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  She should be the happiest young woman in Paradise.


  But Naomi dreaded being asked about her upcoming wedding. She feared she’d scream if one more person asked her about it.


  Marriage in her Amish community was more traditional than an Englisch marriage, to be sure. But she’d never thought she’d have to change so much to please the man she would soon marry.


  Sighing, she set her quilting aside, got up, and walked over to look out the front window. Business had been brisk that morning at Stitches in Time, the shop where she worked with her grandmother and two cousins.


  Stitches in time … and place: she and her two cousins were working together as they had played and studied together all their lives. Their wise grandmother had bought this place and they’d all fixed it up, and now they created items for sale. Naomi quilted, Mary Katherine was a master weaver, Anna knitted, and their grandmother, Leah, created little Amish dolls and other crafts. They were two generations of Amish women who were bound by strong threads to each other as well as to their creativity and their community.


  Here in this shop crowded with colorful quilts and hand-knitted items, with fabrics galore and every single thing you could ever need to quilt or knit or sew … well, she should feel like she was in heaven—working on a quilt and helping customers at this very successful shop, with family members who loved her.


  Instead, she felt more and more false, covering up how she felt, wearing a mask each day.


  “Looking for someone?” her grandmother asked, smiling as she looked up from tallying the day’s receipts. “Is John coming to pick you up after work?”


  Everyone thought it was a sign of his attachment, his devotion to her, that he came for her nearly every day after work. In fact, it was a way of keeping track of her, of making certain that she didn’t make other plans.


  She’d become so cynical. It was enough to make her sigh but she noticed her grandmother was still watching her.


  “Ya,” she said, pasting a smile on her face.


  She walked back to sit and stitch on her quilt. Its bright, cheerful pattern of watermelon slices with little black ants marching across it should have propped up her sagging mood. Anna had already said it would be perfect for the summer window display with some props to make it look like it could be used for a picnic.


  Off she’d gone to plan what she’d knit for the display, then badgered Mary Katherine and her grandmother for what they’d make.


  Naomi glanced over at Mary Katherine when she heard quiet humming. “What are you making?”


  “Some fabric for big floor pillows,” she said, looking up. “You don’t think this looks or feels too … rough or nubby, do you?”


  “I think it looks really sturdy for a kid’s room or for outdoor use. The pillows’ll fly out of the shop.”


  Nodding, Mary Katherine went back to weaving and humming, weaving and humming.


  That was what a woman who was happily married and had recently celebrated her first anniversary looked like, Naomi thought. Happy, content. Dreamy. She and Jacob were a good match. They’d been friends since they were scholars in the same school, and when he’d thought he’d lose her to Daniel, a charming Amish Mennonite man from exotic-sounding Florida, well, Jacob had woken up and shown her he was the mann for her.


  And soon, Naomi would be marrying John. Two cousins married in two years.


  Anna was still looking for the right man and enjoying flirting with several young men. The three of them were cousins who looked much alike with their oval faces and brown eyes. Well, Mary Katherine was taller and her hair was more auburn but they looked more like sisters than cousins.


  However, Naomi mused, their personalities were so different. She’d often wished she was as outgoing and assertive as Anna or as creative as Mary Katherine, who’d even been invited to speak about her weaving skill at the local college of arts and design.


  A shadow fell over her as her grandmother carried some bolts of fabric to the storage room. She heard her talking with Anna and then her cousin emerged, following Leah as she walked back to the cash register. Leah handed her a slip of paper and then opened the cash register and withdrew some money. Anna slipped out the shop door.


  Then Leah went to stand at the shop window and she stood there for so long, staring out with an unreadable expression, that Naomi got up and walked over to her.


  “Is anything wrong?”


  “No, I just sent Anna for pizza for lunch. My treat.”


  “And you’re watching to make sure she gets there?” Naomi asked, smiling indulgently.


  “No,” Leah said, shaking her head and laughing. “Although Anna has been known to dilly-dally.”


  Turning, Leah sighed. “I’m just feeling a little restless, maybe a little moody, that’s all. I have to confess, I’m not usually pessimistic, but I’m not looking forward to another winter here in Lancaster.”


  “That’s a ways off, Grandmother.”


  “I know. Just ignore me. Like I said, I’m a little restless and moody. This probably started it.” She held up a postcard of a scene in Florida. “Daniel’s mother is trying to get me to come down to Pinecraft for a visit.”


  “Well, maybe you should this time. It’d do you some good. All you do is work here and at home.”


  For the first time she noticed that her grandmother—just in her fifties—looked tired. Older.


  Anna bustled in, carrying a pizza box that smelled of pepperoni. “Come on, everybody, let’s eat it before it gets cold.”


  “Or before you eat it all,” Mary Katherine teased as she got up from her loom. “I’m starved. I’m so hungry all the time lately.” She stopped as she realized the three women were staring at her. “What?”


  “All the time?” Leah asked, a hopeful note in her voice.


  “I’ve been working a lot lately. It’s not easy juggling a job here and being a farm wife, you know. Sometimes I forget to eat.”


  Anna shoved the pizza box at Naomi, who fumbled to catch it and winced as one of her wrists complained.


  Walking over to Mary Katherine, Anna counted on the fingers of one hand. “You could be …” she trailed off meaningfully.


  “Could be what?”


  Anna patted her cheek. “Think about it,” she said. “You’re a bright girl.”


  Mary Katherine followed her into the back room. “Oh, honestly, you all want me to have a boppli so badly that you started making comments a month after I was married.”


  “It can happen that fast,” Naomi told her.


  “Yes, and we know it can happen even before marriage, no matter what community people live in.”


  Mary Katherine goggled at Anna’s words. “You’re not suggesting Jacob and I anticipated our vows, are you?”


  “No, dear, although some of those looks the two of you exchanged when you thought no one was looking were quite sizzling.” Anna waved her hand as if she were overheated. “I wondered if flames would erupt.”


  She took the pizza from Naomi and sailed toward the kitchen.


  “Well, she’s certainly not moping around today,” Naomi remarked.


  “She never is, especially this particular month,” Leah noted, jerking her head toward the calendar. “I don’t want to see her depressed but there’s such a thing as covering up your feelings that can be harmful. I’m hoping she’s not doing that.”


  Frowning, she walked toward the back room. Naomi followed and helped get out plates and soft drinks.


  She and Anna knew all about covering up their feelings, Naomi thought as she nibbled on her own piece of pizza and found it tasteless.


  “Is something wrong with your pizza?” Mary Katherine asked.


  “I’m just not very hungry today.” She pushed the box closer to her cousin, who took a third piece.


  They chatted about the weather—it was the time of year between the too-brief Pennsylvania spring and the always-long summer that drew customers. They’d be returning after they enjoyed a big Amish lunch.


  Mercifully, her wedding plans weren’t a topic of conversation today. She managed to force down a few bites of pizza, then covered what was left on her plate with her crumpled paper napkin. She rose and walked to the sink to wash her plate and place it in the drying rack.


  “Done already?” Leah asked.


  “I’m full. I’m going to get back to the quilt. I promised it to a customer by next week.”


  She sat by herself and sewed on the wedding ring quilt and tried not to think of how one day she and other women would gather around the big quilting frame and stitch hers.


  Someone knocked on the window and she jumped. She looked up and saw John staring at her through the glass. But instead of gesturing for her to open the door, which they’d locked so they could eat lunch, he waved carelessly and walked on.


  “Who was that?” Leah asked as she walked over to sit in a chair next to Naomi.


  “John.”


  Surprised, Leah stared at her. “He didn’t want to come in?”


  Naomi shook her head. “He was just making sure I was here.”


  “Where else would you be this time of day?” Leah pulled her chair up to the quilting frame and threaded a needle.


  “He likes to make sure I’m where I said I’d be.” Her voice sounded flat.


  Leah’s hands, which had been busily threading her needle, stilled. Her eyes searched Naomi’s face. “There’s something wrong, isn’t there? It’s not my imagination.”


  Naomi started to say it was nothing, but her grandmother placed her hand over hers.


  “Tell me,” she said quietly. “Tell me.”


  That’s all it took. The floodgates opened.


  “John’s turned into—into someone I don’t know,” she said, reaching into her pocket for a tissue. “He tells me what to do and where to be and checks on me all the time. Just like now.”


  She dabbed at her cheeks. “I want to be obedient and learn to be a good fraa,” she said. “But he—he scared me the other night.”


  “How?” Leah asked, her voice almost a whisper. “How did he scare you?”


  Naomi couldn’t look her in the eye.


  “Tell me, how did he scare you?”


  “I went to walk away from him and he grabbed my wrist and hurt me.”


  Leah reached over and unerringly chose the very wrist John had grabbed. Naomi winced. Her grandmother didn’t release it but pushed the sleeve of Naomi’s dress back, exposing a bruise.


  “I thought you were favoring it,” she said, frowning. She looked up at Naomi.


  “It only hurts a little,” she said, wiping at her cheeks again with her tissue.


  “It only hurts a little there, but a lot in your heart.” Leah’s eyes were damp and filled with sympathy.


  “He said he was sorry.”


  Leah pulled down the sleeve. “And how many other times has he said he’s sorry?”


  Sobs rose up in her chest. “Too—too many,” she admitted.


  There was a knock on the door. Naomi jumped.


  “You go wash your face,” Leah said. “Then let’s go in the back room and talk.”


  “We don’t have time. We have to work.”


  Leah stood. “We’ll make time.”


  True to her word, after Leah opened the door and took care of the customer, she got Anna and Mary Katherine to run the shop while she and Naomi talked.


  “You have to break it off with him.”


  “Maybe counseling—”


  “Counseling is a good idea. For you.”


  “Me? I’m not the problem.”


  “But how you responded to John’s treatment of you worries me. I want you to think about it. Really think about it.” She hesitated, then forged ahead. “I know that some people who act like John can be helped, but I wouldn’t count on it. And it’s a terrible way to start out in a marriage. I don’t want to be harsh or seem unforgiving. But it’s too big a risk to take.”


  Naomi nodded. “I know.”


  “Next time it could be a bigger injury.”


  “I know. Don’t you think I know?” she burst out. “That’s why I kept it to myself.”


  “Which is what he counted on, so he could exert more control.”


  Leah got up and paced. “It’s so important to make a good match. There’s no divorce. You’d be with him until one of you dies.”


  Naomi shuddered and got up to take some aspirin for the headache that was pounding behind her eyes. She turned to her grandmother. “I don’t think I love him anymore.”


  “Yes, you do,” Leah disagreed gently. “Otherwise, you would have spoken up by now.”


  The door opened and Anna poked her head inside. “Everything okay? We heard Naomi raise her voice.”


  She glanced at her cousin and saw the tears. “What’s wrong?”


  Naomi started to say it was nothing but then realized that holding everything in was how all of it had started. “I’m breaking up with John.”


  She watched one emotion after another chase across Anna’s face. “I thought something was wrong, but I could never get you to talk.”


  “I didn’t want to burden anyone.”


  “You thought I wouldn’t understand, didn’t you?” Anna asked her. “Happy, carefree Anna hasn’t got the depth to understand, right?”


  Shocked, Naomi stared at her. “No, I didn’t think that at all. But you’ve had enough sadness.”


  “You have no idea what I’ve experienced,” Anna said. “Maybe I haven’t wanted to face it myself.”


  With that, she spun on her heel and went out, shutting the door firmly behind her.


  “I need to go after her.”


  Naomi stood but Leah put her hand on her arm, stopping her.


  “Let me. I think I know what’s wrong. And I’ve let her get away with it for too long.”


  Leah hurried after her and Naomi followed, watching helplessly as her grandmother opened the front door of the shop, stepped out, and slipped and fell.
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  Naomi rushed out the door and found her grandmother sitting on the concrete in front of the shop.


  Mary Katherine was right behind her. “What happened?”


  “Are you all right?” Naomi asked her grandmother as she knelt before her.


  “Ya,” Leah said quickly. “It was just a little fall. Stupid of me. I wasn’t watching where I stepped.”


  But her face looked pasty white and perspiration dotted her forehead. She reached out her hands. “Help me up. Please.”


  Naomi and Mary Katherine looked at each other. “Maybe we shouldn’t move you.”


  “I’m fine. The only thing that hurts is my ankle. I probably twisted it a little.”


  They each took one of her arms and lifted her, but when Leah stood she winced and cried out. “Oh, my ankle! I must have sprained it.”


  “You could have broken it,” Mary Katherine told her.


  Slipping their arms around her waist, they guided her slowly back into the shop and set her carefully into a chair. Mary Katherine pulled another chair over and gently lifted Leah’s foot and placed it on the seat cushion.


  Naomi hurried to the shop telephone.


  “Who are you calling?” Leah wanted to know.


  “911.”


  “Don’t you dare!” she said. “You put that phone down now!”


  Shocked at the vehemence in her voice, Naomi did so and nearly said, “Yes, ma’am!”


  “You call Nick. Ask him to come take me to the doctor.”


  Naomi looked at Mary Katherine, who nodded. Resigned, she made the call.


  A few minutes later, he was striding into the shop. He was a handsome Englisch man, tall and dark-haired, with piercing green eyes. Although those eyes lit often with laughter as he drove them around, Naomi felt uncomfortable with the way he always seemed to be observing her—studying her.


  He was a favorite of Leah’s and she often found him visiting her grandmother, clearly enjoying her company as well as the baked goods and coffee she’d fix for him in her kitchen. Naomi often heard him asking questions about the Amish faith in a way that didn’t seem like prying or idle curiosity. The two of them seemed to enjoy discussing a passage or a person from the Bible.


  Leah looked up from supervising the application of ice on her ankle. “Well, that was quick.”


  “I happened to be in town. Aren’t you the one who’s often said there’s no such thing as coincidence?”


  She nodded, looking serious. “Ya. Well, shall we go? Naomi’s already called the doctor and he insisted we go to the hospital and get an X-ray.”


  “Could have just let me call for an ambulance,” Naomi muttered.


  “No need to pay for something like that when our Nick is around.”


  He winked at Naomi. “Let’s get you in the car, Leah.”


  Before she could say anything, he scooped her up in his arms and carried her to the shop door. Naomi hurried to open it.


  “Now there’s no need—” Leah began.


  “For you to fuss,” Nick finished for her. “Gets you up and out faster than helping you and hurting your ankle more.”


  He gave her one of his intense looks. “Did you hit your head when you fell? Truth, now!”


  “I’d say if I did,” she said with some tartness. Then her face softened. “Just like you to ask such a thing.”


  Naomi felt a stab of guilt. She and Mary Katherine had asked their grandmother if she was hurt anywhere besides her ankle, but neither of them had thought to ask that particular question.


  He paused at the door. “You coming?”


  She nodded. She’d already put her and Leah’s purses on the counter, along with their sweaters.


  “Don’t worry about a thing,” Mary Katherine told her grandmother as she bent to give her a kiss on the cheek. “Anna and I will take care of the shop and make the deposit.”


  “If Anna comes back.” Leah frowned.


  “She’ll be back. She just needs to walk it off,” Naomi assured her. But she couldn’t help scanning the sidewalks as Nick carried Leah to the car.


  “How’d it happen?” he asked when he settled Leah in the backseat and made sure she fastened her seat belt.


  “Just a silly accident,” she said, looking up and down the street.


  Nick turned back to start the car, and as he did, Naomi saw him glance in the rearview mirror at Leah. “Looking for someone?”


  Leah sighed. “Anna. She left the shop a little while ago.”


  “Do you want her to go with us?”


  Naomi looked over her shoulder, then met Nick’s gaze. “I don’t think we should look for her,” she said in a low voice. “Grandmother looks like she’s in a lot of pain.”


  “I heard that,” Leah spoke up from the backseat. “I’m hurt, not deaf.”


  Turning in her seat, Naomi nodded. “Sorry. But I don’t think we should wait. You’re hurting.”


  “Don’t need to tell me what I know,” Leah said tartly.


  Naomi touched Nick’s hand. “Wait just a minute, okay?”


  She scrambled out of the car and heard Leah protesting, “Now where is she going? She was the one in a big hurry to get to the hospital.”


  Mary Katherine glanced up, surprised, when Naomi ran into the shop. “What—?”


  Snatching up the ice bag that lay on the chair Leah had vacated and grabbing a set of kitchen towels that lay on a nearby display table, Naomi turned and ran back out of the shop. She opened the back door of Nick’s car and after quickly wrapping the ice bag in a towel, placed it gently on her grandmother’s injured ankle.


  She climbed back into the front seat and shut the door. “Okay,” she said to Nick. “We’re ready.”


  His mouth quirked into a grin. “Yes, ma’am.”


  Naomi surreptitiously studied him as he drove. He was so different from John. Nick was easygoing and pleasant. Well, maybe not pleasant. Not that he was unpleasant. But pleasant sounded dull—and he wasn’t dull. He had a whole bundle of stories that he’d pull out and entertain them with if prompted.


  While Nick was easygoing, he didn’t have that same charm that John possessed, which had been one of the reasons she’d fallen in love with him … and which now worried her. It hadn’t taken long for her to realize that instead of being charmed, she’d started to feel manipulated.


  On the seat, she felt a hand on hers—and realized that Nick was patting it. “Stop worrying. She’s going to be okay. We’ll be there soon.”


  He’d mistaken her silence—and no doubt, her frown—for anxiety. She nodded, not knowing what to say. He wasn’t a person in whom she should be confiding her growing doubt about her engagement.


  She knew he wasn’t married. Her grandmother had mentioned that once in passing. He never talked about a girlfriend, and she wondered about that because he talked so easily about other areas of his life: his travels, the books he’d read, all sorts of things. Lately he’d taken up running, and it was a change from the relatively sedentary driving he did for the Amish and tourists each day.


  The hospital came into view. He pulled up at the emergency room entrance. While Naomi went to get a wheelchair, he helped Leah out.


  When Naomi returned, he helped Leah into the chair. But when Naomi started to reach into her purse for money, he held his hands up. “No charge,” he said. “Listen, I’ll go park the van and sit with you while Leah’s seen.”


  “You don’t have to do that.”


  “It’s my pleasure,” he said. “Besides, I don’t have any other jobs this afternoon so I might as well wait for you. I’m sure they’ll send Leah home after they X-ray her ankle and wrap it or cast it or whatever.”


  A car horn honked. A driver was motioning for him to move his vehicle so he could pull closer and let someone out.


  “Let me help you with her chair.”


  “No, go, go!” she said, waving her hands. “Those people could have an emergency.”


  She pushed the wheelchair toward the magic doors—she always called them that because they were the kind that opened on some mysterious signal. She always thought a person didn’t need such, but today she was grateful she didn’t have to try to open the doors and maneuver the chair inside at the same time.


  The waiting room was filled. Naomi sighed. They were in for a long wait. She sat filling out paperwork, thankful that she’d remembered the ice pack, as her grandmother sat there, her face etched with pain.


  Finally finished with the paperwork, Naomi carried it over to the clerk.


  “I need your driver’s license and one other form of identification,” the woman said, not looking up.


  Naomi stood there, waiting, and the clerk looked up, frowning, until she saw who was standing before her.


  “Here’s my grandmother’s identification. No driver’s license,” she said with a slight smile.


  She handed it over and watched as the clerk photocopied it before handing it back.


  When she returned to her grandmother, Nick was sitting there, saying something that made her smile.


  It was an unusual friendship, she thought, watching them as the clerk looked over her grandmother’s paperwork—an Englisch driver and an older Amish woman.


  When it came time for Leah to be seen, she refused Naomi’s offer to accompany her. So Naomi moved to take a seat beside Nick.


  But it was empty. She shrugged. Maybe he’d decided to leave after all. It wasn’t as if she and her grandmother hadn’t insisted. Vaguely disappointed, she took a seat and waited.
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  Nick appeared before her a few minutes later, holding a cup of coffee for each of them.


  She blinked and took the cup from him. “I thought you’d gone.”


  “I told you that I’m not leaving until we can take Leah home.”


  Naomi bit her lip and glanced at the door where Leah had disappeared with a nurse.


  “She’ll be okay,” he told her quietly. “She didn’t seem to have any injuries other than the ankle. But even if she had, she’s a strong woman.”


  She found herself lapsing into thought again. Leah was strong, like Nick said.


  A lot stronger than she was. Her grandmother wouldn’t be acting weak like she was right now, staying with someone she knew wasn’t right for her. Leah wouldn’t have fallen for someone like that in the first place. She was too smart. Too confident. Even when she’d lost her husband and the years passed, she never let anyone know she was lonely—even when it was easy to see the loneliness, the sadness in her eyes when she thought no one was watching. She’d never fallen in love with someone who charmed her.


  And Leah would surely never let anyone pressure her into thinking she needed to have another mann to be a complete woman.


  No one had pressured Naomi into becoming engaged. But so many of her friends from school had already married and had children by now. They’d given up their jobs while they took care of their young children and appeared so content they—


  “Look who’s here,” Nick muttered, interrupting her thoughts.


  Naomi glanced up and saw John striding toward her.


  “When did you call him?”


  “I didn’t,” she muttered. “He just … finds me.”


  Nick stood, but John barely acknowledged him.


  “What’s taking so long?” John asked, taking off his hat and impatiently tapping it against his knee.


  Not, Is she okay? Are you okay? Naomi noted, then chided herself for being critical. After all, she was sitting here wishing they’d hurry up.


  But that was because she was nervous having someone she loved behind a closed door. She needed to see that her grandmother was okay.


  Just at that moment, a nurse stuck her head out the door and gestured to Naomi. She got up and hurried over.


  “The doctor wants to talk to you.” She looked up, over Naomi’s shoulder. “You’ll have to wait here.”


  Naomi glanced at John and saw that he was frowning at the woman. “But—”


  “Sorry, sir,” the nurse said briskly, already turning away. “Miss, come with me.”


  Leah was sitting on a gurney, listening intently to the young doctor pointing out something on her X-ray.


  “How do you do,” he said, holding out his hand and pumping Naomi’s enthusiastically. “I was just explaining to Mrs. —”


  “Leah,” she inserted.


  “Leah,” he said, returning his attention to the X-ray. “I was just pointing out to Leah here that it doesn’t look like anything’s broken, but she’s got a nasty sprain.”


  He looked at Naomi. “I have a question for you. I understand you’re Leah’s granddaughter. Tell me, how is she about listening to what a doctor asks her to do? How is she about bed rest?”


  Naomi’s mouth quirked. “Well, I don’t remember her ever being hurt like this. And she’s never sick. But she can’t sit still for two minutes.”


  Leah sniffed. The doctor laughed.


  “I suspected so. My mother doesn’t sit still, either. I don’t think any of them do.”


  “Well, I’m a grandmother, but thank you, young man,” Leah told him.


  The doctor raised his eyebrows, then turned to the X-ray. “I think it’s a bad sprain. I don’t see any fracture.” He handed her a printout. “Follow these directions and call your own doctor for a follow-up appointment.”


  Naomi helped her into the wheelchair and wheeled her to the checkout window.


  “This is ridiculous,” Leah muttered as she read the sheet in her hands. “I can’t stay off my feet this long. I have a shop to run, a house to take care of.”


  “We can take care of everything,” Naomi told her. “Let’s just get you home.”


  “Nick! You stayed!” Leah exclaimed.


  He walked toward them. “I told you I would. I’ll go get the van and pick the two of you up at the door.”


  “I can take them home,” John told them.


  “Hello, John,” Leah said quietly. “I didn’t know you were here.”


  “Mary Katherine told me where she was when I went by the shop.”


  “Do you have your buggy outside?” Nick asked him.


  “No, a friend dropped me off. I can call a driver.”


  “One’s already here,” Leah said quietly but firmly. “Nick stayed to take us home, so I’d like him to do so.”


  She turned to Naomi. “Let’s go. I can’t wait to get my ankle up.”


  “When will I see you?” John asked, putting his hand on Naomi’s arm as she began pushing the wheelchair toward the door.


  She stiffened and glanced down at his hand, then into his eyes. “I’m sorry, I’ll have to take care of Grandmother tonight so it’ll have to be another time.”


  “But—” He sighed and dropped his hand. “Of course.”


  “If you need a ride home, I can drop you off on the way,” Nick told him as they started walking toward the exit.


  “Danki,” John said.


  But Naomi noticed he didn’t look very happy about it. Nick pulled the van up to the ER entrance and they piled in—Naomi and Leah in the back, John riding shotgun with Nick.


  Leah allowed herself to be persuaded to turn sideways on the backseat and rest her ankle on Naomi’s lap. A nurse had filled a plastic bag with ice, wrapped it in a towel, and sent it with them for the ride. Naomi held it in place as they rode.


  “How’s the pain?”


  “I’ll live,” Leah said, managing a smile.


  But Naomi saw the pain in her eyes and squeezed her hand to comfort her.


  When she glanced up, she saw Nick give her a brief glance in the rearview mirror. Just as she met his gaze, John looked back at her and saw her looking at Nick, and something in his eyes flashed, an expression she recognized: anger.


  Nothing was said, but it didn’t have to be. Naomi was sure the look lasted only a moment. It felt like minutes. She let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding when he turned back in his seat.


  She felt her hand being squeezed and realized that her grandmother was sending her a silent message.


  Nick slowed the car, flicked on the turn signal, and pulled into the parking lot of a drugstore. After he stopped the car, he turned in his seat. “Give me the prescription and I’ll run in and get it filled.”


  “There’s no need,” Leah told him.


  He held out his hand. “Trust me, you’re going to need it later. These things always feel worse in the middle of the night. I ran track in college and had my share of injuries. Now hand it over.”


  With a sigh, Leah pulled the prescription from her purse and handed it to him with a twenty.


  He got out, ran through a drizzle that had begun to fall, and disappeared into the drugstore.


  Naomi watched John stare in the direction Nick had gone. It was so quiet in the car you could hear a pin drop.


  “An ice bag,” Leah said suddenly. “And some Epsom salts to soak my ankle tomorrow.”


  She winced as she moved her foot from Naomi’s lap and rested it on the floorboard of the car. Reaching into her purse, she withdrew another twenty and pressed it into Naomi’s hand.


  “Will you go get that for me?”


  John turned in the front seat. “I can go.”


  “No, danki, young man,” Leah told him. “Naomi knows what I need.” She made a shooing motion with her hands at Naomi.


  Then she turned to John and smiled a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “Besides, you and I haven’t had much opportunity to talk and get to know each other, have we, young man?”


  Naomi glanced back as she got out of the van. John gave her a beseeching look. Biting back a smile, she closed the van door and started toward the drugstore entrance.


  [image: image]


  “She looks depressed.”


  “I know.”


  “What are we going to do?”


  Naomi motioned with her hand for Mary Katherine and Anna to move back so she could close the door to the cozy little back room of the shop.


  “She’s been that way ever since she got the postcard this morning,” Naomi said as she filled the teakettle and set it on the stove to boil.


  “Postcard?” Anna asked as she dug into the cookie jar.


  “From Florida,” Mary Katherine told her, taking the cookie jar away. “Save some of these for other people.”


  “But you’re not eating them,” Anna protested.


  “Some of us have self-restraint.”


  Anna made a face at Mary Katherine as she got out mugs and set them on the table.


  “She won’t stay home and when she’s here all she does is stare out the window. We have to do something.” She sighed. “She wouldn’t have had her accident if she hadn’t been rushing after me that day. All this because I needed to get away for a few minutes and calm down.” She sighed again.


  The door opened and Leah maneuvered herself inside with her crutches. “What’s going on in here? You girls having a private chat?”


  Before they could answer, she stepped over to the table. Anna jumped up to hold out her chair.


  “I must say, the three of you are looking a little guilty.” She peered at them over her reading glasses.


  “We’re worried about you,” Naomi said when no one else spoke up. “We’re afraid you’re depressed.”


  “I know,” Leah said, looking at the rain sluicing down the nearby window. “I’m not being very grateful, am I? My fall could have been worse. And people have been so kind coming by to see if I’m okay.”


  “But the weather is depressing,” Mary Katherine said, taking the chair next to Leah’s so she could hold her hand. “You need a little pick-me-up.”


  “A pick-me-up? Like what?”


  “Maybe a little time away.”


  Leah reached into her pocket, pulled out a brightly colored postcard, and tossed it on the table. “You saw this when it came in the mail today, didn’t you? I thought of visiting Ida in Florida. But it’s no use now.”


  Naomi sat down on the other side of her grandmother. “Why do you say that?”


  “I can’t get on a bus like this,” Leah said, gesturing at her foot.


  She sat silent for a moment and then took a deep breath and attempted a smile. “I’ll be fine. Really.” She stirred her tea and took a sip.


  Troubled, Naomi took her cup of tea into the shop and set it on the table beside her chair. She’d gotten a little behind on a quilt commission because she’d been taking care of her grandmother for the past week.


  The Trip around the World quilt required a lot of attention to detail—not that every quilt she made didn’t—but it was perfect for taking her mind off thinking about John.


  Her grandmother hobbled up on her crutches, shaking her head and frowning when Naomi started to put aside the quilt to help her.


  Settled into her chair, Leah leaned forward to study the quilt on its frame. “Beautiful work.”


  “Thank you.”


  “Is this a commission?”


  Naomi nodded. “It’s due in a few weeks.”


  Leah smiled slightly. “You’ll get it finished. You always do.”


  That was back then—the time she called Before John. It was harder now. John would get so upset when she didn’t spend time with him. But she couldn’t say that to her grandmother.


  Naomi thought the shop was so quiet you could have heard a pin drop if she’d dropped one. But it was a nice break. When Leah didn’t speak, Naomi left her to her thoughts.


  When Naomi looked up a few minutes later, she found Leah staring out the window at the gray day. The little Amish doll she’d been stuffing lay in her lap.


  “You sighed again.”


  Leah glanced at her. “Sorry.”


  “I’m sorry. It must be hard to have to sit when you want to rush around.”


  “Ya,” Leah whispered and it seemed her shoulders slumped a little more.


  Naomi set her work down. “Grandmother, Mary Katherine and Anna and I are worried about you.”


  Someone rapped on the window glass, startling them. John stared in, unsmiling, and nodded when Naomi waved. Then he walked on.


  Leah stared after his retreating back. “Why didn’t he come in and say hello?”


  Naomi picked up her needle. “I told you before. He just wanted to make sure I was here,” she muttered. “It was check-in time.”


  “I see,” Leah said quietly. “Naomi, I think we need to—”


  The shop door opened and the bell overhead jangled.


  “Well, look who’s here!”


  Naomi’s hands froze on the quilt.


  “Nick! What a nice surprise!”


  He walked over and withdrew a bunch of flowers from behind his back. “I thought these might cheer you up.”


  How perceptive of him, Naomi thought, watching them. He’d known how Leah would feel having to stay off her feet whether it was at home or at the shop.


  John hadn’t bothered to come by to see how Leah was doing—only to check that Naomi was where she was supposed to be. He’d called the shop but never asked about Leah, only sounded very disappointed when Naomi would say she couldn’t make plans with him.


  She shook her head as if to clear her thoughts. It wasn’t fair to compare the two men. They came from different worlds, different backgrounds. Different views on women.


  So, then, why shouldn’t John have been more thoughtful, more considerate of Leah, Naomi’s grandmother and a member of his Amish community?


  But Nick was in a business relationship with them—he was a paid driver and made money from the arrangement.


  Just as that thought came to her, she quickly discarded it as being less than gracious. It wasn’t like her to be judgmental.


  “Naomi?”


  She blinked. “Sorry, you said something?”


  “Would you put these in a vase for me? There’s one in the back room, in the cupboard at the rear of the room.”


  Nodding, Naomi took the flowers and carried them into the back room. The deep pink rosebuds immediately scented up the room with a rich perfume as she located the vase, filled it with water, and arranged the flowers in it.


  She carried the vase back out to the shop and set it on the table near her grandmother.


  Leah sighed as she looked at them, but it was a sigh of satisfaction, not of sadness.


  “They’re lovely,” she told Nick. “You shouldn’t have.”


  “Yes, I should have,” he said with a grin. “I remember what it was like to hurt my ankle and how bored I got.”


  “Did somebody bring you flowers?” Naomi couldn’t resist asking as she sat down and picked up her needle again.


  “Why yes, it was a woman,” he said, grinning. “It was Betsy Norris and she was fourteen like me, a cheerleader who’d seen me hurt it at a basketball game.”


  She lifted her gaze and studied him. He stared back, humor lighting his green eyes, and she couldn’t look away.
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