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​Chapter One
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Kate Beiler clutched at the small, warm hand of the girl she’d raised since her marriage, numbness gripping her as they stood facing the plain wood coffins in front of her. It didn’t seem possible that her dad and mom were gone.

Around them, the community stood silently listening to Bishop Yoder consigning the remains of the loving couple into God’s care. The bearded men stood around the two graves with bowed heads; the strings of the women’s prayer kapps fluttered in the chill air and all Kate could think was a bizarre random observation that it should have been raining. The chilled wind gusted crackling, dry fallen leaves around her feet and she hoped little Sarah was warm enough in her black stockings and skirts. The fresh dirt from the freshly dug graves smelled damp and the heavy clouds overhead had been dark gray all day. Kate closed her eyes on the thought that they, too, should weep. Her own cheeks were again wet with salty tears and she wondered inanely if a person could grow moss like the dark rocks near the random brooks that trickled along the fields.

They’d always been there for her—Mamm and Daed. Even through the dark days when she’d been so conflicted about rumspringa and Enoch. Not saying a negative word when she’d angrily married Jakob Beiler so suddenly upon coming home from her visit to Uncle Brandon in the Englischer world. After Jakob’s sudden death several years later from a fast-moving cold, they’d lovingly welcomed her and Jakob’s child, Sarah, into their home.

And they’d known. Known that her marriage to Jakob hadn’t been all rosy. Known even that she had questions about this life in which she’d grown up.

Bishop Yoder’s prayer went on and on as the damp cold crept up her legs and Kate knew she should be listening.

Still in the daze that had held her since that knock on the door had heralded the beginning of this nightmare, she drew in a tight, damp breath and wondered what had happened to the broken remains of the carriage in which her parents had died.

Down the row of mourners—past her best friend, Hannah and her husband, John, stood Enoch Miller, his dark felt hat clutched between blunt fingers.

Kate idly looked at Enoch’s hands, still tanned from summer work, and wondered how long she and Sarah would be allowed to stay in the house.

She’d always known that her father farmed rented land, but it hadn’t ever really seemed important. Not till now that she and Sarah had no home.

Closing her eyes in silent prayer, Kate again beseeched God to help her know what to do. They had no place to live and Sarah had no one else. Jakob’s family lived several counties away and, after his death, they had been very comfortable leaving his daughter in her care. They all had big families themselves and in addition were caring for Jakob’s aged, failing parents.

Only now what? Not a day ago, Daniel Troyer had appeared on the weathered porch of the wooden house that had always been home to her father and mother, announcing that she and Sarah needed to vacate the house soon after the funeral because he was now old enough to take over and farm his father’s land.

Kate didn’t know what to do. She’d had an increasing inner conflict with some parts of the Amish lifestyle and the restriction on the roles allowed women, but feeding and housing little Sarah was the pressing problem of the moment. After Daniel Troyer’s visit, Kate had sat down at her mother’s aged writing desk and written in desperation to her maternal uncle. Maybe she and Sarah could stay with him, just till she figured out what to do. Uncle Brandon was an Englischer, but he’d always supported his sister as having the right to live as she pleased.

Only Uncle Brandon hadn’t responded and Kate didn’t know where else to turn.

As usual, thoughts of Uncle Brandon brought memories flooding through her of the tortured time she’d spent at his home on the ill-fated rumspringa that had brought an end to her and Enoch. Enoch with his dark hair and dark eyes... Enoch who smelled so wonderful and who she’d loved so madly when she’d grown old enough to start attending the young people’s Sunday evening sings. Courting with him, his warm lips clinging to hers, falling deeply in love with Enoch...and quarreling with him so many times.
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Several hours later, Kate sat on a hard chair in the kitchen of the house where she’d grown up, a plentiful spread of simple foods, steaming and fragrant, on the table. Even if she’d wondered how it would be to live a broader life, this part of her world was comforting and warm, the coming together of friends whenever help was needed. She loved so much about the Amish life. Sitting numb with little Sarah still on her lap wearing the same dark clothes as she wore, Kate knew Hannah must have scrambled to pull together the meal for the bishop and his family and the friends of her parents, Elizabeth and James Lehman.

Feeling another salty tear seep out of the corner of her eye, Kate reached up to wipe it away. It wasn’t considered necessary—or even desirable—for emotions to be visible when God recalled a loved one. She knew that grief was considered private, but this hiding of emotion had always been difficult and seemed foreign to her. Tipping her head back to stare sightlessly at the ceiling, Kate ached for them both, for her kind father and for her mother, who’d so loved him that she left the Englisch world to join James in his Amish life several years after she finished college.

Across the simply furnished room, Enoch sat with several other men, his features somber, his black jacket strained over the broad shoulders she’d once clung to as he kissed her senseless. He and her Daed had stayed friends—even after she and Enoch had broken things off. It always startled her that no woman had snatched up Enoch after all these years. She’d been caught up trying to be a conformable wife to Jakob and learning to be a mother to young Sarah, but she’d never lost her stifled feelings or the ping that came with being in Enoch’s presence. She could still remember the cottony texture of his shirt over his muscled arms as he swept her into silly play.

She’d prayed about it, knowing that with marrying Jakob after returning from the rumspringa she’d denounced all interaction with Enoch. He’d cut her off after she went on rumspringa against his wishes and she’d moved on. She no longer had any right or need for a reaction to Enoch Miller. That was in her past now. She’d wrestled with her response to him, just as she fought with herself about her doubts. There were parts of the Amish life that rankled her still—that women weren’t allowed any role in the church, but were limited to taking care of the home and having children. Frustrated that these doubts—and her attraction to Enoch—continued even after joining the church and marrying Jakob, she’d even talked to her mother about it.

In her gentle wisdom, Elizabeth had often helped Kate disconnect from her misguided passions and she’d hoped her mother could help her move beyond any leftover emotional reaction to Enoch. Mamm had always tried to temper Kate’s sometimes tumultuous emotional reactions to life, telling her she needed to think before she reacted. Sadly, talking to Mamm hadn’t stopped her thoughts from returning to Enoch.

Closing her eyes, Kate prayed silently to God to help her learn to make her way without her mother.

When young Sarah wiggled on her lap, she ran a soothing hand down the child’s warm back. Now she would continue trying to do for the little girl what Elizabeth had done for her. Give her knowledge; try to respond with rational advice. Settle her childish anxieties or storms. Of course, Sarah was a more calm, easy child than she’d been. What a trial Elizabeth must have found her, even when she’d done so much to help Kate learn.

Sarah was her anchor to some degree. Another reason to stay in this life. The Amish way seemed the best for raising a loving, Godly child. Elizabeth had helped with that, too. She’d considered the narrowness of this life before pledging to Kate’s father.

Lost in her thoughts of growing up with her educated mother teaching her after she’d left the eighth grade of schooling considered sufficient for the lifestyle, she didn’t realize for a moment that Bishop Yoder stood before her.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Bishop.” Kate looked up, the smile on her face feeling mechanical.

The bishop settled onto a wood chair next to her, nodding toward Sarah. “Perhaps the child would like to sit with the other children for a while.”

“Of course. Run along so I can talk to Bishop Yoder, sweetheart. I’ll see you in a few minutes.” She shifted Sarah to her feet.

“Yes, ma’am.” The girl wandered off to a corner where several other children sat.

“She’s a good girl is Sarah.” The bishop watched her go before turning to Kate. “I understand that the farm here and house belongs to Mr. Troyer and that his son, Daniel, plans to take it over.”

“Yes,” Kate responded, her voice low.

His wispy gray beard brushing against his shirt front, the bishop leaned back in his chair, frowning at her. “Well, have you thought about where you and Sarah will go? Are you planning to seek help from the Bielers? They live several counties away, don’t they?”

Looking down, Kate pressed her hands against the black fabric of her apron. “Yes, Bishop Yoder, they do and I don’t believe there is a place there for Sarah and myself. I’ve asked, but Jakob’s brothers have their hands full.”

“The older brothers have many children.” Bishop Yoder nodded. “God has blessed them.” 

The pit of despair in Kate’s stomach seemed to grow. She had yearned for a child, but none had come to her and Jakob. “Yes. They and the other Bieler brothers and sisters—all just getting established—have taken on the care of Mr. and Mrs. Bieler. They’re both in poor health, I understand.”

“I had heard that.” The bishop’s voice was heavy as he shifted more toward her. “I know this is hard for you, Kate. The sudden deaths of your mom and dad so soon after Jakob’s. What is it? A year now? Who would have guessed they would be gone so quickly? Both so young and vital, not like the older Bieler’s.”

Tears clogged Kate’s throat, making it impossible to respond and she only nodded.

The bishop looked at her for a moment with piercing eyes. “You have to think about the future.”

“Yes, Bishop.” She swallowed hard. “I plan to look for a job in town. I know there isn’t much I’m trained for—“

“Here in Pleasant Township?” His question was abrupt.

“Yes. Here or over at Mercerville. I thought maybe as a waitress or a cook—“

The bishop sat back in his chair, his expression stern. “And where would you and Sarah live? Who would care for her while you work?”

“I’m not sure about those issues,” Kate said, trying to ignore the acid ball of desperation in her stomach. “I thought maybe Sarah and I could rent a room with one of the families here.”

“Most have no unused rooms. You know,” Bishop Yoder started almost before she finished, “my son, Aaron has no wife.”

Kate stared at him. “Yes.”

“And he has a fine farm a little west of here—with a tidy house on it.” The bishop glared at her over the top of his glasses. “He has no wife.”

An image of the bishop’s youngest thin, sandy-haired son flashed in front of her. “He’s—he’s barely out of school, isn’t he?”

“Four years now,” the older man said in a satisfied voice. “He’s a man grown. Aaron’s eighteen now...and he needs a wife. Just like you need a husband.”

“Oh...I don’t think I could, Bishop.” She stumbled into speech, glancing up at that moment. Across the room sat Enoch between two other farmers who had also sometimes traded work with her father.

Enoch’s even brown gaze was leveled right at her as if he were standing before her, hearing the bishop’s conversation. Suddenly, Kate felt flushed as if the room had grown much warmer. It was as if her senses woke up—the smell of food from the kitchen mingling with the quiet chatter of friends and relatives that sat nearby.

She made herself look away, saying, “Bishop Yoder, it hasn’t been long since Sarah lost her own dad. I just don’t know...”

This was certainly not the time, she knew, to mention possibly living with her Englischer uncle and confiding her own frustrations with the Amish church to Bishop Yoder was a commitment Kate wasn’t ready to make.

The bishop stood, his dark jacket rustling. “Think about it, Kate Bieler. You must act soon and Aaron isn’t a bad choice.”

“No,” she looked down at her hands, “of course not. Thank you, Bishop Yoder.”

She couldn’t imagine marrying the pimply-faced, younger Yoder son who’d not yet out-grown his gangly stage. For a moment, Enoch’s face flashed across her mind and she found herself lifting her head to look at him again. She’d fallen for Enoch when he wasn’t much older than the Yoder boy was now. He’d always been broad-shouldered, stocky and anything but pimply, bringing a flutter to her mid-section that even Jakob had never reproduced, much less man-child Aaron.

“I’m sure Daniel Troyer will give you and Sarah a week or two,” the bishop finished, “but you must decide soon.”

“I know.” Kate looked at her lap, swallowing hard. All she could think of was missing her parents horribly, but this reality had to be faced.

She watched the broad back of the bishop as he walked away. Staring down at her hands, fingers twisted in her lap, she fought against the tide of panic rising in her chest. Her parents had often cautioned her to resist drowning in her feelings and Kate knew they wouldn’t want her to fall apart now.

“Kate?”

Looking up at the sound of the familiar deep voice, she felt tears flood her eyes. She had no idea why Enoch standing before her made her want to cry.

“I just wanted,” Enoch said, his dark hat still between his broad fingers, “to let you know how much I’ll miss your Daed.”

Swallowing in a desperate attempt to quell the sob that rose in her throat, she looked up at him through the shimmering wetness flooding her eyes. “Thank you, Enoch.”

As if in response to her distress, he slid into the chair vacated by the bishop. Between their chairs, where no one in the room could see, she felt the brush of his strong hand against the fabric of her dark skirt. Automatically, as if her hand had a mind of its own, she reached down to touch him briefly before pulling back.

“I loved your Daed,” Enoch said in a low voice. “From when I was just a bump on a log, he took the time to teach me, like he was my own father. My Daed remarked on it. And sharing work with him these last four years; your Daed’s been a great help many, many times.”

“I know,” she choked out, reaching up to wipe her cheeks, “that he had the greatest respect for you, Enoch.”

“It is a great loss, that buggy accident that killed your mother and him.”

Feeling the grief rise up in her again, Kate bent her head. She felt the strings of her prayer kapp brush against the front of her dress, but she couldn’t stop the loss that flooded through her. Bringing her hand up to shade her face, she wept silently.

Enoch made no remark, sitting next to her as she cried softly.

Flashing a glance at him once her tears had subsided some—her cheeks dried quickly with her hankie—memories flooded Kate. For years now, she’d resolutely refused to allow herself to dwell on Enoch Miller and she’d managed pretty well. But his kind words coming at this time, swept all her protective barriers aside.

If only she hadn’t argued so angrily with him years back when they were both young and in love. He’d made her so mad. Rumspringa should only be for boys becoming men, he’d said. Girls had no place running around before they committed to becoming members of the church and marrying to settle down and raise families. Before that huge fight, she’d been crazy about Enoch. She’d even confided her darkest thoughts to him as they lie sprawled out in the grassy field. Maybe she didn’t totally believe in the Amish life that left women so few choices and gave them no role in the church. Maybe God had another direction for her.
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The next morning, having made breakfast for her and Sarah with the feeling still of being in a weird nightmare, Kate stood on the weathered front porch of the house she’d grown up in, confronting Daniel Yoder.

“I know you just buried your parents yesterday, Kate Bieler, but you and the child must find other lodgings.” Daniel’s words were dogged. He clearly didn’t relish throwing them out of their home, but he was just as obviously determined. “The fall crops must be planted, you know. It has to happen now.”

The crispness of the autumn air swirled around them and Kate hugged herself against the chill.

Having lived her whole life on a farm, she understood that the seasons didn’t stop, even though her world had come crashing down. Perhaps she should have felt guilty for grieving more intensely the loss of her parents than she had Jakob, but she couldn’t feel differently.

“Of course, Daniel. I understand the fields must be planted, but the house... Is it so important that Sarah and I leave the house right away? I-I’m still trying to decide what to do.”

If Uncle Brandon would respond, she would know if that door was absolutely closed. He’d been kind to her on the ill-fated rumspringa she’d defiantly taken when the big argument with Enoch ended their engagement so rudely. All through her weepy, morose month with him, Uncle Brandon hadn’t intruded into her distress or tried to direct her choices.

At this moment, she felt so overwhelmed it would have been a relief if someone would tell her what to do.

Daniel cleared his throat awkwardly. “I need the house, too. My wife—I’m married now if you remember—my wife and I have been living with my parents in their house—and we have a babe on the way.”

His face looked strained as he spoke.

Forcing a smile on to her lips, Kate said, “Oh, that’s right. I’m sorry for not remembering. It’s alright.”

The young man in front of her turned red. “That must have been around the time Jakob died.”

“Yes.” Kate nodded, looking down at the rough leather boots he wore. “Sarah and I will be out of here as quickly as I can arrange a place to stay.”

“I’m sorry.” Daniel Troyer nodded one more time before he left the porch.

She watched him go, her mind spinning uselessly. She knew taking Sarah to Uncle Brandon’s—if that had even been an option—would mean carrying the little girl outside the world she’d always known. Jakob wouldn’t have liked that, but Kate didn’t know what else to do.

The Englischer world had seemed exciting, foreign and scary to her all at once when she’d spent that month in Baltimore, at least until the break up with Enoch. Strangely exciting, but not home.

She’d had growing doubts about what life here in the Amish community would mean for her, but with no Enoch in her life, everything there had seemed cold and bare. She hadn’t been able to truly explore the Englisch life. He hadn’t written to her all that month she’d been in Baltimore. Coming home, even more angry at his apparent indifference, she’d lent a defiant ear to Jakob’s courtship. He was a widower a little older than her, with a young daughter.

Strangely, enough it hadn’t occurred to her to leave the Amish life then. She loved many things about her friends here—Hannah and John—and the simple, hard work felt familiar and comfortable to her.

Her parents hadn’t said anything when she announced that she’d agreed to marry Jakob. With fall coming on then, the work in the fields suspended for the winter. It had only made sense to marry quickly.

Jakob had been kind, although maddeningly undependable, but she should have loved him more.

Kate looked across the empty field next to the house, musing that she’d had no trouble falling in love with Jakob’s daughter. Sarah felt like her own blood. She could no more have given the child over to the Bielers or the family of the woman who’d died giving birth to her than she could have cut off her own arm. Only now she had no home and no way to support Sarah and herself.

Shuddering, Kate knew she couldn’t marry young Aaron Yoder. She knew better than anyone what an unhappy, unfulfilled marriage was like. She’d been down that road before. Both she and Aaron had deserved better.

With a deep sigh, she turned back to the door. She needed to get Sarah dressed to go stay the day with Hannah. Her friend would look after the little girl while Kate looked for work in one of the nearby towns. She could even be a maid at the hotel out on the highway.

A weight pressed down on her chest as the screen door slammed shut behind her in a gust of autumn wind. Maybe this was a punishment for even considering leaving the life God had given her. Maybe Enoch had been right about everything.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Chapter Two
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Sitting at the broad table in Hannah’s warm kitchen, Kate watched as her friend bent to take a steaming pan out of the gas oven, her solid dark skirt dusting the floor.

“Katie,” Hannah swung around to face her, her cheerful face red from the heat, “you must remarry. It’s the best option. You know there were no job openings in Pleasant Township or in Mercerville. No one is looking to hire a cook or a maid, although God knows you’re a terrific cook.”

They’d first become fast friends when they met in school, Hannah an older student of eleven while Kate had just entered it as a six-year-old. It had seemed an odd pairing, but as Kate got older, the two had only become greater friends.

As her friend swung back around to the stove, Kate protested, “You aren’t actually thinking I should marry Aaron Yoder! That little boy?”

“No,” Hannah dropped the hot pads on the counter as two of her children ran behind her, slamming the back door behind them. She came back to sit across from Kate with the peculiar gracefulness found in some pregnant women. “I think you need another husband. You should marry Enoch Miller.”

Feeling her heart jump into her throat, Kate stared in shock at her blonde friend. Prayer kapp slightly askew with untidy ringlets clustered at her neck, Hannah nodded. “It’s the perfect answer.”

Hannah reached over to gently rock the aged cradle that sat at the end of the table in a spot close to the warmth, but not too close to endanger the Boppli sleeping there.

“How can you say that?” Kate exclaimed in a strangled voice, jumpy at the thought of what her friend suggested. “Enoch Miller doesn’t want to marry me. Certainly not now. I just need my Uncle Brandon to respond, even if that means taking Sarah into the Englisch world. I’m sure Uncle Brandon will help us.”

“But you wouldn’t be able to keep the Amish ways. That would be hard.”

“No, I wouldn’t...and that would be hard.” Kate looked down at the scarred table top. It would be hard to live something other than the plain life. She’d never told Hannah about her doubts at what she saw as the limits for women in the Amish church. Just her parents and Enoch...and telling him certainly hadn’t ended well.

“I’m not sure Enoch doesn’t want to marry you, even now. I’ve noticed him watching you.” Hannah bracketed two sturdy hands around the plain ceramic mug in front of her. “You know I’d be glad to have you and Sarah move in here with John and me—“

“Of course not.” Kate nodded at Sarah’s rounded figure. “With you and John preparing to add a fifth child?”

Her gaze swept around the cozy, homely kitchen. “Your house is already full.”

Hannah leaned forward with a gentle smile. “There will always be room for you and Sarah, Katie, but I know very well you wouldn’t be happy under the same roof with my John. You two haven’t a thought in common. You think I don’t know you bite your tongue when he’s around? That you’re civil to him for me?”

Looking down as warmth crawled up her neck, Kate shook her head. She still couldn’t understand how her friend didn’t find John Hostetler annoying and irritating, but Hannah clearly didn’t. “That’s not true, at all. I know you’re very happy with John, and I hope I’d be civil to anyone you loved.”

“Yes, I am happy with him,” Hannah said with a satisfied smile, “and you are civil, but that doesn’t mean you and he could live together comfortably.”

“What’s more to the issue,” Kate got up to lift a suddenly wakeful and fussy Lydia from her wooden cradle, “is that you and John are already sleeping three children to a room. I know very well that Lydia’s cradle goes into your bedroom. Heaven knows where you’ll put the new baby when it comes.”

“God will provide,” her friend responded complacently, smiling as she watched Kate balance Lydia on her bouncing knee. “You are a good Mamm, Katie. You need a good man to give you children of your own. I don’t know why God never sent you and Jakob children.”

“Neither do I, but Sarah is my own child and I still say that Enoch doesn’t want to marry me. Not after I broke off our engagement when we were youngies.” She absently reached for a small rag to wipe the baby’s soft chin. “I just wish God would provide for Sarah and me now. I was so grateful that we had a home with my parents after Jakob died.”

“God provides for those who act to care for themselves in accordance with His laws. I know that while Jakob was alive, you did your best to be a good wife to him. Anyone could see that he was—well, never mind. Why, you’ve always treated Sarah as your own kinder. But I also know that your heart beats a little faster when Enoch is around.”

“Don’t be silly.” Kate knew she sounded annoyed and tried to soften her tone. “Besides, I keep telling you, Enoch and I always argued when we were courting back when we were younger. You know how angry I was at him for telling me I couldn’t spend my rumspringa with Uncle Brandon in Baltimore. That’s why we broke up. You know he never wrote me when I was gone. Never spoke to me directly after I married Jakob.”

“Maybe, but a lot of water has passed under the bridge since then. Don’t you think there’s a reason why Enoch never married? I’ve seen the girls around here try to get his interest, as much as people don’t let on as to who is courting who. Enoch has never wavered.” She smiled and nodded at her friend. “He’s waiting for you.”

Kate stared at her friend, struggling against a flood of emotion. She’d taken the disastrous, impulsive step of marrying in haste. Out of hurt and anger. Her mother had always told her to count and pray before did anything helter skelter, before her impetuous mouth blurted out what couldn’t be unsaid. Kate knew her Mamm had been right. After fighting so angrily with Enoch before she’d left for rumspringa, she’d gone to visit her uncle and ended up watching his mail in Baltimore like the box might catch on fire.

But Enoch hadn’t written. All those long six weeks, he’d stayed silent.

She knew he hadn’t wanted her to go. He’d lectured her, declaring that girls should stay home, that only boys needed rumspringa to sort out whether they were ready for the heavy responsibilities that came with marriage and church membership. She’d angrily reminded him that girls also had to think about the responsibilities of being wives and mothers and obedient children of God, even if the church wouldn’t let them take on more important roles. Enoch’s insistence that she had no right to go on rumspringa hadn’t angered her enough; they’d disagreed over the Amish tradition of only educating children through the eighth grade.

But she’d been shocked that he hadn’t written to her when she was in Baltimore. Not one word. She’d even written secretly to him once herself, but he’d never replied.

Looking down at the infant she bounced gently on her knee, she flashed back to only a few days before when Enoch had stood stoically beside her parents’ graves and later come to the meal at the house. Remembering the strong touch of his fingers on hers when he’d sat beside her while she wept made her breath come a little faster and she hated herself for it.

While she was married to Jakob, she’d secretly—shamefully—been glad Enoch hadn’t married. It was a terrible thing, to wish him to be alone when she’d accepted another.

She drew in a shaky breath. “Enoch hasn’t asked me to marry him. Not since our courtship when we were youngies. What do you want me to do? Propose to him?”

Hannah got up from the table bench, coming around to hold out her hands for baby Lydia. “Yes. I think that’s a very good idea.”

*
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“Kate won’t have my boy,” Bishop Yoder sat in Enoch’s parlor a week later. “He went to speak to her himself two days ago. I think you should marry her, Enoch. You know Daniel Troyer and his wife are going to have a Boppli in the spring? He needs that house and the farm.”

Enoch stared at the bishop, so stunned by the old man’s words that he couldn’t sort through the thoughts in his brain. The first of which was “ah hah! Now I have her where I want her!” There was nothing now between him and Kate Lehman. Not anymore. He’d sent up a silent prayer again, asking for forgiveness at his own relief back when Jakob Bieler had died. He had nothing against the man, except that he’d married Kate Lehman.

Ever since Kate Lehman—he refused to think of her by her married name—had become available again, Enoch had felt more spring in his step. But he didn’t want to think about what might come next. That something might come, something more between them. Too many mixed thoughts there.

They’d fought so horribly before she went to Baltimore. His chest had felt tight the whole time she’d been on rumspringa, like he might burst. 

He’d known she was in trouble after her parents died, but Enoch had thought she and little Sarah would move away to live with one of the other Beilers. He’d even thought she might be given the job of looking after old Mr. and Mrs. Beiler, but that clearly was not the case.

Five years before, Enoch had given his hand and heart to her, but Kate had flouted him, running off to Baltimore on her wild rumpringa spree and then coming home to quickly marry Jakob Bieler. Jakob Beiler, of all people. At least, she could have picked a man with a backbone to replace Enoch. Firming his jaw to resist the sneer that came to his face when he thought of her choice, he kept a level gaze on Bishop Yoder, who was still speaking in his dry, precise voice.

Enoch knew he should feel bad about thinking that way about Kate’s action. Wishing for Jakob’s death had never even occurred to him, but after the farm accident, he’d thought about the horrible irony of Kate’s situation. Even her own dad had mentioned it once to him—just briefly, when he was helping Enoch clear the new field in the weeks after she and Sarah moved in with her parents.

She’d rejected him for Jakob Beiler.

“Marrying Kate is the Godly thing to do, Enoch.” Bishop Yoder summed up, wiping a hand across the black pant leg that covered his knee. “She and young Sarah have nowhere else to go. They need a home and she needs a husband. As a community, we must provide.”

Enoch’s younger brother, Isaac, sat silently in a straight-back chair across the room, his face solemn as he listened.

“Why me?” Enoch found himself saying. “There are others...beside myself and Aaron.”

The bishop shook his head. “Levi Lapp is still grieving his poor wife who died in childbirth not so long ago and you know the Martin boy is too young, even younger than my Aaron. Everyone else is married...or courting others. Besides, Enoch, you know God did not intend man to be alone.”

Bishop Yoder frowned at him. “You have never married. You have no children to help you till the soil. It is not right in the eyes of God.”

Enoch drew a long breath and let it out slowly. He’d never denied that Kate was a beauty, even without all the paint and provocative clothes he’d seen on women in the Englisch world. A sizzle of something had run through him, just at the touch of her hand the other day, surrounded by others and with her eyes full of grieving tears for her parents.

His hands tightening into fists almost without him being aware—as if his flesh wanted to touch hers. Enoch straightened his fingers out carefully over his knees. He was drawn to Kate and he hated that about himself. He was still mad at her for yelling at him in their rumspringa argument and throwing him over for Jakob Bieler after she’d returned from what he didn’t doubt was her wild spree at her uncle’s.

He’d wrestled with himself all the days she was gone, knowing he had no right to her then. Despite all his attempts to stop her, she’d gone to her uncle in Baltimore. He’d ached to write to her and have her write back to reassure him that she hadn’t forgotten him, that she wasn’t lost to the Englisch world but was coming back to him after all. But his pride held him back. He’d been too angry when he’d gotten her note, thinking to punish her by not writing and maybe to pull her back to him by his silence. And then when she’d finally come back, he’d breathed a sigh of relief. Not all who went into that world came back to the Amish way of life. Some stayed and all the while Kate had been gone, he’d fiercely argued with himself that she hadn’t deserved to waltz back into his life after doing Heaven knew what she’d done with other, Englisch men.

After she’d so quickly married, he’d told himself to forget her.

“I need to pray about this, Bishop.” It was all Enoch could find to say. He needed time to organize his thoughts, time to beat back his anger...and hurt, if he could.

“Of course, Enoch. This is a big decision and it calls for much prayer.” The older man got to his feet to leave. “You talk with God about this.”

He nodded to the younger man. “Good day, young Isaac.”

“Good day, Bishop.” Isaac had risen to his feet.

Closing the door after Bishop Yoder left, Enoch turned back to his brother. “Well? What do you think?”

Isaac smiled, reaching over to punch his brother gently on the shoulder. “What does that matter, brother? You are older and wiser. Why ask me?”

“Because you are not a fool,” Enoch growled, “That’s why. What have you so silently been thinking?”

Isaac settled back onto his chair. “I remember a brother who secretly slipped away to Katie Lehman’s house when they were both young. I used to see you from my wood shop. I remember a brother who came back from her house silly from her kisses.”

“I meant about now,” Enoch said impatiently.

“I remember,” his brother went on as if he hadn’t spoken, “how annoyingly, sickeningly happy you were when the two of you were courting.”

Enoch said nothing, just looking at his brother in silence. He couldn’t dispute what Isaac said. Kate’s warm, responsive lips had made him silly.

“Of course, when you two were courting, I was just a Scholar, too young to know anything of love—“

“And you’re so old now,” Enoch interjected with a mocking laugh.

“—but I remember how much fun Kate was then. How funny and charming.” Isaac smiled. “You know, before she married Jakob Bieler.”

“I think you should go home.”

Again Isaac went on, “She seemed different when she returned from visiting her uncle right before she married Jakob. Like she was waiting for something—or someone—to welcome her home, but never found that.”

“Daed probably needs you for something.” Enoch said, not responding to the memories his brother’s words evoked. He’d been so angry at her, so relieved that she’d returned. No one knew better than he that Kate had struggled with aspects of being an Amish woman. Her mother, Elizabeth Lehman, hadn’t been a typical role-model, with her college education—but Elizabeth had left the Englisch world to marry James Lehman. That fact alone should have silenced Kate’s rebellious thoughts.

Of course, he hadn’t always listened to the wise counsel of his own father, Samuel.

“She seemed sad then, Kate did. When she came back.” Isaac looked at him. “Kate’s seemed sad for a long time now.”

Enoch got up to go to the bright window, flooded with an unacceptable anger at the thought of Kate being another man’s wife. He couldn’t help the clenching of his fists. She’d been with Jakob for nearly four years and their marriage still rankled. He’d told himself he’d accept the reality of her choices at some point. If she’d carried Jakob’s child, she might not have been of any more interest to him. But that hadn’t happened for whatever reason.

“I think you ought to marry her.” Isaac returned his level look when Enoch glanced back from the window. “You’ve always liked her. Anyone could tell. You should marry her.”

When his brother left, Enoch stood looking a long time at the fallow field out the window. After a while, he went to the stove to cook himself some supper. After leaving his parents’ home, he’d gotten proficient at cooking, if not skilled. At least, he’d been able to keep himself alive. Standing at the stove in front of the sizzling frying pan, the heat from the grease wafting up to him, he closed his eyes.

God, I don’t know what to do. I still have this anger in my heart for her. But I don’t want to see Katie with yet another man—not Aaron Yoder or any other. He also didn’t want her seeking a man from another Amish community to marry her and offer a home to her and young Sarah. She’s here, Lord, but for how long? She talked of leaving our life, of seeking out a new world. Do I marry her? Even knowing she may leave? Marriage is for life. Do I marry her, God? Even though You know I have this evil in my heart sometimes and want her to suffer?

Opening his eyes to stir the frying food, Enoch waited for God’s answer. He was all jumbled up inside. The thought of marriage to Kate—and every earthly thing that would mean—sent a surge through him, but he knew it wasn’t right. The Bishop said the Godly thing to do was to offer her marriage, but Enoch knew his motives in doing that were ungodly in the extreme. Even though the sight of her grieving her parents had prompted him to offer her comfort, some part of him still wanted her punished for her faithlessness with him. His anger pushed him to take her for that reason alone.

How could he want to comfort her grief and at the same time, want to punish her at the same time?

No Heavenly voice spoke into the silence in his head and his room, though.

The craziness of the situation had her suffering both ways. Either she and young Sarah were homeless or he married her—which would enable the revenge he’d craved since she’d chosen Jakob Bieler over him.

*

[image: ]


“But where are we to live?” Sarah’s voice was plaintive as she sat on the upturned bucket in the barn a week after the Lehman’s funeral.

“I’m not quite sure yet.” The warm milk from Bessie’s teat streamed into the bucket beneath the Guernsey as Kate performed a task that had long been her job on the Lehman farm. Her father had refused to get the more modern milking machines some of their community owned. “But you are not to worry, Sarah sweetie. Mamm will work something out.”

“So, we can stay here? Living in Papa Lehman’s house.”

“No, not here.” Kate looked at the youthful rounded face of the child that had become her own. Even if her marriage to Jakob hadn’t been all roses, she had gotten a lovely daughter from it. “Weren’t you going to get some dinner for Bessie?”

Glancing up towards the loft where her dad had kept the hay, she watched Sarah walk over to the loft ladder.

“Sorry, Mamm.”

“It’s alright, Boppli, but Bessie shouldn’t go hungry just because we aren’t sure where we’re going to live. Besides, I’m expecting a letter from Uncle Brandon any day. Then we’ll be all set.”

Sarah disappeared up the ladder, only to poke her head over the rail a moment later. “Here it is, Bessie. Dinner!”

The sweet-smelling hay she tossed over the rail drifted down into a clump on the wooden floor. 

“Mamm, if your uncle does invite us to live with him doesn’t that mean moving away? Wouldn’t we be a far distance from our friends?”

Still working the cow’s warm udder, Kate thought of kind Uncle Brandon and his sleek apartment in the city. Sarah had no idea how far they’d be from everything they knew.

“Probably. Wouldn’t it be fun to travel to a far place, though?” She smiled at the eight year-old. Sarah was the most loving and best child and it only drew her further into Kate’s heart that she shared some of the impetuousness and strong feelings that had plagued Kate all her life.
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