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    A Note from Patrick E. Craig


    When I first started writing Amish fiction, I had a short story in mind about a master quilter from Apple Creek, Ohio who found God, a little lost child, and a new life in the heart of a snowstorm. When I showed the story to my agent, he encouraged me to turn it into a full-length series of three books. Now, three years later, the last of those books, Jenny’s Choice, has been released and I am still telling the story of the Hershbergers and the Springers. The setting has moved from Apple Creek to Paradise, Pennsylvania, but the characters and the stories are part of an ongoing thread that has captured my heart and kept me busy since 2010.


    When I was writing the Apple Creek Dreams series, I was going to tell the stories of Jerusha Springer, her adopted daughter, Jenny, and then Jenny’s daughter, Rachel. But I fell in love with the character of Jenny, and then there were two books about Jenny where I had only planned on one.


    Now I finally get to tell Rachel’s story. It’s a different kind of story, but then I’m not exactly known in Amish circles as someone who writes a typical Amish novel. I think that’s because I read too many Zane Grey books when I was a kid. His books had adventure, mystery, and danger, and for those of you expecting a typical light-hearted romance dressed in Amish clothing, you will certainly find far more than that in this story, so be prepared. But Grey was also one of the best romance writers that ever put pen to paper, and in the end, good Amish fiction has to have romance and plenty of it.


    So sit back and enjoy The Amish Heiress, and remember, in the end, stories should be about love: love between people and ultimately, they should be about the love our God had for us when He sent His own son to solve the dilemma of the ages and bring peace and joy to our hearts. And that is the greatest story ever told.


     

  




   


    Part One


    The Key


     

  




   


    Rachel, my darling girl, how can I tell of the joy you give me. In the dark days when we thought we had lost your papa, I was adrift in my grief but you were my ray of sunlight, and precious memories were bound into your very being. In all those years when Jonathan was gone, you were my rock, the one person I could turn to that always had an uplifting word or a loving gesture. I know your heart ached as mine did, but somehow you held yourself above the pain and were always there for me. And for such a long time, you were the one who believed your papa would come home someday.


    That is why it surprised me when it was so hard for you when your papa did come home. You were fourteen, you were becoming a woman, and Jonathan had missed such a big part of your life. You and your papa were at odds for a long time. I think that you had finally reconciled yourself to Jonathan being dead—you had moved on. And then when he came home, you had to learn that relationship all over again. We were so close, the two of us and then there was another person in the house, a man who in many ways was a stranger to us both, especially on his “bad” days. I think you felt like he came between us. So when the opportunity came for you to go, you were ready, too ready...


    Rachel – From The Journals of Jenny Hershberger


     

  




   


    Chapter One


    Trouble in Paradise


    “I won’t do it!”


    “You will do what I say!”


    “I’m eighteen, Papa, and my own person. You can’t make me do anything anymore!”


    “Rachel, Jonathan, please stop shouting at each other.”


    The cacophony of voices pushed out the open front door of the house like a symphony orchestra with every instrument out of tune. A girl stood in the doorway pointing her finger back at someone inside. She spoke again and this time her voice was low and icy.


    “Mama, I hate him. Ever since he came back, my life has been...hell!”


    The word crashed down like an avalanche of rocks and then there was silence. 


    “Dochter, you don’t mean that. Please, apologize to your papa.”


    “I won’t apologize to someone that’s...that’s verrückt!”


    “Rachel!”


    “So, I’m crazy, am I? Well, we’ll see. Go on. You want to leave, just go. Get out of my house.”


    “Your house? Your house? I’ve lived here longer than you. You come back into our lives and think you can just take over and order me around. Papa, I don’t even know you. I’ll go, I’ll go, and maybe I won’t come back!”


    With that, Rachel swung around and stomped out onto the porch, slamming the screen door in the face of the man who was following her out. She ran down the steps and out onto the lane and was gone before her papa could catch her.


    Jonathan Hershberger opened the door and stood, watching his daughter run through the field next to the house. His wife, Jenny, came out behind him and watched their daughter go. Jenny’s face was pale and her eyes were red.


    Jonathan put his hand to his head. “My head hurts, Jenny. Help me inside.”


    Jenny dabbed her eyes with a handkerchief. “You know you are not supposed to get angry. The doctor warned you that you could have a stroke.”


    “I know, Jenny, but I can’t seem to help myself. I don’t want to be angry with Rachel, but there is something in her that just pushes me over the edge.”


    Jenny put her arm on Jonathan’s shoulder and led him back inside. “In her, Jonathan, or in you?”


    *****


    It was a cold and wet March day in Paradise. Spring had not yet arrived with her palette of vivid hues, and the predominant color was brown—brown stubble, brown earth, dead grass in the front yard. The small swale beyond the pasture fence was filled with runoff from the winter snowmelt, and a few solitary white ducks floated on the surface of the temporary pond, casting their reflections on the leaden surface that drearily mirrored the gray clouds gathered above the Hershberger farm.


    Rachel Hershberger trudged down the path that led away from the house. Her feet sank inches into the soft mud, and the edges of her dress bore the stains of her ill-advised trail breaking. Her face was red, and a single tear had coursed its way down her cheek. She spoke out loud to no one in particular, and her outburst roused the ducks from their peaceful repose to flutter a few feet across the pond and then settle back again. “Why did he have to come back? Everything was fine without him.”


    Now the tears began to flow freely down her face. She wiped them away, but others that seemed eager to mar the loveliness of her face quickly replaced them. Her dark auburn hair was held tightly in a bun beneath her kappe, and the wool jacket she wore over her plain dress kept the March chill from her skin. But it did nothing to ease the chill in her heart.


    The squishing of her boots in the mud mixed with an occasional sob and the rippling sound of the little creek that ran through the cottonwoods, off to her right, played a strangely discordant concerto that jarred against the serenity all around her. Finally, she came to the gate out onto the main road. As she walked disconsolately down the asphalt, Rachel was absorbed in her sorrow and did not pay attention to the soft clop of the horse’s hooves behind her until the small buggy pulled up next to her.


    “A bit chilly for a walk in the mud, isn’t it, Rachel?”


    Rachel looked up into the kindly face of Daniel King, her friend from the neighboring farm. He sat on the buggy seat with a quizzical look on his face.


    “Go away, Daniel. I don’t need your indefatigable good nature right now.”


    “Indefatigable! Ja, now there’s a fifty-dollar word. Come on, Rachel, I’m your friend, and you look like you could use one right now. Hop in and I’ll take you wherever you’re going and keep you tidy at the same time.”


    Rachel stopped and looked up at Daniel. His handsome, beardless face smiled at her from under the black hat, and he sat straight and tall on the seat. Rachel’s shoulders dropped and she gave a sigh of resignation. She really wanted to be by herself, but her hike through the mud had worn her out. She climbed up on the seat next to Daniel.


    “You and your papa fighting again?”


    “Yes, if it’s any of your business!”


    “Look, Rachel, don’t go there. You have spoken with me many times about Jonathan, so it’s not like I’m prying into your secrets. What was it this time?”


    Rachel slumped down in the seat. “I signed up for another class at the Junior College—a class in animal husbandry. I...I want to be a veterinarian, but my papa told me to drop the class.”


    “Why, because Amish girls are supposed to stay home after eighth grade and learn to be obedient little servants to the men?”


    Rachel looked at Daniel in surprise. “Something like that.”


    She looked again. Daniel wasn’t smiling. He was staring straight ahead, and his face was set in a stern mask.


    Rachel suddenly realized that she might have an ally in this handsome young man. He was usually so...so traditional. “Why, Daniel, you surprise me. I wouldn’t expect anything like that out of you.”


    Daniel shook the reins over the back of the horse and relaxed. The smile returned to his face, and he looked over at Rachel. “There’s a lot you don’t know about me. I’d be more than willing to share it with you if...if you’d let me court you.”


    Rachel turned away abruptly and stared out at the brown fields of Paradise, Pennsylvania. “Don’t, Daniel. We’ve talked about this before. You’re my friend, but that’s all I feel for you. Besides, I don’t want to get married. I have...other plans.”


    Daniel didn’t let the barbed remark ruffle his calm demeanor. “So what are you going to do, Rachel? Run away to the big city and become an animal doctor? Wouldn’t you find more work around here?”


    Rachel turned back to Daniel, and now there was excitement in her voice.


    “Don’t you see? It’s not the 1800s anymore, even for the Amish. It’s 1990. There’s so much out there, so much more to life than a little farm in Paradise, Pennsylvania. There’s music and art and museums—the whole country and even the whole world to see. I want to float down the Nile and see the pyramids. I want to go to the Louvre and stay there for weeks. I want to torment the guards at Buckingham Palace and see if I can make them smile. Daniel, don’t you ever want to go, to see, to do?”


    Daniel looked down at the reins in his strong hands. “All I want is to stay here and work with my papa, and then when it’s my time, take over the farm and raise the finest saddlebred horses in Pennsylvania.”


    Rachel gave an exasperated sigh. “And that’s why we could never be together. I want to be part of a much bigger world, and in order to do that I...I...”


    “Can’t stay Amish?” asked Daniel softly.


    Rachel looked at him without speaking. The answer lay heavy between them in a silence broken only by the soft clopping of the horse’s hooves on the road.


    *****


    When Rachel banged back through the door, Jenny was sitting on the sofa in the front room. Her face was soft and sad. She lifted her finger to her lips.


    Rachel pulled off her coat and hung it on the hook by the door. “Where’s Papa?”


    “He’s sleeping, Rachel. He got a bad headache when he got so angry. You know that it hurts him physically when you fight with him.”


    Rachel looked down. She felt bad, but she wasn’t going to back down. “Mama, is he the only one who lives here? Why do we have to tiptoe around and make everything easy for him all the time?”


    Jenny motioned for Rachel to come sit beside her. Rachel hesitated and then plopped down stiffly beside her mama. Jenny’s arm circled Rachel’s waist. She pushed through the stiffness and pulled her daughter up close. It took a minute, but Rachel finally relaxed and put her head on Jenny’s shoulder. Soft sobs began to shake Rachel’s body. Jenny reached over and stroked her daughter’s forehead as Rachel began to calm down.


    “I know it’s difficult...to have Jonathan home. He still struggles with the disaster on the boat and the injuries he sustained. He watched his parents die and it hurt him so.”


    “I know, Mama, and I feel sorry for him, but he’s so hard to live with.”


    Jenny turned Rachel’s face toward her. “Rachel, your papa was a different man for eight years. He completely lost any memory of being Jonathan Hershberger, of being an Amish man, of you and me and our home here in Paradise.”


    “I know, Mama, but—”


    Jenny put her fingers softly on Rachel’s lips. “Let me finish. When your papa converted to the Amish faith before we were married, he came from a background that was very worldly. He was an atheist, or at least an agnostic. He had tried drugs and different religions. He thought he was going to be a famous musician, and if he hadn’t met me, he probably would have been. When he lost his memory, he went back to what he intuitively knew—playing music. He became famous out there in the world and made a lot of money.”


    Rachel stirred. “I know the story, Mama, but it still doesn’t explain why he’s so strict with me.”


    Jenny sighed and put her hand to her face. An errant tear had attempted to run down her cheek and she brushed it away. Rachel saw the involuntary movement and her heart softened.


    This really hurts my mama. She also wishes things were not this way.


    Rachel’s arms crept around her mama. “Oh, Mama, I’m sorry. I know all this makes you sad.”


    “Yes, dochter, I am sad. I am sad for the years we missed, you and I, with your papa. I am sorry for the pain that your papa went through, and I am sorry that you and he are not close like you once were. But I am also very grateful. I thank du lieber Gott every day that Jonathan came back to me...to us. I thank Him for the amazing miracle He performed when my heart was broken beyond hope. You must know that your papa and I were made for each other. We are two lives and one heart. It is a very special thing that Gott does for people. That is His plan for marriage, and someday I hope you will find the same joy. Jonathan and I had ten wonderful years together. It was especially joyful after you were born. When he disappeared and I thought he was dead...”


    Jenny paused and dabbed her eyes. “Rachel, when your papa came home, he did not really know who he was. He still goes back to being Richard Sandbridge from time to time, and I think that is what confuses you. One minute he is a strict Amish man and the next he is a very easy-going musician. I know it’s been hard. The only thing that has saved your papa is the Ordnung. He clings to them like a life preserver, because some days that is the only way he knows who he is. And he is so dependent on them that he forgets the Ordnung don’t save us. And so he tries to live by them as best he can to stay grounded in our world. That’s why he is so strict. My papa went through the same thing when he came back from World War II. He was so devastated by his experience in the Pacific that he swore he would come back to the church and keep the rules with all his heart. He believed that keeping the Ordnung would make him all right with Gott. It took a terrible tragedy to make him see differently.”


    Rachel took her mama’s hand and put it to her cheek. She kissed it. “I’m sorry, Mama. I don’t understand this sometimes, but I do love Papa. I’ll try to do better.”


    “And I love you and will try also, dochter.”


    The women looked up to see Jonathan standing in the doorway. He held out his arms and Rachel rose and went to him. His strong arms enfolded her and she saw the love in his eyes. She held onto him and hid her face against his chest.


    I hope so, Papa. I truly hope so.


     

  




   


    Chapter Two


    A Longing


    Rachel was unhappy. Even though the sun was shining and the muddy fields around her were beginning to dry up, and the first faint breath of spring touched the air around her with a promise of the fragrance to come, for Rachel, it might as well have been snowing. In the trees along the road, bright yellow acacia blossoms were blooming, interspersed with the beautiful pink of the early plums, but Rachel didn’t notice. The weather had changed for the better, but it hadn’t changed the gloom in her heart. She pushed her scooter down Leacock Road, headed for the Old Philadelphia Turnpike. It was three miles from the farm, but she didn’t care—she just wanted to get away, to get out, to be gone.


    After the fight with her papa, things had been quiet for a week. It was like pounding down a wild, whitewater rapid and then, after the final set of huge rocks, sliding into a deep, calm stretch of the river. But soon Jonathan seemed to forget his promise and started riding her about little things again; the way she did her chores, the way she wore her clothes, her devotion to Bible study or lack thereof. Everything seemed to touch a sore spot in her daed and bring forth a caustic comment or a curt instruction. That is, when he was her papa. At other times, he seemed confused and disoriented, looking for the telephone that wasn’t there or asking where his guitar was.


    It had been four years since Jonathan returned to Paradise. He had been gone for eight years, and the day of his return, though miraculous and joyous, had been the first day of the most confusing and vexing time in Rachel’s life. She knew it had been difficult for her mother too, because Rachel could see the sadness in Jenny’s eyes as she watched her husband when he wasn’t looking.


    As Rachel pushed her scooter along, she tried to remember the days before the accident, when she and her papa had been so close. But the memories were hard to come by, like fragments of a wonderful dream that seems so real in the safety of slumber, but, upon awakening, can only be recalled in bits and pieces, finally to dissolve in the shadows of forgetfulness. And that was Rachel’s remembrance of her papa—a dream that could not be recaptured, a golden time that had somehow been replaced with the reality of a confused and angry man who did not seem to care if Rachel loved him or not.


    At last, Rachel came to the crossroads. She turned right and began to walk along the side of The Old Philadelphia Turnpike. She loved the houses along this road. They were grand and palatial—so different from the Amish houses—and Rachel wondered what life was like for the people who lived in them. She could only imagine what it might be like to be the daughter of one of these wealthy families. In her mind’s eye she could see herself attending a private high school and then having to make the hard decision about which college to attend. She dreamed of all the things that rich girls would do—things like dating and proms, playing sports and owning a car, taking long vacations to romantic places.


    I feel like a foreigner. Look at me, pushing this stupid scooter down the road in this silly outfit, wearing this dumb hat. Why can’t I just be like everybody else?


    Rachel wondered if it was a sin to think that way. After all, she was Amish, and Amish were supposed to be so religious and somehow more Christian than everyone else.


    If they only knew what really goes on behind the four walls of a typical Amish home. We are just the same as everyone else. We fight, we treat each other badly, we can’t figure out our relationship with Gott, or even if He’s real...


    Rachel stopped and looked up. She had never thought about the reality of Gott in this way and it made her nervous. She felt like He might send a lightning bolt down because she was thinking such awful thoughts, but the only clouds in the sky were high up and wispy. After an anxious moment, she walked on, trying to get her thoughts back to romanticizing the lives of the people who lived in the mansions along the Pike. But somehow her thinking about Gott got in the way of her dreaming. She was tense and ill at ease, and suddenly she felt like she might throw up. She wanted to take the scooter and fling it into the ditch. She wanted to pull off this silly kappe and let her long auburn hair flow free in the wind. She felt her heart racing so she stopped and took some deep breaths.


    I have to do something. I have to get away from Papa...


    “Rachel?”


    The buggy had been driving on the grass along the side of the road, and she was so lost in thought she had not heard it approach. She jumped involuntarily and then turned. Daniel King sat on the seat with the reins in his hands.


    Rachel felt a surge of anger toward Daniel. “Oh my goodness, Daniel, sie erschraken mich! Why are you always sneaking up on me? What are you doing here? Why are you following me?”


    Daniel frowned and then he lifted his hand to silence her. “Rachel, I need your help. Your mama told me you would be coming this way. Contrary to what you think, I’m not spying on you.”


    Suddenly Rachel felt foolish. She blushed and lowered her eyes. “What’s wrong?”


    “One of my mares is foaling and the baby is positioned wrong. There’s a good chance of dystocia.”


    “Have you called the vet?”


    “Yes, but he’s not available. He’s away over on the far side of Lancaster, and my papa is in Hallam looking at some draft horses. I can’t wait for them. The mare might die. That’s why I’m asking you to come help me.”


    Rachel threw her scooter into the back of the buggy and climbed up on the seat beside Daniel. He turned the horse and started back toward Leacock and the King farm. Rachel sat on the seat with her head down and her cheeks burning.


    After a while, Daniel spoke. “I’m your friend, Rachel. I only want the best for you. I came to find you because, next to the vet, you’re the best person with sick animals that I know.”


    “Yes, and if my papa would let me go to college, I could be a vet.”


    Daniel chucked the horse again and replied, “You’re eighteen years old. You can make some decisions for yourself.”


    “Yes, but the Ordnung forbid girls going to school past the eighth grade. What about that?”


    “The policy toward extra schooling is not as harsh as you think. Often girls are allowed to continue if the elders see that there will be benefit to the Amish community. In your case, the benefit would be a good, non-Englischer vet to help the Amish farmers around Paradise. After all, Rachel, like you said, it is 1990. We don’t live in the middle ages anymore.”


    “But you don’t understand. I have a dream. I don’t want to take some community college classes and become someone who works for a vet. I want to go to Cornell University’s College of Veterinary Medicine.”


    “But that’s far away, isn’t it?”


    “Ithaca, New York, to be exact.”


    Suddenly Rachel was excited and she reached in her pocket and pulled out a folded up piece of paper. “It’s the very best college of veterinary medicine in the whole county. Listen to their mission statement.”


    Rachel began to read.


    “To advance the health and well-being of animals and people through education, research, and public service.”


    Rachel grabbed Daniel’s arm and began to rattle off the college blurb. “They have 211 faculty and 732 non-academic staff members for only 360 students. They have an incredible graduate studies program where you can work toward either a Master of Science or Doctor of Philosophy degree. There are internships and residency programs. Oh, Daniel! Wouldn’t it be wonderful?”


    Daniel sat quietly and then smiled. “You must have that brochure memorized. Does Jonathan know about this? And how are you going to get in? You only have an eighth grade education.”


    Rachel slumped down in her seat. “I know, but I got straight As in school, and I did take some courses at the Junior College in Lancaster before Papa came home. I did really well in my studies there. And...I’ve already written a letter to the Dean of Admissions explaining my situation. Maybe they would let me in as a hardship case.”


    Daniel shook his head. “You have a lot to overcome. It might be very difficult.”


    Rachel felt a twisting inside her. She felt like she wanted to scream at Daniel, but she kept her thoughts to herself as she clutched the college flyer in her hand.


    You just don’t understand, Daniel. I don’t want to be Amish, I don’t want to be married, I just want this!


    They sat in silence as they rolled into the lane leading to the King farm. Daniel drove straight back to the barn, and they climbed out and hurried in. The mare was lying down on her side in a stall, and her legs were sticking out straight and stiff. Rachel could see the muscles contracting as she pushed to get the foal out.


    “Get a bale of grass hay and spread it all around the stall. And then get me a clean bed sheet. Quickly, Daniel!”


    Daniel ran to get the sheet as Rachel knelt beside the mare.


    She shouted after the retreating Daniel. “And bring a blanket, Ivermectin, and Banamine, if you have it. Oh, and a squirt bottle of iodine!”


    Rachel turned back to the mare and gently caressed her face, rubbing around the ears.


    “Come on, mama, we are here now. Don’t worry, we will help you get this baby out.”


    The mare continued pushing. She was grunting softly and her tongue flicked in and out. Daniel arrived back with the supplies.


    “Give me the sheet, Daniel!”


    Rachel spread the sheet under the mare’s hindquarters and examined the mare closely. “I see the birth sac and I can feel the foal’s nose, but it looks like the shoulder is wedged inside. I’m going to reach in and grab a leg and shift the baby.”


    As she did that, the mare moved and suddenly the foal’s nose and two front hooves emerged. Rachel tore away the sac and grabbed the front legs.


    “Help me pull, Daniel, but only pull downward, just one tug.”


    Daniel took hold of the foal with Rachel and together they gave a quick tug downward. The head and shoulders popped out and Rachel moved back and smiled.


    “Things will happen rather quickly now.”


    And then the foal was out and lying next to its mother. Rachel squeezed the liquid out of the tiny foal’s nose with a gentle downward motion. The foal and the mother lay quietly, still connected by the umbilical cord. The foal shifted and the cord broke.


    “Squirt the iodine right on the navel stump, Daniel. Now give me the Ivermectin and the Banamine.”


    Rachel estimated the mare’s weight and gave her an oral dose from each bottle. As she worked, she explained to Daniel what she was doing.


    “The Ivermectin is a wormer and keeps the mare from getting foal scours. The Banamine helps her with the contraction pains.”


    The little colt tried to stand up. It struggled for a minute and then suddenly stood up on shaky legs.


    “It is a filly, Daniel, strong and beautiful. Put the blanket around her and keep her warm. It’s a bit chilly in here.”


    Daniel looked at Rachel with admiration in his eyes. “You were wonderful.”


    Rachel smiled at the praise. “I’m surprised that you didn’t know more about birthing. You love horses so much.”


    “I have watched many times, but my daed always has the vet do it and he helps. So this is the first time I have been able to really assist. You did a great job. My papa will be pleased and grateful.”


    Daniel paused. Then he put his arm around Rachel’s shoulders. “You have a natural gift. If you want to go to college, then I support you in this.”


    Rachel stared at Daniel for a moment and then threw her arms around him. “Thank you, Daniel.”


    Daniel’s arms wrapped around Rachel and they stood that way for a minute and then Rachel realized what was happening. She pulled away, her face burning hot. Daniel’s hands fell awkwardly to his sides.


    “But how will you do it, Rachel? Isn’t it very expensive? And how will you convince your daed?”


    “I do not know the answers to those questions, Daniel. But I know this. If I can get the money to go, I’m going whether Papa gives me permission or not.”


     

  




   


    Chapter Three


    The Inheritance


    Augusta St. Clair marched through the swinging glass door into the offices of Murray, Peterson and Lowell. Augusta was a formidable looking woman with perfectly coifed white hair wearing a low-key, but obviously expensive, charcoal business suit. The extremely handsome young man beside her was dressed in a modern, collegiate way. The look on his face let the world know that he did not want to be there. Behind them trotted an older woman in a frumpy suit and glasses, looking somewhat like a scared puppy. The startled secretary behind the massive reception desk raised her hand to stop the group.


    The nervous woman behind Augusta tried to intervene. “Maybe we shouldn’t go in Mrs. St. Clair. I think—”


    “Shut your mouth, Eva,” Augusta snapped. The young man looked at Eva’s embarrassed face and shrugged as Augusta pushed her way past the protesting secretary and into the inner sanctum of the prestigious law firm. Several pieces of paper were clutched in her hand.


    James Lowell looked up from his desk. When he recognized his visitor, his face paled and he started to protest. “Augusta, I can’t see you right now. I’m in the middle—”


    Augusta St. Clair cut him off with an imperious wave of her hand. “You will see me right now, James, if you know what’s good for you and this firm.”


    James Lowell started to answer back and then looked over at the two men in the chairs facing him, smiling sheepishly. “Well, gentlemen, as you see, something very important has come up. We will have to discuss this matter at another time.”


    One of the men rose and looked at James with steely eyes. “You mean, you’re asking us to leave, James? This is a five million dollar deal we’re discussing. I would think—”


    Before he could finish, Augusta cut in. “Good afternoon, Mr. Carrington. Perhaps you don’t know who I am, but I know who you are and the company you represent. Let me be very clear. If I wanted to, I could buy your crummy little factory and shut it down today. So if you don’t want that to happen, I would suggest you accept Mr. Lowell’s request and come back another day. Goodbye.”


    Without another look, she turned to the man behind the desk as the chastened visitors slunk out the door. The young man who was with Augusta found a chair and started to light a cigarette. At a warning look from Augusta, he put the pack back in his pocket. Eva stood behind Augusta, shifting from one foot to the other as though waiting for a command.


    Augusta shook the stack of papers in front of James Lowell’s face and then flung them down on the attorney’s desk. “Just what is this?”


    Lowell swallowed hard, picked up the top document, and adjusted his glasses. “Oh, you got my letter,” he said with a weak smile.


    “Don’t play games with me, Jimmy. I want to know what this means.”


    James Lowell pushed his glasses down on his nose as he glanced at the cover page. Then he put the sheaf of papers down and removed his glasses. “I thought I made myself very clear, Augusta. I have looked over all the documents and the family papers, and I have concluded that I must deny your request.”


    “You have concluded?” Augusta laughed. “You little pipsqueak! You don’t deny anything I ask; you do what I say. Now you get on that phone, call the trustees and tell them to sign the papers, or you will wish you had never been born.”


    A bead of sweat formed on Lowell’s forehead.


    He looked down and then back up at Augusta. “I can’t. I tried but they won’t have it. The inheritance directives are over four hundred years old and there is not a person on the whole board of trustees who will deviate from them—not one inch!”


    “Oohh!”


    Augusta’s face began to turn red. Eva touched her shoulder.


    Augusta turned sharply and spoke with a voice like knives. “What is it, Eva? Can’t you see I’m talking here?”


    The woman’s face went pale. “Please, Mrs. St. Clair, you know what the doctor said. You’re not to let yourself get worked up. Your heart...”


    Augusta stared at the woman for a long moment while the muscle in her jaw worked furiously. Finally, she took three deep breaths and raised her hands. Her voice was evenly modulated and low.


    “You’re right, Eva. You’re right. You know I told you never to interrupt me, but I don’t want to have a heart attack right here in this man’s office so I’ll let it go this time. After all,” she said as she turned slowly back to Lowell, “I wouldn’t want to die before Jimmy, now would I?”


    The young man blinked and tried to mollify things. “Threats probably won’t help the situation, Grandmother.”


    “I’ll tell you when to speak, Gerald.”


    Gerald started to respond, but closed his mouth and kept silent.


    Augusta walked around and sat on the edge of James Lowell’s desk. “Now, James, I wouldn’t want anything bad to happen to you, so surely there must be another way...” Augusta paused meaningfully while Lowell mulled over the dark implications.


    Then Augusta smiled and patted James Lowell on the hand. “Oh, I’m just playing with you, Jimmy,” she said, but her eyes told a different story. “Now, I want you to tell me exactly what the board said.”


    Lowell wiped the sweat off his brow with a Kleenex from a box on his desk, adjusted his glasses again, and pushed a stack of papers toward Augusta. “It’s all in here.”


    Augusta ignored the papers and kept looking at Lowell. “Just give me the Cliffs Notes version, Jimmy,” she said sweetly, but there was ice in the air.


    Lowell wrung his hands, looked over at Gerald, and then spoke. “You can keep your trust, you can keep the house and the estate, but no one inherits the bulk of the money unless they are a direct descendant of the oldest son and have the Key. That’s the bottom line and I can’t get around it.”


    “The Key? And what is the Key?”


    James Lowell shrugged. “I don’t know. You will have to ask the board of trustees, because I don’t have the slightest idea. I would suggest you contact Michel Duvigney. He’s the director of the board of trustees.”


    Augusta gave Lowell a steely look. She stood up and walked toward the door. Without glancing back, she spoke to Eva. “Eva, be a dear and get the pertinent information from Mr. Lowell and then set an appointment for me with Mr. Duvigney.”


    “Yes, Mrs. St. Clair.”


    Augusta opened the door and then stopped and looked back at James Lowell. “When I settle this, I will settle with you, Jimmy. Nobody stands in my way. It’s a bad decision. Come, Gerald!”


    With that, she picked up the sheaf of papers, turned and stomped out, her grandson and secretary trailing along behind like ducklings trying to keep up with their mother.


    *****


    Three days later, Augusta sat in the dark office of Michel Duvigney. It was small and cramped with red cherry wood bookshelves lining the walls and a small fireplace with a gas flame burning behind glass doors. The desk was the largest piece of furniture in the room and it was covered with books and odd pieces of memorabilia. Pictures of Duvigney with well-known personages, including him shaking hands with three ex-presidents, hung on the wall. Dim afternoon light tried to force its way through the drawn venetian blinds, but the only real illumination in the room came from the small lamp on the desk.


    Duvigney was old, but somehow the lines of age had not marked themselves too deeply on his features. His white hair and crow’s feet around his eyes were the only giveaways. Augusta sat stiffly while Duvigney went over the paperwork in front of him. Finally, he lifted the whole pile in his hands, tapped the bottom twice on the desk to even the documents up, and set it aside.


    Looking at Augusta he spoke in a quiet, sibilant voice. “I’m sorry, Ms. St. Clair, but there is no other decision that can be made. The directives for the succession of the St. Clair inheritance are quite explicit. First of all, only the direct descendants of an eldest son can inherit. It can be male or female as long as it can be proved that the eldest son was either father or grandfather to the heir.”


    Duvigney smiled but there was no warmth in it. “May I call you Augusta?”


    Augusta nodded. Duvigney took a folder from a tray on his desk and opened it.


    He scanned it for a moment and then closed it again. “I see from this file that you are the widow of Jerod St. Clair, the younger son of Maximillian St. Clair. Jerod was killed in World War II in a mission over France. You had one son with Jerod...”


    Duvigney glanced down. “...Ah, yes, Francis, who is also deceased, as well as his wife.”


    “They died in a skiing accident in Switzerland,” Augusta said with a frown. “An avalanche...”


    “Yes, I have the details here. So, Augusta, even though you are the sole beneficiary of your late husband’s will, which entitles you to the proceeds from his portion of the St. Clair trust, the house you are now living in, the property in Connecticut, and the townhouse in London, you persist in pressing your claim to the bulk of the estate which is in trust for the true heir, a claim that is without merit and will never be considered.”


    Augusta twisted in her chair. It was an overstuffed club chair covered in leather that somehow put Augusta’s eyes on a plane lower than Duvigney’s.


    “Well, if I’m not able to inherit, what about my grandson, Gerald? Shouldn’t he be considered?”


    Duvigney’s voice took on a tone that sounded like a snake hissing. “Augusta, you don’t seem to be following me. The St. Clair family is over eight hundred years old and can trace their lineage back to the household knights of William the Conqueror. The precedents for preserving the lineage and the inheritance were established hundreds of years ago in Europe. I’m afraid that you, as a relative newcomer to the family, cannot seem to grasp the significance of the St. Clair traditions.”


    Augusta stiffened. “Excuse me, Michel, but my family has a very old and proud name. Why, my family is descended from the royal families of Russia. We have traditions as well.”


    Duvigney smiled again. “Augusta, you must think me simple. Your family is not descended from the Romanovs. Your grandfather was a Yugoslavian immigrant named AlexzanderBošnjaković who was a cheese maker on the lower east side. Your father was a used car salesman who changed his last name to Bosnan so his customers could pronounce it. Your real name is Francine Bosnan, and you were born to a lower middle class family in The Bronx. Compared to the St. Clairs, your family doesn’t have traditions, it has habits.”


    Duvigney’s face cracked for a moment at his attempt at humor. The effect was not pleasant.


    He glanced down at the dossier in front of him. “Now, as to how you moved up so far in your life. It seems that you met Jerod at a USO dance in Manhattan in August of 1944 and began seeing him on a regular basis. You cleverly arranged to become pregnant before he was sent to England with his bomber squadron in February 1945. An honorable man, Jerod married you three weeks before he left and, voilà, suddenly you were the wealthy Augusta St. Clair, possessor of a proud name and a mysterious background, a background invented by you to make your way through the labyrinth of New York society. Which you did handily, I must say.”


    Duvigney glanced up and smiled a patronizing sort of smile that infuriated Augusta, but she held her tongue.


    He glanced back down. “Sadly, Jerod was killed a week after he arrived in England on a bombing run over Germany. Your son, Francis, was born three months later in June 1945.”


    Michel picked up a pencil and tapped it a few times on his desk. Then he smiled. “You see, Augusta, we do our homework. Now let’s go over this once more. Your husband’s older brother, Robert, was the true heir to the St. Clair fortune. It has come to our attention that he was also married and had a child, but the wife and child disappeared.”


    Augusta stared at the old man. “How did you find out about Robert’s wife and child?”


    Duvigney showed the first signs of exasperation. “Ms. St. Clair! For years we believed that Robert died without an heir, and so Robert’s trust was a closed account waiting until we could take action to declare a new heir. When you came forward to press your claims, the case was re-opened, and during that new investigation, certain facts came to light concerning Robert St. Clair. Our investigation turned up a copy of a marriage license listing Robert St. Clair and Rachel Borntraeger dated September 15, 1946. We also found a birth certificate for their daughter, Jennifer Constance St. Clair, dated January of 1947. We know that Robert St. Clair was killed in a car accident, but at this time, the whereabouts of the wife and daughter remains unknown. Our representatives are conducting a search for them. If we find her or the child and they can prove definitive relationship to Robert through DNA testing, or if the daughter has the Key, then they will be invested with the bulk of the trust estate which totals at this time...”


    Duvigney reached over and rustled through some papers in a tray on the corner of his desk and pulled out a spreadsheet. “...around forty billion dollars in investments and properties.”


    Augusta clamped her jaw shut to keep from gasping. She gathered her emotions and then spoke again, trying to be pleasant. “May I ask you a question, Michel?”


    “Yes, of course, Augusta.”


    “What is the Key?”


    Duvigney’s face took on a serious mien. “The Key is the St. Clair Key. It is, in fact, a birthmark that was found on the first St. Clair in 1123. It is a red, key-shaped mark that is located above the heart on the chest. This birthmark has been a factor in determining the heir for centuries. It sometimes skips generations but it has always followed the line. Your brother-in-law had this birthmark, but your husband did not. If we find an heir that carries the Key, there will be absolutely no question as to the validity of their claim. They will be immediately granted title to everything.”


    “Even if they are female?”


    “The trust documents permit a woman inheriting if she has the Key. That only holds true to the second generation from the direct heir. If no heir is found, then fifty years after the heir’s death, the board of trustees will follow the other lines of descent and name the closest St. Clair male the new heir. The long wait prevents internecine strife.”


    “Internecine strife?”


    “Yes, strife of or relating to conflict within a group, a family, or an organization. In this case, family members killing each other for the money. It seems that in the fourteenth century, certain of the St. Clair brothers attempted to murder each other over the inheritance, so strict guidelines were set in place by their father.”


    “So you are saying that Robert’s daughter could inherit, if she has the Key, or his granddaughter or grandson. But if they could not be found, then the fortune would go to the next St. Clair male which would be my grandson, Gerald?”


    “Not exactly, Augusta. Robert died forty-four years ago. Gerald would become the next in line six years from now, but only his heirs could inherit. So he would have to have a child who reaches the age of twenty-one. Then the estate would be invested in that heir. And so the line would continue.”


    Duvigney glanced at his Rolex. “Now, I’m sorry, Augusta, but that is all the time I have. It has been very pleasant talking with you, but I’m afraid there is no further use in your pursuit of this claim. You need to learn to be content with the bounty that has been, might I say, generously provided to you by the St. Clair family. Now, if you will excuse me—”


    A door behind Augusta opened and a large man in a butler’s uniform stepped into the room. The signal was clear. The meeting was over.


    *****


    As the limousine cruised up Park Avenue, Augusta sat in the back, fuming. “Why that pompous, overblown secretary! Who does he think he is?” she said to no one in particular. Augusta knew she had to make a plan. She picked up the car phone from the armrest next to her and dialed a number. After a few rings a man’s voice answered.


    “Gordon Randall Security.”


    “Randall, this is Augusta St. Clair. I need you to do some work for me.”


    “Certainly, Mrs. St. Clair. What do you need?”


    “I need you to find a little girl; well, she would be grown up now. Her mother was married to Robert St. Clair. She was from Lancaster, Pennsylvania and she was Amish. Her name was Rachel Borntraeger. That’s about all I have. I’ll leave the rest up to you.”


    “Fine, Mrs. St. Clair. Any other instructions?”


    “Yes, Randall. Some other people are looking for this girl also. It is imperative that you find her first, absolutely imperative. There can be no mistaking my meaning.”


    “Fine, Mrs. St. Clair. Consider it handled.”


     

  




   


    Chapter Four


    Painful Days


    The grey-green sea rolled in long, choppy swells beneath the boat. The waves were endless, moving toward him out of the mist and disappearing away toward the unseen horizon. It was dark, so dark, and the strange smell of the salt water was overpowering and somehow terrifying. A stiff breeze drove the icy spray off the tops of the waves into Jonathan’s eyes. He raised his hand to wipe his face, but the mist and spray were continuous, blinding him. The chill of winter not yet dead...the gulls circling behind the boat...the plaintive cries whirling away on the wind. The sea, ominous and dead...


    He stood in the gloom and the cold and the spray and the waves, the endless waves, rolling, rolling, rolling by, and where were they going? Suddenly, a great longing to see Jenny and Rachel swept over him like one of the swells rolling ceaselessly and vanishing away, beyond his sight. He was lost, gone, alone on the bridge of a ghost ship that cut through the waves like a sword. He looked through the window into the wheelhouse, but there was no one to pilot the boat. Where was the captain? Then he felt a hand touch him. He turned to see his dad standing there with him, but Dad was dead, dead as the grey-green waves. Or was he?


    Jonathan felt his dad’s hand squeeze his shoulder and then Dad smiled. “Thank you, son.” And then Dad was gone, gone like a cool breeze that touches the face on a blistering day in the desert and then slips away leaving only regret behind.


    But I’m not in the desert. I’m on this boat on the ocean and I’m alone and lost in the shadows and I’m freezing. Dad! Dad! Help me, please.


    Then the boat lurched to the right as he heard the muffled explosion. The huge craft twisted like a snake, and the abrupt distortion of the boat’s course threw Jonathan to the deck. As he lay there, stunned, he saw his mother come out of her stateroom and try to make her way forward.


    Mom! But she’s dead too! What’s happening?


    Then there was fire. Fire and smoke blowing through the middle of the boat. And then he was deep in the water, and above him he saw the churning waves. It was cold, so cold, and he couldn’t breathe. And then he was swimming, swimming upward toward the light and the fire, the fire on the water. His head broke the surface and he gasped for air. Burning diesel fuel covered the waves. He was in the flames and he felt the fire burning his face, burning, melting, reaching for his eyes...


    And then he saw his father again and his mother was with his father, not twenty feet away on the boat, and they were smiling. “Dad, Mom!”


    Dad looked straight into Jonathan’s eyes. He reached his hand toward Jonathan but he wasn’t afraid. Jonathan couldn’t hear him over the wind, but he saw his father’s mouth forming words.


    “Son, I believe!”


    At that instant, the flames from the burning diesel fuel below deck ignited the propane tank in the galley, and the Mistral exploded with a roar. Jonathan struggled in the water. He was in the fire and the water, burning and drowning. He looked up as debris from the boat came flying toward him. He watched in terror as the grey-green waves rolled over the deck and Mistral sank. Within seconds, there was nothing left except some floating pieces of wreckage driving west before the howling wind.


    Jenny! Jenny!


    “JENNY!”


    “Jonathan! Jonathan! Wake up!”


    Jonathan groaned and rolled over. He opened his eyes and stared into the face of the lovely woman beside him in the bed. “What? Where am I? Who are you?”


    “Jonathan, it’s me, it’s your Jenny. I’m here, beloved, right here. You were dreaming.”


    Jonathan clutched at the woman’s arm. “I’ve got to find Jenny and Rachel. I’m lost and I can’t find them. Can you help me?”


    The woman placed her hand over Jonathan’s eyes. Her skin was warm and alive, not dead like the horrible, killing sea. He heard her voice from a long way off.


    “Close your eyes, Jonathan.”


    Jonathan closed his eyes beneath her hand.


    “Now see your Jenny in your mind’s eye. See her face, her red hair, the love for you in her eyes.”


    A face drifted into his mind. It was beautiful, framed by unruly golden-red curls... A white kappe, the eyes filled with love and compassion.


    Jenny, it’s you, my Jenny.


    “Do you see her?”


    “Yes, I see her. She’s coming to find me. She’s here to take me away from this darkness.”


    “Now open your eyes, Jonathan.”


    He opened his eyes. They were still covered by the woman’s hand. Slowly, she lifted it away, pausing to lightly caress his face. He looked at her. The beautiful face with some age lines showing but still her face, the curls with a little touch of white among them, but still Jenny’s curls...


    It’s Jenny, my Jenny.


    “Jenny, Jenny...”


    “Yes, beloved, it’s me. I’m here with you. I’ll always be here.”


    Peace flooded Jonathan’s soul. He was home. Home with his wife and daughter, safe in his house in Paradise. He reached for Jenny and pulled her tight against him. He breathed the fragrance of her against his cheek. There was life here; life and safety and home. He felt relief wash over him, then joy. They lay quietly together.


    “Was it the dream, Jonathan?”


    “Yes, the dream. I was back on the boat. My dad was there, and my mother. I watched them die but they were smiling. They weren’t afraid.”


    “Yes, dearest, they were not afraid because you gave them Christ, and they went to be with Him. That was your gift to them, Jonathan. That was why God took you to see them one last time.”


    “But it took me so long to get home, and now I get confused. Some days I wake up and I don’t even know you. I think I’m late for work and I look for my guitar and...oh, Jenny! Will I ever get well?”


    “You were gone for eight years, Jonathan. I don’t know why God did that, but I know he worked everything for good while we were apart.”


    “But what about your folks? They died while I was gone. I never got to see them again. I loved your daed and your mama.”


    “I know, and you must know that they loved you also. My papa was so proud of you. He saw how du leiber Gott worked in your life, how much you loved me and cared for me, and how precious Rachel was to you. He never, ever regretted suggesting that you become Amish. You belonged to us. Never forget that.”


    Jonathan released his wife and swung his legs over the edge of the bed. He sat for a while slumped over, his head in his hands, quiet. Jenny reached out and softly began to rub his back.


    Jonathan gave a deep sigh and straightened up. “I am sorry that Rachel and I are having so much trouble. I don’t want to be hard with her. It’s just that when she starts talking about going out in the world, I get frightened. I know what’s out there, and I fear for her.”


    Jenny came and sat beside Jonathan on the edge of the bed. She slipped under his arm and laid her head on his chest. She was quiet for a few minutes. Then she spoke.


    “When I was a little girl, I came to live with my mama and papa in Apple Creek. I did not know who I was or remember anything but a little bit about my real mama. But you know that because you helped me find out about my parents.”


    “Yes, but what—?’


    Jenny put her fingers on his lips. “Don’t you see, Jonathan? Gott sent me to Apple Creek to fill a terrible, empty place in my mama’s heart.”


    “... After your sister, Jenna, died.”


    “Yes, and that was a wonderful thing. But if I never came there, I wouldn’t have been walking across the street when you almost hit me. We never would have met, there would be no home in Paradise, there would be no Rachel.”


    “I understand that, Jenny. But that doesn’t answer my questions about me, why I act this way, why I am so harsh when I want to be loving.”


    “My papa struggled with the same things for many years. During World War II, he rejected his faith, left the church, and joined the Marines. He ended up in a terrible place in the Pacific called Guadalcanal. He had to kill Japanese soldiers, often in hand-to-hand combat. It did something to his heart and his mind. My mama told me that when he came home he was different. He rejoined the church, but he didn’t really know the Lord. He felt as though he had committed a terrible sin during the war, and he believed that if he just kept the rules of the church, somehow he would be allowed to go to heaven. It was because he was so strict that my sister, Jenna, died. It was a terrible thing, but Gott griff nach seinem Herzen. Gott was reaching for his heart.”


    Jonathan turned to look at Jenny’s face. “Do you think the same thing has happened to me?”


    Jenny paused. “In a way, yes. When you became a Christian, you understood that the church doesn’t save us. Only Jesus can do that. But there were other parts of your life that you found difficult to surrender to God—your love for music, your gifts as a songwriter. You never sold your guitar, and sometimes I would hear you out in the barn playing softly so no one would hear you.”


    Jonathan grinned. “You heard me?”


    “Yes, dearest. I never said anything because, truthfully, I love that part of you. I love your songs and your wonderful voice. It was your song that led me to you when I found you again in that nightclub. So I let you have your little secret.”


    Jenny smiled with the memory. Then she went on. “I think that may have been what the Lord was reaching for in your life—to surrender everything to Him so that if you did play music it would only be for His glory, or even to set it down altogether so that there would be no idols in your life that were above Him.”


    Jonathan’s brow furrowed as he thought about what Jenny said. “So you think He might have let me live as Richard Sandbridge for all those years so I could see what my life would be like if my dreams came true?”


    “Were you happy then?”


    “No, Jenny. Even when I had hit songs and lots of money, I was never happy. There was always something missing—something that, if I could have found it, I would have traded everything for it.”


    “Like the pearl of great price that was found in the field?”


    “Yes, Jenny, exactly. And when you came back to me at that nightclub, when all my dreams were coming true, I wanted nothing more than to put it all down and come home. This, this farm, this land, this is who I am. And you and Rachel are worth more to me than all the gold records in the world. But sometimes I get frightened.”


    “When you have the dream?”


    “Yes, the dream. I’m lost and floating on the sea. I’m clinging to a piece of wood and the waves are crashing on me, and all I want to do is come home, to sit by the fire with my wife beside me and my little girl on my lap.”


    Jenny put her arms around Jonathan. “So maybe the Ordnung are like that piece of wood that you clung to all those days in the ocean. And perhaps that is why you are so strict—because the Ordnung are like a life preserver for you. They keep you centered in this life and hold the wicked world at bay.”


    “Yes, Jenny, you are probably right.”


    “So even if they are that way for you, maybe they are not that way for Rachel?”


    Jonathan thought for a moment. “So I am forcing my fears on Rachel?”


    “I cannot tell you that for sure, Jonathan, but from my own observation, it appears that way.”


    Jonathan stood up and went to the window. Outside, the air was bursting with the clean, strong smell of the fields—his fields. All around the house, stretching off into the distance, the first growth of the spring planting was beginning to show green against the brown earth. Jonathan saw a small bird sitting in a tree. It had black feathers on its topknot but brilliant yellow underneath. It trilled a short song and then flitted away.


    That was an Oriole. I’ve never seen one on the farm before.


    A spring breeze shook the pink flowers on the plum trees and the soft petals drifted down in a magical shower. The clouds above were showing golden and pink as the day began to grow around them.


    “I think I understand what you are saying. I will try to remember, but sometimes it is so hard, Jenny. I will be working at something around the farm, and then I’ll be staring at the tool in my hands, wondering how to use it. It’s as though I’m standing outside my body, observing me and wondering what I am doing. Thoughts come to me and I can’t unlock them, and I know that if I could just get back inside me, everything would be all right again.”


    “I know you struggle, Jonathan. The doctors have told me that you still suffer from the effects of your amnesia and your injuries. They could not tell me if you would ever be well, but I am trusting the Lord for that. I know that one day you will be healed, and until then, I will care for you and love you always, looking for that day with joy and hope.”


    Jonathan turned back to Jenny and pulled her up into his arms. The smell of her was like a beacon in a black night, the feel of her body pressed against him was like a breath of air to a drowning man.


    “I am so grateful for you, my darling Jenny. I am also praying that I will be healed from this. I just hope I don’t drive Rachel away before I am.”
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