
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


A Secret of the Soul

(Amish Secrets – Book 6)











J.E.B. Spredemann







Copyright 2017 by J.E.B.
Spredemann

All rights reserved. No part of this
work/book may be copied, transmitted, or stored in any form or by
any means, except for brief quotations in printed reviews, without
prior written consent from the authors/publisher.

All incidents and characters in this book
are completely fictional and derived by the author’s imagination.
Any resemblance to actual incidents and persons living or dead are
purely coincidental.

Disclaimer: The herbal information in this
book was derived by the author’s (J.S.) education and experience as
a Nutritional Herbologist, but is written for fictional and
informational use only. No herbal information in this book is, in
any way, meant as a prescription or medical advice. This
information has not been approved by the FDA, AMA, or any other
government agency. It is your constitutional right to prescribe for
yourself, if you choose to do so. The author assumes no
responsibility for the treatments in this book, if you should
choose to implement them. Therefore, the government requires the
recommendation that you see your health care provider if you have
any medical concerns/issues.

Published in Indiana
by Blessed Publishing.

www.jebspredemann.com

All Scripture quotations
are taken from the King James
Version of the Holy Bible.

Cover design by
iCreate Designs ©

ISBN: 978-1-940492-30-8

 


10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

 


 



 BOOKS BY J.E.B.
SPREDEMANN

(*J. Spredemann)

AMISH GIRLS SERIES

Joanna’s Struggle

Danika’s Journey

Chloe’s Revelation

Susanna’s Surprise

Annie’s Decision

Abigail’s Triumph

Brooke’s Quest

Leah’s Legacy

NOVELS*

Love Impossible*

Amish by Accident*

An Unforgivable Secret* - Amish Secrets
1

A Secret Encounter* - Amish Secrets 2

A Secret of the Heart* - Amish Secrets 3

An Undeniable Secret* - Amish Secrets 4

A Secret Sacrifice - Amish Secrets 5

A Secret of the Soul* - Amish Secrets 6

Learning to Love – Saul’s Story*
(Sequel to Chloe’s Revelation – adult novella)

Englisch on Purpose (Prequel to
Amish by Accident)*

 


NOVELLAS

A Christmas of Mercy – Amish Girls
Holiday

Christmas in Paradise – (Final book
in Amish by Accident trilogy)

 


NOVELETTES*

Cindy’s Story* – An Amish Fairly Tale
Novelette 1

Rosabelle’s Story* – An Amish Fairly Tale
Novelette 2

COMING 2018 (Lord Willing)

A Secret Christmas – Amish Secrets 2.5

 


 


Table of Contents

Glossary

Characters

Prologue

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

Eight

Nine

Ten

Eleven

Twelve

Thirteen

Fourteen

Fifteen

Sixteen

Seventeen

Eighteen

Nineteen

Twenty

Twenty-One

Twenty-Two

Twenty-Three

Twenty-Four

Twenty-Five

Twenty-Six

Twenty-Seven

Twenty-Eight

Twenty-Nine

Thirty

Thirty-One

Thirty-Two

Thirty-Three

Thirty-Four

Thirty-Five

Thirty-Six

Thirty-Seven

Thirty-Eight

Thirty-Nine

Epilogue

 


 



Unofficial Glossary of Pennsylvania Dutch
Words

  

 

Ach – Oh

Aldi – Girlfriend

Alt Maedel – Old Maid

Bann – Shunning

Boppli – Baby

Bopplin – Babies

Buss – Kiss

Daed/Dat – Dad

Dawdi Haus – A small house intended
to house parents or grandparents

Denki – Thanks

Der Herr – The Lord

Deitsch – Pennsylvania German

Dochder – Daughter

Englischer – A non-Amish person

Ferhoodled – Mixed up, crazy

Gott – God

Grossdawdi – Grandfather

Grossmammi – Grandmother

Gut – Good

Jah – Yes

Kapp – Amish head covering

Kinner – Children

Mamm – Mom

Mudder – Mother

Nee – No

Ordnung – Rules of the Amish
community

Schatzi – Sweetheart

Sehr gut – Very good

Sohn – Son

Verboten – Forbidden

Was is less – What is wrong?
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To those who have selflessly cared for
loved ones in their time of need. Take comfort in the words of
Jesus, “Verily I say unto you, Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one
of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me.”






Author’s Note

 


 


It should be noted that the Amish/Mennonite
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. I have taken cautious steps to assure
the authenticity of Amish practices and customs. Old Order Amish
and New Order Amish may be portrayed in this work of fiction and
may differ from some 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.







PROLOGUE

 Elam grasped the buggy reins in his hands as he headed toward
home, pondering the night he and Julianna had ‘officially’ broken
up. It was a place he hadn’t visited often in the last six years,
because it had been too painful. But now, he gave himself
permission to think about the past.

It had been just like any other
Sunday night, and he’d approached her after the singing. There
she’d stood just as beautiful as ever.

“Are you ready to go, Julie?” He
was sure his face beamed as it usually did in her presence. This
had always been the highlight of his week—spending time with
his aldi.

She frowned. “No, Elam. I…” She’d stopped
mid-sentence and he followed her gaze.

He turned to see what she’d been looking at.

Cletus Stolzfoos approached. “The rig’s all hitched
up, Julianna. Let’s go?”

Julianna’s eyes momentarily
flitted to Elam’s, then she nodded to Cletus. “Jah, I’m ready.”

What?

Elam’s heart plunged into his
stomach, it felt, as he watched Julianna pass him by and walk
straight out of the house with Cletus. She didn’t look back. Not
even once.

He’d been too stunned to say anything, to do
anything. There had been no explanation, no anything.

After she’d left with Cletus again at the next
singing, Elam never returned. It hurt too much.

That was when he’d decided to leave the community,
but not without first giving Julianna a piece of his mind. He’d
headed out to the Yoder residence and found Julianna inside
preparing supper. Fortunately, he hadn’t seen her father around
anywhere.

“Can you have someone else look after that? We need
to talk.” Elam did his best to keep his cool, as he stood near the
back door. He didn’t bother to remove his hat.

Julianna sighed, as though he’d
ruined her day by showing up. “Uh, jah.” She left the cook stove and
beckoned one of her sisters, then met Elam outside.

“Do you want to take a walk?” He
did his best to keep his wits about him. Not an easy task when he
was close enough to take her in his arms and kiss her
breathless.

She shrugged. “We can walk along the fence.”

He stepped beside her. “I’m leaving.”

She nodded but said nothing, just kept her gaze
straight.

Fire burned in his veins and clenched his heart.
“You don’t even care, do you? Fine. You want to know something? I
never cared for you either. At one time, I thought that maybe we
had something special. But I was wrong. That’s obvious.

“How can you just hook up with
Cletus like that? Oh, jah, that’s right. I forgot. He’s
rich. Well, fine. I can find me a girl who ain’t a money grubber.
One who’s kind and smart and pretty. One day, I’ll find a girl
worthy of my love.

“You go ahead and court Cletus, but don’t come
looking for me if it don’t work out. Because I won’t be here.”

He didn’t even bother to look her
way before stomping off. Perhaps she was shedding tears, he didn’t
know, but he didn’t want to see it. And if she wasn’t shedding
tears, well, he didn’t want to see that either. All he wanted to do
was get away where he wouldn’t have to think about or see Julianna
Yoder with someone else.

How many times had he imagined
himself and Julianna surrounded by loved ones while they took their
vows? How many times had he dreamed of falling asleep with her in
his arms? How many times had he looked forward to a houseful
of kinner that mirrored the both of them?

The words he’d uttered had been nothing more than a
boldfaced lie. Because, in truth, he had loved her with all his
soul. In truth, if she had asked, he would have taken her back in a
heartbeat. In truth, his heart had been on the verge of a complete
meltdown.


CHAPTER ONE




“You’re joking, right?” Elam Zook reclined
in the easy chair, and his eyes zeroed in on his cousin Zachariah.
Although he admitted thinking about it a time or two himself over
the past few years, the idea was preposterous.

“Why not? You’re single and young. For the
most part, anyway.” Zach laughed.

Elam threw the wadded paper towel, from the
snack they’d previously enjoyed, at his cousin. “Twenty-seven is
hardly an old man.”

“Not by Englisch standards, no. But
by Amish standards you’re practically unmarriable.”

“There’s plenty of men who have gotten
married at my age or older.” Why did he feel a need to defend
himself?

“Name one,” Zach challenged.

Elam wiped his hands on his jeans. “Okay.
Uh…”

“See? I told you.”

“Ach, give me a minute to think.” His
lips twisted. “Silas Bontrager.”

“Doesn’t count. He was a widower.”

Elam frowned. “Doesn’t count?”

“Nope. We’re talking single men.”

“I thought you were trying to talk me
into going back, not out of it.”

“You missed my point. I didn’t say to go
back and make a kneeling confession. Just scope out the place. You
know, ask around. See if…” Zach met Elam’s gaze and a knowing look
passed between them.

“See if Julianna Yoder is married?” His
forehead creased.

“Why not?”

“It’s a ridiculous idea.”

Zach nodded, a grin creeping up one side of
his mouth. “What would it hurt? You have no clue how many times
I’ve heard you speak her name, yet I’ve never met her. She must’ve
meant something to you. Besides, you need to find yourself a
good woman.”

He ignored that last comment. He didn’t
need a woman. Did he? “Nah, I know she’s married. She has to
be.”

“But you’re not sure.”

“As sweet and as beautiful as Julie was,
there’s no way she’d still be single.”

“Are you afraid of what you might find?”

“Yes! Who knows which of my friends she’s
married to.”

“Aren’t you curious? What if she’s
not married? What then?”

“Exactly my point.”

“You could save her from being an alt
maedel.”

“She’s not. Trust me. There’s no way.
Besides, do you know how much she hurt me? I couldn’t go through
that again.” He clutched his heart for effect.

“I thought you left because you wanted to
become Englisch.”

“Nope. Not exactly. She sealed my decision
to leave. I would have stayed if she hadn’t…” Elam sighed. “I
promised myself I wouldn’t go back.”

“O…kay.”

“Okay, what? What’s that supposed to
mean?”

“At one time, I thought things were hopeless
between Rosanna and me. Now look at us.” His eyes narrowed and he
pointed to his prosthetic leg. “And I’m not even a whole man.”

Just then, Rosanna Keim, or Rosanna Zook for
the past six years, entered the room with a little one in her arms.
“I think she wants her daddy.”

Elam didn’t miss the look of love in her
eyes as they made contact with her husband’s. It would be
nice to have someone look at him that way, he admitted to
himself.

“And you, Zachariah Zook, are all the man I
want.” She gently caressed her husband’s chin.

Zachariah took the baby from her arms and
his features lit with joy. How could his cousin have a passel of
children already, yet he didn’t even have a wife? Or a
girlfriend, for that matter. No one would ever call him lucky in
love, that’s for sure.

“I’m going to make supper now. Will you keep
an eye on the children?”

Zach nodded, his gaze never leaving the
little one in his arms.

“You’ll need to check on Johnny, Lena, and
Isaac. They’re playing on the swings,” Rosanna reminded, then
planted a kiss on her husband’s cheek. She turned to Elam. “You
joining us for supper?”

“Nah. I better get home.” He wasn’t sure why
he proffered an excuse. It wasn’t like he had anything important to
do at home. Nope. The only thing that awaited him at home were four
square walls, and a decent size television with a handful of movies
he’d already watched too many times.

And Scramble. He couldn’t forget Scramble.
His beloved mixed golden retriever had got him through many a
lonesome day. But sometimes, humans just needed human
companionship. Not the easiest thing to find for a former Amish man
whose family and friends had all remained Amish.

At least he had Zach. He’d grown up in
another district but they were cousins by blood. And both ex-Amish.
Although he hadn’t served in the military like his cousin
had, he had been shunned because he left after he’d become an
official baptized member at the age of sixteen. He never thought at
the time he’d come to regret that decision—he was fully committed
to his people. But when the situation with Julianna transpired, he
knew he couldn’t stay.

If it wasn’t for Zachariah and Rosanna and
their encouragement, he’d probably still be Amish. And miserable.
Now that he’d tasted freedom, he didn’t see going back as a
possibility. Ever.

~

Elam knew the idea of returning to his Amish
community was outrageous, so why couldn’t he get it out of his
mind? Zachariah’s words played in his head once again. You could
save her from becoming an alt maedel. Even more outrageous was
the idea of Julianna having not found a suitor after he’d left.
It’s impossible.

He had to find out for sure, didn’t he? He’d
thought he’d been sure. After he’d heard the rumors years ago, he’d
wanted to go back but couldn’t get himself to do it. But now…what
if she had become an old maid? Of course, that wouldn’t be
his fault. She’d had her chance with him. So then why was he even
considering going back?

Deep in his soul, he knew what it was. It
was almost as if there were some unseen force compelling him
onward. Was it the voice of God? He couldn’t be for sure and
certain. He just knew that if he didn’t go, he wouldn’t find
peace.


CHAPTER TWO




Elam pulled his baseball cap down as far as
it would go and adjusted his sunglasses. Hopefully, his thin goatee
and Englisch clothing would brand him an authentic
Englischer. He’d have to remember his posture—no stooping as
many of his people carried themselves. He needed to maintain the
demeanor of an Englischer, shoulders straight and proud.
He’d have to remember not to let his Deitsch accent slip.
Since he’d left a little over five years ago, that was one thing
he’d tried desperately to lose. He only spoke in his mother tongue
when he and Zach were out somewhere and wanted to keep their
conversation between the two of them. But one’s heritage was not
something one could just lose at the drop of a hat, even if
intentional.

Goosebumps prickled on his arms as his
vehicle entered his former Amish community. As he passed each
familiar house, remembrances of years gone by—the church meetings,
youth singings, and those who occupied each home—had come rushing
back like a locomotive hurling down the tracks at maximum speed.
But one memory in particular jarred his thoughts. His final day
with Julianna.

Over the years, he’d dated just a handful of
girls in his Kentucky district. Most, only once. There were two
who’d ever held a special place in his heart, or he’d thought he
might have a chance with. The first was Saloma Troyer, who had come
from Pennsylvania to work as a school teacher. They would have made
a good match had her heart not already belonged to an
Englischer. She and William Griffith were married less than
a year later, probably with several children by now. At that time,
he never would have considered becoming an Englischer
himself. But time and circumstances had a way of changing
things.

Then there was Julianna.

Elam was certain she was his one true love.
They’d dated in secret for just over a year. He had every intention
of marrying her. But when he approached her father and asked for
her hand, he’d flat-out refused to let his daughter marry him. When
asked why, her father hadn’t given him a reason.

In his heart, he knew the reason. Her father
hadn’t thought him good enough for his daughter.

Because Elam’s father had been injured in a
buggy accident years prior, he hadn’t been too successful with
finances. Injuries were tough for Amish families who depended on
physical labor for their income. The entire community knew that
their family’s funds had been lacking at times and they’d pitched
in to help. When Elam was old enough, he’d found odd jobs working
for Englischers and was able to contribute. But apparently,
that hadn’t been good enough for Julianna’s father.

He knew he shouldn’t have, but at the time,
he’d asked Julianna to leave the community with him. He couldn’t
imagine not being married to her. But she refused to leave their
people, and he knew she’d been scared. Now that he thought back on
it, he wondered if she, too, had doubted his ability to provide for
her.

The next thing Elam knew, Julianna was
riding home from singings with Cletus Stolzfoos. Cletus just so
happened to be from one the most well-respected and wealthiest
families in their district. His father owned a five-hundred-acre
spread including a prosperous horse ranch. Cletus’ father had
trained horses that went on to win the Kentucky Derby. Cletus
appeared to be walking in his father’s footsteps, and as the
youngest son, stood to inherit the Stolzfoos property. They had no
lack of material possessions, unlike Elam’s family.

That was when Elam decided it would be best
if he left. He couldn’t bear to stick around and watch the woman he
loved marry another and start a family with him. He couldn’t bear
attending meeting and other community-wide functions and seeing the
love of his life ride home with another man. As he mused on it now,
the thought still sickened him to his stomach.

According to the rumors, though, the
relationship with Cletus hadn’t lasted. Elam had already been in
the world for six months then, making a good living, and he was
still too upset to return home. Julianna had made her choice, and
it wasn’t him. He still sent his family money each month to help
them get by—anonymously, of course, although he was quite certain
his folks knew it was from him. Mamm hadn’t wanted him to
leave but he saw no other choice if he wanted to keep his sanity.
He’d already lost his heart.

What am I even doing here?

He wasn’t ready to do this yet.

He spun into the closest driveway to turn
his truck around. He began backing up and a distinct thud
grabbed his attention. His head whipped around to see a buggy
toppled over on its side.

Oh no! I hit someone. Shoot!

He immediately pulled his vehicle forward
into the driveway he’d just backed out of and shut off the engine.
He ran around his truck to the buggy. He crouched down in front of
the buggy’s windshield, which seemed to be intact.

A young woman, most likely a few years
younger than him, lay on her side inside the buggy. He prayed she
wasn’t injured.

“Ma’am, are you all right?”

She seemed startled, and understandably so.
“Jah, I’m gut. I think.” She began to move.

Elam thrust forth his hand to stop her.
“Wait. Don’t move yet. Does anything hurt?”

“Nee. I’m fine. I might have a bruise
or two, but I don’t think anything’s broken.”

He pulled his cell phone from his pants
pocket.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m going to call 9-1-1.”

“Nee. No! I’m fine, really.”

He understood her aversion to calling an
ambulance. Most Amish in his district took care of issues on their
own as much as possible, only procuring a doctor’s care if
absolutely necessary.

The horse whinnied.

“I need to get out,” she insisted.

“Let me help.” He examined the buggy for the
best possible way to escape. “Can you crawl through the back?”

“I think so.”

“Okay. If anything hurts too badly, I want
you to stop. Okay?”

“Jah.”

Elam looked up to see a buggy coming from
the opposite direction. The driver pulled to the side of the road
and two men jumped out and crossed the road. He recognized the
older man, but not the younger one.

“Martha? Are you okay?” The younger man
rushed to the woman.

“Jah, I’m fine.” She’d managed to
crawl out of the buggy and stood up. Her prayer kapp sat
disheveled on her head.

Elam stepped forward. “I’m so sorry. I
didn’t even see you.”

“Stupid Englisch.”

He understood what the young man had spoken
in their native language.

The young woman frowned. “Nee. It was
an accident.” She’d replied in the language they thought he
couldn’t understand.

“He was careless.” The man shook his head.
“Dat will be upset about his buggy.”

They must be brother and sister. Maybe I
should let them know somehow that I can understand them. But he
didn’t want to give away his identity.

The older man stroked the horse’s head. He
looked back at the buggy. “Help me get this upright. We’ll need to
try to unhitch the horse first. I think she’s calm enough now.” At
least he’d spoken in English.

“What would you like for me to do, sir?”
Elam offered, pretending to be clueless, like the Englischer
they presumed him to be.

They eyed him, most likely doubting he could
be of any use at all.

The younger man grunted as a car pulled
up.

“Why don’t you direct traffic?” The older
man suggested.

“Okay.” Elam turned back to the young woman
again. “I’m really sorry, miss.”

He waved the car through and frowned when
another buggy rolled up and stopped. Another man got out and
crossed the road. This was becoming uncomfortable. He turned as
though watching for traffic, hoping to not be recognized. He had no
desire to let these people know his identity, yet he was thankful
for the help.

He briefly wondered about Martha and her
brother. He didn’t think he’d ever seen them before, but something
about Martha seemed familiar to him. Did they live in a neighboring
Amish community? Honey Ridge, possibly?

In a short time, they had the buggy upright
and the horse standing. By looking them over, both seemed to be in
remarkably good condition. The buggy had a tear in the exterior
vinyl and the wheel seemed like it might be slightly bent, nothing
an Amish artificer couldn’t repair. The horse’s eyes were wide and
she pranced anxiously, as though she were scared. But she didn’t
seem to be injured.

He now wondered if his auto insurance
covered horse and buggy replacement, something he’d never
considered in the past. He’d never been one to carry a lot of cash,
and he knew he only had a couple of twenties in his wallet. Perhaps
he should offer those. He pulled his wallet out and removed the
bills.

“I don’t know how much it’ll take to fix
your buggy, but I have some cash on hand. It’s not much.” He
shrugged and offered it to the young woman.

She glanced toward her brother, who was now
looking over the horse with the two other gentleman. She looked
unsure whether she should accept the money or not.

“I could give you my number, or you could
give me yours. I can call you after I talk to my insurance agent.
I’m not sure whether they cover horse and buggy. If they don’t,
I’ll pay whatever it costs to have the buggy repaired.”

“Let me ask my brother, Jerome.” She called
the young man over and explained the situation in their native
tongue.

The young man, Jerome, nodded and took the
money from Elam’s hand without saying a word.

“I’ll get my number for you.” Elam ran back
to his truck for a pen and piece of paper. He scribbled down his
number, tore the paper in half, and handed it to the young woman.
“Will you write your number down?”

“We don’t have a home phone, just the one in
the phone shanty. You could leave a message.” She began to write
the number down, but her brother grabbed the pen from her and
thrust it back at Elam.

“Nee. We will call you if we need
to.” It was obvious this young man didn’t like him and was trying
to be difficult.

Elam didn’t protest and took his pen back.
“Okay. Just let me know.”

By the look of it, the older man agreed to
drive the damaged buggy. The brother and sister made their way
toward the other buggy the two men had originally arrived in.

“Wait! I don’t know your name,” Elam called
out.

“Martha. Martha Yoder.”

Yoder?

Elam watched as the two buggies drove away.
Could it be that this Martha Yoder was related to Julianna? Yoder
was a popular name, but it wasn’t as common in these parts as it
was in other Amish communities. There was a very real possibility
that Martha and Julianna Yoder were related.

Was this just a coincidence, or had God
allowed their paths to cross for a reason?

 



CHAPTER THREE




“Elam Zook.”

Elam turned from the pew he was about to
vacate and looked up at the possessor of the voice that had called
for his attention. Ted Jorgenson, the assistant pastor,
approached.

“Yes, Brother Ted?”

“Have you thought about joining our singles
group? I’m certain you’d enjoy it.”

“No, I haven’t. When is it? And where?”

“They meet here at the church. Sometimes
they just hang out here and have Bible study and fellowship. And
other times they go out bowling, play volleyball, ice skating, or
some other outdoor activity.”

Hmm. Kind of sounds like an Amish
singing.

“I’m not sure.”

“It would give you a chance to get to know
some of the young men and women your age. Singles from one of our
sister churches also come from time to time.”

“Is the purpose to find a mate?”

Ted chuckled. “Not specifically. But I can’t
say that some of our married couples haven’t emerged from the
singles group. Are you looking for a spouse?”

Now that was a question. Was
he looking for a spouse? He wasn’t sure himself.

“Not particularly. But if God brings one
along, that’s fine with me.”

“Well, you never know what God might have
planned for you.” Ted cupped his shoulder. “The singles meet at six
on Saturday evenings. I’m sure they wouldn’t mind a new member
joining their group.”

Elam nodded. “No promises, but I’ll think
about it.”

“Good. You do that. Will I see you at church
Wednesday night?”

“I’ll be there.” He shook Ted’s hand and
watched him walk off to join his wife and children. The man seemed
to be about five years older than Elam, but seemingly had his whole
life together. Maybe he should consider going to this singles
thing. What could it hurt? He could try it out once and if he
didn’t like it, he could stop going. No big deal.

“Hey, what was that all about?” Zach
approached.

“Oh, Pastor Ted invited me to the singles
group.” He shrugged.

“You should go.” Zach nodded. “Going to the
Reformer’s Unanimous meetings here at the church saved my life. I
was stubborn about going at first, but after what happened with
John…” He swallowed and his voice trailed off. “You should go.”

Elam knew that speaking about Zach’s former
best friend stirred up too many emotions, but he already knew what
his cousin hadn’t said. Zach lived with many regrets—things in his
past that were impossible to make right. It was something he’d
learned to live with, but it hadn’t been easy. Only his faith in
God had sustained him.

“I might just do that.” Elam smiled.

The last thing he wanted was to live with
regrets. Which was why he needed to figure out some things. Namely,
what Julianna was doing these days.

~

Elam grabbed a nail from his tool belt and
hammered it into the window frame of the storage shed he was
building. His mind had been wandering all day, it seemed. Truth be
told, he was nervous about attending the singles gathering
tonight.

For the most part, he considered himself
slightly introverted. He didn’t despise being around others, he
just felt uncomfortable in a setting unfamiliar to him. And while
he enjoyed getting to know people one on one, being the center of
attention was not his thing. He appreciated peace and quiet, but he
also liked having friendships, which was what he was hoping to find
at the singles gathering.

Elam’s lips twisted as he perused his
closet. What on earth did people wear to these things anyway?
Should he dress how he would for church on Sunday, in khakis and a
button down? Somehow, that seemed too formal. He stood in front of
his closet and grimaced.

This must be how females feel when
getting dressed for an occasion. Not that he knew anything
about that. But he’d heard Zachariah mention Rosanna a time or two.
The Amish life was so much simpler. No closet full of clothes to
decide from. He stood there another minute and decided a t-shirt
would be too casual, so he finally grabbed a short-sleeved buttoned
plaid shirt and a pair of dark jeans.

His palms now began to sweat as he
contemplated getting out of the vehicle. Sheesh! It wasn’t
like he’d never met new people before. He looked on the seat at his
Bible. Did he need to bring it along? Pastor Ted hadn’t said it was
a Bible study. Yet, it was a church activity. He would err
on the side of caution.

“Elam?” a voice called as he emerged from
his truck.

“Hey, Chase. I didn’t know you attended the
singles group.” His mind was instantly set at ease as his friend
approached and shook his hand.

“Oh, yeah. I wouldn’t miss it. Glad you’re
here.”

“Thanks. Me too.”

They walked toward the building where Sunday
school classes were typically held. Chase opened the door.

“Hey, guys.” Mike Buller, another
acquaintance from church, greeted them.

They both shook Mike’s hand.
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