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Jenny woke from a half-doze as the SUV slowed to approach a four-way stop. 

"No!" she cried. "Don't stop!" 

"I have to stop." 

"No!" she yelled as she lunged to grab at the steering wheel. 

David smacked her hands away with one hand and steered with the other. The vehicle swerved and horns blared as he fought to stop. "We're in the States!" he shouted. "Stop it!" 

Jenny covered her head and waited for the explosion. When it didn't come, she cautiously brought her arms down to look over at David. 

"We're in the U.S.," he repeated quietly. "Calm down. You're safe." 

"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry," she whispered. Covering her face, she turned away from him and wished she could crawl into a hole somewhere and hide. 

He touched her shoulder. "It's okay. I understand." 

Before he could move the SUV forward, they heard a siren. The sound brought Jenny's head up, and she glanced back fearfully to see a police car. 

"Pull over!" a voice commanded through the vehicle's loudspeaker. 

Cursing beneath his breath, David guided the SUV to the side of the road. He reached for his wallet, pulling out his driver's license. 

A police officer appeared at David's window and looked in. Jenny tried not to flinch as he looked at David, then her. "Driver's license and registration, please." 

David handed them over. "Officer, I'd like to explain—" 

"Stay in your vehicle. I'll be right back," he was told brusquely. 

When the officer returned, he handed back the identification. "Okay, so you want to explain what that was all about —how you started to run the stop sign and nearly caused an accident?" 

"It's my fault," Jenny spoke up. 

"Jenny! I—" 

"Let her talk." 

"You can't stop at a four-way," she told him in a dull voice. 

"You could get killed." She drew a quilt more tightly around her shoulders. 

"You look familiar," the officer said, studying her face for a long moment. "Now I got it. You're that TV reporter, the one who was reporting from overseas, in the war zone—" he stopped. "Oh." 

He glanced at David. "And you're that network news anchor. What are you doing in these parts?" 

"Taking her to recuperate at her family's house." 

The officer glanced back at Jenny. "Didn't know you were Amish. Thought they didn't believe in television." 

Jenny fingered the quilt. "It's my grandmother," she said, staring ahead. "She's the one who's Amish." 

She met the officer's gaze. "Please don't give David a ticket. It was my fault. I freaked and grabbed the steering wheel. I didn't want him to stop. But it won't happen again." 

The officer hesitated then nodded as he touched the brim of his hat. "I have friends who've been through the same thing. Be careful. You've been through enough without getting into a car accident." 

She nodded. "Thank you." 

After returning to his patrol car, the officer pulled out on the road and waved as he passed them. 

Jenny looked at David. "I'm sorry. I just had a flashback as I woke up, I guess." 

"It's okay," he told her patiently. "I understand." 

She sighed and felt herself retreating into her cocoon. 

He glanced in his rearview mirror and got back onto the road. They drove for a few minutes. 

"Hungry yet?" 

She shook her head and then winced at the pain. "No." 

"You need to eat." 

"Not hungry." Then she glanced at him. "I'm sorry. You must be." 

He grinned. "Are you remembering that you used to tease me about being hungry all the time?" 

"Not really," she said. "Lucky guess, since we've been on the road for hours." 

He frowned but said nothing as he drove. A little while later, he pulled into a restaurant parking lot, shut off the engine, and undid his seat belt. "It'll be good to stretch my legs. C'mon, let's go in and get us a hot meal and some coffee." 

"I don't—" 

"Please?" he asked quietly. 

"I look awful." 

"You look fine." He put his hand on hers. "Really. Let's go in." 

Pulling down the visor, she stared into the mirror, and her eyes immediately went to the long scar near her left ear. It still looked red and raw against her too-pale skin. The doctor had said it would fade with time until she'd barely notice it. Later she could wear extra-concealing makeup, but not now, he'd cautioned. The skin needed to heal without makeup being rubbed into it. 

"Jenny?" 

She looked at him, really looked at him. Though he was smiling at her, there were lines of strain around his mouth, worry in his eyes. He looked so tired too. 

"Okay." With a sigh, she loosened her hold on the quilt and rewrapped her muffler higher and tighter around her neck. Buttoning her coat, she drew her hat down and turned to reach for the door handle. 

David was already there, offering Jenny her cane and a helping hand. When she tried to let go of his hand, he tightened his. 

"The pavement's icy. Let me help," he said. "Remember, 'Pride goeth before a fall.' " 

Her eyes widened with amusement as she grinned. "You're  quoting Scripture? What is the world coming to?" 

"Must be the environment," he said, glancing around. Then his gaze focused on her. "It's good to see you smile." 

"I haven't had a lot to smile about lately." 

His eyes were kind. "No. But you're here. And if I said 'thank God,' you wouldn't make a smart remark, would you?" 

She thought about waking up in the hospital wrapped in her grandmother's quilt and the long days of physical therapy since then. Leaning on the cane, her other hand in David's, she started walking slowly, and her hip screamed in pain with  every step. Days like today she felt like she was a hundred instead of in her early thirties. 

"No," she said, sighing again. "I think the days of smart remarks are over." 

The diner was warm, and Jenny was grateful to see that there were few customers. A sign invited them to seat themselves, and she sank into the padded booth just far enough from the front door that the cold wind wouldn't blow on them. 

"Coffee for you folks?" asked the waitress who appeared almost immediately with menus. She turned over their cups and filled them when they nodded. "Looks like we're gonna get some snow tonight." 

"What are you going to have?" David asked. 

Jenny lifted her coffee cup but her hand trembled, spilling hot coffee on it. Wincing, she set the cup down quickly and grabbed a napkin to wipe her hand dry. 

David got up and returned with a glass of ice water. He dipped his napkin in it and wrapped the cold, wet cloth around her reddened hand. "Better?" 

Near tears, she nodded. 

"She filled it too full," he reassured her. 

Reaching for an extra cup on the table, he poured half of her coffee into it. "Try it now." 

Jenny didn't want the coffee now, but he was trying so hard to help, she felt ungrateful not to drink it. 

"Better?" 

She nodded, wincing again. 

"Time for some more meds, don't you think?" 

"The pain killers make me fuzzy. I don't like to take them." 

"You still need them." 

Sighing, she took out the bottle, shook out the dosage, and swallowed the capsules with a sip of water. 

"So, what would you like to eat?" asked the waitress. 

Jenny looked at David. 

"She'll have two eggs over easy, bacon, waffles, and a large glass of orange juice," he said. "I'll have the three-egg omelet, country ham, hash browns, and biscuits. Oh, and don't forget the honey, honey." 

The waitress grinned. Then she cocked her head to one side. "Say, you look like that guy on TV." 

David just returned her grin. "Yeah, so I'm told. That and a dollar'll get me a cup of coffee." 

She laughed and went to place their order. 

Growing warm, Jenny shed her coat and the muffler. She sipped at the coffee and felt warmer. When the food came, she bent her head and said a silent prayer of thanks. Then she watched David begin shoveling in food as if he hadn't eaten in days, rather than hours. 

She lifted her fork and tried to eat. "I like my eggs over easy?" 

He frowned and stopped eating "Yeah. Do you want me to send them back, get them scrambled or something?" 

"No. This is okay." 

"How did you eat them at the hospital?" 

She shrugged. "However they brought them." 

Deciding she might have liked eggs over easy in the past but now they looked kind of disgusting, half raw and runny on the plate, she looked at the waffle. 

"I like waffles?" 

"Love them." 

Butter oozed over the top and the syrup was warm. She took a bite. It was heaven, crispy on the outside, warm and fluffy on the inside. The maple syrup was sweet and thick. Bliss. She ate the whole thing and a piece of bacon too. 

"Good girl," David said approvingly. 

"Don't talk to me like I'm a kid," she told him, frowning. "Even if I feel like it." 

He reached over and took her free hand. "I'm so proud of you. You've learned to walk again, talk again." 

"I'm not all the way back yet," she said. "I still have memory holes and problems getting the right word out and headaches and double vision now and then. I have a long road ahead of me." 

David looked out the window. "Speaking of roads . . . as much as I hate to say it, I guess we should get back on it as soon as we can." 

Jenny turned to where David was looking and watched as an Amish horse-drawn buggy passed by slowly. The man who held the reins glanced over just then and their eyes met. Then he was looking ahead as a car passed in the other lane and the contact was broken. 

He looks familiar, she thought . . . so familiar. She struggled to remember. 

David turned and got the waitress's attention. As she handed him the check, she noticed Jenny, who immediately looked down at her hands in her lap. 

"Why, you're that reporter, the one who—" 

"Has to get going," David interjected. "She needs to get some rest." 

"Oh, sure. Sorry." 

She tore a sheet from her order pad and handed it to Jenny with a pen. "Could you give me an autograph while I go ring this up?" 

She hurried off, sure that her request would be honored. 

"Could you sign it for me?" Jenny asked David. 

Nodding, he took the paper and quickly scrawled her signature, then added his in a bold flourish. 

"Here you go, two for one," he told the waitress when she returned. He tucked a bill under his plate and got up to help Jenny with her coat. 

The SUV seemed a million miles away, but she made it with his help. Once inside, she sank into the seat, pulled the quilt around her again, and fastened her seat belt. 

"It'll take just a minute to get warm in here," David told her. 

Jenny stroked her hand over the quilt. "I'm not cold. . . . I hate those pills," she muttered and felt her eyelids drooping. 

"Making me sleepy. The waffles . . . lots of carbons." 

She opened her eyes when he chuckled. Blinking, she tried to think what could be so funny. 

"Carbs," she corrected herself carefully after a moment, frustrated at the way the brain injury had affected her speech. "Lots of carbs. Don't think I used to eat lots of carbs." 

"So take a nap," he told her. "You talk too much anyway." He grinned to prove he was teasing. 

Smiling, she tried to think of a snappy comeback. They were always so easy for her, especially with David. But then she was falling into a dreamless sleep. 

Sometime later, she woke when she felt the vehicle stop. "Are we there?" 

"Stay here," she heard David say, then she heard his door open and felt the brief influx of cold air before it closed. She couldn't seem to wake up, as if her eyes were stuck shut. The door on her side opened, and she heard the click of her seat belt, felt arms lift her. 

"I can walk," she muttered. 

He said something she couldn't quite grasp, but his voice was warm and deep and so soothing that she relaxed and let him carry her. And then she was being laid on a soft bed, covers tucked around her. 

Home, she thought, I'm home. She smiled and sank deeper in dreamless sleep. 
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Jenny woke to find herself in a bed, the quilt spread over her. Bright sunlight was pouring in through the window. 

The walls of the room were whitewashed and plain. There were few furnishings: an ancient, well-polished chest of drawers was set against one wall, a wooden chair beside the bed. A bookcase held well-worn volumes and a Bible. 

She sat up and saw someone had propped her cane on the wall near the bed. Grasping it, she walked carefully to the chest of drawers. When she caught a glimpse of herself in its small mirror, she grimaced. Reaching into her purse on top of the chest, she pulled out her hairbrush and drew it through her short ash-blonde hair. Her face was too thin, the circles beneath her eyes so pronounced she felt she must look like a scarecrow. Even her eyes looked a faded gray. 

Leaning heavily on her cane, huffing from exertion, she moved back to the bed and climbed into it. Pulling the quilt over her, she waited for her breathing to level. 

It was so quiet here, so different from her apartment in New York City, which overlooked a busy street. 

There was a knock on the door. "Come in," she called. 

The door opened and her grandmother peeked around it. "I heard you moving about." 

She smiled. "Yes. Guder mariye, Grossmudder."  

Phoebe's austere face brightened. "You remember some of the language?" 

"Some." 

Jenny found it interesting she could remember even though she struggled to find the right word in English right now. She  held out her arms and her grandmother rushed to embrace her. They sat on the bed, wiping away tears. 

"You got it," Phoebe said, looking at the quilt that covered Jenny. 

Jenny's fingers stroked it. "I woke up in the hospital and it was tucked around me," she said quietly. "I said your name before I could say mine." 

Phoebe's lined face crumpled, and she bent her head, searching in the pocket of her dark dress for a handkerchief. 

"God brought you through it." She wiped at her tears and straightened her shoulders. "There is no place He is not." 

I'd been in the valley of death, thought Jenny. She knew how close she had come. Maybe one day she could tell her grandmother how she had seen her grandfather and her parents shortly after she'd been injured. Jenny hadn't been particularly religious before, but she had to admit that her near-death experience had made her look at her life—what was left of what had been her life—in a new way. 

A note had arrived with the quilt, a nurse had told her. She gave it to Jenny and then had had to read it because the head injury had left a lingering problem with double vision. 

The words inside had been simple and direct: "Come. Heal." It had been signed "Your grossmudder, Phoebe." 

Jenny studied her now. Phoebe's face was more lined and the strands of hair that escaped her kapp had more silver. But somehow she didn't seem any older than the last time Jenny had visited. 

"You didn't come for so long after I wrote that I didn't think you would." 

"I was doing physical therapy." 

"David told me. He's a good man." 

Jenny smiled briefly and then looked at the window. It was starting to snow. "I should get up and say good-bye so  he can get on the road. I don't want him to get caught in a snowstorm." 

"It's time to get up," Phoebe agreed, standing and lifting the quilt away from Jenny. "But he left last night." 

"Left? Without saying good-bye?" 

"There's a note for you. He spoke of something called 'e-mail' that's in a computer?" 

Her lined face lit briefly with a smile. "I asked him if the machine he brought with your things ran on sunlight. He'd forgotten we have no electricity." 

Jenny's lips curved. "A solar battery, hmm? Good idea, but mine doesn't have one. And that would still leave the problem of how to access the Internet." 

"Internet?" 

"Don't ask me to explain how it works," Jenny told her. "I interviewed someone about it once, but it's still a mystery to me." 

She sighed. "I haven't had time to get a new phone. Maybe that should be first on my to-do list." 

Phoebe handed her the cane. "First let's get you up and ready for this day we were given." 

A sharp pain shot through Jenny's hip as she got to her feet, and she had to bite her lip to keep from moaning. She stood still for a moment to gear up for her next move. Phoebe held out her hand, work-worn, dry, and warm. 

Jenny shook her head. "I don't want to hurt you." 

"I'm stronger than I look. I lead a simple life, but I work hard. You remember from the two summers you came to visit." 

Jenny nodded. It had been one reason she had told her father she didn't want to go back. She wanted to stay home, be with her friends and have fun, not work so hard harvesting summer crops and baking bread and scrubbing the kitchen. 

And laundry. It was bad enough to have to scoop dirty clothes up and throw them into the washer and dryer back home. At her grandmother's house, laundry was a daylong chore. Who wanted that? 

Instead of television there had been singing, and the songs weren't the latest pop hits—no, these were church hymns! It was such a drag, too, to hitch up a buggy instead of jumping into the car and having Dad drive her someplace. 

Later, as she'd grown older, she'd regretted her youthful laziness, but it was too late then to visit. She was immersed in college, an internship at a TV station, and then her demanding job that took her everywhere but Lancaster County, Pennsylvania. 

Her grandmother was older, a little more bent, but the bright light in her eyes was still there, reminding Jenny of the bird she was named after. And her spare frame looked strong beneath the simple dress and black apron she wore. 

The medication had worn off long ago. Jenny wanted to just sink back into bed, but she couldn't. She needed to get moving. She saw Phoebe glance down and a quiet gasp escaped from her lips. 

The pant leg of her sweats had ridden up as she moved to the edge of the bed and stood. The light faded from Phoebe's eyes as she glimpsed the scars that ran down the length of one leg. 

Bending, Jenny pulled the leg of her sweats down to cover them. 

"I didn't want to move you too much when we put you to bed," she told Jenny. "So I left your clothes on you." She cocked her head to one side. "Is that what the Englisch are wearing these days?" 

"When they want something comfortable to relax in," Jenny told her with a grin. 

With one hand, she pulled the tunic down over her hips and smoothed its wrinkles. 

"Let's get you some breakfast and then you can take a bath and get fresh clothes on." 

"Sounds wonderful." 

Walking to the kitchen was a major challenge. Jenny insisted that she needed to walk without her grandmother's help and took the short journey slowly. 

"I can't believe David carried me into the house." 

"He didn't," said Phoebe, following a step behind. 

Jenny stopped and turned to look at Phoebe. "You didn't." 

Again there was a ghost of a smile on Phoebe's face. "Nee. It was Matthew." 

Images flitted through Jenny's mind as she started to navigate the way again. She remembered strong male arms, a deep voice that had sounded comforting when she'd sleepily insisted she could walk. 

"Matthew?" she repeated. There was something about that name, but she couldn't quite remember . . . one of the lingering effects of the head injury. 

"He lives on the farm next to mine. He came to see if I needed any help." 

"And I'm sure David was grateful for his help." She laughed. "David is a nice man, but he doesn't lift anything heavier than his wallet." 

Wallet. Jenny frowned as she thought about what was going to happen to hers. The network was covering her salary, but how long would it do that? Disability payments would be less whenever they started. She didn't want to dip into her savings, but she knew it might be months before she could go back to work. 

And who knew if she'd ever be able to do the overseas reporting she'd become known for?
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Her grandmother's kitchen hadn't changed. There were simple counters and wooden cupboards, practical pottery bowls set on a shelf. A propane stove filled the room with warmth, and the scent coming from its oven promised something delicious would emerge soon. A hand-carved wooden table was big enough to seat an army. Jenny sank into one of its wooden chairs. 

Jenny hadn't had much appetite for a long time, but her mouth watered when she smelled the bread baking and the coffee brewing. Oh, the scent of the coffee! 

Her grandmother sliced a loaf that had just been pulled from the oven a few minutes before. She placed it on a plate, setting out a bowl of churned butter, a jar of wild blueberry preserves, and a dish of hard-boiled eggs. 

Jenny bent her head and gave thanks for the meal. When she looked up, Phoebe was smiling. 

"I'm glad that you still say your prayers." 

"Dad left the Amish, but he didn't forget God," Jenny told her. "We visited a lot of churches until he found the one he liked, but having a spiritual relationship with God was always important in our home." 

Phoebe patted her hand. "I know. He wrote me once that he did a year of missionary work in Haiti while you were in college. I just wasn't sure if you remembered God after you left home." 

"Oh, I surely did." 

As her grandmother turned to stir the soup pot already simmering on the stove, Jenny felt a pang of guilt, remembering how often lately she'd questioned God about what had happened to her—questioned Him about how He could  let innocent children suffer as she'd witnessed so often in her work. 

There was a knock at the door. Phoebe crossed the room to answer it and greeted a tall man who looked about Jenny's age. The morning light coming in the kitchen window caught at his blond hair when he took off his wide-brimmed black hat and hung it on a wooden peg. 

When he removed his winter coat, Jenny saw his plain shirt and pants that showed off his muscular physique. His blue eyes sparkled as he greeted her grandmother and then glanced over at Jenny. 

She stared at him, searching her mind for his name when he continued to stare hard at her. He knew her. She could tell it from the way his expression looked hopeful, then disconcerted when she didn't immediately respond. Why can't I remember his name?  

"Jenny, this is Matthew," said Phoebe as she poured his coffee. 

She felt so awkward sitting there, painfully aware of the scar on her cheek, of her rumpled sweats. 

He pulled out a chair and sat at the table with the air of a guest who was frequent and welcome. His eyes were filled with a quiet, thoughtful intensity. "I thought you might need help this morning," he told Jenny. 

"My grandmother said you carried me inside last night. Thank you. But I could have walked." 

He smiled. "Perhaps. But you were sleeping so soundly." 

Jenny found herself staring at his large, strong hands as he cupped his mug and drank the coffee her grandmother had poured. When Phoebe pushed the plate of bread and preserves toward him, he grinned and took a slice, spreading it thickly with preserves. He bit into the bread with relish. 

"Nothing like your bread," he told her. 

"I have a loaf in the oven for you," she said. 

"Wunderbaar. I'm going into town. Annie has her appointment. Do you need anything?" 

When she shook her head, Matthew turned to Jenny. "You?" 

"A new back and hip," she wanted to say. But she didn't want to call attention to herself, didn't want to make her grandmother worry. She shifted in her chair, wishing she'd taken her detested pain pills to the kitchen with her. So she shook her head and thanked him again. 

"Ah, Matthew, I've thought of something," Phoebe said suddenly. "I'll get the money." 

"No need to give me money—" 

But with her usual spryness, she'd already hurried upstairs for it. 

Jenny liked the sound of Matthew's voice. She watched as he took another slice of bread and spread it with more preserves. 

"You should try some," he said, pushing the jar toward her. 

There was something on the edge of her consciousness, something that tugged and tugged at her memory. The preserves . . . what was it about them that made her think there was a link between the man and her? 

She looked up and found him watching her with unusual intensity. It was almost as if he were trying to use telepathy to make her search her memory. 

But for what? she asked herself. For what?
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Raspberries," said Jenny, then she stopped, shaking her head. "No, strawberries." Frustrated, she rubbed her temples. "No, that's not the word." 

Tears sprang to her eyes, and her lips trembled. Unable to look at him, she stared at her plate, feeling humiliated. Days like this, she wondered if she would ever get better. 

"It'll come," he said quietly. "Don't force it. Give yourself time to heal." 

She looked up at him, saw the kindness in his eyes, then looked away. "It's like wires get crossed in my brain and I can't get the right word out." 

"Give yourself time to heal," he repeated. 

"Easy for you to say," she muttered. 

He smiled. "Did you know what my Annie calls them? Boo  berries." 

"Annie?" 

"My youngest. She's had some trouble talking." 

"It's taking forever." Frustration warred with despair. "I can't go on camera looking like this, talking like this. Having trouble with my memory." 

Matthew got up to get more coffee for them. She caught the scent of hay, of horses, of the outdoors. It was a pleasant, familiar smell of man and work. 

"You look fine to me," he told her. 

Her hand went to her cheek before she could stop herself. She shook her head. "You're just being nice." 

"Eat," he said. "You're as tiny as a sparrow. Frail too." 

I've never been described that way, she thought, stirring her coffee. A memory came to her, a cloudy one, of being carried through the cold and dark night. There had been movement and a voice she couldn't quite place and yet she had felt safe. 

Looking up, she found he was watching her. "I'm sure I was heavier than a little bird when you carried me in." 

He shook his head. "You don't weigh much more than my older daughter, Mary." 

"David could have helped me." 

"The Englischer wanted to, but he had on city shoes. The walkway was slippery. I feared he'd take a fall and hurt you both." 

"You should have woken me. I could have walked," she repeated. Then she bit her lip. "I'm sorry. I must sound ungrateful. Thank you for helping last night." 

Matthew nodded. "Sometimes we need to let someone care for us." 

He glanced in the direction of her grandmother's bedroom, hesitated, then looked at Jenny. "Phoebe has faith that God is watching over you, but it's good that you came. I think she needs to take care of you." 

Her grandmother hurried back then and gave Matthew a list and some money. She insisted on filling a metal Thermos with hot chocolate for him and Annie, saying it was a cold morning and they might want a hot drink. 

He got to his feet and put on his outdoor things. As he opened the door to leave, he glanced back at Jenny. And then he was gone. 

"You haven't eaten much," Phoebe said when she came to sit at the table again. 

"Oh, it's not your cooking," Jenny said quickly. "I just haven't had much of an appetite." 

Making an effort, Jenny spooned some of the preserves on her bread and bit in. The sweet taste of blueberries flooded her mouth, flooded her memory. 

A hot summer day. Her fingers stained blue and dripping juice from picking the bucket of berries in her hand. A young blond man, his eyes as blue as the berries, standing there looking at her and laughing. 

Matthew. 

And her first kiss, so innocent and so sweet. 

No wonder he had looked at her the way he had, as if he wanted her to remember something. She hoped she hadn't hurt his feelings. 

Her grandmother was speaking. Jenny pulled herself back from the memories that, once started, wouldn't stop. "I'm sorry. What did you say?" 

"You're looking pale. Maybe after breakfast you should lie down on the sofa before the fire." 

Her back was aching, and the headache was beginning to be one she couldn't ignore. "I just hate being like this. I want to get back to normal." 

"Patience, Jenny. This will take time." 

"I wish I had your faith that everything is going to be all right," Jenny said as she walked slowly toward the sofa in the living room. 

With a grateful sigh she sank down onto it and smiled as Phoebe pulled a new quilt over her. 

"Warm enough?" 

Jenny covered her yawn and nodded drowsily. "Wonderful. Thank you. For—for anything." She opened her eyes. "Everything." 

Phoebe's smile was grave. "I knew what you meant. Rest, Grossdochder. Rest, dear one." 

Exhaustion weighed down on Jenny like a soft, warm quilt. She slept.

 


[image: Image1]
  



 

Their eyes. 

This was the first thing Jenny noticed on her first visit to the war-torn country. The children were so thin, so listless, their eyes vacant and staring. Mothers held them, their eyes desperate. No words were needed to communicate their fear they'd lose their children before they got them food. 

She could barely keep the tears from her voice as she spoke on camera of the plight of the children, the innocent victims of warfare. 

Then there was a movement, the cameraman catching her eye as he looked past her, over her shoulder. As the camera moved she glanced in the direction he looked and saw the car hurtling toward them. 

Turning back, she screamed a warning and the mothers and children scattered. Then, miraculously, the car stopped just feet from her. A man burst from it and ran. 

Instinct made Jenny spin on her heel and run, but she wasn't fast enough. There was a deafening explosion and she felt herself lifted, thrown, and slammed into the ground. 

Jenny screamed and woke. Terrified, her heart pounding, she sat up and stared around her. 

A man rushed into the room, and she nearly screamed again before she realized it was Matthew. 

"Jenny?" 

Tears rushed out of her eyes as her fingers clutched at the quilt. She was shaking, shaking so hard she felt she'd fall apart at any moment. 

"Bomb!" she whispered. 

Matthew knelt beside the sofa and took her hands in his. "Jenny, you're safe. Look at me, Jenny. You are safe. I promise." 

Her breath hitching on a sob, she stared at him, her eyes wide with fear. 

Her grandmother appeared in the doorway. "Jenny?" 

"She's all right," Matthew told her, not taking his eyes from Jenny. "She must have had a bad dream." He pulled the quilt up around her shoulders. "You're here, at your grossmudder's.  You're safe." 

"Daedi? Is the lady allrecht?"  

Jenny turned her head at the sound of the childish voice. Phoebe held the hand of a little girl of about four who wore a simple long navy dress. Her eyes were the same blue as her father's, full of concern like his. Her pink cheeks were rounded, the picture of health and well-being, her blonde hair carefully brushed and drawn into two pigtails. She looked nothing like the children in Jenny's dream. 

Gradually, Jenny's racing heart settled down and her breathing evened. "Bad—bad dream." 

Her doctors called it post-traumatic stress disorder. But Jenny doubted either Matthew or Phoebe knew the term or what it meant. 

The child watching her with big eyes didn't look like she even knew what a bad dream was. She put her hands on Jenny's cheeks and frowned. "Fiewer. Lady has a fiewer." 

Phoebe stepped forward and placed the back of her hand on Jenny's forehead. She frowned. "Jenny, you're awfully warm. Maybe I should get the thermometer." 

"I'm just warm from the fire," Jenny said, but she knew it wasn't true. She'd experienced fevers several times since she'd been injured, but they always went away. 

Phoebe looked doubtful, but she didn't insist. She turned to Matthew's little girl and took her hand. "Annie, come with me. I baked cookies today." 

"I hope I didn't scare her," Jenny said as Phoebe left the room with Annie. 

He shook his head and stared at her, his expression sober. "Do they come often, these bad dreams?" 

She shrugged. "Less often these days. It must have been because I was so tired from traveling." 

Annie came back into the room, carefully holding a glass of water. She held it out to Jenny. "Wasser."  

Jenny searched for how to say thank you. "Danki," she pronounced carefully and the little girl smiled. 

"Annie? Will you come help me put some cookies in a bag for your brother and sister?" Phoebe called from the kitchen. 

The child looked at Matthew, and when he nodded, she ran from the room. 

"You'll be all right now?" he asked her. 

She nodded, avoiding his gaze, and drank some water. 

"Jenny? There is no need to be embarrassed." 

Lifting her eyes to his, she looked for pity and found none. 

"From what your friend said, you have been through a lot." 

"David talks too much." 

Matthew grinned. "He's a good friend. When you were hurt, he came all the way here to tell Phoebe what had happened." 

Wrapped, cocoon-like, in the quilt, Jenny stared at him. "He never told me that." 

She'd wondered how he'd seemed to know how to get to her grandmother's last night with nothing more than the address. He hadn't used the GPS in the SUV. But David was a terrific investigative reporter. She'd assumed he'd looked it up somehow. 

"We'll be going, then," Matthew said. 

She nodded. "Thank you." 

"Du bischt willkumm."  

Getting stiffly to her feet, she walked into the kitchen behind him. He carried his little girl out to the buggy, set her on a seat, then climbed inside. The Amish love children, and Matthew obviously adores his little girl, thought Jenny. She smiled as he kissed Annie on the forehead before he tucked a blanket around her. 

Jenny stood at the window, watching the buggy roll down the road until she couldn't see it anymore. 

When she turned, she saw that her grandmother was watching her. 

"What is troubling you, Jenny?" 

"I was remembering the last time I saw Matthew. I had a crush on him." 

Jenny gazed at the winter-bare landscape, the trees void of leaves, their branches black against the gray sky. Barren, she thought, like me. She wrapped her arms around her waist, suddenly cold. 

Her grandmother touched her shoulder. "Why are you so sad?" 

"His little girl is so beautiful." 

Phoebe pulled a clean handkerchief from her pocket and gave it to Jenny. She stared at the snowy square, not sure when she'd last seen such a thing. For a moment she didn't know why her grandmother had handed it to her, then realized that she had tears on her cheeks. 

"Talk to me, tell me what's wrong, liebschen." 

"I don't want to burden you." 

"Why should talking burden me?" 

Her legs were shaking from standing so long. Jenny walked slowly to a kitchen chair and sat. "You've been so kind to have me stay—" 

"I haven't been kind, Jenny. You are my grossdochder."  

"One who hasn't been the best at keeping in touch." 

Phoebe's eyes were kind as she spoke. "Sometimes there is distance in families." 

Jenny knew she meant more than the physical miles. Once her father had decided not to be baptized when he turned sixteen, he'd left the Amish community and never looked back. He'd only visited after his father died, and then he let Jenny come during those two summers years ago. 

"I loved your letters, especially the ones from overseas. You described everything so that I could see it." 

Not everything, thought Jenny. There had been a desire to protect this woman who lived the Plain life, as the Amish called it, from the terrible things she saw over there. 

And yet, from the brief time she had visited here, she knew that life in an Amish community wasn't idyllic. Life was still life. Bad things happened, like when a farmer's tractor overturned and crushed him or a hit-and-run driver had killed a little boy walking a country road to school. Matthew's wife had died young; she remembered that Phoebe had written to her that the woman had been a victim of cancer. Not even the best treatment from the local Englisch hospital had been able to save her. 

Life was life, after all, wherever it was lived. 

"Jenny?" Her grandmother's voice was gentle but determined. 

"The doctors say I might not have children. I had infernal—" she stopped, searching for the right word—"internal injuries." 

Actually, she thought bitterly, I might have gotten the word right the first time.  

Phoebe took her hand. "If it's God's will, you'll have them," she said simply. 

"You say that a lot." Jenny wiped her eyes. "God's will." 

Phoebe squeezed the hand she held. "It's simple but true. 

Now, eating something warm on this cold day will make you feel better." 

"It's lunch already?" Glancing at her watch, Jenny saw that she'd slept nearly four hours. 

"Ya. Hungry?" 

"Not really." 

She hadn't thought she was, but when Phoebe lifted the lid of the pot simmering on the stove, she discovered that the smell of the vegetable soup was enticing. 

"Well, maybe a little." 

"A good bowl of hot soup on a cold day," her grandmother said, serving it up with slices of bread. 

Comfort food, thought Jenny. She needed it. 
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Matthew walked into his house, letting in a blast of cold air. He stamped his feet on the doormat and pulled off his gloves, tucking them into his coat pockets. Shrugging off the coat, he hung it and his hat on the pegs on the wall by the door. He rubbed his hands together. "Cold out there." 

His sister Hannah hurried over to take Annie's hat and coat off. She picked her up and gave her a big kiss on her cheek. "Your cheeks are cold, Annie. Go wash your hands, and we'll eat." 

Obediently, Annie ran from the room. Hannah turned to Matthew. "How did her session go?"

"The therapist feels her speech is coming along fine," Matthew told her, washing his hands at the kitchen sink. 

As he dried his hands, he watched her move about the kitchen, stirring the pot of hearty split-pea soup with chunks of ham, then getting out soup bowls and setting the table. She'd been sixteen when his wife had died three years ago and had moved in to help him take care of his kinner. The two of them were separated by twelve years, but they agreed on most things as a rule, so the arrangement had worked out well. 

"You took longer than usual." 

"I stopped by Phoebe's with some things she needed from town." 

"Ah, I see." 

Matthew settled into a seat at the kitchen table and Hannah put a bowl of soup before him. "You see what?" 

"I heard that Phoebe's grossdochder is visiting." 

Matthew nodded. He smiled when Annie ran back into the room and held out her hands for his approval. Smiling, he patted the seat of the chair beside him. "Your Aenti Hannah has prepared some nice warm soup for us." 

Hannah set a bowl of soup at her own place, then a smaller one at Annie's. "That should warm you right up. Then it's time for a nap before Joshua and Mary come home from school." 

The three of them bent their heads to ask a blessing for the meal before they began eating. Hannah buttered a piece of bread for Annie, took one for herself, and passed the plate to Matthew. 

"The lady had a bad dream," Annie said suddenly. 

"Lady?" Hannah looked curiously at Matthew. 

"Jenny, Phoebe's grossdochder."  

Hannah waited but Matthew didn't say more. Men! she thought. Well, there was more than one way to get information. She smiled at Annie. "What happened?"

"She was taking a nap, and she had a bad dream." Annie stirred her soup. "And Daedi held her hand." 

Her eyes wide, Hannah turned to her brother. He looked a little embarrassed but said nothing as he reached for a slice of bread and buttered it with unusual care. 

"He told her she was safe," Annie told Hannah. 

"Annie, eat your soup." 

"Ya, Daedi." She put a spoonful into her mouth, then swallowed. "She says some words funny, like me." 

"Matthew?" 

He looked up from his soup. 

"Do I have to pull it out of you?" she asked, exasperated. 

"The Amish grapevine isn't working well enough to get information about Jenny?" 

She frowned. "It's not wrong to be curious." 

"If you say so." 

"I remember how you felt about—" she stopped as she caught Matthew's warning look. 

Glancing over, he saw Annie drooping over her empty bowl. "Time for a nap, Annie. Sweet dreams." 

Annie slid down from the chair and stood by her father. She stared up at him with big blue eyes. "Daedi, you should have told the lady to have sweet dreams." 

He nodded solemnly. "You're right. Next time I will." 

When she held out her arms, he reached down and hugged her. 

Hannah smiled as she got a hug too. "She is such a loving child." Getting up, she poured her brother a cup of coffee and set it before him. "Pie?" 

"Of course." 

She cut him a piece and smiled as he forked up a bite and sighed as he chewed it. He loved her baking. "It's time you thought about getting married again." 

Matthew choked on the pie and took a gulp of coffee. "Where did that come from?" 

"It's been three years. You need a wife. Your children need a mother." She sat again at the table. "Amelia would want you to be happy, for the children to have a mother. You know that." 

Leaning back in his chair, Matthew regarded his sister thoughtfully. "You've been a wonderful sister, coming here to help—" 

She waved away his words. "Family helps family." 

"But you've put aside your own life. It's time you did what you wanted. Time you got married." 

Standing, she gathered the bowls to wash them. "I have been doing what I wanted. And you're trying to change the subject." 

He hid his grin by taking another sip of coffee. She knew him well. "How is Jacob?" 

"I'm sure he's fine," Hannah told him. "But he's not the right one for me." She sat again. "I remember how you felt about Jenny." 

"That was years ago." 

"And now she's back." 

"She's back to heal, Hannah, not to look in my direction again." 

"But it could happen." 

Taking a last sip of coffee, Matthew stood. "I have work to do." 

She swatted at him as he passed her to reach for his coat. "Think about it," she told him. 

"Did you forget she's Englisch?" he asked her gravely, settling his hat on his head. "She's not part of our world." 

"No? Then why did she return?" Hannah wanted to know. 

Matthew stared at her for a long moment. "Because Phoebe is her family. Jenny needs to recover, to have someone watch out for her. That is the only reason." 

Hannah tilted her head as she watched him pull on his gloves. "Maybe. Maybe not. All I'm saying is you should think about it." 

"I have work," he repeated. "And so do you. No more romantic daydreaming, Hannah. Idle hands, remember?" 

Exasperated, she threw a kitchen towel at him, but she missed, and he walked out the door, laughing. Another blast of cold air, then he shut the door. 
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Matthew thought about what Hannah had said as he moved about doing his chores. She'd shocked him when she'd said it was time for him to get married again. He hadn't thought about such a thing since Amelia died. 

And he hadn't thought enough about what her living at his house, caring for it and his kinner, had done to her own life. He'd been selfish. 

It was true that he'd been in shock from the day his Amelia had died after six months of desperate attempts to save her. He'd walked and talked and taken care of his children and his farm, but he'd been lost in his grief. 

Then one day he woke up and realized that for two years he'd just existed. 

Now he realized his children were his responsibility and it was time to see that Hannah found a life beyond his home. Time she found the happiness she deserved so much. 

As he forked up hay for his horses, he thought about Jenny too. If Hannah had seen Jenny as he had today, she'd have known that Jenny hadn't returned hoping to rekindle their  relationship. She'd come at her grandmother's invitation to heal here. 

Jenny. She was so fragile, reminding him of a bird with a broken wing, a broken voice. Her eyes had looked so lifeless. The long blonde hair he remembered had obviously been shorn for her surgery. And the scar on her face. . . .

His hand tightened on the bucket of feed for his horses. How his heart ached at the way she'd been so self-conscious about it. She was still beautiful, but it was obvious that she didn't feel that way. She was so different from the bright, happy, carefree teenage girl he remembered and not just because she was older and she was struggling to talk and to move. No, it was obvious that Jenny was experiencing so much inner pain. He'd been getting a box from his buggy when he'd heard her scream as if monsters were chasing her. She'd been shaking so hard her teeth chattered when he reached her. 

He hadn't told Hannah that Jenny didn't remember him. Shame came over him again now as he thought of how his pride had been hurt. Then he'd realized how badly Jenny was injured and he knew it would be very small of him to tell her about his hurt feelings. 

Their worlds were so different and so much time had stretched between them, so many experiences. Once, they'd been friends. Once, they'd almost been more. 

Then Matthew and her father had talked. The older man had shown up several weeks before the time Jenny was due to leave. He found Matthew out in the field and insisted they had to talk. Somehow the man had found out that his daughter was seeing Matthew. He said the relationship was over, that he'd left the Amish community behind, and he wouldn't allow her to be married to someone from it. He insisted she deserved a chance to go to college. He'd wanted her to have more than she'd have in the Amish community. 

And that was that. Matthew was forced to agree there was no future for him with Jenny. It was all he could do. He had to respect her father. Respect for the head of the household came first in the community. 

He never got a chance to talk to Jenny again before her father took her away later that day. He never knew if her father told her they'd talked. But she never answered the two notes he sent to her—even sent them back unopened. 

Matthew tried to force away the painful memories. God hadn't meant for them to marry, he told himself, and he'd worked hard to forget her and had married another. 

He'd be a friend to Jenny now if she wanted one. He'd help her in any way that he could, for he'd discovered that he still cared so much for her. 

And he'd pray that God would keep His gentle hand on this child of His and help her heal. 








 

3

Dreams were funny things. 

Even before she opened her eyes Jenny knew she'd been dreaming. She'd been running barefoot through the grass on the farm, laughing, feeling free and joyful. The sky had been so blue, the sun so warm. 

She wanted to stay here forever. 

The pain was the first clue it had been a dream. She came awake feeling it in so many places that it became one big ache. The awkwardness of movement was next—her limbs moving like they were filled with molasses when she tried to roll over. 

Still, she said her morning prayer of thanks for the day, just as she'd done every day for so many years. She was grateful for a day to be alive, no matter how pain-filled, no matter how disappointing. 

And it was one day closer to getting better. Even if she often complained that it was taking too long. God's time definitely isn't the same as mine, she thought with a sigh. 

Lying here thinking about it wasn't getting her anywhere. A glance at the clock on the bedside table showed her that it was 8 a.m. Her grandmother would have been up for hours. 

Jenny winced as her body registered aches and pains that seemed to have grown worse through the night. She supposed she should have set the alarm to take her pain medication during the night, but she was trying so hard to wean herself from it. Too often she'd heard of surgery patients having problems with addiction after being on painkillers. 

Kicking back the covers, she began the exercises the physical therapist had instructed her to do each morning. Determined, she forced her body to work harder, pushing herself to add a few more to each prescribed set. 

Panting, exhausted, and sweating, she finished and lay back, trying to catch her breath. 

A warm bath helped to soak away more of the aches and pains. As usual, as she soaped and scrubbed, she avoided looking at the scars, the visual reminder of why her body hurt. 

Her grandmother looked up from the kitchen table as Jenny limped into the room. 

"You look like you're moving more easily," she remarked after they said their good mornings. 

"If you say so," Jenny told her. "My body doesn't say so." 

She poured a cup of coffee and moved carefully toward the table. Setting her cane beside it, she lowered herself into the chair. "Mmm, something smells good. Cinnamon rolls?" 

Phoebe raised a brow as she served her scrambled eggs. "Cinnamon rolls?" She sniffed the air. "I don't smell cinnamon rolls." 

Jenny grinned. "Yeah, right. What are you baking?" 

She glanced toward the oven, watching as her grandmother pulled out a pan of warm cinnamon rolls and set it on the table before her. They looked perfect, but then her grandmother was spooning out vanilla-scented frosting that melted and oozed all over them. 

"My favorite. I'm going to be so fat," Jenny complained. 

But she had to try one. She bit into it, not caring that it was still a little too hot, and it melted on the tongue, all rich dough and cinnamony, sugary goodness. Licking the frosting from her fingers, she pulled the pinwheel roll apart and popped it bite by bite into her mouth. 

"I bet I've gained five pounds in two weeks." 

"And could stand to gain a lot more," Phoebe told her. "You're still skin and bones." 

"Not for long," Jenny mumbled around a full mouth. Her appetite was coming back. She finished the roll and eggs, then found herself looking longingly at a second roll. Sighing, she took it. She could never resist her grandmother's cinnamon rolls. 

After she helped with cleanup, Jenny stood to look out a kitchen window. 

"Feeling restless?" 

Jenny glanced over her shoulder and nodded. 

"Join us this afternoon. Even if you don't like quilting, I think you'd enjoy meeting the women, especially the ones your age." 

Jenny's hand went to her cheek. "I'm not ready to see anyone yet." 

Phoebe regarded her with steady eyes. "Jenny, can you show yourself to others only if you think you look perfect?" 

Jenny laughed ruefully. "No, I never thought I looked perfect before. But—this!" She gestured at her face and shook her head. "I'm just not ready yet." 

"Jenny, there is something we must speak of." 

"That sounds serious." 

"It is." Phoebe squeezed her hand. "Sometimes a parent—a grandparent—must push the baby bird from the nest so she can fly." 

"Oh, I'm sorry. Have I overstayed my welcome?"

"No," Phoebe rushed to say. "But you have been hiding here and I have let you. And it's not the best thing for you." 

Jenny sighed. "I know." 

"The physical therapist left a phone message. I was going to talk to you about it later but perhaps now is the time." 

"Called?" Jenny looked around for a phone, wondering why she hadn't heard it ring, and then realized it was in the shanty outside. "I wonder how she got my number here?" 

"Your therapist at the hospital called her to do a follow-up." Phoebe stared at Jenny, her forehead creased in a frown. 

"I do the exercises she gave me." Jenny heard the defensiveness in her voice and fidgeted as her grandmother continued to stare at her. 

"I'm not going to say you're not. You're an honest young woman. But maybe they're not enough." 

Sighing, Jenny nodded. "Okay, I'll call her right away. Therapy isn't the most pleasant thing, but it helps." 

In fact, it had helped enough that the doctors had decided to take a wait-and-see attitude about whether Jenny would need more surgery on her hip. 

As Jenny reached for her coat, Phoebe did the same. "You don't need to come with me," she said hurriedly. 

"I'm not coming to check up on you," Phoebe told her. "I want to help you on the steps so you don't slip." 

"I'll be fine. And I don't want to worry about you slipping and breaking a hip." 

Phoebe made a harrumphing sound. "Are you saying I'm old?" 

Jenny made a face. "I didn't know I could get my foot all the way up into my mouth." 

"I know how to be careful." 

Putting her hand on her hip, Jenny just stared at her. "And I don't?"

Tucking her hand in Jenny's arm, Phoebe started walking toward the door so Jenny had to follow. "We'll be careful together." 

Her tone brooked no protest. 

"I'd like to take you for the appointment," her grandmother said as they stepped outside into the cold, crisp air. 

"I don't want to put you to any trouble," Jenny said. "I can call a taxi or something." 

"It's no trouble." 

Jenny hesitated and then she nodded. "That would be nice. Danki."  

Phoebe smiled. "Gem gschehne." 

 


[image: Image1]
  



 

"I was afraid of this." 

Tears ran down Jenny's cheeks. "Me too. It hurts!"  

"You should have made an appointment as soon as you got here," Sue, the physical therapist, told her. 

"But I've done my exercises." 

"You need more for a while. I know they explained this to you." She looked at Jenny. "Right?" 

Jenny had never been able to tell the smallest untruth. "Right." She wiped away the tears with the heels of her hands. 

The therapist, a woman not much older than she was, patted her arm. "So take a deep breath, and let's do some more work. Okay?" 

Nodding, Jenny took the deep breath and began again. As soon as I get back home, I'm taking a warm bath, she thought. Climbing into bed. Doing nothing for the rest of the day. Maybe not even climbing out of bed to eat. Then she remembered that her  grandmother had put a pot roast with winter vegetables in the oven before they'd left. 

Well, maybe she could make it to the kitchen table. It wouldn't be right to let it go to waste, especially since her grandmother had worked so hard to cook it! And she was right—Jenny knew she was too thin. 

"Let's set up a schedule of appointments," the therapist said at last. 

She helped Jenny sit up, then stand, and handed her patient her cane. They walked to an office where Jenny sank down gratefully into a chair. The therapist took a seat at a computer and worked out a several-times-weekly schedule of appointments, then printed it out and handed it to Jenny. 

"I've seen you on television," the therapist said, leaning back in her chair. "I watched you go to all those countries where war is making the lives of children so horrible." 

Jenny nodded. The woman spoke of it in the past tense. And it was, after all. 

"Sometimes I wondered how you could stand what you were witnessing, what you were making sure we saw was happening," the woman said quietly. "But it was so clear how much you cared about the children." 

"Thank you." Jenny looked away, uncomfortable with the praise. "But anyone would have done it." 

"That's not true," the other woman said. "No one's rushed in since you were hurt to take your place. I'd like to help you get back in shape to return if that's what you want." 

"I—" Jenny didn't know what to say. "Thank you." 

Nodding, Sue stood. "See you Friday." 

"How was it?" her grandmother asked when she joined her in the waiting room. 

"Okay." She kept her head down so her grandmother wouldn't see that she'd been crying. 

They walked outside and got in the buggy. "Would you like to have something to eat while we're in town?" Phoebe asked her. 

"Would you mind if we didn't today?" 

Her grandmother patted her hand. "Of course not. I wondered if you'd be tired afterward." 

Tired wasn't the word. She felt as though her limbs were filled with lead. Depression threatened to overwhelm her, but she smiled when her grandmother glanced her way. 

The ride home in the buggy seemed longer than the ride to therapy. By the time she climbed the steps to the house, Jenny was miserable. She offered to help put the horse and buggy in the barn but was secretly grateful when her grandmother refused her help. Somehow she'd make it up to her later. 

"Well, if you don't mind, then, I think I'll take a warm bath and soak for a while." 

"Let's eat first." 

Jenny shook her head. "I'm not hungry. You go ahead and eat." 

Phoebe frowned. "If you're in pain, perhaps you should take one of your pills." 

"I might." She leaned over and kissed her grandmother's cheek. "I'll be fine. I just need to soak and I'll be fine." 

But as she pulled off her clothes and started the tub filling, she felt the tears coming. 

They slipped down her cheeks and tasted salty on her lips. Once she started crying she couldn't stop. Afraid her grandmother would hear, she reached for a washcloth to cover her face. 

Drained and gasping for breath, she leaned back and soaked until her fingers and toes were wrinkled. She was miserable. Totally miserable. 

There was a knock on the bathroom door. "Jenny? Are you all right? You haven't slipped down the drain, have you?" 

"N-no. I'm getting out now." 

"Good. You need to eat something." 

"I will." 

When she emerged from the bathroom, she was surprised to see her grandmother sitting on the wooden chair in the bedroom. 

Startled, Jenny tucked the towel more securely around her. 

"You've been crying," Phoebe observed. "Maybe I shouldn't have pushed you to go to therapy." 

Sinking down on the bed, Jenny reached for her robe and drew it on. "No, you should have. I was hiding here. And I need the therapy." 

"But? I hear a 'but' coming." 

Jenny shook her head as if she didn't know what her grandmother was talking about. Then she just couldn't hold it in. "It's just that she said—she said something—" her lips trembled. 

"Did she hurt your feelings?" 

"No." Jenny swallowed. "She said nice something . . . something nice," she corrected herself, hating the way expressing herself came so hard. "She said she'd watched me on television and I—I cared so much about the children." 

Phoebe came to sit beside her and put her arm around Jenny. "Why did that make you cry?" 

"She said no one else had rushed in to do my job since I was hurt." Jenny took a shaky breath. 

Her grandmother sighed and put her arm around Jenny's waist. "Ah, now I see what makes you so sad. You're worried about the children." 

Her throat was choking with tears. "Someone will. I have to tell myself that someone will do something now that they know." 

"God is looking out for all His children, even when it seems He is not." 

"I know." Jenny pulled a tissue from the pocket of her robe and wiped her eyes. "I know." 

"Pray for the children. That's what you can do for them now." 

Nodding, Jenny took a deep breath. "I will." 

"Now, I think you'll feel better if you have something to eat then take a nap. Ya?"  

"You're probably right." 

Phoebe gave her a hug and stood. "Good. Come eat." 
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There had to be a way to do something, Jenny thought later as she stretched out on the bed. 

Her eyes went to the journal she kept. Maybe when she wrote in it in the morning she'd find a solution. For now, she prayed. Then she slept. 
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The next day, her grandmother asked Jenny if she wanted to go into town, but she didn't press when Jenny begged off. She left, promising to be back in a few hours. 

Jenny was still really sore from the physical therapy. She knew to expect it, but that didn't make her feel any better. With a sigh, she took a few aspirin and rested on the sofa with a book. 

The aspirin, the rest, and the warmth from the fire made her feel better. She read for a while and then put down the book. 

She was strangely restless. Maybe it was because she'd been out yesterday, breaking the routine of being housebound. Maybe it was because she knew she had been hiding. 

Or maybe it was because everyone else seemed to be out and about today. Going to the kitchen window, she watched cars and horse-drawn buggies travel up and down the road. 

She realized she looked to see if Matthew was driving every time a buggy passed. Now I'm behaving like a teenager, she thought wryly. 

How much did he remember about that last summer she'd visited? He'd pushed that jar of blueberry jam toward her and it seemed to her that he was trying to prod her memory. That his expression was . . . hopeful? 

But maybe that was just wishful thinking. Just because she'd had a crush on him, had thought about him for years, didn't mean that he'd done the same. After all, not only had she never heard from him again, he'd gotten married. 

That part hurt the most. From what she could figure out, he'd married about a year after she'd left. 

So much for being unforgettable. Jenny sighed. That was the stuff of a young girl's daydreams. Something you only read about in a romance novel or watched in a movie. And being a practical person, she'd seldom indulged in romantic fantasies. 

She picked up the book again but despite the fact that she'd wanted to read it for some time, she couldn't get interested. What else to do? There was no television, of course. Not that she watched much daytime TV at home. And there were no chores to do—the place was spotless. Phoebe had even prepared their evening meal, putting it in the oven before she'd left. 

Jenny found herself longing to be outside. She'd been cooped up for months in the hospital and hadn't ventured outside here except for the therapy appointment. 

She'd go crazy if she didn't get out. And walking was good for her, she told herself. 

Before she could think better of it, Jenny put on her shoes, reached for her coat and cap, and wrapped a muffler around her neck. 

The air was cold and crisp. She shut the door behind her and carefully navigated the steps. Her hip protested, but she told it to shut up and made her way down the walk gripping her detested cane. 

She had no clear goal; she just wanted to get out of the house. But after a few steps, Jenny realized she was walking toward Matthew's farm next door. She told herself it hadn't been intentional, just a desire to walk in the opposite direction of town. After a little while, she'd simply turn around and return home. 

The landscape looked so different from her memories of summers years ago. Now it was white and barren, not green and lush. But the winter scene had its own beauty and appeal, especially after her stint in the grueling heat and devastation overseas. Fields slept under a blanket of snow, unmarked by human or animal feet. 

Careful not to slip, she turned and saw that hers were the only footprints leading from her grandmother's farm. 

Her breath came out in little puffs in the cold air, but the exertion of walking caused beads of perspiration to pop out on her forehead. Though her hip had made a sharp complaint when she first stepped outside, it had faded to a stubborn ache, seeming to become a bit easier, so she walked a little further, careful with her cane. 

Hearing the clip-clop of a horse-drawn buggy behind her, she moved closer to the side of the road. It stopped and the man inside touched the brim of his hat and smiled a welcome. 

"May I offer a ride, Jenny?"

She stared at him, surprised not only by his use of her name but the informality of it. Then she remembered that here there were no formal titles; even children addressed their teachers by their first names. 

Jenny shook her head. "Nee, danki. I'm getting a little exercise." 

"I am Amos Yoder. Phoebe mentioned that her grossdochder was making a visit. Well, gut day to you, then." 

He nodded and, with a quiet command to his horse, moved on down the road. 

Somehow, on a day like this, in such a serene spot in the world, the buggy didn't seem out of place. The car that followed it a few minutes later, one with out-of-state tags and tourists leaning out the windows to take photos, did. Jenny tried not to flinch when the cameras were aimed in her direction, bending her head and burrowing the lower part of her face into her muffler, turtle-like. 

Then they were turning their attention to the buggy ahead, passing it and gawking, leaving too little distance between it and the edge of the road for her liking. The buggy driver veered to the right and made no protest. He was probably used to that sort of thing. 

Jenny wondered if she'd be here in the spring. She hadn't really had a plan when she came, just a desperate desire to be out of the hospital and in the comfort of a safe place with someone she knew loved her. No one had been able to give her a really good timetable of when her body would be healed enough for her to go back to earning a living. 

She saw Matthew going into the barn at his farm. As she walked closer and he exited the barn, he caught sight of her and waved. She waved back. He watched her progress for a long moment and then went back into the barn. Probably   working, she thought. Work never stopped on a farm, especially an Amish farm. 
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