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​Chapter One
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“You did what?” Hagar gasped, staring at her Mamm as they stood at the kitchen counter washing dishes, her hands immersed in the warm, sudsy water in the sink. “How could you deed Daed’s blacksmith shop to Gideon? After what he did to me? And you deeded the farm to me? It’s in our backyard! The farm actually encircles the ‘smithy on all sides!”

The smell of the stew they’d had for dinner still lingered pleasantly in the warm kitchen air and comforting crackling could be heard from the black pot-bellied stove in the living room, but all Hagar could see was a faded future ahead of herself.

Her childhood friend hadn’t thought she’d make a gut Frau, so Gideon directed his friend to another Maedel. That was the bottom line.

Until that moment, she’d always thought he liked her. She’d certainly always liked him.

“The other children all have their own farms,” Esther pointed out. “Your Daed and I helped them. Of course, this place is yours. You helped me care for your Daed before he died and you help me now. You are our only unmarried Kinner. Yah, the farm is yours now, even though your Bruders work the land.”

Her Mamm’s voice sounded strong and crisp, the tones of her words so familiar and dear, despite what she said.

Esther raised her chin a little, returning Hagar’s look with her own. “You know Gideon learned his blacksmithing from your Daed. Giving him your dead father’s blacksmith shop only makes sense. Gideon is the youngest of his familye and they have no money to help him set up his own shop. Why he’s been here every day since he was thirteen.”

Hagar now gulped a breath into her lungs. A clock ticked steadily on the wall above the fireplace, its rhythm measured and calm in contrast to the storm raging through her body.

“Yah, Mamm,” Hagar shot back, glaring, “and I’ve had to see Gideon’s smirky face all this time after he actually sent Peter chasing after that other Maedel. My Peter! Gideon was the reason Peter didn’t marry me! Peter himself told me what Gideon did! As if I wouldn’t be a gut wife!”

“Before all that,” her Mamm said with a shake of her head, curly gray wisps of hair escaping beneath her white Kapp, “you were good friends with both of Dan’s buddies. Remember? You all played together, your Bruder and Peter and Gideon. You were of an age with Dan and Ada, although Dan and Ada were a little older. Remember, you used to say Gideon was so funny? He made you laugh all the time.”

“Yes, before! When we were Youngies.” Washing out the sink with a splash of winter-cold water as the suds drained, Hagar angrily swiped at a tear on her cheek. “How could you do this? Gideon! Now I must go on seeing him every day for the rest of my life!”

And every day face her failure to make him admit she’d have been a good wife—to Peter and in general.  

Her mother waved a hand, bending to hang the dish towel on the hook under the sink. “That thing with Peter was a long time ago. I’ve prayed about this, Hagar. I believe this is what Gott wants.”

She straightened to lean forward with a loving, concerned expression, pressing her veined hand over Hagar’s as she peered into her Dochder’s distressed face.

“Mamm,” Hagar protested in a choked voice, “I still have no husband! Peter and I were school sweethearts and we courted for three years after leaving school. Then, when we were finally of an age to actually marry, Gideon tells Peter he thinks Peter should marry another girl!”

Not denying any of this, Esther lifted her brows as she said, “And Peter did marry this Priscilla. He did it of his own choice. No one forced him.”

“If it hadn’t been for Gideon urging him not to marry me, but to look elsewhere, though, Peter most likely wouldn’t have even noticed Pricilla. She was only visiting here for that summer.”

Esther made no reply to this for a moment, only turning to wipe the counters with a wet rag. “After your Daed fell ill, Gideon finished up Ben’s work. He’s kept the shop going, working there as if it was his own and giving us most of the money earned. He deserves the shop. The other children and I agree that the farm itself should be yours, but Ben’s shop belongs to Gideon. As I said, I prayed about this, Hagar. I don’t see that I could have done otherwise.”

Hagar blindly settled the dry dinner plates with a clatter into their spot in the cabinet, closing the door. Although she’d known focusing on her spinsterhood wasn’t gut and she’d done her best to move forward in Godly, helpful ways to others, she longed for a familye of her own. Every now and then, she tacked this wish onto her prayers of thanksgiving. She’d long known that Gott cared for her like He watched over all His flock with love.

Her Mamm changed the subject, saying in an overly-casual voice, “As to you living here the rest of your days as a spinster, I’ve been meaning speak to you about Sapphira. You remember my old friend Sapphira Schwartz? She lives back in my home town of Windber?”

“What?” Hagar looked up with a distracted frown, pulled out of her own thoughts. 

“My friend Sapphira.”

“Yah?” Hagar still had no idea what this had to do with her.

“Well, Sapphira has had such great success making matches that she’s decided she should do it full-time. You know, since her husband died.” Esther adjusted the rag on a peg to dry by the sink. “Sapphira is a matchmaker now. You know, she’s found mates for all her Kinner and made a number of other matches in the church there.”  

“Oh.” Hagar looked out the window over the sink at the shop that was now Gideon’s, still lost in angry contemplation of her single state. The Mann she thought was her friend, but who thought so little of her he hadn’t wanted Peter to marry her.

In patience, she had prayed and waited for a husband to come her way. She knew that Gott moved not on human schedule, but in His own time. Still, she was unmarried and not a Youngie anymore. At thirty-two, she was almost a generation older than the Maedels just leaving school.

She was just baffled by this—this hole in her life. Why hadn’t Gott sent her another husband? Someone she could love and with whom she could have a familye? Even though she knew that Mann couldn’t fathom the ways of Gott, she didn’t understand this.

When her Mamm shifted closer to again place her hand over Hagar’s, she looked up into the lined, much-loved face.

“I could do nothing else, but give the shop to Gideon, my Dochder.”

Looking at Esther through a sheen of tears, Hagar nodded jerkily.

“Maybe you should use Sapphira’s services.” She looked at Hagar with compassion. “You’re very caring. Very good with Bopplin and by no means beyond having Kinner of your own.”

Her mother went on. “Your Geschwischder have spoken on more than one occasion with gratefulness that you have this knack with children. You have helped them with their Bopplin many times. You need a husband and Kinner of your own. Let me write to Sapphira.” 

“Maybe,” Hagar choked out. “I should probably have you do that. Maybe. We’ll talk about it later.”

In her prayers, Hagar felt reassured that Gott was with her and that all would be well. Standing at the sink, she stared blindly out at the yard beyond. Despite her faith, she still had no husband and no familye of her own.

Her gaze sharpened again, settling on the shape of her Daed’s blacksmithy just beyond the yard behind their Haus.

Gideon. Joking, interfering Gideon. In her face, forever. As long as she lived here. How could she have ever called him a friend?

Gideon now always to be in the blacksmith shop only steps from her back door. Gideon, who thought she’d make a bad wife. She’d hoped to eventually marry and move away...or that he would move and set up shop elsewhere.

Hagar drew in a shuddering breath. Looking ahead, all she could see was being locked into being close to her enemy every day.

*
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Two days later, Gideon adjusted the little Boppli in his arms, juggling Eli’s diaper bag on his shoulder as they went into the Troyer’s already-packed house to find a chair for the service.

The crowded room smelled of smoke from a stove near the front of the familye living room and yet it was still chilly, despite the bodies that crowded in for today’s service.

It hadn’t seemed an option not to take care of his niece’s child when Leah ran off after bearing the child without a husband. The situation was worsened by the fact that Leah had conceived outside of marriage when she’d been visiting in another town.

Returning to her Eldre’s home, she’d never spoken of the Mann who had refused to make her his Frau, but left her in this condition.

While Gott cautioned them to always be kind to their neighbors, Gideon felt no kindness for this Mann. Even now as he smiled at different church members as he entered the Haus, the thought of the Boppli’s father made him clench his teeth in anger.

Gideon had always been close to Mark’s daughter, a result of living in his Bruder’s home for several years, he supposed. When Mark’s eldest daughter—an unmarried and very distressed Leah—had delivered Eli without telling anyone who the Boppli’s Daed was, Gideon had known he could only help her with the child. Not doing so wasn’t even a possibility.

As it was, he’d had to do some major persuading to get Mark and Rachel to let him care for the child. If they hadn’t been in such grief and worry over Leah, he doubted he’d have been allowed to take the Boppli. Eli probably would have gone into the care of Leah’s older cousin or his own sister, even though both women had their hands full, having just given birth themselves.

“Gideon!” Isaac Miller yelped playfully as Gideon carefully stepped along a crowded aisle. “Be careful where you’re stepping, Dumm hund!”

“Your big feet don’t make this any easier,” he shot back with a grin, carefully guarding the Boppli sleeping in his arms.

“Mine!” Isaac snorted. “You should talk. You take up all the air in the room with your size.”

Not denying this, Gideon grinned, shifting his bag to slide into a seat. He hadn’t known when he made the decision to help with Eli that Leah would hare off completely like she had, leaving the Boppli behind. Unfortunate Maedel. Gideon knew she was caught in confusion and grief. Probably anger, too.

If only she’d told any of them who was responsible for her plight.

Gideon reflected as he sat amidst the chattering group that he knew she loved Eli. Just seeing her crooning to the Boppli with tears rolling down her cheeks had shown him that. She would return for her son, he knew.

In the meantime, Gideon meant to foster the boy. He’d keep Eli safe for Leah. She could rely on him for that. Even if he had to argue with Mark and Rachel all day.

No doubt caring for the Boppli would have been easier if he’d had a Frau, he mused, not deeply troubled by his single state. Keeping Eli’s cradle in the blacksmith shop was simple, but the work he had to do away from home, that was more difficult.

Across the room, Gideon saw Enoch standing at the back of the room, holding his own sleeping toddler. Little Elizabeth looked beautiful and peaceful, her head, in her tiny black Kapp, resting on Enoch’s shoulder. Several rows to the left, his Frau, Kate, sat with their older Dochder. Gideon knew they’d had a rough road to their happiness, but now that they’d found it, he found himself envying the couple.

If he’d found that kind of love yet, he’d be a husband and a Daed himself now. As it was, he still waited for Gott to send the right woman his way. Certainly, he didn’t want the lukewarm love his own parents demonstrated.

Gideon noticed then that Hagar Hershberger and her Mamm, Esther, sat in the row of chairs in front of him. Esther was a spunky character. A Mann never knew what the funny, older woman would say.

Gideon had always enjoyed being around the Hershberger Haus, even as a young scholar. It had been such a happy place. As Youngies, he’d been best buddies with Dan and Peter. Memories flashed through his mind. His friends running wild through the fields with Hagar and her older Schweschder. Snitching apples from the orchard and hanging out in the Hershberger hayloft after their daily chores were finished. They’d had such fun.

He’d been blessed, too, to learn a craft he really enjoyed from Benjamin Hershberger.

Grief for his old friend still sometimes rose in his broad chest.

In spite of himself, Gideon stretched his not-small feet forward, sliding them between Hagar’s and her neighbor’s seats, feelings of affectionate humor coming to the surface. He hoped she would one day forgive him for his words to Peter Schwartz. Gideon missed joking with her. 

At the slight jostling, he saw her look down to his feet and then throw an angry glance at him over her shoulder.

In a teasing voice, he said in a low voice, “There is not much room back here, Maedel. Can a poor blacksmith spread out in your direction a little? The Boppli and I need more room than most.”

She turned to look back at him, her gaze stormy, her cute mouth pinched tightly closed.

“Goedemorgen,” he said, smiling at her. In their adult lives, he and Hagar had pretty much stayed clear of one another—the result of those impetuous, but fully-meant words of his to Peter. Even though he knew from her faint frostiness that Hagar still hadn’t forgiven him for this, she’d never been this openly angry with him before.

“I hope you and your Mamm are having a pleasant day.” He shifted baby Eli to lie flat on his lap.

“We’re fine,” Hagar snapped before turning to face forward again.

Gideon felt his eyebrows shift upwards as he tucked the tiny Boppli’s blanket tighter. Something had Hagar upset and he’d bet it somehow ended up at his door. She was an even-tempered woman for the most part, but he seemed to bring out the worst in his childhood friend.

Little Eli woke then with a wail and he continued crying even after Gideon put the Boppli up to his shoulder, patting his back with hands that felt too broad on the tiny back. Being careful not to pat too firmly, Gideon uttered quiet soothing sounds. 

Eli continued to wail.

Gideon grew more tense as the baby cried inconsolably. He was acutely aware of disturbing those seated beside, behind and in front of them. However, the whole congregation was partaking of this screaming Boppli moment, not just the people around them.

It was then that Gideon spotted his brother, Mark, across the room. Suddenly, how he handled Leah’s child was very, very important. Mark and Leah’s mother looked at him steadily.

Patting away, he rocked a little and murmured to the crying child, feeling sweat break out on his brow, “Sweet Buwe. There, there, everything’s okay.”

Slewing around in her chair with an irritated expression, Hagar watched him and the Boppli for a moment while he continued to try to comfort the tiny Buwe. As Gideon did this—acutely aware of his neighbors, his Bruder and Frau, the whole congregation—the Boppli’s blanket slid forward to the floor.

Hagar continued to stare over her shoulder at them with that same expression and—both irritated and fixed—he finally leaned forward to say as softly as he could with the Boppli still crying in his ear, “Maedel, is there a problem?”

“That’s what I’m wondering,” she shot back with a quirked eyebrow.

Eli continued hollering in Gideon’s ear and he glanced to the side, considering squeezing back down the narrow aisle to take the crying Boppli outside. Unfortunately, a man of his size was never inconspicuous and his carrying a small wailing child would only made him more difficult to ignore.

“Here,” Hagar said suddenly, reaching out for the child. “Give him to me.”

“What?” Gideon hissed, pulling back out of her reach in a startled move. “No!”

Realizing the ungraciousness of his response, he followed this up with, “Neh! I will quiet him.”

“I can get out of here more easily,” she insisted, shifted around to reach for the noisy bundle. “Come on, we’re disturbing everyone’s worship. Don’t be silly. I’ll bring him right back in when he quiets.”

Harassed and growing more agitated with every glance thrown his way, Gideon caved. He handed her the tiny, wailing bundle. “Bring him back to me. Yah?”

“Of course.” She brought Eli into her chest, nesting the still-caterwauling Boppli under her chin.

Watching her make her way between the chairs in her shorter aisle, he sat in torn confusion as she disappeared out a side door, Eli’s cries growing fainter. Gideon was of half a mind to follow her out, only he knew there was no way to easily do this.

Outside in the early spring chilly breeze, Hagar made sure Eli was swaddled tight in his blanket for warmth, still holding him snugly under her chin.

“There, there, little Boppli,” she crooned softly as she crossed the yard to the barn that would be filled with warm animals and provide a break from the sharp wind. 

Carefully swaying with her steps to sooth the infant, she unlatched a smaller barn door a few minutes later and slipped inside. Eli just whimpered now. Once in the warmer space, Hagar walked with him. He was most likely tired and stimulated by the crowd of people. Sleep would bring him comfort.

Poor little Boppli with no Mamm or Daed.

The Troyer barn held several draft farm horses, big and meaty, that once in a while blew puffs of air through their large horse noses, making low, rumbling, snorting sounds that blended with the creaks the old barn made when pushed at by the wind.

Still walking and swaying with her sweet armful, Hagar exhaled a gusty sigh herself. Her mother may have remembered a different time between her and Gideon, but she hated now that he’d ever been able to make her laugh. Hated that she’d liked him so much.

There was nothing to laugh at now.

*

[image: ]


The next morning, Gideon lifted his head from his work as the large, sliding shop door was pushed back and Hagar scuttled in with a cold gust of wind.

Expecting to see Esther again, as the grandmotherly woman had just brought him a generous slice of the molasses oatmeal pie she’d baked that morning, he was surprised to see Hagar’s tall, sturdy figure.

He saw her every day in his comings and goings as she hung the wash out on the clothesline or weeded in the garden to the side of the Haus. It grieved him to have lost her friendship, but he’d known she shouldn’t marry Peter Schwartz. It had come to him like a voice from Gott. He loved Peter like a Bruder, but Peter wasn’t the Mann for sometimes sharp-tongued, always smart Hagar. She was too much for him and Peter too little for Hagar.

She shoved the narrow side of the door now to push it closed against the early spring flurry.

The metal of the rails creaked a little in the cold as the door rolled back to a closed position on its track.

Against the background of his work at the anvil, the forge roared.

Gideon turned back to the big, flat hunk of steel. In a corner, far from the glowing, rumbling forge—wrapped snugly against the draughts that crept in—was little Eli, snug in his cradle. Gideon had been very relieved to learn that once the Boppli was asleep, no amount of noise stirred him.

A red-hot horseshoe lay waiting on the large blackened anvil in front of him and Gideon turned toward it, ignoring the woman glaring at him from the door. He raised the hammer to clang against and flatten the metal he’d just used his tongs to pull from the forge while the heat made it malleable. Several feet in front of him, the huge brick oven hissed and rumbled in the cool air.

Bringing his hammer down to level the horseshoe with several clean strokes, the sharp sound of metal on hot metal filled the shop. He turned then to look at Hagar.

“Maedel,” he said, smiling at her in greeting as she stepped forward. “It’s colder outside than spring ought to be. Brrr!”

“Yah,” Hagar responded in what seemed like an absent manner.

He noted her scanning the messy shop and finding the spot occupied by Eli’s cradle.

“Does the banging not bother him?” Hagar’s cool voice questioned.

“Neh. Apparently not. You see Eli sleeping on now. I have no idea why he had such a hard time in church yesterday. Denki for rescuing us both.”

“It was nothing.” She shrugged. “The Boppli was tired and unhappy.”

He used the tongs to shift the hot metal on the anvil in front of him, his hand agile and accustomed in their leather gloves. “Well, we were all relieved.”

Gideon grinned again. “Certainly, the rest of the congregation. When you took him out, everyone could hear the preacher again.”

Crossing to stand by the smudged window, she said absently, “Yah. Listen, Gideon, we must speak about this mess about the shop.”

As she spoke, she waved a hand to gesture at his working space.

Gideon looking back at her with a sheepish smile. “It is a mess, isn’t it? As you can see, my tools are pretty much in order. I work without seeing what else needs to be cleaned. Those windows there, haven’t had the panes scrubbed in years probably.”

“I’m not talking about that and you know it,” she said sharply, shifting her feet in an agitated manner. “I mean this situation of my Mamm having deeded me the farm, but having given you this shop. It is intolerable.”

All urge to grin left him at the cold anger in her face and he said, “It is?”

“You must see it is,” she said with exasperation. “You know very well I have every reason to hold you in aversion.”

“Neh,” he said in an even tone, “I do not know this. Explain it to me.”

“Do not pretend to be dull-witted! We both know how you interfered to keep Peter from marrying me.”

Turning to face her more fully, Gideon drew off his leather gloves and looked at her. “You and Peter were always a bad match. The fact that he married Priscilla was confirmation that he recognized this.”

Hagar gasped, an impulsive step bringing her closer to where he stood. “You! You did this out of spite! You suggested that he not marry me. We had courted for several years. You were the one to recommend he marry someone else.”

“I have no spite against you, Maedel. That is nonsense. All I did with Peter was question the two of you marrying.” He shrugged. “And I may have mentioned he look at Priscilla. But that has nothing to do with the shop.”

She took an agitated step away from him, turning back to say, “Maybe not, but it has everything to do with my not wanting you in my backyard.”

“Listen, Hagar,” Gideon said in a serious, steady voice, “I loved your Daed. Like my own Daed. Ben gave me this vocation. I learned everything from him. I continue to work here mostly because this was Ben’s smithy.”

He gestured around at the space. “Everything here speaks of him. It is where I learned from him and it’s like he’s with me. I know Gott has Ben in His arms, but I feel close to your Daed here.”

A silence fell between them, their gazes met and held—his even and hers stormy.

After a moment, she looked down, muttering, “Well, I do not want to live on this farm with your shop outside my door. You should buy the farm and Haus or refuse the smithy.”

He turned back to use the tongs to place another horseshoe in the forge. “You know, I do not have the money to buy the farm. Not yet.”

Staring at him for another tumultuous moment, Hagar then turned abruptly and walked out the door.

*
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Later that day, Hagar sat next to her Mamm by the fire, hemming an apron while her mother squinted at the sock in her hand for darning.

In the past whenever Hagar had given thought to the situation or seen Gideon’s big shape pass by as he went back and forth to the shop behind the Haus, she’d always presumed he would soon find another place to do his work. Eventually. Elsewhere.

It had never occurred to her—even in the months after her Daed’s passing—that the Mann would feel such an attachment to the place that he’d want to stay there.

This business with the ‘smithy had her fernhoodled, both puzzled and distressed. Not to mention angry. She didn’t like being angry. It was an uncomfortable, scratchy feeling and all her past amusement with Gideon now seemed to have shifted there.

Next to her, Esther cleared her throat as the fire popped and crackled in front of them, throwing a welcome heat into the room. “I think you ought to take care of Boppli Eli.”

Hagar’s head came up with a snap, no longer bent over her work. “What do you mean? What Boppli? Oh, Eli! Gideon is caring for the little Buwe.”

“Ach,” her Mamm made a scoffing sound in her throat. “In that jumbled up shop? Such a muddle. It wasn’t that way when your Daed was alive, but Gideon’s different. He’s a great big Buwe, himself, is Gideon. Such a kind Mann, but his work is hard and sometimes takes him from home. You know what a farrier’s life involves. Your Daed was home very late many a night when he went to the bigger farms to shoe the horses.”

“That’s true,” Hagar agreed, going on with her hemming. “But I understand Gideon’s very determined to care for the Boppli himself until Leah returns, if she ever does. This is what Amity says and, as Gideon’s sister, she’s been close to the whole situation.”

“Yah, Gideon’s Schweschder would have heard the story from the start, but we aren’t even sure poor Leah will ever return. I know Gideon keeps insisting she will. It’s a pity Amity couldn’t have taken the child herself, particularly with Rachel just having had young Bopplin.”

“True, but Amity’s husband was just recovering from that fever, you know. Having such a little Boppli in their Haus wasn’t advisable.” Her eyes stayed focused on the apron hem on her knee into which she inserted neat stitches.

“So, Gideon has the Boppli and he needs your help.” 

“Leah’s Mamm could lend a hand. She’s Eli’s Grossmammi, after all.” Hagar didn’t look up, hating the hard kernel of anger in her chest. She’d prayed and prayed to Gott to help her hate Gideon less. To forgive him for the words he’d said to Peter, but she just hadn’t been able to do it. Her anger seemed to have grown even bigger than her feelings for the Mann she was to marry.

Her mother said, “You know very well that Rachel Lapp has her hands full with her younger Kinner...and she’s still heartbroken over Leah having a Boppli when she’s not married and leaving her child to run off.”

“Do you know if they’ve heard from her?”

“No, nothing. Rachel’s sick with it. She’s the last person to help with the Boppli now. You should.” Esther’s voice was stubborn. 

Deliberately not understanding, Hagar said, “I should do what?”

Esther dropped the half-darned sock to her lap. “Do not be simple-minded, child. You should offer to sit with Eli while Gideon makes his farrier rounds. It is the Godly thing to do.”

“I do not feel Godly toward Gideon,” she burst out. Tucking her chin again down, she blinked back the sudden rush of angry tears. Drat Gideon, she only teared up when angry with him.

“Now, Dochder,” her Mamm chided. “You know this is not gut.”

Hagar cleared her throat and drew in a deep breath. “It doesn’t matter. Gideon has been very clear with everyone that he’s caring for Eli.”

Her Mamm darned in silence for a moment, before saying in a strong voice, “This may be true, but that little Buwe isn’t safe and can’t be comfortable in that ‘smithy. You should care for him. As he grows older, Eli will sleep less and begin to need to roll and crawl around! What then?”

She didn’t even want to think about a crawling infant in the farrier’s shop with a hot, glowing furnace and the big, draft horses that were tethered to the post next to Daed’s anvil as he cleaned their hooves and trimmed them to be ready for their new shoes.

How could he watch a Boppli while doing this?

Drawing another breath, Hagar said in a too-loud voice, “I’m sure Gideon will keep him safe.”

From beside her, Esther made another scoffing noise. “You have more sureness in Gideon then than I do.”

Hagar bit back quick words of assurance that she had no faith in him, but that then meant little Eli did need someone to watch him and keep him safely out of the shop.

She didn’t want to admit that she could be the right person for a job that would necessitate even more contact with a Mann she resented.
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​Chapter Two
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Later the next day, Gideon bent to anchor the horse’s front hoof between his broad, muscular thighs. Wearing heavy leather chaps to protect himself, he reached for the tool to draw forth the old nails now holding the worn shoe on the horse. Next to him, the big horse, sent a shiver over her glossy coat.

“It’s definitely time to get these changed.”

Isaac stroked Betsy’s nose as she stood, docile while Gideon rummaged on his work table for the tool to clean her hoof and later used a nipping tool to trim the growth off her hoof, like taking excess off a fingernail.

Across the shop, Kate and Mercy took turns holding little Eli and telling him what a wonderful Buwe he was.

Glancing up from his work, Gideon grinned. Despite his outward appearance, scenes like this galled him. Eli should have had a Daed present to support him and give his Mamm everything she needed. 

Banishing thoughts of his anger toward the author of Leah’s dilemma, Gideon smiled at the woman holding the Boppli.

“We always like visitors and Eli is loving all the attention—aren’t you, Eli?—but why bring both yours and Isaac’s Fraus?”

“After this,” Isaac’s words were matter-of-fact, “we’re going to get some fabric at Bontreger’s store. They’ve added a new section, you know.”

“I did not know,” Gideon admitted, bending again to lay the cooled horseshoe against Betsy’s hoof to measure for size.

Standing next to Betsy with his hand resting on her back, Isaac looked back to Gideon. “I see you have the Boppli’s cradle back away from the forge. This shop is a jumble. Do the sounds of your work out here not bother him?”

Gideon glanced over at Mercy cradling the infant and cooing at him.

“Neh. Not usually. Not if he’s sleeping.”

“I know very well that Bopplin don’t always sleep,” Isaac said in a grim voice. “Enoch and Kate’s little Dochder, Lizzie, cried a lot at first. At least, until they used the herb mixture Mercy gave them. That was a blessing.”

Gideon again bent over the hoof, nailing a new shoe into the painless, “fingernail” rim. “Sometimes Eli cries, but usually now just when he’s wet or dirty or hungry.”

Laughing as she overheard this, Kate lifted her voice to say, “Isn’t that much of the time?”

“He does sleep.” Knowing he sounded defensive, Gideon added with a smile. “A lot of sleep, actually, and then he doesn’t stir, no matter what noises we make here in the shop.”

“He’s such a wonderful Boppli,” Mercy said in a fond voice. “So strong and so smart. See how he looks at you?”

“Here, let me hold him. It’s my turn,” Kate said, swaying as she held Eli, strolling closer to where the two Menner stood next to old Betsy. “Mmm, it’s definitely warmer over here.”

“Both Betsy and the forge, I suspect.” Gideon patted the big horse’s back. 

“Where is Lizzie?” Gideon asked, balancing his light hammer in his hand with an accustomed ease as he looked up from the horseshoe.

“I left her with Sarah at Hannah’s,” Kate responded as she jiggled Eli. “Sarah enjoys playing Mamm with their daughter, Abigail, who’s older. The Kinner there dote over Elizabeth.”

Casting her a sideways glance, Gideon stuck several nails into his mouth while he tapped the another into Betsy’s shoe. “I haven’t yet had to do any farriering at the outlying farms I usually service.”
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