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  A cousin asked that question recently: Where do you get your ideas?


  It always makes me groan. I’m usually a pretty polite person, but I always want to say something like, “The idea tree in the backyard,” or “I bought this book of them years ago.”


  The truth is there are so many places that writers get ideas. And sometimes we don’t even know where they come from. Some come as niggling little things, and other times, the whole book is just there. Of course, the ones that come full-blown are great! Sometimes it’s even an idea that just won’t let go.


  Once, when my doctor and I were talking about our families, she asked how my then teenagers were doing. Well, they were great kids, but all kids seem to go through challenges at one time or another . . .


  “You’re a writer,” she said. “Bet you could learn what to do if you wrote about it.”


  What an idea. And that is not only how so many projects begin for me—it’s how I end up learning something for myself. One of my favorite times in my life was when I got to stay home for a while with my two children and be a homemaker. I cooked everything from scratch, sewed most of their clothing, and reveled in a role that felt so right. When I was able to sneak time during their naps to write, I felt like the world was perfect.


  As I’ve worked on my Amish books, I’ve learned a lot about forgiveness and inner peace and big themes like that—and I’ve learned about fun activities like quilting and weaving and so on. I found myself yearning for those days sewing and doing so many domestic crafts, so that I visited a quilt shop. I wanted to write about three Amish cousins who are as close as sisters . . . and there, in the quilt shop, the idea of a series about them sewing and quilting and weaving and falling in love with three Amish men began to form. And so I created this series.


  Thank you to Magrieta of Magrieta’s Quilt Shop in St. Augustine for being so gracious to me and answering so many questions and letting me wander the shop. I enjoyed the times I visited so much.


  Thank you, too, to Wendy Ashton, who runs PA-Dutch-Travel and helped me with some research.


  Thank you, as always to Judy Rehm, such a good friend and inspiration to learn more about God and His endless ideas for our lives.


  A thank-you should go to my mother, May, and her twin, June, for teaching me how to sew—seemingly a lost art these days. The memories of working on such simple but necessary things like clothing and creative additions like embroidery warmed my heart so many times as I stitched. I used those memories as I wrote the three books of Stitches in Time.


  My mom was one of nine children, so there are many cousins. Memories of growing up with some of them gave me material for the relationships of the cousins in the books. So thank you to them.


  Thanks, as always, for the encouragement of my editor, Ramona Richards, and all the staff at Abingdon Press who take these ideas of mine and help me turn them into books with such beautiful covers that get sent out there into readerland. I am so grateful for the many readers who write me and tell me they’ve given you a few hours to read of a peaceful place where people still care about each other.


  Blessings to you.
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  It felt like dawn would never come.


  When Anna first realized that it was going to be one of those nights . . . one of those awful nights that felt like it would never end . . . she reached for the book she’d been reading and read for a while with the help of the battery lamp on the bedside table.


  Reading didn’t help. Knitting didn’t, either, and knitting always relaxed her. Reaching for her robe, Anna pushed her feet into her slippers and padded downstairs to the kitchen. There was no need for a light for she knew her way from all the dozens—no, hundreds—of nights she’d gone downstairs in the dark.


  Even before the first time she stepped inside this house she knew it like the back of her hand. She and Samuel had drawn the plans, spent hours talking about how he and his brothers were going to build it. As soon as the house was finished, he’d started crafting furniture for it. The final piece he’d made was a cradle for the baby he hoped they’d have soon.


  His sudden illness stopped him in his tracks. Leukemia, said the doctor. One day it seemed he was an agile monkey climbing up the frame of a barn he and other men were raising and just a few days later he could barely get out of bed and she’d joked he’d turned into an old man.


  She’d insisted that he see a doctor, and reluctantly, he’d done so.


  Six months later he was gone, and she’d shut the door to the room with the tiny crib. She buried her dreams the day she buried Samuel.


  She filled the teakettle and set it on the stove to heat. How many cups of tea have I drunk in the middle of the night? she wondered as she reached for a cup and the box of chamomile tea bags.


  Before Samuel had died, she’d heard about the seven stages of grief. She’d been naïve. You didn’t go through them one by one in order. Sometimes you walked—faltered—through them in no certain order. Sometimes they ganged up on you when you least expected them.


  And sometimes—it felt like too many times—no one seemed to understand.


  She couldn’t blame them. The only way she got through the first month, the first year, was to put on a brave face and pretend she was getting through it. There was no way she could get through it otherwise—she’d shatter into a thousand pieces that no one would be able to put back together again.


  Humpty Dumpty, she thought wryly. Then she frowned, wishing that she hadn’t thought of the childhood story. A closed door didn’t keep out the memory of the tiny crib that lay behind it.


  The teakettle’s whistle broke into her musing, its sound so sharp and shrill that she put her hands over her ears to block it while she got up to take it off the flame. She poured the hot water over the tea bag and took the mug back to the kitchen table and sat there, dipping the bag in and out of the water.


  Finally, she pulled the bag out and set it on the saucer. Sighing, she massaged her scalp and wondered if she should take an aspirin to stop the pain. Then she flicked her hair behind her shoulders and hunched over the cup. In a minute, she’d get up and get the aspirin. Her mind might be awake, but her body felt tired and full of lead.


  As she trudged back up the stairs a few minutes later, she heard something—it sounded like a laugh, a high, excited one that went rushing past her and up the stairs. She watched, tired, leaning against the wall as she saw herself, lifting the hem of her nightgown so she wouldn’t trip, Samuel reaching for her as she flew up the stairs to their room.


  She blinked, not sure if she was dreaming or seeing a ghost of the two of them, so young and in love, so unaware that anything bad could touch them.


  When she reached her room, no one was there. Climbing back into bed, she pulled the quilt around her shoulders and lay on her side facing the uncurtained window. The wedding quilt that her cousins Naomi and Mary Katherine and her grandmother had sewn for her and Samuel lay wrapped in muslin and tucked in a box in the closet of the same room as the cradle. She hadn’t been able to bear lying under it after Samuel died.


  She’d thought she wouldn’t be able to bear living without him in this house they had built, but her grandmother had brought her here after the funeral to pack and she’d found she couldn’t leave it. Somehow it felt like she’d be abandoning everything they’d worked so hard for.


  Her grandmother had understood. She’d done the same thing—continued to live in the house she’d shared with her husband who’d also died too young. She’d continued to stay there for nearly two decades, and only in the last couple of years had Mary Katherine and then Naomi come to stay with her.


  Hours passed. Anna remembered reading that it was always darkest before dawn. She could vouch for that.


  Finally, the sky began lightening. She got up and made the bed before she went to shower. The reflection in the mirror made her wince. She looked tired, with faint lavender shadows under her eyes.


  Funny, everyone said that she and her two cousins who worked with her at Stitches in Time—Mary Katherine and Naomi—all looked so much alike with their oval faces and brown eyes and brown hair. But she felt she just looked like a dull version of them lately. She looked older and more subdued.


  With a sigh she center-parted her hair and began arranging it in a bun, then she placed a starched kapp on her head. She chose her favorite dark blue dress and hoped the color would make her look less pale.


  Her first cup of coffee helped her get moving. The knock on the door startled her as she sat eating her breakfast.


  She opened her door to find Nick standing there.


  “Sorry, I had to come a little early,” he apologized as she invited him inside.


  “It’s okay. I’m ready.”


  He touched her shoulder. “You look tired.”


  “I sure hope you don’t ever say that to Naomi,” she responded testily. “No woman wants to hear that kind of thing.”


  “I’ll remember that.”


  She regarded this man who was engaged to marry Naomi. He had dark hair, angular features, and sharp green eyes. Not as handsome as Samuel had been.


  Nick was quiet and serious and had a heart just as big as Samuel’s. She could trust him with someone as dear as Naomi . . .


  “Want some coffee before we go?”


  He shook his head. “I have a thermos in the car.”


  She took a plastic box filled with sandwiches from the refrigerator and tucked it into a tote bag. A bag of cookies was next.


  Catching Nick’s interest, she pulled another plastic bag from a nearby cupboard and filled it with half a dozen and handed it to him.


  “Oatmeal raisin,” he said with a satisfied sigh. “Will you marry me?”


  “Sorry, the Amish don’t believe in plural marriage.”


  Gathering up her sweater and her purse, she walked to the door with him and locked it behind her.


  After they climbed into the van, Nick set the cookies on the seat between them.


  “You know you’re going to eat them now.”


  “They’re oatmeal,” he reasoned. “Just because it’s not hot and in a bowl . . .”


  “So very logical,” she agreed, trying not to smile.


  “That’s me, logical.”


  She opened the bag so he could slide his hand inside, pull one out, and take a bite.


  “Please give Naomi the recipe.”


  “Are you sure you want to tell your intended that you like my oatmeal raisin cookies better than hers?”


  He considered that. “Maybe not. She wasn’t happy when I complimented Leah’s rolls.”


  “Exactly.”


  “Maybe you’ll sneak me some of these now and then?”


  “Maybe,” she agreed with a grin.


  Nick glanced at his watch and turned the radio on. “I want to check out the weather forecast. We’re certainly having a cool November, aren’t we?”


  Anna nodded as the jingle that announced the news broadcast filled the interior of the van.


  “The forecast is partly sunny and cool in Paradise, Pennsylvania. Chance of afternoon showers,” the announcer said cheerfully.


  “Tell me how it can be partly sunny. It’s either sunny or it’s not.”


  Nick chuckled. “I agree.”


  They listened to the quick news report and then the weather before Nick turned the station off.


  A yawn overtook her. She covered her mouth and shook her head. “Sorry.”


  “S’okay. Rough night?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Why don’t you close your eyes and try to get a little shuteye?”


  “Don’t want to be rude,” she said, stifling another yawn.


  “I don’t mind. I might fall asleep in front of you someday.”


  She blinked at him. “Don’t do that when you’re driving!”


  He laughed as he reached for another cookie. “I saw Abe Harshberger asleep as he was driving the other day.”


  “Abe was driving his buggy,” she pointed out. “I heard the horse got him home okay.” She studied him. “How are the lessons going?”


  “The last time I remember being around a horse my mother was putting me up on it for a kiddie ride,” he said with a grin. “I was five. I didn’t really like it very much and never wanted to be around a horse again. Now here I am buying a business where I’ll have to work with horses for hours every day. Feed them, water them, care for them. Hitch them to a buggy, persuade them to walk along a route for me.”


  He glanced at her. “Deal with manure.” He made a face, then patted his steering wheel with one hand. “Big change from this horseless carriage.”


  “It sure is.”


  “Thank goodness I made training me a condition of the sale,” he said.


  “How’s the other instruction going?”


  Nick reached for a third cookie. “Just as hard. I thought I knew what was involved, but there are so many more rules than I thought . . .”


  He began telling her about the lessons he was taking to become Amish. It hadn’t been all that long ago that she’d taken them as every Amish did before joining the church. She found her attention drifting off even as she frowned and wondered why she’d never noticed how Nick spoke in a monotone. Snuggling her cheek against the upholstery of the back of the seat, she heard him chuckle.


  “Am I boring you?” he asked. “I never bore Naomi.”


  “She has to put up with you.” Anna felt her eyelids growing heavy, and she jerked awake once, then twice.


  “You’re chicken-pecking,” he told her. “Relax and shut your eyes. Don’t worry. Your cousins will wake you up.”


  [image: image]


  “Let her sleep,” Nick was whispering. “I don’t have to be anywhere for another half hour.”


  “I’m awake,” Anna said, yawning and straightening in her seat. “There’s no need to babysit me while I nap.”


  She saw that they were parked in front of the shop. Turning, she saw Naomi and her grandmother sitting in the backseat, staring at her, concerned.


  “Rough night?” her grandmother asked, her eyes kind and a little sad.


  “Had trouble sleeping.” She unsnapped her seat belt. “I’m fine.”


  Anna stepped out and looked at the shop while her grandmother unlocked the door. The name of the shop, Stitches in Time, was emblazoned on a sign with needles and thread and little quilt squares dancing around the letters. She’d just changed the window display the night before so she stopped to examine it before going inside.


  Everything about the display was designed to say “fall.” Anna had knitted warm woolen mufflers, caps and gloves in earth tones of brown, gold, and green. Cupcake hats for babies featured little pumpkins, owls, and forest animals.


  Naomi’s log cabin quilt had been tucked around Leah’s handmade Amish dolls. A little fireplace complete with a glowing “flame” made a cozy scene.


  Mary Katherine had spent hours weaving placemats and napkins for tables set for holiday feasts. She’d made sturdy woven tote bags to carry home all the fall fruits and vegetables from the farmer’s market and roadside stands.


  Jamie’s contribution was a wall hanging with a scene of the Amish countryside at harvest time. She’d used a traditional image but worked in pieces of bittersweet, pussy willow, and twigs.


  And there were kits for customers to get started on their Christmas gifts.


  She started to go inside and then realized that Naomi still hadn’t gotten out of Nick’s van. There was nothing she liked better than teasing—not just the two of them but particularly them. Marching back to the van, she knocked on the window.


  “Hey, you two, no PDAs!” she called.


  Naomi rolled down the window. “You are so obnoxious! All we’re doing is exchanging a good-bye kiss!”


  “You’re steaming up the windows,” Anna said with a grin. “Get inside before you get arrested.”


  Nick leaned over and gave Naomi one last kiss. “Have a great day.”


  “You’ve been cheating on me!” she exclaimed, licking her lips. “Whose oatmeal cookies have you been eating?”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he told her as he brushed crumbs from his tie.


  “You!” Naomi said, pointing a finger at Anna. “You’ve been tempting him with your oatmeal cookies.”


  “Guilty,” Anna agreed, grinning. “Maybe if you help me with a design idea I’ll share the recipe.”


  Naomi climbed out of the van. “Maybe I should rethink this wedding if my mann can be so easily tempted.”


  Nick got out and rounded the hood. “You know you don’t want to do that,” he told her, his eyes alight with mischief.


  He swept Naomi up into a kiss that had some tourists laughing and clapping as they stood observing on the sidewalk.


  She beat her hands on his chest. “Stop that! You know you can’t behave like that!”


  “I’m not Amish yet,” he told her, unrepentant.


  Backing away, Naomi tried to look stern. “And at that rate, you’re not likely to be.” She glanced around her. “What if the bishop had seen you?”


  He winked at her before strolling back to his side of the vehicle and getting in.


  “Men!” Naomi huffed, and she walked inside the shop.


  “Ya, men,” said Anna, suddenly feeling like a balloon that was deflating. She sighed and went inside.


  The interior of the shop, crammed with colorful fabrics, yarns, and supplies, raised her spirits. What would she have done if her grandmother hadn’t asked her and her two cousins to join her in opening it? She wondered about this as she walked to the back room to store the sandwiches in the refrigerator.


  She’d needed the creative work, the company, the daily routine so much after Samuel died. What did people who were grieving do when they didn’t have the support of their loving family and community, the people they worked with in a job that fulfilled them?


  Chiding herself for the way she’d vacillated between self-pity and sadness during the sleepless night, she stopped, closed her eyes, and thanked Him for reminding her that she should be grateful for all she had and not focus on what she didn’t.


  Determined to live with a grateful heart—even if today it meant moment by moment—she walked back into the shop to ask her grandmother what she should do first.
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  If business is as good this afternoon as it was this morning, this may go down as one of our best days,” Leah announced as she turned the sign to “Out to Lunch” and locked the door. “I don’t know about you two, but I can’t wait to get off my feet for a few minutes.”


  “Me, too,” said Naomi.


  They walked to the back room where Anna insisted that her grandmother allow herself to be waited upon.


  “You look as tired as I feel,” her grandmother said.


  “That’s the second time I’ve been told I look tired,” Anna said, frowning as she got out the sandwiches. “You’re just making me feel worse.”


  “Sorry, kind, you’re right.” Leah sighed. “Wonder when Mary Katherine’s going to get here? We really could have used her help.”


  “Where is she?” Anna asked as she passed around plates and sat down.


  “I don’t know. She just asked for the morning off.”


  “Don’t go asking if she’s pregnant when she comes in,” Naomi warned.


  “Don’t look at me,” Anna told her, making a face at her cousin. “I’m not the only one who’s been asking her.”


  They heard the shop door being unlocked, and Mary Katherine called in that it was her. A few moments later, she walked in with Jacob.


  “We just got the most amazing news,” Mary Katherine announced.


  Anna, Naomi, and Leah exchanged hopeful looks.


  “The farm next to ours came up for sale,” Jacob announced. “We put in an offer, and it was accepted!”


  Anna, Naomi, and Leah exchanged disappointed looks.


  “I thought you’d be excited for us,” Mary Katherine said, frowning.


  “We were hoping for different news,” Leah told her gently.


  “Different news?” Jacob sounded puzzled.


  “I think she means they were hoping we were going to say I was going to have a baby,” Mary Katherine said.


  “Oh.”


  “We’re happy for your news,” Leah gave Anna and Naomi a look.


  “Yes, of course,” Naomi said, jumping up to give Mary Katherine and Jacob an enthusiastic hug.


  Suddenly everyone was talking at once. It was like looking into a mirror to see her cousins, Anna thought. Mary Katherine and Naomi looked more like sisters and were just as close as if they were siblings. Mary Katherine was taller and her hair a bit more auburn but other than that they might have been triplets.


  But things were changing. Her cousins would be doing more with the men in their lives—had already been doing so—and soon much of Mary Katherine’s time would be taken up with a baby when she had one.


  Anna felt a mixture of joy and melancholy. “I’m so happy for you both,” she said, rising to give Mary Katherine and Jacob a hug.


  “Jacob, can you stay and eat with us?”


  He looked to Mary Katherine. “I was going to take Mary Katherine out to celebrate—”


  “I’d rather stay here,” she said quickly. “Can we?”


  Jacob didn’t even need to say anything. Anna didn’t think she’d ever seen any man so hopelessly in love with his wife.


  Her heart actually hurt at that moment. Samuel had looked at her like that. Anna looked away, and as she did, she saw that her grandmother was watching her. She smiled to show that everything was okay because she was determined not to behave in any way that would take away a moment of her cousin’s and her husband’s happiness.


  Mary Katherine walked out to say good-bye to Jacob, and Leah went to open up the shop.


  “I can clean up,” Anna told Naomi as they cleared the table.


  “I know.”


  Anna glanced up at her as Naomi continued to help.


  “I know that you can do whatever you have to,” Naomi said quietly. She touched Anna’s shoulder. “But I want to make sure you’re okay.”


  “I’m fine,” Anna said. “People have been getting married and having babies all around me since Samuel died.”


  “I know.”


  Naomi held out her hands for the dishes Anna held, and for a moment there was a tug-of-war over them until Anna was forced to look at her.


  “I’m proud of you for how you behaved just now. You thought of Mary Katherine and Jacob and not of yourself.”


  She set the dishes in the sink and then surprised Anna by hugging her.


  Anna hugged her back, and then she turned to the dishes. “Why don’t you go see if anyone’s come in before we think about doing these?”


  “Good idea. Be right back.”


  She ran water into the sink and squirted in dish soap. When she heard footsteps behind her, she reached for a dish towel and held it out. “I’ll wash, you dry.”


  A hand took the towel, and then Anna felt herself hugged from behind.


  “I’m okay, really,” she said. “Come on, we don’t want Mary Katherine walking in and thinking I’m not.”


  “Mary Katherine’s afraid that you’re not and you’re protecting her feelings.”


  Anna closed her eyes. It was Mary Katherine.


  She turned, and her cousin kept her in her embrace. “I’m happy for you. I truly am.”


  “I know. Because you’re a good person, Anna. But I’ve seen your face when you hear this kind of news, and it can’t help but make you think of Samuel.”


  Anna hugged Mary Katherine, and then she stepped back. “It makes me think of the happiness I had with him, and I’m glad to see someone else having it.”


  “Mary Katherine? Fannie Mae’s here to pick up her order.”


  She hurried into the shop, and Leah walked over to the sink and took the towel Anna clutched in her hand.


  “How are you doing?” she asked Anna as she turned back to the dishes.


  “Will it do any good to say I’m fine?”


  Her grandmother met her eyes. “Schur,” she said. “You can say it, but I know it’s not easy.”


  Anna stared down at the bubbles popping in the sink. “So many people came up to me after Samuel died and said they knew how I was feeling. But they didn’t. They hadn’t had a husband die. But you had. You knew.”


  Leah slipped an arm around Anna. “But that didn’t mean I knew exactly how you felt. I didn’t lose my mann so soon after we married.”


  “No.” Anna washed a plate, rinsed it, and handed it to her grandmother.


  She felt the loss of comfort when her grandmother had to remove her arm to have both hands to dry the dish, but it helped her not to sink into self-pity at the moment.


  “It helped when Waneta and I talked since her husband died young,” Anna said after a moment. “But then it wasn’t long before she remarried and moved away.”


  “Another loss,” Leah said, setting the plate down and holding out her hand for another.


  Anna nodded. “But it was so nice to see her happy again. I got a letter from her from Indiana last week. She had a little girl. They’re both happy and healthy.”


  “I hope for that for you, too, if it’s God’s will. There’s no reason to believe that God hasn’t set aside another mann just as wonderful as Samuel for you.”


  “I know,” Anna said, summoning up a smile for her grandmother.


  But deep in her heart, she didn’t believe that.
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  “Well, well, look who’s here,” Naomi said, peering out the shop window.


  “Who?”


  “Gideon Beiler.”


  “What’s he doing coming to our shop?”


  “He’s got his daughter with him.”


  “Oh, she’s so sweet.” Anna frowned. “But too quiet.”


  “I’m going to go help Grandmother in the back room,” Naomi said, and she turned away.


  “Wait! I need to finish this hat for—”


  But Naomi had already hurried toward the back of the store.


  Sighing, Anna got up and tucked her knitting in the basket beside her chair. She walked to the front counter and watched as Gideon strode toward the store, his daughter’s hand tucked safely in his. She looked a lot like her father with his sandy brown hair and brown eyes, but her face was more delicate and heart-shaped. Anna remembered Gideon’s wife and could see her in the way she looked up at him, lifting one brow as she listened to him.


  Anna had always thought that Gideon was cute when they were in schul, and he’d grown into a handsome man, tall and strong and hardworking.


  But like her and Samuel, Gideon and Mary had only had eyes for each other.


  And like Anna, Gideon had been widowed early. Mary had died not long after Samuel.


  Anna opened the door. “Welcome! What brings you to the store today?”


  Gideon reddened. “I brought Sarah Rose to get some sewing stuff.”


  “Daedi! Stuff?”


  He spread his hands, looking clearly out of his element. “You know, whatever it is you need.”


  She stared up at him. “I don’t need any of it. Save your money.”


  Gideon looked at Anna. “I want her growing up knowing how to do girl things.”


  “Girl things?”


  He grew even redder. “You know. Sew. Knit. That kind of thing.”


  Anna noted that Sarah Rose’s bottom lip was jutting out. “What sort of thing do you like to do?”


  She shrugged. “I don’t care.”


  Looking at Gideon, Anna tapped her lips with her forefinger. “Who’s going to teach her?”


  “I—don’t know. I guess I thought we’d learn together.”


  Anna pressed her lips together and tried not to laugh. After all, it was so terribly sweet that he was obviously trying to be both dat and mamm to her.


  “Well, are you interested in knitting, quilting, what?” she asked him.


  Gideon knelt down so that he could meet his daughter’s gaze eye to eye. “Let’s decide on something together.”


  “But I like it when we play catch.”


  “We can still do that. But I made a promise to your mother that I’d see that you would grow up a young lady, not a little wild thing.”


  He’d certainly tried, thought Anna. She’d seen the zigzag part in Sarah Rose’s pigtails as he learned how to do them in the early days after Mary’s death. There had been an occasional burn mark on a dress and that sort of thing, but gradually he’d learned. Anna supposed it wasn’t easy to know how to do such things. After all, he’d grown up male.


  And a handsome one at that, she couldn’t help thinking now. Her cousins would probably be surprised that she was attracted to Gideon. But after all, she wasn’t dead.


  Shaking off such irreverent thoughts, Anna gestured at the rocking chairs in the center of the store.


  “Let’s think about this a minute,” she said as they took their seats. “Maybe we can figure out something you like.”


  “My sisters have taken her to a quilting or two, but they said she’s not interested.”


  “I never liked quilting as much as my cousin Naomi when I was growing up,” Anna said. “I didn’t have the patience for all those little stitches. Mary Katherine loved weaving from the time she sat down at a loom. I like working with yarn—just the feel of it, the colors, all the shapes and designs I can make. I think my favorite is making hats for babies. Like those over there. We call them cupcake hats because they look like little cupcakes.”


  Sarah Rose smiled one of her rare smiles. “They’re silly.”


  Anna saw Gideon shoot her a quick glance to see if his daughter had offended.


  “I know.” Anna grinned at her. “That’s probably why I like them so much. We need something silly sometimes, don’t we?”


  “There are lots of easy and fun projects to knit if you’d like to try one.” She looked at Gideon. “Men knit, too. Probably more often than quilt.”


  He gave her a dubious glance but got up and held out his hand to Sarah Rose. “I’m willing to try.”


  Anna led them to where the children’s crafts were grouped, and the three of them enjoyed a discussion of what might be a fun project. Father and daughter decided on the simplest knitted muffler, hers in shades of pink, her father’s in blue.


  The bell over the door jangled as it opened.


  “Gideon! So you took my advice!” a woman said loudly.


  Anna recognized the voice. Gideon’s oldest sister had a voice that was like no other—loud and a bit shrill. She knew it wasn’t nice to think such a thing. But truth was truth.


  “I thought you were going to get Sarah Rose some quilting supplies.”


  It wasn’t polite to eavesdrop. But then again, Martha made it impossible for what she said not to be heard.


  “This is what Sarah Rose wants to do.”


  “But I don’t knit much,” his sister said. “I don’t know how much help I can be. I was thinking if she went to a quilting circle she could learn to quilt there.”


  “But she did that and didn’t seem very interested,” Gideon pointed out. “So we decided to come here and see what she might like to try.”


  Sarah Rose slid her hand into her father’s and gazed up at him. “Daedi will teach me how to knit. He’s going to make something, too.”


  “Really?”


  “It’ll probably be the blind leading the blind,” Gideon admitted. “But Anna helped us pick something simple.”


  He picked up a multicolored skein of yarn and held it to his face. “What do you think of these colors?” he asked his daughter. “Do they flatter my skin tone?”


  Anna couldn’t help smiling when she heard Sarah Rose giggle. What a sweet sound, she thought. She hadn’t heard her laugh since Mary died.


  When she glanced at Gideon, she saw his grin widen. She must have made some movement because he looked over at her then. No one understood loss like one who’d suffered such a loss, and in that moment, she saw his expression lighten for a moment. She smiled, happy for him. He was so lucky to have someone in such a time of grief, someone who made it worth getting up each day.


  She realized she’d stopped and forced herself to keep walking toward the front counter where Gideon’s sister stood, watching her. Her heart sank. The other woman was regarding her with a calculating look. Oh no, Anna thought. Martha loved to gossip. If she took a simple shared moment as more than it was, if she thought that Anna was interested in her brother, it would take little more for her to speculate—and maybe start a rumor. Marriage, family—both were such touchstones of the Amish life that those who were widowed didn’t stay single long.


  There were many reasons to be attracted to Gideon. But no man held a candle to Samuel . . .


  And since Gideon hadn’t remarried, she suspected that no woman had matched Mary in his eyes, either.


  “How can I help you today?” she asked Martha.


  “I need some thread. These colors,” she said, holding out a piece of paper she’d taped pieces of several colors onto.


  “Schur.” Anna walked over to the thread display and quickly found what was needed. “Anything else? No black or white? They’re used so often many people often forget to get them.”


  “You’re right. I’ll take a large spool of each. You’re a good saleswoman.” She turned and nodded toward the display of baby hats. “And an amazing knitter.”


  “Thank you.”


  “Maybe you can give Sarah Rose and her father some lessons, ya?”


  Anna avoided meeting the other woman’s eyes by concentrating on adding up the order and taking Martha’s money. She counted out change into her hand, then piled the threads and a schedule of upcoming classes into a bag.


  With a big smile, she handed the bag to Martha. “All of our customers know we’re here to help however we can.”


  Martha smiled and nodded. “Ya, I know.” She glanced back at her brother and wiggled her fingers. “See you on Sunday at Mamm’s.”


  The bell jangled over the door as she left.


  Mary Katherine joined Anna at the counter. “So, did she come in to check you out?” she whispered.


  Anna shook her head. “Apparently she sent Gideon in to get something for Sarah Rose. I need to get back to them.”


  She walked over to where Gideon stood considering a pattern in his hand. “You sure I can do this?”


  “I remember you were very good with your hands in schul,” she said, then realized how that sounded. She blushed and unfolded the directions. “It’s just a matter of following directions, counting out rows, that sort of thing, see?”


  Remembering what she’d told his sister, she smiled at him. “If you or Sarah Rose have any problems, just come see us here.”


  Gideon glanced up and studied her. “You’ll help us with questions?”


  Funny, but her throat went dry. “Any—any of us can help you.”


  “But you’re the knitting expert.”


  She nodded.


  “Well, then, we’ll come see you if we have any questions.”


  She started to nod again and then realized she probably looked like one of those silly bobblehead dolls that they sold in a nearby toy store. Turning, she looked for Sarah Rose and found her in an adjoining aisle, staring hard at an object in her hand. It was a thimble, one that bore a carved silver flower design.


  “It’s pretty, isn’t it?” she asked.


  Sarah Rose jumped and dropped the thimble. “Sorry,” she said as she scrambled for it.


  “No problem. I’ll go ring up the things you and your daedi chose.”


  Turning, she made her way back to the counter and added up the purchase, then reached for the schedule of classes and with a pen circled the knitting class before handing it to Gideon.


  “You might want to attend a class since you’re taking up a new hobby,” she said.


  “Me in a class with a bunch of ladies?”


  “You never know, you might meet someone,” she teased. The minute the words were out, she wanted to call them back.


  “And where do you meet men?” He watched her with an intensity she found unnerving.


  Frowning, she shook her head. “I don’t.” She bit her lip, then took a deep breath. “I’m sorry. That was insensitive of me to suggest you’d want to meet someone. You might not be any more ready than I am. I just thought—”


  “You just thought?” he finished for her.


  Oh, well, in for a penny, she thought. “I just thought since you have Sarah Rose you might be looking to get married again.”


  “To give her a mamm?”


  She lifted her shoulders and then let them fall. “It’s what many men do. It’s hard to raise a child on your own.”


  “True. But I figure when God feels it’s the right time, He’ll send along the woman he has for me.”


  His words threw her. “You think that God has more than one person set aside for us?”


  He nodded slowly. “I can’t think He gave us a taste of heaven only to yank it away forever, do you?”


  “I—I don’t know,” she whispered, at a loss for words for perhaps the first time in her life.


  “Daedi, can we go now?” Sarah Rose said, appearing beside him. “I’m very hungry.”


  Gideon blinked and dragged his gaze away from Anna. “I promised her we’d eat while we were in town.”


  “I’m glad you stopped by,” Anna told the child. She smiled at her. “If you have any problems, you and your daedi come see us here, all right?”


  Nodding quickly, Sarah Rose tugged on her father’s hand. “Can we go?”


  Shrugging, Gideon allowed himself to be led to the door. “Say thank you to Anna, Sarah Rose.”


  “Danki!”


  And they were gone.


  “Anna?”


  “Hmm?”


  “Anna!” Mary Katherine said more firmly.


  “What?” Anna turned to look at her cousin.


  “I didn’t know how to tell you this while they were here.”


  Anna rolled her eyes. “Don’t start acting like I’m interested in Gideon.”


  “I don’t have to state the obvious,” Mary Katherine said dryly. “But it’s not that. Anna, Sarah Rose stole while she was in here.”
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  She did what?”


  “Sarah Rose stole.” Mary Katherine’s voice sounded flat and disappointed.


  “Are you sure? I didn’t see anything.”


  Mary Katherine sat down on the stool behind the counter. “I couldn’t believe my eyes, either. She took one of the silver thimbles.”


  “Why didn’t you say something while they were here?”


  “I was so surprised, I didn’t know what to do. I think we should ask Grandmother what she wants us to do about it.”


  “Do about what?”


  Anna pressed a hand to her heart. “I didn’t hear you coming.”


  “Do about what?” Leah repeated as she walked around the counter and checked the cash register.


  “Sarah Rose stole something while she was here—one of the fancy carved silver thimbles.”


  Leah stopped and stared at Mary Katherine. “Sweet little Sarah Rose? Gideon’s daughter?”


  “I saw her holding it, but I thought she put it back,” Anna said. “Mary Katherine said she was too shocked to say anything.”


  “Well, Gideon must be told.”


  Anna nodded. “I’ll go see him after work. He’s going to be appalled. What would make her steal something?”


  “She lost one of the two most important people in her life two years ago.”


  “You’re saying she stole because her mamm died?” Anna asked, not believing what she was hearing.


  “Grief affects people in different ways,” Leah said quietly.


  “I don’t believe what I’m hearing.” Shaking her head, Anna walked around the counter. “I’m going to go finish unpacking the delivery I started before we got busy today.”


  It is downright ridiculous the way people blame everything on grief, she thought as she opened a box and pulled out skein after skein of yarn and checked it off on the shipping invoice that had been included. She’d lost Samuel and not turned into a kleptomaniac, hadn’t she? And she hadn’t heard of anyone she knew who had lost a loved one who’d resorted to larceny. Mood swings, sure. Sleepless nights. Difficulty concentrating. She could personally verify that all those were symptoms of going through grief.


  But stealing? Never.


  The day had gone by so fast, but the last hour before closing dragged. Anna knew it was because she was dreading talking to Gideon. She went over and over what to say: “I’m concerned about Sarah Rose. I’m sorry to tell you that your child stole from us. Maybe you should get her counseling.” No, that was telling him what to do.


  “Give us back the thimble and we won’t press charges.” Ouch.


  Or—the door opened and her grandmother stepped inside the storage room.


  “Do you want me to go with you when you talk to Gideon?”


  Surprised, Anna shook her head. “No, why?”


  “I know it’s probably going to be awkward.”


  Anna shrugged. “I imagine it will be. But I’ve known Gideon for years. And Sarah Rose since she was born. I’m hoping he’ll realize I’m there to talk to him as a friend.”
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