched out the window as the girls hopped onto their scooters and
made their way toward the schoolhouse down the road. It seemed like
only yesterday that she and her other sisters, who were all now
finished with their parochial schooling, had been the ones walking
or riding their scooters to school. In the colder months, they’d
use a buggy or a homemade sleigh Dat had made.

Oh, how
she missed her vatter. He
hadn’t been perfect by any means, but she knew for certain sure
that he was better than a lot of her friends’ fathers.
Dat
always took good care of his
family, and showed his love for them in many ways. While many Amish
fathers didn’t show affection, Dat had
always been sure to compliment the kinner when they did well, with at least a pat on the
back.

She
wondered now what Dat would say
about Will. It seemed to Saloma that Der Herr had orchestrated their meeting at the library. Why
else would he place the two of them there at the same time? Why
else had William read the very same book she’d decided to check
out? There were simply too many coincidences for her to believe
that God didn’t somehow have a hand in this.

Saloma shook her head to dispel her
daydreaming. Now that the girls were taken care of, she could
finish up the shopping list and then head into town. Her first stop
would be the grocery store, then she’d visit the library for a
while. The groceries should keep until her time at the library was
up, although she hated to think about her time with Will ending
before it had even begun.

What
would she say to William? How much could she possibly have in
common with an Englischer anyway? Judging by the last time they met, they had plenty
in common. Would he ask her to join him for a pretzel
again?

Wait, she was getting ahead of herself.
There was a possibility that he wouldn’t even be there. What if
something came up? What if he changed his mind, and he really
wasn’t interested at all? What if she read too much into their
conversation last time?

All she
knew is that she’d better calm her nerves before she arrived at the
library. The last thing she needed was to be so nervous that she
got tongue-tied. That would be
embarrassing.

Saloma took a deep breath and glanced over
her list one last time, to make sure she’d purchased everything.
She had.

Time to head to the library.
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William
glanced into his rearview mirror to make sure he didn’t have
anything stuck between his teeth. Nope. He looked at his hair. Fine.

He usually wasn’t this nervous when seeing a
girl. For some reason, though, he had a feeling about Sally. She
wasn’t just another girl. She was different.

A horse’s clip-clop drew his attention to
the approaching buggy. It was her. He fiddled with his collar, and
tried desperately not to stare in her direction. As soon as she
neared the hitching post, he hopped out of his Jeep.

“There she is.” His face brightened.

He watched as she tethered the horse to the
hitching post. Were her hands shaking?

“Hello, Will.”

“Did you get a chance to read through that
stack of books?” He noticed that she only brought a few back with
her.

“Jah. I read a
couple of them.”

“How long do you plan to be here?” He hoped
that she didn’t have to rush off again, like last time. He had
plans.

“The girls took their scooters to school
today, so I won’t have to pick them up. But I do have groceries in
the buggy.”

He glanced at the buggy and noticed a large
ice chest. “Would you like to go for a drive? I think your
groceries should be fine.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “Where?”

He shrugged. “Just around. I thought I’d
show you where I live, and maybe we could have lunch.”

Sally
nodded. “That sounds gut. I want to
return these books first. I’m not planning to borrow any this time.
I still have plenty to read.”

“Okay. I’ll wait for you, Sally.” William
cracked his knuckles as he watched her walk toward the library
book-drop. As soon as she returned, he gallantly opened the door
for her.

“Do you live nearby?”

“Not too far from here.”

“Your uncle’s house, right?”

“You remembered.” He nodded, but grimaced
inwardly. What would Uncle George say if he knew he was bringing an
Amish girl into his home? Fortunately, Uncle George was working at
his office in the city today. “I think you’ll like it.”

“Do you farm?”

“Farm?” He chuckled. “No, I don’t know the
first thing about farming. Do you?”

“Jah. We have
corn.”

“I’ve shucked corn before. Does that
count?”

Sally smiled and shook her head. “No, but it
may come in handy when it’s time for canning.”

“Are you planning to put me to work
already?” He caught her eye as he turned onto his uncle’s lane.
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