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        Patrick E. Craig has once again written a book that will take you deep into the heart of Amish country. The Quilt That Knew is a delightful and intriguing plain and simple mystery.

        VANNETTA CHAPMAN, USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

      

      

      

      
        
        
        The Quilt that Knew had just the right amount of suspense and mystery. Patrick E. Craig is a great storyteller and keeps you wanting to know more. I cannot wait for the next book!

        SANDY ABD

      

      

      

      
        
        
        The Quilt That Knew is another great book by Patrick E. Craig. Jenny Hershberger and Bobby Halverson from the Apple Creek Dreams series are back, but now they are working on a cold murder case. This book had you sitting on the edge of your seat trying to figure out “who done it.” Once I started reading it I could not put it down until I finished it. There were so many surprises and twists. First the dead girl in the box, then another dead body found in the woods, and finally the drug overdose of a main suspect. And when Jenny and Bobby start looking at these clues, mysterious things start to happen. This is a “must read” for everyone. I loved this book.

        KAY LEATHERS WINGO

      

      

      

      

      
        
        So, how good is The Quilt That Knew? Well, I read it straight through in a day! And it’s a great start to what will surely be a wonderful mystery series! And my favorite line:

        “And I was thinking that the Amish community is not the peachy-keen, perfect world that most people think it is, especially those Englischers who buy those ‘Amish fiction’ books off the shelf at Walmart. Amish fiction, indeed!”

      
        And, perhaps, my friends, that line best encapsulates what Patrick Craig does best—pure and honest portrayals of the Amish as people with real passions and faults, and not the idealistic fantasies of so many others. And that, is refreshing.

        SCOTT R. REZER — AUTHOR OF THE BUTCHER’S BRIDE, THE LEPER KING AND LOVE ABIDETH STILL

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        A murder mystery set in an Amish community is surprising in itself; but a story that involves multiple murders?  A popular cliche that we hear when discussing old houses is, if those walls could talk.  In this tale by Patrick E. Craig, the investigators wish the quilt could talk.  A retired sheriff and his Amish neighbor are called back to their old stomping grounds to assist in a 40 year old cold case that has been just recently uncovered.  Jenny, with her knowledge of the Wooster, Ohio Amish community history finds that her mother’s quilting journal is a key component to solving the crime.  While trying to narrow the suspects, they encounter another related cold case and have to consider a current murder besides.  Stitching all of this information together becomes quite the dilemma and following the action will keep you on pins and needles.  Get yourself a copy of this yarn and try to piece it together for yourself.

        CALVIN DOUGLAS SMITH

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Dedicated to Agatha Christie, the greatest mystery writer ever and the highest selling author of all time… after the Bible of course.
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            A NOTE FROM PATRICK E. CRAIG

          

        

      

    

    
      Many of you are very familiar with Jenny Hershberger. You met her in the first book of the Apple Creek Dreams series, A Quilt For Jenna. In that story, Jenny was a little girl lost in a terrible snowstorm. Then, in the following two books, The Road Home, and Jenny’s Choice, you came to know her as a grown woman, trusting her God through trials and desperate times. In the first book of The Paradise Chronicles series, The Amish Heiress, you met Rachel, Jenny’s daughter. In all those books, you also became friends with Sheriff Bobby Halverson, a lifelong family friend, an Englischer, lovingly referred to as “Uncle Bobby” by Jenny.

      Now Jenny is back in a new series, The Porch Swing Mysteries, and cast in a new role—what I like to call the “Amish Miss Marple.” She is living on her family farm in Paradise, Pennsylvania, and Bobby, now retired from being a sheriff, is living with her on the property. She made a name as a historian of the local Amish in both Ohio and Pennsylvania, and became respectably well known by writing some books about the Amish and a column for her local paper titled, “Dear Jenny.”

      Because she is so informed about the ways of the Amish, she often gets letters asking her for help, especially with unsolved mysteries that have to do with the Amish community. In this first book, Jenny takes on her first case, The Quilt That Knew, and with Bobby’s guidance and help, she steps into a new season in her life.

      

      Patrick E. Craig
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      Barry Winders watched the bird drop out of the sky and into the woods. His brother chuckled. “You should have steered him to the left, Bee. Now you got to go into Jepson’s woods to find him.”

      Barry scowled. He handed his shotgun to his brother and headed for the edge of the trees. Jepson’s woods lay in a rural section between Apple Creek and Dalton, Ohio, and the fields surrounding the woods were prime hunting grounds for pheasant. But the woods themselves near Jepson’s pond were still wild and choked with underbrush. To find that pheasant in there would take some work. He looked at his dog and swept his arm across the area in front of him.

      “Butch, hledeg! Find dead!”

      Butch was good. He wouldn’t stop until he found the bird. The German Shorthair ran along the edge of the brush excitedly and then caught a scent and bounded into the woods. Barry ran after him. Butch barked, and Barry saw him cutting toward a thick patch of scrub. He followed as quickly as he could. Except for the sound of his feet brushing through the wild grass and the dog running ahead of him, the woods were quiet. It was one of those early fall mornings in Ohio; the trees turning red and gold and enough nip in the air to warrant a down vest. The ground was still damp from the morning dew and the bottoms of his jeans were wet from striding through the tall grass all morning.

      Up ahead, Butch was puzzling around the scrub, trying to find a way in. Barry ran up and patted the dog.

      “Found him, hey Butch? Good dog!”

      The bird was in this patch of brush, and Barry looked for a way into it. He walked around to the right and spotted a small opening. Going down on his hands and knees, he crawled through. Butch followed him, whimpering excitedly. The ground sloped upwards into the center of the patch and it was wet and muddy. As Barry scrambled up the incline, his foot slipped on the muddy ground and slid out from under him. A sharp pain shot through the front of his lower leg. He looked down at his jeans. There was a tear. He pulled his pants leg up. There was a deep gash below his knee that was bleeding pretty good.

      “Shoot, Butch, what did I hit?”

      Looking down, he noticed a square corner of something that looked like wood protruding from the ground. He brushed away the dirt from around the corner. As he cleared away more dirt and leaves, he saw that he had stumbled over the corner of a box, what looked like a big box, that was buried in the dirt.

      “Hey, Billy,” he yelled. “I found something. Bring the shovel out of the truck.”

      In a few minutes, his brother scrambled through into the center of the brush with the old army trenching shovel they carried in the pickup's bed.

      Barry pointed. “It looks like somebody buried a big wooden box here. Gimme the shovel.”

      Barry dug, and in a few minutes, he had uncovered the top of the box. It was big, square, about five feet long, made from wood. Nice wood, like maple or mahogany. The lid was smooth and finished and fastened down into the sides with nails.

      “It looks like a chest. Look, the lid has hinges.”

      “Wow, maybe’s it treasure, Bee. Open it up.”

      Barry pushed the point of the shovel in between the lid and the box and pried up. The lid moved a little. He worked his way down the side and got the lid up all the way on that side. Pushing his fingers into the gap, he pulled. It wouldn’t give.

      “Billy, pull down there.”

      Billy grabbed the lid at the bottom and together, the two boys pulled up. The nails in the lid came out slowly with a harsh screech. They pushed the lid over and looked inside. The first thing Barry saw was a flash of color, some kind of blanket. He reached down and pulled on it. Part of it came away in his hand and he jerked back in shock. A very decomposed human face stared up at him.
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        * * *

      

      Detective Elbert Wainwright watched as the team from the Coroner’s office pulled the box from the ground, slipped straps under it and walked it back to the ambulance that was sitting in the field outside the woods, lights flashing. Wainwright’s sergeant, Gary Pulley, scratched his head. “Find anything, Elbert?”

      Elbert shook his head. “No. We spent five hours this morning going over every inch of ground, Sarge. My forensic boys took dirt samples, checked for casings, anything that might be a clue. Nada.”

      “So, what have you got?”

      “Coroner says the body is that of a girl, probably a teenager, about five foot four inches. The back of the skull is badly fractured. Looks like the cause of death was a blow to the back of the head with a heavy, pointed object. The coroner estimates that the body has been in the box for thirty-five or forty years. The box is only five feet long, so whoever put her in had to fold her up to get her in. Because the box was sealed so well, the decomposition was not complete. In fact, it was like she was almost mummified.”

      “So, there are still skin and hair samples?”

      “Correct. They are going to the lab.”

      “Anything else?”

      “A few things. First, the box is made of high-quality hard maple or mahogany. Interestingly enough, and except for the nails in the lid, all the fasteners that hold the box together are wooden pegs. Only a master craftsman, or somebody who builds quality cabinets, does that kind of work.”

      “Why the nails, then?”

      “Somebody was in a hurry to get the body in there and get it buried, so they nailed the lid shut. They probably already had the box. It’s a chest or a cabinet of some sort.”

      “What else, Sergeant?”

      “The body was wrapped in a quilt. And it looks like an Amish quilt.”
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        * * *

      

      Elbert Wainwright sat at his desk and puzzled over the case. He hated cold cases, really hated them. Usually there was absolutely nothing to go on. A body in a box, buried for forty years. An Amish quilt. Nobody was missing around that time, at least nobody reported missing. And what about the quilt? The Amish were notoriously close-mouthed as far as their personal lives were concerned. Why would the murderer wrap the body in an Amish quilt? Where do you start?

      The phone on his desk rang. The voice on the other end was familiar. Sheriff Jim Merriweather.

      “Hi Delbert.”

      “Elbert, sir.”

      “Right, right, Elbert. So, what’s going on with the Amish Quilt case?”

      Elbert grimaced. Why was the sheriff’s department poking its nose in?

      “Well, Sheriff, not much so far. Nothing to really go on. A hardwood box, a dead girl who was never reported missing, and a partially rotted quilt.”

      “So, you checked the missing persons records? No Amish people missing around then?”

      “Well, if there were, the Amish certainly didn’t say. You know the Amish are pretty secretive about their personal stuff. And if they put someone out of the community by shunning them, they certainly don’t let us know. People leave the Amish community a lot and go out into the world. After that they are dead to the Amish and they say little about it. They figure it’s their own business. So, a girl who disappeared could just have been thought of as a shunned runaway and we never would have heard a thing.” Elbert paused. “Why the interest in the Amish folks, Sheriff?”

      “Well, Delbert, I’ll put it right on the line. We have an election coming up and if I don’t swing the Amish vote, I could go into early retirement, if you get my drift. If the Amish think that I’m ignoring a murder case that has to do with them, they might stay away from the polls more than they usually do. So, I have a suggestion.”

      “What’s that, Sheriff?”

      “There was only one man who could consistently swing the Amish vote his way election after election. That was Bobby Halverson. He was a good friend to the Amish and looked after them. In fact, his best friend was an Amish man, Reuben Springer. They were war buddies.”

      “War buddies? I thought the Amish didn’t fight in wars.”

      “Well, it’s a long story. Reuben got tossed from the church just before Pearl Harbor and ended up sharing an apartment with Bobby. When the war came, they enlisted together. It was the dangdest thing. They landed on Guadalcanal together and Springer won the Congressional Medal of Honor fighting alongside Colonel Red Mike Edson. Reuben saved his position from being overrun and killed twenty-five Japanese soldiers single-handedly. He got shot, bayonetted, and clubbed, but he stayed alive and helped keep the Emperor’s legions from capturing Henderson Field. Saved the battle, saved the field and saved Guadalcanal, which basically saved the war. When they shipped Springer home, he went back to the Amish church. I guess what happened to him made him realize that war wasn’t such a great thing. Anyway, he and Bobby stayed really close. That’s what helped Bobby get elected when he ran for sheriff.”

      “I remember Sheriff Halverson, but what has he got to do with this?”

      “Well, I was thinking you might invite Bobby to help you on the case, kind of as a civilian expert. You guys hire them all the time. Bobby could get you in to see a lot of Amish people that would most likely shut the door in your face.”

      Elbert scowled. He didn’t much like people telling him how to run his cases, but when he thought about it, it was actually a pretty good idea. Good for him and good for the sheriff.

      “How do I get in touch with Bobby Halverson?”

      “He lives out in Pennsylvania on the farm of Reuben Springer’s daughter, Jenny Hershberger. And by the way, you might want to get Jenny involved, too. She knows the history of the Amish community in Ohio and Pennsylvania like the back of her hand. She’s published books and writes a column that’s syndicated in a few national papers. What Bobby doesn’t know about Wayne County Amish, Jenny does.”

      Elbert scowled again. Boy, this sounds like some kind of Amish Homeward Bound movie.

      “Look, Sheriff, I can go with Bobby Halverson, but getting some old Amish woman involved is a little beyond the pale, isn’t it?”

      Sheriff Merriweather laughed. “Jenny Hershberger is not some ‘old Amish woman, Delbert. She’s chain lightning in a dress. One of the sharpest gals I ever met. I’ve even read her books. No, take my word for it. If you want to get inside the Amish community, you’ll put these two on your payroll.”

      “I think I heard an implied, ‘but if you don’t’ in there somewhere, Sheriff. And it’s Elbert.”

      “Right, Elbert. Well, I’m not making any threats, but your captain and me, well, we’ve been buddies for a very long time. A word from me could…”

      “Yeah, I hear you, Sheriff. I could either end up on the winner’s stand, or checking permits at dairy farms, right?”

      “Well…”

      “Okay, Sheriff, got a phone number?”
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      Jenny Hershberger gazed out the window of her Pennsylvania farmhouse.

      Another fall in Paradise…

      Outside the window of her writing room, the leaves had burst into the brilliant red and gold Jenny so loved. It was another part of the cycle that marked the passing of each year, a season that, in the past, had given her great joy and solace. The hot, languid summer months had surrendered to crisp early September mornings. The smell of wood burning in stoves touched the air with ghosts of past falls and winters. She remembered her Jonathan—gone now these several years—chopping wood for the winter months; the sweat beading on his brow and his powerful arms rippling under his shirt as the wood flew off the sharp edge of his axe blade. She thought of her mother and father. This had been one of Jerusha’s favorite times, when harvest was over and Reuben was around the house more, helping to put up food for the winter and getting the hayloft filled for the horses. She remembered something her mother had once written, something she had incorporated into her first book—the book about the wonderful quilt her mother made in memory of her sister, Jenna.

      
        
        And then the leaves began to turn gold and red and glow in the setting sun and the fields groaned with the richness of the harvest and the Amish brought their horses and their combines and reaped the fruit of their labors. As at no other time, the reality and necessity of their decision to remain separate from the world came upon the Amish men. Life was work, and work was with their hands and their animals and simple machines that required their constant guidance. They became one with the land, moving upon it in unison, pushing their powerful bodies to the limits of endurance and yet even as they struggled, they rejoiced in the power they had together as masters of their world; a world given to them by a loving God who showed them the way and walked before them—a cloud by day and a pillar of flame by night.

      

      

      Jenny sighed. She missed her parents—more as the years ran by and the world around her changed with every passing day—she longed for her mother’s wisdom and her father’s unconditional love. She ran her fingers lightly over the smooth birch wood desk, so lovingly built by her father, Reuben, so many years ago, and scooted her chair forward to begin her overdue column. Jenny looked at the blank paper in the old underwood manual typewriter, waiting for the spark of inspiration to stamp its plain white face with words of wisdom for the masses. She stared at the paper, her fingers motionless. Then, with a sigh, she pushed herself away.

      What is wrong with me? I can’t write. I don’t want to go to the fields; I moon about the house all day…

      Jenny Hershberger was an anomaly in the Amish Community—a woman who had married a converted Englischer. She was an educated writer who, with the help of another Englischer, an author, had published six books. She was also an Amish historian who wrote a column for the local newspaper in which she answered many questions about Amish life and practices. But her present mood made her feel like she was ungrateful for all that God had given her and all the freedom the elders of her community had allowed her, and yet this fall, which should have been a time of great enjoyment for her, had become a season of discontent. She sighed deeply and went to stand at the window.

      There was a knock on the front door.

      Who can this be?

      She went to the door. Through the glass panels that marked the top of the door, she saw a familiar face. She swung the door open.

      “Uncle Bobby! You walked down the hill. You usually drive your truck.”

      Bobby Halverson, ex-sheriff of Wayne County, Ohio, decorated war hero and long-time family friend, stood at the door. He grinned.

      “I’m getting old, Jenny. I decided I needed to get more exercise. So, I walked down.”

      “Where’s Rusty?”

      “He’s sitting in the truck at the top of the driveway, waggin’ his tail and waiting for me to drive him down the hill. I guess he’s smarter than me.”

      “Come on in, Bobby. Coffee’s on and I need someone to talk to.”

      Jenny Hershberger was still a lovely woman. At sixty-four, her once flaming red hair was now mostly silvery-gray, with a few remaining red highlights peeking out from under the Kappe. There were some crow’s feet around her violet eyes and laugh lines at the corners of her mouth, but she had changed little from the girl she had been in Apple Creek, Ohio.

      Bobby and Jenny went through to the kitchen and Bobby sat. Jenny brought two steaming mugs of fresh-brewed coffee. Bobby picked up the small pitcher and poured in a generous bit of cream. He took a long pull and then Jenny saw him looking at her.

      “What, Bobby?”

      “You know, Jenny, there’s been a lot of water under the bridge since your mama found you in that car in 1950 in the middle of the big storm. I’ve watched you grow up, I went with you to find your birth mother, I was there when you married Jonathan and then lost him, and I was there when you found him again.”

      “That’s true, Bobby, but why are you waxing nostalgic?”

      “Well, I figure I know you better than anyone knows you, even your own daughter.”

      “And?”

      “What I’m getting at, I guess… is something troubling you?”

      Jenny stood up and walked to the window. From here she could see the little house on top of the rise where Bobby had lived since he retired from being the sheriff of Wayne County. Across the drive was the big hayfield where she found Jonathan when he had the stroke that killed him. This was the house that her birth mother, Rachel Borntraeger, had been born in and grew up in. This was the farm her grandfather Borntraeger had given to her and Jonathan when they were married. She had everything she needed… Or did she?

      “Why do you ask, Bobby?”

      Bobby smiled and set his coffee down. “Like I said, Jenny, I can read you like a book. Over the last couple of weeks, I’ve been watching. You seem out-of-sorts, distracted, off your feed… It seems like there’s no get-up-and-go.”

      Jenny sighed and went back to sit down. “You’re right. I’m feeling out of sorts. Distracted is a good word. I’ve got deadlines for my articles, but I can’t write them—I sit down at the typewriter and stare at the wall. My mind wanders, thinking about the things of the past… Jonathan, my folks. Well, you know.”

      Bobby nodded. “Yeah, I know how that goes. I miss your dad and mom every day, and Jonathan was like the son I never had.”

      They sat there in silence for a while. The morning sun poured its beams through the lace curtains. Jenny could see the little dust motes floating in the air.

      “I just feel like nothing I’m doing seems to help anyone. I feel… well, useless.”

      “What about your column? You help people to understand the Amish culture. You give them great recipes…”

      “That just doesn’t do it anymore, Bobby. How many times can you answer a question like, ‘Do the Amish use hot water?’ And I can only raid my mother’s recipe box so many times before my readers figure out that I’ve hardly ever cooked a bean. If Jonathan hadn’t taught me how to make coffee, I would never be in the kitchen.”

      “Did you ever think of taking up quilting? After all, your mama was a master.”

      Jenny laughed out loud. “Bobby, I’m a Borntraeger. I wasn’t born a Singer and I’m only a Hershberger by marriage. Borntraegers are farmers, not quilters. The only time my mom ever heard me cuss was when I tried to stitch a straight line on a quilt.” Jenny laughed again. “Oh no, quilting is not my cup of tea.”

      Jenny paused and got serious. “You know, Bobby, I think I need something brand new, entirely different, something I’ve never tried my hand at.”

      Just then there was a chiming sound from Bobby’s pocket. He reached in and pulled out his cell phone. He looked around. “Is it okay to take this in an Amish house, or do I have to go outside?”

      They both laughed. Then Bobby answered. “Bobby Halverson.”

      Jenny could hear a tinny voice from the other end of the line. She listened as Bobby talked.

      “Sure, Detective. I remember you. You were a very wet-behind-the-ears rookie over at the Police Department when I retired.”

      Bobby looked over at Jenny with a quizzical look on his face.

      “Jim Merriweather gave you my number. How’s Jim doing? Does he still fit in my chair at the sheriff’s office or has his wife’s good cooking changed all that?”

      Jenny heard what sounded like a chuckle.

      “So, why did Jim give you my number?”

      Jenny heard another stream of conversation, with Bobby nodding and occasionally adding an “interesting…” or a “Hmmmm...” Finally, he looked up at Jenny.

      “Well, Detective, it’s an interesting offer… what? Consulting fees? Two hundred dollars a day, plus expenses? Now that makes your offer VERY interesting.”

      Jenny heard more conversation from the other end.

      Bobby nodded, then answered. “So, let me get this straight. You have a murder case that might affect the Amish community, and you want to use me as a go-between to talk to the locals. Is that right?”

      Jenny heard the man answer with a yes.

      “And since I’m a former sheriff, you can reinstate me for this case as a consultant with police powers?”

      Another yes from the other end. Then the man said some more. Bobby looked over at Jenny and grinned.

      “Yes, Detective, that sounds like something that might interest Jenny.”

      There was more conversation from the other end of the line.

      “Yes, she’s sitting right here. Would you like to speak to her?”

      Bobby put his hand over the receiver and grinned. “Be careful what you wish for, Jenny,” he said as he handed her the phone.
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      Jenny took the phone. “This is Jenny Hershberger.”

      “Mrs. Hershberger, this is Detective Elbert Wainwright with the Wooster Police Department. I’m investigating a case and I’ve hit a dead end. I am hoping you and Sheriff Halverson can help me.”

      Jenny glanced over at Bobby, who had a ‘cat-who-swallowed-the-canary’ look on his face. “Me? How could I help the police in Ohio?”

      “Well, Ma’am, we have a cold case that has become very cold indeed. A young girl was murdered here about forty years ago and buried in the woods out by Jepson’s pond in a handmade wooden box. But the crucial clue is the one I was thinking you could help me with.”

      “What would that be, Detective?”

      “The body was wrapped in a quilt.”

      “And…”

      “I believe the quilt is an Amish quilt. It has all the characteristics of one and it is well made. I thought you might help us identify the maker, or tell us who would have been making quilts in the Wooster area back then—being that you’re a well known Amish historian and all.”

      “Well, I’m not sure…”

      “To tell you the truth, Mrs. Hershberger, I’m at my wit’s end. My captain and Sheriff Merriweather are breaking my back on this one, and I could really use some help. I’ve asked Sheriff Halverson if he would be the police liaison between us and the Amish community, but I also need someone who is an expert on the history of the Amish around this area. Captain Merriweather says that would be you. I can offer you the same consulting fees as I did Sheriff Halverson, but, of course, with no police authority. Is there any way you could come out and just give me some insight into this?”

      Jenny put her hand over the receiver and mouthed to Bobby, “He wants me to come out there and help him.”

      Bobby grinned and said quietly, “You said you wanted to try something new. Well…”

      Jenny sat for a minute, thinking.

      “Mrs. Hershberger?”

      She took her hand away. “Yes, Detective, I’m here. Let me think about it and talk it over with Bobby.”

      “Oh, thank you, Mrs. Hershberger…”

      “Jenny.”

      “Thank you, Jenny. This would mean a lot to me.”

      “We’ll talk it over and let you know.”

      She handed Bobby the phone. He put his hand over the receiver.

      “It sounds interesting, Jenny, but I’m retired. I don’t know if I want to get back into this, even for one case.”

      “Oh, no you don’t, Bobby Halverson. You’re the one who got me into this, so if I go, you go. Besides, it might be fun to see my cousins and visit the old place, and you can go see your sister.”

      “You know I don’t get along with her dead-beat husband.”

      He took his hand away. “Detective Wainwright? Yeah. It sounds very interesting. Let me talk it over with Jenny and we’ll get back to you soon. What’s a number where I can reach you?”

      Jenny handed Bobby a pencil and a piece of paper.

      “Go ahead. 234-544-2306? That’s your office? Home? Sure. 234-543-6626. Okay, Detective, we’ll let you know. Goodbye.”

      Bobby closed his cell phone.

      Just then, another knock came on the door. Jenny rose with a quizzical look on her face and went to the door. It was her daughter, Rachel, and her grandson, Levon. Noting the surprised look on Jenny’s face, Rachel grinned. “You forgot I was coming!”

      Jenny put her hand to her forehead. “Of course, we are going to make stöllen. It slipped my mind.”

      “Mama, you worry me sometimes.”

      “You’re right, Rachel, I am getting forgetful.”

      “It’s not that you are forgetful, Mama, it’s just that you think about so many things, that sometimes the little things take less precedence.”

      Jenny laughed and shook her head. “You are right, Rachel. But being with you is not a little thing. It’s just that I’ve had an interesting request and, of course, my brain went flying off into the land of possibilities. Come in, come in. Your Uncle Bobby is here.”

      They went into the kitchen. “Bobby, look who’s here.”

      Bobby got up and embraced Rachel with a warm hug. Then he turned to Levon and shook his hand.

      “My, my, you’re getting old in front of my eyes, Levon.”

      Levon punched him lightly on the shoulder. “You should talk, Uncle Bobby.”

      Levon King was almost eighteen now, a tall handsome young man who had joined his father, Daniel, in working the King farm, and now worked Jenny’s farm as well. Levon took his grossmütter in his arms and kissed her.

      “How are you today, Mütti?”

      Jenny looked at the tall young man and then kissed him back. She smiled at Rachel.

      “Your son is a man, dochter. And he is so much help to me.” She looked at Levon again, appraising the handsome face, the dark hair, the tall, strong, youthful body.

      So like Gerald, yet so like Daniel. A St. Clair and also… a King.

      “I am surprised you don’t have a girl you are courting yet, Levon. The young ladies of Paradise must go all a’twitter when they see you coming.”

      Levon blushed and shuffled his feet. “Mütti!”

      Rachel grinned. “He has someone he has set his cap for, Mama.”

      Levon looked at his mother with surprise on his face. “How do you know that, Mama?”

      Rachel shook her head.

      “Levon King! I am your mother. Do you not think I see the flush on your face when Amanda Troyer walks by? Do you not know that I see you staring after her like she’s one of your papa’s fine horses?”

      Levon blushed again and looked around. “I… I have to go now, Mama… uh… to get the lumber Papa needs for the new chicken house. I will be back in a few hours.”

      The young man bolted out of the kitchen, propelled by a burst of laughter from the three adults.

      Rachel sank down in a chair. “Kaffee, Mama?”

      Jenny went to the stove and poured another cup.

      “Now, what is this interesting proposal?”

      “A detective in Apple Creek has a cold case… is that what you call it, Bobby?”

      Bobby nodded. “Well, it’s not exactly a cold case because it’s only been on the books for a short time. A real cold case is one that has not been solved after a considerable time, but remains on the books. Here, we don’t know who the victim is or if they were ever reported as missing. So even though the body has been in the box for forty years, it’s really a fresh case.”

      Rachel looked puzzled. “Body in the box? It sounds pretty horrible.”

      Jenny nodded. “They found the remains of a young woman in a box buried in Jepson’s Woods outside Apple Creek. The detective in charge, Detective Wainwright, has asked us to give him some advice, act as consultants. He’s actually putting Bobby back into harness.”

      “Advice? I understand him asking Uncle Bobby, but why you, Mama?”

      “It seems the killer wrapped the body in what appears to be an Amish quilt. The detective seems to think that I can help him determine who made the quilt and perhaps that will lead us to some information about the girl. I’m just not sure I’m quite the right person.”

      Rachel put her hand on her mother’s arm. “I think you will be absolutely the right person to help. After all, you are a historian whose specialty is the Amish of Pennsylvania and Ohio. You found your own birth mother when it seemed there was no way to solve that mystery, and you played a big part in getting me away from Augusta St. Clair when she tried to steal grandfather Robert’s money from my inheritance. But you told all about that in my book. When are you going to finish the next ones?”

      Jenny laughed. “I haven’t had a lot of time for writing lately, but I promise I will get to them. Actually, The Amish Princess is almost finished.”

      Bobby smiled and took a swig of his coffee. “Don’t forget, I was there too, and that’s why I’ll go if Jenny goes. I think we’d make a great team, and besides, I’m getting bored sitting up on that porch smoking two packs of Camels a day. I need a diversion… and so does your mother.”

      Rachel scooted her chair closer to Jenny and put her arm around Jenny’s shoulders. “I think you understand a lot about life, and you’ve learned it by watching the Amish people in our village, Mama. There is a lot that goes on here that the people who read Amish fiction have no idea about. Why, Paradise is like a miniature version of the world. I think all the columns you’ve written and all the researching you did for your books will be invaluable in this adventure. And… I’ve been noticing that you’ve been a little distracted lately—like forgetting I was coming to make stöllen.” Rachel grinned. “So, I say, go for it!”

      Jenny looked at her lovely daughter and smiled. “You’re right, Rachel. There are plenty of things that happen here, things that let us know a lot about people and how they think. The Englischers think the worst thing that happens to the Amish is when the wheel falls off the buggy of the Cary Grant look-alike Bisskopf’s son, while he’s driving to court the young Amish girl who strangely resembles Grace Kelly. None of which I’ve ever known to happen.”

      “You know and I know, Mama, that the Amish have just as many desperate situations in their lives as the Englischers do, situations that only Gott can handle. I think of my own life…”

      A knowing glance passed between the three of them. “So, I say, go help this young detective and see what happens. It may open something brand new in your life.”
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        * * *

      

      Jenny sat in the passenger seat of Bobby’s old Ford truck as they cruised down Highway 70 toward Ohio. Rusty was curled up in the space behind the seats, every once in a while letting out a whimper to let them know he needed to get out for a bit. The fall colors of the Midwest had come to life. The buckeye trees had exploded into torches and from time to time, Jenny spotted a ‘vee’ of geese pointed south.

      Many memories filled Jenny’s thoughts. She remembered the time she and Jonathan had been running away from some drug dealers who thought Jonathan had their money. That was back in the days before Jonathan found the Lord and came back to his Amish roots. Jonathan Hershberger. Jenny smiled to herself. Bobby glanced over.

      “What?”

      “I was just thinking about the first day I met Jonathan in Wooster, the day he almost ran me down with that funny old hippy van. And then he got out of the car and he had those striped pants on and long hair and a headband and that leather vest.” She shook her head and paused. “He was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.”

      Bobby nodded. “Jonathan had a lot of man hidden under that getup. And it didn’t take him long to let it out. A real good guy.”

      “My papa… oh my. He had a fit when I told him I was in love with Jonathan.”

      “But he came around, Jenny, like I knew he would. Especially when he saw Jonathan would do anything for you, even give you up if it meant the best for you.”

      Jenny turned her head to hide the tears that came to her eyes. She looked out the window for a while, watching Pennsylvania roll by. Jonathan had been in her thoughts, especially lately.

      I guess they never really leave, Lord. Jonathan, Papa, Mama… they are always with me.

      What Jenny didn’t know as they rolled along was how much her mama would be back in her life, and soon.
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      Detective Elbert Wainwright was having second thoughts. He had expected something a little different when he asked Jenny Hershberger to come to Wooster to help him out. So, when the diminutive silver-haired Amish woman with a white kappe and a plain blue dress showed up at the station accompanied by a slightly overweight eighty-some-year-old man, he was taken aback.

      But Jenny sat down in the chair in front of his desk before he could say anything.

      “So, Detective, you say you have an Amish Quilt you want me to look at?”

      “Yes, Mrs… yes, Jenny. It’s a bit deteriorated… Say, can I ask you something?”

      “Yes, Detective?”

      “Ma’am, do you think you two are up to handling a police investigation? I mean you’re… you’re…”

      “Old, Detective?”

      “Well, Ma’am… I wouldn’t exactly put it that way…”

      “Stop calling me Ma’am, Detective. I’m Jenny and I’m only sixty-two years old. I’m not even old enough to retire. And Bobby is in great shape for his age. He even started walking down the hill to my house to keep in shape.” Jenny ignored Bobby’s grin. “So why don’t you show us what you have?”

      Elbert shrugged and nodded. “Okay, but we have to go to the evidence room.”

      Together, the trio walked down the hall to the Wooster Police Department evidence room. Elbert nodded to the policeman who was manning the cage.

      “I need to look at the quilt from Jepson’s woods.”

      The policeman nodded and went back into the area behind the screened-in section. In a minute, he returned and opened the door to let them into a reviewing room. He handed Elbert a box and left the room.

      Elbert opened the box and removed a large plastic bag. Carefully, he opened the bag and pulled out pieces of a quilt, which he gently spread on a long table in the middle of the room. Jenny went to the quilt. There was one large section and several smaller pieces in the box.

      “It’s like a jigsaw puzzle,” Bobby said.

      Jenny found the corner pieces and set them in place. Then she looked for the border and arranged them around the edge of the table.

      “Detective, Bobby… help me lift the center into place.”

      The three of them took a corner and lifted the rest of the quilt into the center of the table. Jenny looked at it.

      “It’s got to be turned over.”

      Again, they lifted and gently turned the quilt so the top side was now down. Jenny stepped back and looked. It wasn’t quite right.

      “Grab your corners and turn it clockwise one quarter turn.”

      They did, and finally the pattern made sense. Slowly, Jenny arranged the corner and edge pieces into a coherent pattern, and as she did, something about the quilt seemed very familiar. “I know this quilt,” she whispered.

      She walked around the table and lifted the corner pieces and turned them over one by one, looking for something. There it was! A small embroidered heart!

      Jenny stared down at the quilt. The beautiful quilt had a deep purple eight-pointed design in the center that spread outward through concentric rings of diamond shaped violet, purple, pale blue, and maroon pieces. The last ring was deep purple and the rays of the star radiated outward from there in a wonderful burst of color. Now it was stained and deteriorating, but then…

      The whole star had been laid on a cream-colored backing and the seamstress had embroidered beautiful chambered nautilus shapes in between each arm of the star’s rays—almost invisible until you looked closely. Three different borders surrounded the white backing. The inner border was composed of small square boxes with a dark purple border containing maroon, purple, light blue and white flowered strips pieced in rows inside them. Then came a border of white with bouquets of lilacs clustered all throughout. The outer border was purple with green leaves festooning the material and angel’s breath flowers filling in between them.

      A flood of memories swept over her. Jenny remembered going to the stores around Wooster looking for just the right cloth. Jerusha had given Jenny the job of cutting pieces, but when she asked if she wanted to do some of the stitching, Jenny shook her head. She was not a quilter—her designs were awkward, the edges of the pattern pieces she sewed were puckered.

      
        
        “Oh, Mama, I will never, ever, be a quilter like you. I just can't do it.”

      

      

      She remembered her mother’s comforting arm around her shoulder, and the soft voice that always seemed to soothe her heart.

      
        
        “Quilting is definitely a gift from God, Jenny, and you do not yet seem to have the eye for it. But you are gifted in so many other ways and your daed and I are so proud of you. Don't be disheartened. Sometimes you are a little eigensinnig und ungeduldig and, yes, these are qualities that do not fit well with quilting.” Jerusha smiled. “You must learn to still your heart and calm the stream of thoughts rushing through your head.”

      

      

      Boy, was that ever me. My mama knew me so well. Still my heart and calm the stream of thoughts—still hard for me, even after all these years. I remember that day—Mama reached down and enfolded me in her arms.

      “Sie Sind meine geliebte dochter,” she whispered softly into the untamable curls that refused to be controlled by hairpins and happily tumbled out from under the slightly askew kappe on my head.

      I turned on my stool, and my arms crept around your waist, Mama. I held on to you as though I would never let go. I listened to the beating of your heart…

      “Jenny?”

      Jenny came back to the present with a start. “I’m sorry, Detective. I was just thinking… about my mother… What was your question again?”

      Elbert smiled. “I haven’t asked one yet. But if I had, it would be, what is your connection to this quilt?”

      Jenny looked at Bobby and then back at the detective. Suddenly, she had a surprising rush of emotion and tears filled her eyes. She looked away for a moment, then gathered herself.

      “This… this is a quilt my mama made. She used to make them for the needy people in our community. We would take them to their homes and leave them anonymously. That was my job. I would carry the quilt quietly up on the porch in a box, ring the doorbell and run.” Jenny pointed to the embroidered heart. “Mama would put this little heart on each quilt to remind the people who received one that it was a labor of love. That’s how I know it’s one of her gifts. Detective, this is a Jerusha Springer quilt!”
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        * * *

      

      Bobby and Jenny and Elbert sat in the coffee shop down the street from the police station. Elbert poured some cream in his coffee and then looked at Jenny. “What is the story behind these gifts?”

      “My mama… she had what she called her ministry of blessings. She did everything well, but with quilting, she was a master. There wasn’t anyone in Wayne County that came close. Once, when she was wondering how she could use the talent God gave her to be a blessing to others, it came to her there might be needy people in town who could use a nice, warm quilt against the winter cold. So, in her spare time, she would make her gifts. She could do a quilt in about a month, but she didn’t make one every month. So over the years she made ten, maybe fifteen quilts that she gave away. She would check with the elders of the church to pick the families that were really needy. She tried to remain anonymous, but pretty soon anyone who got a quilt knew who gave it. This is one of those quilts.”

      “Can you remember who she gave them to?”

      Jenny looked back down at the quilt. “I might, Detective. But I’m not sure. It’s been fifty years since she made them.”

      Bobby spoke up. “Can you remember the houses you visited, Jenny? You went with Jerusha and Apple Creek was just a wide spot in the road back then.”

      “Well, we passed them out over about a five-year period, and I think she did two a year. So that would be ten or twelve families. Let’s see… Do you have a pad and paper, Detective?”

      Elbert reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a small notepad and a pen. He handed them to Jenny. Jenny’s brows knit as she tried to remember.

      “The Aumans got one, Bernard Kauffman got one for his wife… you remember the Kauffmans, Bobby?”

      Bobby nodded. “Very well. Bernard and I used to go pheasant hunting together in the fall.”

      “And there was Susan Wengerd, Gerard Byler…” She paused. “This is hard. I remember those four families, but there are at least six more.”

      Bobby reached for a Camel in his shirt pocket, then thought better of it. “What about Jerusha, Jenny? Would she have made a list somewhere?”

      Jenny brightened. “Of course, Bobby. She was so meticulous she would have kept notes. I could have Rachel look in my Mama’s quilting chest. In the meantime, we could visit some families that I remember.”

      “That would be good,” said Elbert. “We can go tomorrow. In the meantime, it’s getting late, and I want you folks to get some rest.”

      Jenny stood up. “I’ll work on the list some more tonight.” She thought about the quilt.

      After all these years, Mama…
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        * * *

      

      Bobby and Jenny parked the truck and went into the restaurant.

      Bobby looked around. “Boy, oh boy. Fisher’s Home Pantry. I haven’t been here in so long and I’m sure glad it’s still here. Best cherry pie in the world.”

      “Bobby? Bobby Halverson?”

      They turned. A plump, elderly Amish woman with a black kappe and dress was staring at them.

      “Hello, Geraldine.”

      “Bobby Halverson! wunderbaar! So many years.” She looked over at Jenny. “And Jenny Springer! I mean… I mean Hershberger, of course. My land, it is so good to see you both.” She stepped over to Jenny with her arms outstretched. Jenny slipped into them easily.

      “Hello, Mrs. Fisher. It is so good to see you.”

      “What are you two doing in Apple Creek? I thought you were out in Pennsylvania with the real Amish.” She smiled, and they all laughed.

      Bobby put his arm around Geraldine’s shoulder. “If you bring over two of your biggest pieces of cherry pie with lots of coffee and fresh cream, we’ll tell you all about it.”

      “You got it, Sheriff.” She pointed. “Go sit over there in the corner booth.” Geraldine bustled off while they found their way to the booth. In a minute, she was back with two enormous pieces of warm pie and two cups of steaming coffee. Bobby noticed the scoop of ice cream melting in the middle of each piece. He grinned. “You didn’t forget.”

      Geraldine blushed. “You always loved ice cream on your cherry pie, Bobby.”

      “It’s one thing I have really missed. And how’s Fred?”

      Geraldine smiled a sad smile. “Fred’s been gone for two years. He had a heart attack.”

      Bobby motioned for her to sit. She slid in beside Jenny.

      Jenny leaned over and put her arm around Geraldine. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Fisher. I always loved Fred.”

      “And he loved you. There was no one else who knew the history of the Amish like you did. He loved the times when you would share what you were learning.”

      Geraldine’s daughter appeared and handed them a large pitcher of frothing cream. Bobby poured some into his coffee.

      “So, what brings you back to your old home?”

      Jenny glanced at Bobby, who nodded. “We are helping a local police detective with the Jepson’s woods murder case.”

      “Ah, the girl in the box. It’s all over the Amish community. We were worried that the police would do nothing about it. But how are you involved in the case?”

      “Well, it’s really because of the history that I’m here. Detective Wainwright…”

      “And Sheriff Merriweather…” interjected Bobby.

      Jenny smiled. “… And Sheriff Merriweather… thought that we could be of help. Me, because the quilt that was wrapped around the girl was an Amish quilt and he thought I might know who would have made it. I was surprised to discover my mother made the quilt.”

      Geraldine shook her head. “Land sake’s, your mother, you say.”

      “Yes, it was one of her ministry gifts she gave to needy people.”

      “Isn’t that something? One of your mama’s quilts. You know, everyone in Apple Creek loved your mama. And we all knew about her ‘gifts’ even though she tried to keep it a secret. So unassuming, and such a wonderful quilter.” She paused, then looked at Bobby, who was polishing off his pie.

      “And you, Bobby?”

      Bobby wiped his chin with a napkin. “Well, Jim asked me to come along to be a liaison to the Amish community.”

      Geraldine nodded. “That’s right, there’s an election coming.” They all grinned.

      “Nobody knew us like you, Bobby. That’s why we always turned out in November. Sheriff Merriweather would do well to get to know us like you did. But then he doesn’t have a friend like Reuben.”

      There was a moment where each of the people at the table remembered Jenny’s papa, each in their own way.

      Bobby broke the stillness. “Do you think I could get another piece?”

      “Coming right up.”
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        * * *

      

      The phone in Jenny’s room rang. She awoke from a troubled dream where she was chasing girls wrapped in quilts through Jepson’s woods… running, running, but she could never catch them… the phone rang again. Jenny rolled over and looked at the clock. It was 4 a.m. She shook herself awake and reached for the phone. When she picked it up, there was silence on the other end.

      “Hello?”

      Jenny could hear breathing, a soft steady sound. “Hello?” she said again.

      “You need to go home.” The voice was muffled, harsh.

      “What?”

      “You need to go home and forget about the girl.”

      “Who is this?”

      “Let her rest. She’s been dead for forty years. She was no good. It’s better she’s dead.”

      “Wait a minute, who is this?”

      “Just go home… before it’s too late.”

      There was another pause and then the voice.

      “Es könnte sehr gefährlich für Sie sein.”

      The line went dead.
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      Jenny sat in the motel restaurant with Bobby. It was early, 7:00 a.m. She stared down at the coffee cup between her hands.

      “The person spoke German, Bobby. Who speaks German but Amish people?”

      “They told you it could be very dangerous for you?”

      “That’s what they said. The voice… well, it was muffled and distorted… harsh, like they were disguising it. Maybe with a towel or a cloth. I couldn’t really tell if it was a man or a woman.” She looked up. “What have we gotten into, Bobby?”

      Bobby put his hand on Jenny’s. “Don’t worry, Jenny. I’ll let the detective know and have him put a stakeout on the motel. I will also have us moved to adjoining rooms with a door between. I’ll be very close, and so will this.” He patted his coat under his arm, and for the first time, Jenny noticed the slight bulge.

      Bobby saw the look in her eyes. “In answer to your unspoken question, yes, I am totally licensed to carry a concealed weapon. And… I still know how to use this. And… I think the perp made a mistake.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “If they hadn’t of called, we would never know what we know now.”

      “And what is that?”

      “Well, what we know is that the murderer is still around. Or someone who knows who did it and doesn’t want the truth to come out. And we don’t really know if the person was Amish.”

      “But they spoke German.”

      “In the police world, that’s what is known as a ‘red herring.’ The problem with crooks is that they always think they are smarter than everyone, including the police. Their arrogance most always leads them to make a mistake. Another thing they don’t think about is that the police are highly trained professionals. They may seem slow and plodding, but I can guarantee you that most of the cops I know, once they get on a trail, they follow it like a bloodhound. So, our mystery perp may think they’ve covered up the crime, but in attempting to scare you off, they just uncovered themselves. So, they might be speaking German to put us off the scent. You can’t live in Apple Creek without picking up some German.”

      Jenny nodded. “That’s true. But how did they know where I was?”

      “That’s the easiest part. This is Apple Creek, remember? Nothing goes on here without everybody finding out, eventually. They could have called the motel earlier and asked if you were staying there. And there are few motels right in the village, so it would not have taken him long to find us.”

      Jenny looked up as the girl came with their breakfast.

      “But that said, do you want to go home, Jenny? I’m sure the detective would understand.”

      Jenny was quiet for a minute, then shook her head. “No. I can’t go home. I think, somehow, the Lord is in this. Whoever they are, they have to pay, so we need to find out who did this. That young girl has been lying in that box all these years with her killer going scot free. And because it’s my mama’s quilt, there’s a personal connection for me. I think we are here because we are the only ones who can find the answers. And I also think that the Lord doesn’t like loose ends in people’s lives. Somewhere out there is a mother or a brother or some family member that has wondered all these years what happened to her. And we can help them.”

      Bobby nodded.

      “So, no, Bobby, I don’t want to go home.” She looked down at the stack of buttermilk pancakes on her plate. Despite her unease, they looked very good. She looked up. Bobby had already started on his.
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        * * *

      

      Bobby and Jenny drove up the long driveway to the Auman farm. Elbert followed in an unmarked car. An old man with a long white beard came out on the porch. He shaded his eyes against the fall sun and tried to see who was in the old truck. Bobby pulled up at the front porch and he and Jenny climbed out.

      Bobby raised his hand in greeting. “Howdy, Milt, how’s it going?”

      “Sheriff Halverson? Is that you? Well, by golly, how are you? What’s it been, ten, fifteen years?”

      “Well, I’ve been retired at least that long and I’ve been in Pennsylvania for ten years, so, yeah, it’s been a while.”

      “Who’s that with you?” The old man stepped off the porch and approached them.

      “It’s Jenny Hershberger, Mr. Auman… My maiden name was Jenny Springer.”

      “Jenny Springer, well my goodness, this is a surprise.” He turned to the door. “Mama, Kummen sie herein! We have guests, old friends! Sheriff Bobby and Jenny Springer.”

      Just then, Elbert walked up. Bobby motioned him up on the porch. “This is Detective Wainwright, Milt. We are helping him with a case.”

      “A case?”

      An elderly woman came to the door and, seeing Jenny, opened the screen and came out. “Jenny Springer, my lands. wunderbaar! It’s so good to see you. I have not seen you in so long. Kumme, kumme. I have strudel on the table, Mit kaffee.”

      Elbert hesitated. Bobby grinned. “It’s okay, Detective. The Amish won’t eat you.”

      Elbert shook his head. “I have to go downtown to see about another case. I just wanted to meet these folks.”

      Milt nodded. “Well, if you’re a friend of Bobby Halverson, you are welcome here any time.”

      “Thank you, Mr. Auman.” Elbert turned and walked back to his car.

      The rest of them went inside and followed Mrs. Auman into the kitchen. The delicious smells of fresh baked bread and strudel filled the room. Bobby looked at Jenny.

      “Now I know why I came back.”

      “Setzen sie, setzen sie.”

      They all pulled up chairs while Mrs. Auman bustled about, dishing up strudel in bowls with cream on top and bringing cups, which she filled with steaming hot coffee.

      Milt took a sip and then looked over at Bobby and Jenny. “Zo, was bringt sie hier to Apple Creek? I thought you ver planted in Pennsylvania.”

      Jenny, in the middle of taking a bite, looked over at Bobby. He put his coffee down. “We are helping the detective with an unsolved crime. It involves a quilt that Jenny’s mother made many years ago, one of the quilts that Jerusha made as gifts for people in the village.”

      Mrs. Auman looked puzzled. “A quilt? How does that match with a crime?”

      Bobby took a long sip. Jenny took over. “You see, Mrs. Auman, a young girl was found in the woods buried in a box.”

      “Ach du lieva. Yes, we heard. That is terrible. But where does the quilt fit in?”

      “They wrapped the girl in it. A local policeman asked me to look at the quilt and I discovered it was a quilt my mama made, one of her gift quilts.”

      Mrs. Auman nodded. “Ja, your mama gave me a quilt many years ago. Milton had broken his leg and was laid up. We were having a hard time keeping the house warm in the winter because we had no money. When your mama gave me that quilt, it kept Milton much warmer and helped him get well.”

      “Do you still have the quilt, Mrs. Auman?”

      “Naturlich! Would I give such a gift away?” She got up and left the room. In a few minutes, she returned holding a bundled-up quilt. She laid it on the table. Jenny recognized it right away. She stood up and went to the table. The quilt was beautiful, with circles in crème-backed patterned boxes. Each box was bordered with a wide blue band. Where the bands intersected there was a red square sewn on. A lovely pink border surrounded the whole quilt. As she touched the quilt, a memory of her mama came into her mind.

      
        
        It’s called a Vintage pattern, Jenny. We are going to make 42 squares surrounded by a pink border. Inside each square will be a circle made up of eight pie-shaped pieces. You will make the template for the circles for me.

        But how, Mama?

        See the bowl I brought from the kitchen? It is exactly ten inches in circumference. Once you have the forty-two squares cut out, you will turn them over, place the bowl on the back and trace around it for a perfect circle…

      

      

      Jenny looked up at the people standing around the table. “It’s called a Vintage pattern, Mrs. Auman.” Jenny smiled. “I cut all the circles for my mama and then cut them into pie shapes. There are forty-two of them, but I confess I had to do forty-nine circles because the first seven were crooked. But I finally figured it out. I was not the quilter my mama was.”

      Mrs. Auman patted Jenny on the arm. “You may not have been a quilter like her, but you have your own endearing qualities, my dear. We have always loved you, since you were a little girl.”

      “Even when I scared your cat and she wouldn’t come out of the barn loft for two days.”

      Mr. Auman chuckled. “Ja, ja, dat ol’ cat. You couldn’t help dat du vas zo enthusiastisch.”

      Mrs. Auman smiled. “She got over it.”

      Jenny looked at Bobby, who was trying hard to suppress a grin. “My mama used to try to help me calm myself, but my mind was always going a mile a minute. Still does.”

      They all laughed.

      Then Mr. Auman got serious. “Do they know if it was an Amish girl?”

      Bobby answered. “There’s no way to determine, Milt. There were no clothes, just the quilt wrapped around her. And there were no Amish girls reported missing, at least that we know of.”

      Jenny paused and then went on. “Do you remember if there were any shunning around then where a girl may have left home and it was never reported?”

      The old woman looked at her husband and then shook her head slowly. “No, we have had some shunning over the years, but they were mostly temporary. Once the offender saw the error of their ways, most of them repented and came back to the church. Mostly it was young girls and boys who got a little confused during Rumspringa and decided they liked the world pretty good. But for most of our young people, drinking and running around soon wore thin. I only know of one girl who left the church to marry an Englischer. She lives in Wooster and I know her mama goes over to visit her to see her Enkelkinder.”

      Mr. Auman nodded. “Ja, she does not think we know… but we do, and most of us turn a blind eye. The Amish are not so stiff as the world thinks we are.”

      Mrs. Auman stood up. “Und jetzt, Kaffee?”
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        * * *

      

      Bobby and Jenny pulled up at the motel. It had been a day of mixed emotions. They had visited four Amish families, each of which still had Jerusha’s gift quilt and considered it a family treasure. Memories of her mother flooded Jenny as she looked at the different quilts. Each one was a shining example of Jerusha Springer’s work—the finest quilts ever made in Ohio. Besides the Auman quilt, there was a Two by Two Stripe Quilt Jerusha made for Bernard Kauffman, a Jacob’s Ladder Quilt she stitched for Susan Wengerd, and a Wander Woods Quilt she had given to Marsha Troyer’s little girl, Wanda.

      As they sat in the car in the parking lot of the motel, Jenny felt very teary. She wiped her eyes with her handkerchief.

      “My mother learned to quilt from her grossmütter Hannah. She was good at it from the very first day she sat down to learn.”

      Bobby nodded. “I remember the first time Reuben introduced me to Jerusha. He was so proud of her, but he was always careful not to encourage her to be proud about her skill.”

      “Mama was very conscious of how easy it would be for her to slip into pride. That is why she made the gift quilts and gave them anonymously. But they were so good—no one made quilts like my mama. And everyone knew where they came from. She often told me how Great-grandmother Hannah would coach her as she learned…”

      If the quilt is going to be even and symmetrical, the cut pieces must be true…

      “She let Mama try her hand, and even on her first try, my mother cut the pieces straight and perfect. Mama always listened and learned. When I tried to quilt, she would remind me if the quilt was not aligned properly. Even in just one small part, the whole thing would look off-balance and might pucker. If the design was to be even and pleasing to the eye, each individual piece of fabric must be stitched together just right in order for it to fit together properly. Mama told me to trust my eye and sewing skills for measurement and accuracy. It is a gift not every quilter has. I learned that the hard way…”

      Bobby smiled. “I remember when Jerusha showed me her first quilt. She was so shy about showing me, so I tried to not go overboard. But it was mind-blowing. I had never seen any sewing so beautiful. I remember your papa standing by, trying to look stern, but I could see in his eyes how much he loved Jerusha…” Bobby reached in his pocket and pulled out a hanky to wipe his eyes. “Now I’m getting emotional. Let’s go eat.”
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      “Yes, Mama, I know where grossmütter’s quilting box is. Sure, I’ll get it out.”

      There was a pause. “Ship it to you? No, I don’t think I should ship it. Something could happen to it and it’s too precious. I think I should come there and bring it.” Rachel listened. “No, I won’t come alone. Daniel will bring me.”

      Rachel glanced out of the phone shanty at Daniel, who was nodding his head.

      “Why should I be careful, Mama?” Rachel glanced at Daniel again.

      “You got a threatening phone call? Mama, what’s going on over there? Are you going to be all right?” Rachel turned and motioned Daniel to come in. She put her hand over the receiver.

      “Mama got a threatening phone call about this case she’s working on. I want you to talk to her.” Rachel handed the phone to Daniel.

      “Jenny, this is Daniel. What’s going on out there?”

      Rachel heard her mother’s voice as she conversed with Daniel. She raised her shoulders and mouthed a “What?” at Daniel. Daniel shook his head and put his finger to his lips.

      “Okay, Jenny. I know Bobby’s there. Do you need me to come and stay, too?”

      More conversation from Jenny’s end.

      Daniel nodded. “Ja, we’ll bring Jerusha’s box and then, when we get there, we’ll see what’s happening.” A pause. “Well, I’ll decide that after I talk to Bobby.” Another pause.

      “Okay, Jenny, we’re coming by train. We should be there by Wednesday. Okay. Yes, we’ll be careful. What? The two folders on your desk? Sure, I’ll have her bring them. Okay, see you then.”

      Daniel hung up the phone and turned to Rachel. “I think your mama has gotten into something that’s a little more than she expected. She got a threatening call telling her to give up the investigation and go home.”

      “What does that mean, Daniel?”

      “What it means, honey, is that whoever killed that girl is still around Apple Creek and they don’t want to be found out. But like Bobby told Jenny, they should have kept their mouth shut.”

      “Why?”

      “Because now they know the killer or someone of interest in the case is still out there. If they had said nothing, the police might have given up.”

      Rachel thought about that. “Maybe…”

      “Maybe what, Rachel?”

      “Maybe the killer is someone who knows my mama, or at least knows about her—someone who knows she won’t give up on anything she starts. Maybe that’s why they came out of hiding. Maybe it’s someone my mama actually knows from when she lived there.”

      Daniel’s eyes opened wider. “That’s a good point, Rachel. We’ve got to get to Apple Creek. Jenny could be dealing with a wolf in sheep’s clothing.” They started for the buggy. “Oh, by the way, Jenny wants you to bring the folders with her Amish newspaper articles in them.”
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        * * *

      

      Bobby and Jenny stood on the platform of the Depot Street train station in Apple Creek. Jenny looked around and then a memory came into her head.

      My mama was standing in almost this exact spot when I came home after I thought Jonathan died in the boating accident. And now my daughter is coming here and I’m standing in almost the same spot…

      She shook her head. Bobby caught the movement.

      “What, Jenny?”

      “My mama stood right here waiting for me to come home after Jonathan disappeared. And you…” she pointed to the parking lot by the station… “you pulled up in your sheriff’s car right over there, where your truck is parked. It’s déjà vu.”

      Bobby smiled. “Man, a lot of water under the bridge since then, Jenny. A lot of water…”

      Far down the tracks, Jenny heard a train whistle blow. Around them, a press of people waited for the train. Jenny took hold of Bobby’s arm as the train slowed for its final approach into the village.

      Diesel engines hummed, wheels clattered over tracks and then the train pulled slowly into the station. Two conductors swung down off the platforms between cars and assisted people off. Jenny scanned the faces of the people clambering down off the train. There! There they were—Rachel, her lovely face, her auburn curls peeking from under her white kappe. Beneath her arm was a large case bound with leather straps.

      Jenny waved and then waved again. Rachel looked up and a big smile crossed her face. She turned to the blonde giant standing above her on the steps and he smiled and waved. They were walking across the platform, making their way through the crowd.

      Then three things happened at once. Jenny stepped forward to take Rachel in her arms, Rachel bent down and placed the box on the platform and a young man who was standing behind them grabbed the box and took off running across the platform.

      “Hey! That’s my box! Daniel! Stop him!”

      Without hesitating, Daniel leaped after the kid. Bobby was right behind. Daniel chased him across the platform, jumped down, hurdled some bushes, and followed him into the parking lot. The thief tried to dodge behind cars, but Daniel was right on his tail. He was almost up to the young man when the thief turned and threw the box at Daniel’s feet. Daniel paused for a moment to pick it up and when he looked, the young thief was disappearing into an alley. Daniel ran to the alley and looked all around, but the thief had disappeared.

      Jenny saw Daniel coming back with the box and breathed a sigh of relief. Daniel and Bobby climbed the stairs up to the platform. Bobby was red in the face and puffing.

      “I’m sure glad Daniel was here. I am too old for foot races.”

      Jenny took the box. “Thank you, Daniel. I am grateful you were here, too.”

      Daniel nodded and put his arm around Jenny. “What was that about?”

      Jenny shook her head. “I don’t know.” She looked at Bobby. “Do you think he knew what was in the box, Bobby, or did he just steal it?”

      Bobby scratched his head. “That’s hard to say, Jenny. He may have just been an opportunistic thief, waiting in the crowd to see what he could pick up.”

      “But if he was after my mama’s gift list, how did he know?”

      Bobby looked at the box. “Well, you mentioned your mama made a list of her gift quilts when we were visiting the Amish families yesterday, and that Rachel was bringing it to Apple Creek. And you know how fast information can circulate among the Amish. So, if the person knew about the list, they must have heard it through the Amish grapevine.”

      Rachel took her mother’s arm. “See, it’s what I said to Daniel. Maybe the killer is someone who knows you, who knows that you are a bulldog when it comes to solving a problem or answering a question. So, they must be Amish, or at least close to the Amish community.”

      Jenny looked thoughtful. “That’s a little scary, Rachel, because you could be right. Here we’ve come back after all these years to investigate a murder that the killer thought would never come to light. And they’ve been living here hidden away, thinking they got away with something terrible.”

      “Rachel may be right, Jenny,” Bobby said. “So that tells us a couple of things.”

      “What, Bobby?”

      “From now on, we have to play our cards close to our chest. Obviously, the killer has an inside track around Apple Creek. Anything we say, be it during our investigation, or even while we are out at a restaurant, is liable to be heard and circulated. From what I gather, the Amish here are very concerned about this case because it reflects on their community. So, they are all going to be talking about it.”

      “Which means,” Daniel interjected, “that anyone near to the Amish could pick up any information we let slip.”

      Rachel turned to Daniel. “We?”

      Daniel grinned. “You don’t think I’m going to let your mother stay here without someone that can run a little faster to help her?”

      Bobby chuckled. “Okay, okay, don’t rub it in. There was a time, though…”

      Jenny nodded. “I think you are right, Daniel. It would be good to have you here.”

      Daniel put his hand on Bobby’s shoulder. “Like old times, eh, Bobby?”

      Bobby nodded. “Yeah, that was an adventure, wasn’t it?”

      Rachel slipped under Daniel’s arm. “If you two hadn’t come to save me, back then, and Papa, too, there would be no Daniel and Rachel, no Levon, no Sarah and no Lincoln.”

      Jenny smiled. “I thank the Lord every day for both of you, and for the help you gave us to bring our Rachel home.”

      Bobby smiled. “So here we are again. We probably need to figure out a place for Daniel to stay… and we need a headquarters where we can talk things over without being overheard.”

      “Daniel? Don’t you mean Daniel and Rachel?”

      “But honey, it might get a little dicey around here.”

      “I’m a big girl now, Mama. What part of my life I can’t take care of, Daniel can.”

      Bobby grinned. “Okay, so we need to talk over some logistics and the best way to do that is over a bowl of hot Amish beef stew. Grab your luggage, kids. The truck’s over there. Let’s go eat.”
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, they all met at the restaurant in the motel for breakfast. Daniel was rubbing his neck. “That’s not a comfortable mattress, I can testify.”

      Jenny smiled. “I think I have the question of our headquarters solved. My cousin Jarod Hershberger came by the motel this morning. I sold your grossdaddi’s house to his father when I moved back to paradise with Jonathan. Jarod’s papa died and Jarod inherited all the property, including the old Hershberger farm next door where Mama grew up. Right now, my papa’s house is standing empty, so he offered it to us as a place to stay while we are in Apple Creek. Imagine. I’ll be back home.”

      Rachel smiled. “Wunderbaar. I remember that house. And I remember the wonderful times I had with Grössdaddi and Grossmütter. When can we go?”Wunderbaar

      “Well, Jarod said he is just finishing up some repairs today, but we are welcome to come tomorrow morning. He will have everything ready for us.”
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        * * *

      

      The sun was high in the sky when the truck turned into the drive leading to the old Springer house. Jenny looked around her. Everything was exactly the same as the last time she had visited—the little white house looked clean and neat, her mama’s rose gardens and hydrangeas still edged the green lawn, the front porch held the white swing where she sat with Jonathan many years before, wondering if they would ever be together… nothing had changed, and that felt safe to Jenny.

      Her cousin, Jarod, pulled his buggy up behind the truck. He climbed out and Jenny went to him.

      “It’s so beautiful, Jarod. Nothing has changed. It looks just like it did when Mama was alive.”

      Jarod blushed and shuffled his feet. “Your mama was a wonderful woman. We all loved her. She and Reuben kept this house so beautifully that we saw no reason to change anything. My dad and mom lived here until they passed, and my mom dedicated herself to keeping Jerusha’s memory alive by tending what was already here. Even the furniture is the same.”

      Jenny took Jarod into her arms and whispered in his ear. “I will never forget how well your family has kept this house. You don’t know how much it means to me.”

      “Ja, you are welcome as long as you want to stay. Papa and Mama are gone, and Emily and I have moved to the big house. We have another kind on the way and we need more room. This will be seven for us.”

      Jenny walked across the lawn to the front porch. Off to the right of the porch was the path that led to the bridge across the small creek that flowed between the Springer farm and the Lowenstein’s place. As she looked, she saw a familiar figure crossing the bridge. The tall man waved to her.

      “Hello, Jenny! Welcome home!”

      The words pierced Jenny’s heart like quick pinpricks, but she smiled bravely and waved back as the man came across the lawn.

      “Henry? Henry Lowenstein?”

      “Yep, still alive and taking nourishment.” Henry paused. “I just came by to see you and to tell you how wonderful it is to see you back here.” He pulled his old baseball cap off and stood awkwardly, holding it in his hands.

      Jenny touched Henry on his arm. “Thank you, Henry. That means a lot to me. You’ve been my friend ever since I was a little girl, and this makes my homecoming perfect.”

      Jenny gave Henry a quick hug and a kiss on the cheek. Henry blushed and looked down at his feet. Rachel came up on the porch.

      “Do you remember Henry, Rachel?”

      “Oh, I sure do.”

      Rachel pointed at the porch ceiling.

      They all laughed.

      Henry grinned. “I’m a little old to be lifting you up anymore, Miss Rachel, but I sure remember. And you too, Jenny.”

      “I remember, Henry,” Jenny said with a smile as she walked up on the porch.

      “And your little sister, Jenna, loved it when I put her up to the ceiling. ‘Up, Henny,’ she would say. That little girl would have kept me out here all day, putting her up and down, if I would have let her.”

      Jenny felt a sudden rush of emotion as she remembered Henry with her daughter. Some things never change… But some do.

      She walked down the porch to the old swing. It was still there. She sank down into the cushions.

      Jonathan and I used to sit in this swing for hours and talk about the future. And whenever I had a problem or something to work through, I would come to the porch swing. Hello, old friend…

      She got up and walked into the house.

      Through the front door, past the fireplace, down the hall, and into my room… so strange to be back again…

      Jenny stood in the doorway of her room and looked in. This room had been her refuge all her childhood, the only place on earth where she felt totally safe. Every night when she was growing up, she knew that her big, strong papa was right in the next room, and her mama was only a call away. That knowledge had kept her secure through all her years.

      Jenny put down her luggage and knelt by the oiled oak chest that her papa had made. He had rubbed it with mineral oil, and the smell was woven into the fabric of her childhood.

      She put her head down on the wood and closed her eyes, as she felt two tears course down her face. If only the familiar smell of the chest could somehow take her back in time to the small world of childhood—those wonderful days of innocence when life was Apple Creek and the barn and the land and this house, when her mama and papa and Jesus were the center of all things in this house and life passed not in days and hours but in smells and discoveries and colors and seasons, and all her life was surrounded by joy and peace and love.

      Bobby peeked in. “You okay, Jenny?”

      “Yes, Bobby, I’m very okay. It’s just so good to be home…”
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      Jenny awakened early the next morning and lay still in the bed for a long while. The rising sun, peeking over the eastern hills, sent beckoning rays in through the lace curtains that filtered the light. At last, Jenny sighed and then rising quietly from her bed, she threw a shawl around her shoulders, left her room, and tiptoed down the hall. Rachel and Daniel were still asleep in her parent’s old room and Bobby was in the guest room.

      She opened the front door and stepped out onto the porch. There was an autumn chill in the air, and she pulled the shawl tighter around her shoulders. The leaves on the trees surrounding the house were vibrant with gold and red in the filtered dawn-light and the grass of the lawn had that slight gilded tinge that meant the yard was going to sleep until the spring warmth awakened it. She looked out across the land her family had farmed for over one hundred and fifty years, and a great longing arose in her heart.

      “Papa,” she whispered.

      The fields beyond the road groaned with the richness of the harvest, and she could remember the Amish men, her daed among them, bringing their horses and their combines to reap the fruit of their labors. As at no other time, the reality and necessity of their decision to remain separate from the world came upon the Amish. Life was work, and work was with their hands and animals and simple machines. They became one with the land, moving on it in unison, pushing their powerful bodies to the limits of endurance. Yet even as they struggled, they rejoiced in the power they had together in a world given to them by a loving God.

      Reuben worked dawn to dusk beside the other men as they moved from field to field, harvesting corn, wheat, potatoes, and barley in abundance. Often the men stopped at the end of a day and stood with their hats in their hands while the sun set in the west, and they sang together of God’s goodness and blessing. Jenny remembered her father coming home at the end of the day, his face stoic, but his blue eyes alight with love for his wife and his daughter.

      The screen door creaked behind her and she turned. Bobby was coming out with two cups of coffee in his hands. The heat from the cups met the chilled air and an aromatic steam rose, a steam that assailed Jenny’s senses with more memories.

      Bobby smiled. “Thought you might need a wake-up.”

      “Oh, yes. Thank you, Uncle Bobby.”

      Jenny took the cup and went to the porch swing. She sank down in the soft pillows and took a long sip. “It’s something about being back here. The house and the land, everything is speaking to me, like voices. I was looking out across the fields and remembering my papa going off to work in the harvest… coming home to Mama and me…”

      Bobby nodded. “I spent many happy hours in this house. Your mama was so beautiful and so delightful, so gifted. Your dad looked like a movie star and Jerusha was prettier than Grace Kelly. From the first moment I met her, she welcomed me into her heart.”

      “It was because my papa loved you, Uncle Bobby.”

      Bobby sat for a moment, blinked a few times, and then wiped his eyes with the edge of his sleeve. “I still have Reuben’s CMH. He won it at the Battle of Bloody Ridge on Guadalcanal. I remember lying in the trench, looking up at Reuben as he defended our position single-handedly against a hundred Japanese soldiers. He got shot, stabbed, beat on… but he stayed there and kept them from going over the ridge. I wouldn’t be alive except for your pop.”

      Jenny sighed deeply. “Do you ever long for the old days, Uncle Bobby?”

      “Well, when you get to my age, and reflect on the past, you realize that all the ‘old days’ make you what you are. I’ve heard people say they would like to be twenty again but still know everything they learned getting to eighty. But then you wouldn’t be who you are now, when you got to eighty the second time. Does that make sense?”

      Jenny laughed. “Lots, I think.” They both laughed.

      “Now, last night, Uncle Bobby, I noticed Jarod left us a well-stocked refrigerator, so I say we go inside, roust my lazy daughter and her husband and get some Amish casserole cooking.”

      “Way ahead of you, Mama.” Rachel’s head peeked around the door. “Daniel and I have been doing the heavy lifting in the kitchen while you old folks sat out here reminiscing and enjoying the fall morning. Come on, breakfast is almost ready.”
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        * * *

      

      Jenny placed her mama’s box on the table in the evidence room. Bobby and Elbert watched as she unhooked the straps and took the lid off. She lifted out different bundles of cloth samples Jerusha had saved over the years. There were different pieces of backing material, and large spools of thread. Jenny set them to one side and pulled out a leather case. It had a zipper that ran around three of the case’s sides. Jenny unzipped it and laid it open on the table. There were scissors, other tools and packets of needles all strapped in neat rows on one side and spools of different colored threads on the other.

      “This is my mama’s travel case. She took this with her when she went to quilt with some of the other Amish women.”

      Finally, Jenny pulled out a thick eight-and-one-half by eleven-inch notebook. She opened it and turned to the first page.

      “This book has ideas for designs and plans for different quilts. There should be a section for all the quilts she made.”

      Jenny leafed through a few pages. “Yes, the designs start here, with the Rose of Sharon quilt my mama made in memory of my little sister, Jenna.”

      Bobby nodded. “That was the quilt she was going to enter at the Dalton Quilt Faire, after Jenna died. She was going to use the prize money to leave Apple Creek forever. Instead, she used the quilt to keep the little girl she found in the heart of a blizzard warm.”

      Elbert looked at Bobby and then at Jenny. “Sounds like a real adventure. What happened?”

      Jenny smiled. “The little girl she saved was me. She wrapped me in the quilt and kept me alive until Papa and Uncle Bobby found us. I still have the quilt.”

      Jenny went back to the book. The list of quilts was there, each one detailed in Jerusha’s beautiful cursive script. The Aumans’ quilt was there with all the design details and materials. Bernard Kauffman, Gerald Byler, Susan Wengard, all the families they had visited. Jenny went on down the list.

      “There should be about six more… Let’s see, here they are—Len Miller, Rebecca Hilty, Vernon Lambright, Thomas Beiler, Aaron Fisher… That’s odd. I distinctly remember ten quilts.”

      Jenny looked at the list. “I think we can eliminate all but two of these. Mama was very specific about the design. It says here she made Lone Star quilts for the Troyers and the Fishers. We should check with them first.”

      Bobby took out a Camel and caught the sharp look from Elbert. “Right. No smoking in the evidence room. Sorry, Elbert.” He slipped the cigarette back in the pack. “Do you remember where they all live, Jenny?”

      “I remember where the Millers lived and I’m sure they or someone in the community can help us find the Fishers.”

      Elbert stood up. “Let’s go check out the one you remember and see if they can help us.”
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        * * *

      

      The three investigators walked down the steps from the Miller’s front porch. Len Miller walked with them.

      “Sorry I couldn’t help you, Jenny. Your mama’s gift to us has become like an heirloom. We would never get rid of it or lose it.”

      Jenny shrugged. “It’s all right, Len. I’m just glad that my mama meant so much to your family. And it’s been really wonderful to see her quilts again.”

      They climbed into the car, Elbert and Bobby in the front. Elbert drove and Jenny sat in the back, alone. She was thinking about the quilts. Finally, she leaned forward and spoke to Bobby. “The Troyer’s quilt was a Lone Star, but it was pink, not purple. The only one left is the one she made for the Fishers, at least according to the book. If they still have theirs, then I’m at a loss. I just…”

      Bobby turned his head. “What, Jenny.”

      “I am almost positive that my mama made ten gift quilts. And four of them were Lone Stars. But it’s not in the book and I’m wondering why.”
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        * * *

      

      Later that night, Jenny sat in the kitchen alone with her mama’s box. Bobby, Rachel, and Daniel were in bed. The day had been a long one, unproductive, and they had hit a dead end. After the Troyer family, they visited the Fishers. They also still had their quilt. And when they checked with the other three families, just in case one of them had the missing quilt, they had come up empty. So now Jenny was going through the box again. She pulled out everything, spread it out on the table, and began looking through it. Nothing. Then she took the book and leafed through it. She looked at the pages with the gift families on them. Again, there was nothing. She took the book by the spine and, holding the front and back covers spread open, she shook it. Nothing. She shook it one more time and a tiny, torn, piece of paper slipped out from between two of the pages.

      Carefully, Jenny picked it up.

      What’s that doing in there?

      Jenny went back to the quilt pages, laid the book flat on the table, and looked in between the pages. After the ninth quilt, she found what she was looking for. A page had been torn from the book and the stub was almost invisible. But there was a small piece that had not been torn out.

      Mama wouldn’t have torn a page out. Someone else tore it, but they did it quickly and didn’t get the whole page.

      She looked at the small piece that remained in the book.

      … nice Johnson

      A name! Somebody named Johnson.

      Johnson is not an Amish name. Maybe she made the last quilt for an Englischer. But why? Mama never did that before.

      Jenny stood up and stretched. She stared at the name once more and then gathered up the materials from the box, put it inside and closed the lid. She turned off the gas lamp and made her way to her bed.
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"A DELIGHTFUL AND INTRIGUING PLAIN AND SIMPLE MYSTERY."
Vannetta Chapman, USA Today bestselling author
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