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  Glossary


  ab im kopp  off in the head, crazy


  aenti  aunt


  allrecht  all right


  bensel  silly child


  boppli  baby or babies


  brechdich  magnificent


  bruder  brother


  bu, buwe  boy, boys


  budder  butter


  budderhaffe  butter dish


  daadi  grandfather


  daed  dad


  danki  thanks


  Deitsch  Pennsylvania Dutch language


  demut  humility


  Die Botschaft  a weekly newspaper serving Old Order Amish communities


  dochder  daughter


  dumm  dumb


  eldre  parents


  Englisch  a non-Amish person


  fiewer  fever


  fraa  wife


  frack  dress


  Gebottsdaag  birthday


  geh  go


  grossmammi  grandmother


  guder mariye  good morning


  gut  good


  gut nacht  good night


  halt  stop


  hatt  hard


  haus  house


  hochmut  pride


  hungerich  hungry


  kaffi  coffee


  kapp  prayer covering or cap


  kich  kitchen


  kind, kinder, kinner  children or grandchildren


  lieb  love


  lieblich  lovely


  liebschdi  dear child


  liebschen  dearest


  maed  girls


  maedel  girl


  mamm, mammi  mom


  mann  man


  mauseschtill  mouse


  mei  my


  minutt  minute


  mudder  mother


  nachtess  supper


  nau  now


  nee  no


  onkel  uncle


  Ordnung  the written and unwritten rules of the Amish; the understood behavior by which the Amish are expected to live, passed down from generation to generation. Most Amish know the rules by heart.


  redd-up  clean up


  rumschpringe  running-around period that starts when a teenager turns sixteen years old


  schpass  fun


  sehr  very


  sohn  son


  snitz pie  dried apple pie


  vatter  father


  wasser  water


  wie geht  how are things?


  wunderbaar  wonderful


  ya  yes


  Chapter One


  REBECCA WRAPPED HER ARMS AROUND HERSELF AS SHE stood at the edge of the frozen pond. She felt drawn to it in spite of herself. It was here, one bitter cold day five years ago, that her life had changed so much.


  She used to love rushing here after school and her chores. She’d quickly exchange her boots for skates and fly across the ice. No one understood her fascination with skating, not even her twin. Her parents thought it was a passing interest, but when it didn’t fade as she got older, they bought her bigger skates as she needed them.


  She wasn’t trying to be special or stand out. That would be against everything she and her community believed in. Demut humilitywas valued above all among the Plain people.


  It had been years now since she’d skated. The accident had changed everything. It had been her fault, and she’d had to pay for it. But as bad as she felt about losing a sister, she knew that it had to be worse for her parents, who had lost a daughter. Even if it appeared that they had been able to forgive her, Rebecca didn’t believe it. She blamed herself so much . . . how could they not blame her too?


  If she’d been a good daughter, Lizzie wouldn’t be gone.


  So she became the best daughter she could be, to make up for the missing one. She enjoyed cooking and helping out around the house when she wasn’t working at the gift shop in town. And she watched and worried over her siblings like a mother hen, concerned that bad things might happen if she didn’t.


  It was so quiet here now she could hear the icicles tinkling like glass wind chimes as the chill breeze rustled the bare tree branches. The fields lay dormant beneath the blanket of snow that also covered the nearby farmhouses and barns. Farmers who’d worked so hard harvesting their crops now studied seed catalogs and planned their spring plowing and planting. They repaired farm equipment, and even with the winter’s shorter days, some of them enjoyed having a few hours to do some carpentry.


  Families gathered indoors in front of the fireplace and played games. When friends came to visit, there was plenty of time for holding quilting circles and catching up on the latest news over cups of tea and cookies warm from the oven.


  In quiet Paradise, Pennsylvania, things became even more peaceful in winter.


  But Rebecca felt anything but peaceful. She’d come home from her job and found herself restless. So she donned her coat and bonnet again and went out for a walk in spite of the cold.


  Stop being afraid!


  Startled, Rebecca whipped her head around and scanned the field behind her. There was no one in sight. Hers were the only footsteps in the vast expanse of snow-covered fields that led to where she stood.


  The voice was so familiar. She hadn’t heard it for a while, but she’d never forget it.


  Stop being afraid. It’s time to stop being afraid.


  “I’m not afraid!” she cried out.


  But her words vanished in the wind that swept across the icy white surface of the frozen pond. She shivered and wrapped her arms around herself as the chill seeped into her feet, then her legs, then her body, and finally her heart. Still she stood and stared out at the pond.


  She thought she saw something, there, at the far edge of the pond. Somethingsomeone? Blinking, she looked again, but there was nothing. Her eyes were just watering a little in the cold, that was all. She should get home, help her mamm with nachtesse. On these cold winter evenings, it was so nice to sit at the big carved wooden table with her family and share a meal and try not to think about how she felt each year when winter came.


  Her mind wandered. She felt herself moving, light as air, gracefully skimming across the icy surface of the pond, the wind a cold caress on her face. Flinging her arms out, she soared like a bird, her cape and long skirt rippling in the wind, the only sound her skates as they barely touched the ice. She leaped and spun and felt her heart lift and warm and beat harder and harder, faster and faster as the old excitement burst through her as she circled the pond.


  Surely this was what it felt like in heaven, she thought, smiling.


  Lost in her dreams, she didn’t hear the crunch of steps on the snow behind her.


  “I knew I’d find you here.”


  Startled, her eyes flew open, and she spun around at the sound of the deep male voice behind her. “Ben! What are you doing here?”


  Her feet slipped on the snowy bank, and she started to fall. He reached out and caught her, but then his feet slid out from under him too. As he fell, he held tighter and tried to shield her from the worst of it, pulling her over as they landed on the snow.


  Winded, Rebecca found herself staring down into the face of Ben Weaver. His brown eyes were full of concern. “Are you all right?”


  “I asked you what you’re doing here.”


  “You were skating.”


  “Skating?” She stared at him incredulously. “Look at my feet, Ben Weaver. Do they look like they have skates on them?”


  “Skating,” he repeated. “Flying across the ice like you used to.”


  “You’re ab im kopp,” she muttered. Shaking her head, she struggled to get to her feet.


  But her long, dark blue frack had a mind of its own. It was tangled with Ben’s trousers, and he didn’t help her extricate herself. Instead, he just chuckled and watched her struggle. Finally, she yanked the material away and stood, her hands on her hips.


  “What are you doing here?” she demanded again as she brushed at the snow on her skirt and coat.


  “Your mamm sent me,” he told her.


  “Is something wrong?”


  He held out his hand, seeking to reassure her. “Nothing’s wrong.”


  “Then why would she send you?”


  Ben got to his feet without effort, picked up his black felt hat, and brushed at the snow on his jacket and trousers. “She was worried about you,” he said.


  The moment the words left his mouth, Ben regretted them.


  Rebecca went still, and it was like a shutter came down over her face. “She has no reason to worry,” she said. Turning, she started to climb the slope, slipping and sliding as she went.


  Ben followed her, but even with his long strides it wasn’t easy to keep up. “Rebecca, let me give you a ride home.”


  “I walked here. I can walk home.” Then she bit her lip. “But thank you,” she said.


  “Stop it!”


  She halted and stared at him. “Stop what?”


  “You’re just too polite.”


  “Too polite?” Her eyebrows rose higher, if that were possible.


  “You don’t have to pretend with me, Rebecca. I know you’re upset.”


  “I’m fine. I need to get home.”


  “I thought we were friends.”


  His quiet words stopped her.


  She turned. “We are. But no one needs to worry about me. I’m fine.”


  “No, you’re still sad sometimes, especially this time of year.” His eyes searched hers. “You’re freezing, and I’m cold. Just get in the buggy and let me drive you home. Please.”


  Turning, he began walking to the buggy, not sure if she’d follow. He knew how stubborn she could be. But surely she wouldn’t insist on walking home, as cold as she must be.


  He heard her sigh of exasperation behind him and the stomp of her feet in the snow, and he couldn’t hold back a chuckle.


  “You think it’s funny?” She hurried to catch up with him. Her breath huffed out in the cold wind.


  “No, Rebecca.”


  As they walked, he cast her a worried glance. She was shivering even harder. “Here, let me give you my coat.”


  “You can’t do that. You’ll catch your death of cold without it.”


  “Better me than you.”


  She put out her hand to stop him. “I’ll be fine. We’re almost to your buggy. It’ll be warmer there.”


  Something inside him relaxed. So at least she was going to let him drive her home.


  What was it about her that attracted him so? There were other girls he could have pursued, but no . . . five years ago he’d realized how much he cared for Rebecca, and no one else would do.


  He’d decided to ask if they could date, but before he could, her life had been forever changed. Nothing before the accident seemed to matter now. But it had been five years. Wasn’t that long enough for her to heal?


  And did shecould sheforgive him for what had happened to Lizzie?


  Rebecca’s steps were awkward by the time they were at the buggy, and getting in seemed to be an effort. He lifted her in his arms, startling her so that she whipped around and stared at him, her eyes wide.


  “I can get in by myself.”


  His heart did a funny little flip in his chest as he realized how close their faces were. He settled her on the seat and reached for the blanket to tuck it around her.


  “Really, there’s no need to fuss,” she began, then sneezed.


  He pulled out a handkerchief and handed it to her. “Do you want to worry your eldre if you get sick?” he asked quietly.


  As what little color she had faded from her cheeks, he knew his words had hit home. He finished tucking the blanket around her legs, then walked around to his side of the vehicle and climbed inside.


  She stared straight ahead as the buggy began moving, her black bonnet hiding her expression. “I thought you were at the Brownfield home today.”


  “I stopped by to see your father.”


  Ben worked for Amos, so Rebecca didn’t question that. But business hadn’t been the topic of their conversation today.


  They passed their old schoolhouse, and he stopped the buggy for a moment. “We had some good times here, didn’t we?”


  “When you weren’t annoying me, you mean?”


  He grinned, unrepentant. “I was a young boy then. Besides, I was just teasing you.”


  “I looked it up in the dictionary. The word tease. It means ‘to annoy in fun,’” she told him dryly.


  He’d had fun, he reflected. Rebecca had always been so quiet, so composed, that he’d enjoyed getting a rise out of her. Then her cheeks would turn pink, her hazel eyes would flash, and she’d tell him in no uncertain terms to leave her alone.


  From the time he was sixteen, he’d decided he wanted no other woman for his fraa. He told himself that all he had to do was wait until they were older. Then he’d ask if they could date.


  That was before what he’d come to think of as that day.


  She sneezed again, jerking him from his thoughts.


  “Are you still cold?”


  “I’m fine,” she told him, using a tissue to blow her nose. “I’m sure it’s allergies.”


  “To what? Snow?”


  She rolled her eyes. “People can have allergies in the winter.”


  “You don’t.”


  “Since when do you know everything about me?”


  He opened his mouth and then shut it. How could he answer that question? They’d grown up together in the same small community and attended the same school. Everyone knew everyone else’s business here in Paradise.


  But sometimes her father confided his concern about his eldest daughter to Ben as they worked on a joint project. And her mother looked on him like another son and did the same.


  He’d bided his time until he thought his suit would be successful with Rebecca.


  And waited some more.


  He glanced at her again and caught her looking at him. She quickly glanced away, but not before he caught the expression on her face. Curiosity, he mused. Hmm. Well, if she didn’t yet look at him the way he wished, at least she was looking.


  He’d take it.


  Rebecca felt herself blush when she realized Ben had caught her staring at him.


  She looked away quickly, but not quickly enough. He’d been looking at her so seriously. Did he feel more for her than friendship? No, it was just that she wanted it to be so. But time couldn’t be turned back, as much as she wished it possible.


  Sometimes she felt he was about to say something, then he’d stop. She wished she had the courage to ask him about it.


  Risking another glance, she saw that his attention was on the road now. She wondered why he hadn’t yet gotten engaged or married as many of their classmates had. Girls had always liked him. She’d stood with them at recess and listened to them talk about how sweet, how sensitive he was. He might not say much, the girls said, but they saw that as a good thing. He wasn’t trying to impress them or chase after them the way some boys did.


  And then there was his appearance. He was tall, with impressive muscles from helping his father on the farm. He was square-jawed, his hair a dark russet, and his eyes were such a handsome brown color. According to the other girls.


  “Like dark chocolate,” one girl said with a sigh.


  “And he’s always making me laugh,” another reported.


  He didn’t make Rebecca laugh. All he did was tease her and look at her with eyes that promised mischief. He didn’t do that with other girls who flirted with him at singings. Mary Anne even confided that he’d kissed her once. Yes, Ben Weaver could have hadstill could havehis pick of young women in the community.


  So why wasn’t he married?


  “My mother didn’t tell you where I was, did she?”


  He glanced at her. “No.”


  “I wouldn’t want her to thinkwell, you know, to . . . ,” she trailed off, not knowing how to put it into words.


  “To think that you were brooding by the pond?”


  Rebecca frowned. “I wouldn’t call it brooding.”


  “What would you call it, then?”


  Her eyes flew to his, and in them she saw compassion. She looked away. “I can’t help but think of Lizzie when winter comes.”


  “I know. Me too.”


  “Really?”


  “Life changed for both of us the day Lizzie died, Rebecca.”


  The simple words struck at her heart. She nodded. “What made you look for me at the pond?”


  He looked back at the road. “I’ve seen you there sometimes when I drive by.”


  She thought about that. It was the one place she’d thought she had privacy. How many others had driven past and wondered if she waswhat was the word he’d used? Brooding. She sighed. Oh well. There were, after all, no secrets here in Paradise.


  With a jerk of the reins, Ben let Ike know that he wanted to turn down the drive to Rebecca’s house.


  “Why did you say I was skating?” she asked suddenly.


  He glanced at her. “You were moving and swaying, lifting your arms.”


  She studied him, looking into his eyes to see if he was teasing. But his expression was serious, his eyes kind. “Ben Weaver, I think you need to have your eyes examined,” she said at last.


  “I’m not crazy,” he told her. “Weren’t you wanting to be out on the ice, skating like you used to do?”


  It felt like all the air in her left her body. “How can you ask me such a thing after what happened?” Her voice sounded strangled.


  Ben stopped the buggy and reached out a hand to her. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you.”


  “How could I do it again?” she asked him, feeling tears rush into her eyes. “I got Lizzie to go with me that day. If I hadn’t, if I’d been watching better, she wouldn’t have died.”


  Rebecca saw a look of pain cross Ben’s face. He reached out and took her hand, squeezing it so hard that it hurt.


  “If you’re going to blame anyone, blame me.”


  Chapter Two


  THE FRONT DOOR OPENED, AND HER MOTHER APPEARED. “You found her!”


  Rebecca pulled her hand from Ben’s, feeling faintly guilty. “Thank you,” she said, then quickly shoved aside the blanket that covered her legs and climbed out.


  “I’m sorry I worried you,” she told her mother. “I just went for a walk. I’ll be down as soon as I change.”


  Mamm nodded as Rebecca rushed through the kitchen and up the stairs. In her room, Rebecca shed her damp things and put on another frack. Then she searched in her drawer for a fresh kapp.


  She stood before a small mirror and stared at her reflection. Her cheeks were pale. She brushed her hair until it crackled with static electricity, parted it in the center, rebound it at the back of her head, and donned the kapp.


  Her gaze returned to her reflection for just a moment. She didn’t spend much time looking at herself in mirrors. Her looks were just average: hazel eyes, brown hair. Slender figure with barely any curves.


  Her twin had gotten those.


  And more. Mamm had always said the two were as different as night and day. From the time they were born, she always said that one chased after life and the other followed, worrying about the adventurer.


  Everyone knew that while Rebecca was the oldest by six minutes, she was the follower, the worriernever the dreamer or the adventurer.


  She sighed. No, she’d never envied Lizzie. But sometimes she’d felt like she came in a pale second. Lizzie had been like a comet streaking across the sky. Rebecca was the homebody, lovingly taking care of the other kinner, helping her mamm with the house.


  Except for when she was out on the ice, skating. There, everything was different. She felt like a birdfree, graceful, daring.


  Sinking down on the bed, she thought about what Ben had said about her skating: that she was moving as she stood there in the snow, as if she were skating in her imagination. How ridiculous.


  She missed skating so much, but she just couldn’t face doing it again.


  When she went downstairs, she found Ben leaning against a kitchen counter, laughing and talking with her mamm.


  “I talked Ben into staying to eat,” Mamm said. “After all, he went to find you for me.”


  Ben sneaked a cookie from the jar on the counter. Rebecca waited for her mother to chide him since it was so close to suppertime. But Naomi merely smiled fondly at him.


  Rebecca moved to the counter and began slicing the loaves of homemade bread that sat on a wooden board.


  “It smells wonderful,” Ben said. “Nothing better than a good stew on a cold night.”


  “There’s deep-dish apple pie too.”


  “My favorite.”


  Rebecca stopped slicing and looked over at him. “Everything’s your favorite.”


  “Yes,” he agreed, grinning. “I love everything your mamm makes.”


  “Everything’s ready. Call the kinner,” Mamm said.


  Rebecca did as she was asked, hollering up the stairs. They came clattering down and seated themselves around the table. Rebecca frowned when she saw where Ben was sitting. Lizzie had always sat there . . .


  He looked up at her, and she saw the light fade from his eyes. He started to move to a different chair.


  “Sit, sit,” Rebecca’s father, Amos, said as he came into the room. “Glad you could join us, Ben.”


  Glancing uneasily at Rebecca, Ben nodded. “Me too.”


  Amos bent his head and the family followed, joining in prayer. Then noisy chatter filled the room as bowls and platters were passed and plates were filled.


  Looking around the big carved wooden table that was the heart of a Plain kitchen, Rebecca felt a sense of quiet satisfaction. She was needed here. Her mamm often told her she didn’t know what she’d do without her help. When her mother’s last two pregnancies had been difficult, Rebecca had taken over running the house. She was good at it; she enjoyed cooking and baking and even cleaning, because that meant putting things back where they belonged, getting a sense of order.


  And when she was going about taking care of their home, she didn’t hear that voice in her head urging her to do something, to stop being afraid.


  She’d been like other girls her age, thinking about boys, about dating, about getting married, before the accident. Now the boy she’d been interested in sat next to her as a friend and not as a husband.


  She’d thought she’d be married, have her own kinner by now. This wasn’t the life she’d imagined she’d lead by the age of twenty-two. But she could put aside her dreams, her desires, for the sake of her family . . .


  Ben was saying something. Jerking to attention, Rebecca accepted the bowl of stew he passed her, then the basket of bread. Taking a slice, she passed the basket on and reached for the budderhaffe. Her hand collided with Ben’s, and she pulled it back.


  “Ladies first,” he said, pushing the dish toward her.


  With a slight smile, she nodded, scooped up some of the budder with her knife and spread it on the bread, then pushed the budderhaffe toward him.


  “Rebecca, guess what I did at school today!”


  Rebecca turned with a smile, but before she could respond to Esther, six-year-old Annie launched into a monologue about her day. Bright and eager to learn, she was thriving at her lessons, especially math.


  Looking up, Rebecca caught Ben watching her, his expression thoughtful. What had he meant when he said if she was going to blame anyone, she should blame him? What did she have to blame him for? He’d been such a good friend, listening to her whenever she needed to talk about Lizzie. She didn’t know what she’d have done without him since Lizzie died.


  She wondered again why he hadn’t yet married. He came from a large, happy family, just as she did. From what she’d observed, his parents had a happy marriage.


  After leaving school he’d worked with her father, learning the carpentry trade, building and installing custom kitchen cabinets, built-ins, and bookcases in area homes, sometimes Amish, sometimes Englisch. He’d often been invited to stay for the evening meal at the Miller homeor charmingly found a way to invite himself, Rebecca notedso he’d become a fixture in her home.


  “So, Ben, I’m thinking that we’re going to finish the White kitchen on Wednesday,” Daed said, leaning back in his chair as he watched Naomi cut and serve slices of deep-dish apple pie.


  “We can’t go to the Anthony house early,” Ben told him. “Remember, Mr. Anthony wants to take his wife off to a hotel while we work on the kitchen, get her away from all the noise and dust. They made arrangements to be out of their house for a week starting Friday, not Thursday.”


  “Don’t you two spend enough time talking business during the day?” Naomi asked, but she smiled.


  Amos nodded. “Ya. We’ll figure it out tomorrow.”


  Mamm was passing slices of pie down the table and handed a plate to Marian. “This is for Rebecca.”


  “No, thanks.”


  “No dessert? You love apple pie.”


  Rebecca shrugged. “I’ll have some later. I’m just not all that hungry right now.” A headache was forming behind her eyes, and the stew was lying like a lump in her stomach.


  She got up and collected stew bowls and put them into the sink. It had been a long day. She was looking forward to bed already, even though it was early. Her father smiled at her as she refilled his coffee cup, then her mother’s.


  “This is your piece, Ben,” said Marian, the second oldest. She handed him the plate with a smile. Their fingers brushed, and a faint blush crept up her cheeks.


  Rebecca stopped beside Ben and stared. Her sister was flirting with Ben!


  Ben realized that Rebecca was standing beside him, coffeepot in hand. Her expression was as cold as the ice cream topping the pie he’d just been handed. “More coffee?” she asked.


  “Danki,” he said and frowned as he watched her pour the hot liquid. Why did she look upset with him?


  “Cream?” Marian asked. “I know you like it in your coffee.”


  “Yes, thanks,” he told her, tearing his gaze from Rebecca, who seemed focused on her sister.


  Confused, he glanced over at Marian as he accepted the pitcher of cream from her. She was looking at him from beneath her lashes, shy . . . flirty? No, it couldn’t be, he told himself. She was what sixteen? He searched his memory. Seventeen? Whatever she was, she was too young for him. And besides, he wanted her older sister.


  He looked at Naomi. She was also watching Marian. Then her gaze moved to him.


  “Ben, how is your pie?” she asked.


  He took a bite. “Wonderful,” he pronounced. He glanced at Rebecca, who had returned the coffeepot to the stove and sat back down. She was rubbing her forehead and looking down at her untouched cup of tea.


  When Rebecca sneezed, her mother gazed at her daughter in concern. “Are you catching cold?”


  “I’m fine, thanks.”


  “Maybe it’s allergies,” Ben said slyly.


  If looks could hurt, he’d have been bleeding. He glanced around, but no one else noticed.


  “Yes, I think it is,” Rebecca responded, and she took a sip of her tea.


  Ben sat back. He was pleasantly full from the meal and pleasantly tired from the day’s work. Just plain pleasant, sitting here in the warm kitchen at the big kitchen table next to Rebecca. He wouldn’t trade it for anything. Well, yes, he would. He’d trade it for a kitchen of their own, a family of their own. But he didn’t think she was ready for that conversation.


  “What kind of kitchen cabinets did you build for the Delaney family?” Marian asked Ben.


  There was nothing Ben loved to talk about more than working with wood. With farmland becoming more expensive in Lancaster County, more men were turning to trades like carpentry. He’d worked with Amos for several years learning the trade, and while he could build just about anything, he found the most satisfaction helping to create kitchens. Maybe that was because he’d always considered it the heart of the home, the place where a family gathered to share God’s abundance of food and talk about the events of the day.


  He loved working with wood, all the varieties from maple to oak to birchand, for some of the fancy Englisch kitchens, woods that came from faraway places like Brazil and Costa Rica.


  But the more he talked, the more he realized that Rebecca was quiet. She looked even paler than before.


  “Ben? Another slice of pie?” Naomi asked.


  “No, thanks. I should be going. I’ll see you in the morning, Amos.”


  Rebecca pulled out a handkerchief and wiped her nose. He started to say something, but she shook her head and glanced at her mother, who was supervising the clearing of the table. He got the message and nodded.


  His going to find her this afternoon hadn’t kept her from catching a chill. And it had only complicated things for him. He was going to remember for a long time how it felt to hold her and have her face so close to his. And he already regretted blurting out what he’d said about blaming him. He knew she’d be asking him about it the next time they were alone.


  He pulled on his coat and watched as Naomi walked over to Rebecca and put the back of her hand against her daughter’s forehead. Rebecca shook her head and said something too low for Ben to pick up, but Naomi put her hands on her hips and gave her the look, the one only mothers know how to give.


  So, he thought, Rebecca hasn’t been able to hide her not feeling well from her mother. It didn’t surprise him. Parents could always sense such things. Especially mothers.


  “Rebecca, you go on to bed. I think you’re coming down with a cold.”


  She turned and shook her head. “I’m fine.” Taking several bowls from Annie, she put them into the hot soapy water in the sink.


  “Annie, why don’t you go ask Marian to read you a story before bed? I’ll help Rebecca with the dishes.”


  Rebecca watched Annie, always a good helper, hesitate. Then she scampered off. Trying not to sigh, Rebecca turned back to the dishes. She sensed that her mamm wanted to talk, and she wasn’t in the mood for it. All she wanted was to finish the chores and go to bed.


  Picking up a clean dishcloth, Naomi came to stand next to the sink. “Is everything okay?”


  Rebecca nodded. She handed her mother a bowl to dry.


  “You were gone a long time.”


  “I just went for a walk.”


  “It was awfully cold for a walk.”


  Rebecca handed another bowl to her mother. “I know.”


  “Are things okay with you and Ben?”


  She nodded. “Why do you ask?”


  “I don’t know. You were frowning at him when he went to sit down.”


  “He was going to sit in Lizzie’s seat.” She stared at the soapy water.


  “It’s not Lizzie’s anymore,” her mamm said gently.


  “I know that!”


  Naomi blinked at the sharpness in Rebecca’s voice.


  Rebecca bit her lip. “I’m sorry,” she said stiffly.


  “Nee, it’s all right. You’re not feeling well.”


  It wasn’t all right to talk to her mamm that way no matter how she felt. Rebecca was ashamed. She cast about in her mind for something to say. “I thought I’d ask Anita for a morning off later this week so I can help take Abram and Annie for their checkups.”


  Naomi stopped drying a dish. “I’d rather you took some time for yourself, Rebecca. All you do is work here or at the shop.”


  “You need the help.”


  Setting down the dish, Naomi placed her hand on Rebecca’s shoulder. “What I need more is to see you looking happier, Dochder.”


  “A daughter should”


  “You are a most dutiful daughter, but we want you to have your own life too. You don’t go out enough with your friends, do the things a young woman does.”


  “I was just out with Ben,” Rebecca told her with a slight smile.


  “A ride home isn’t out with a friend.”


  Rebecca took the dishcloth from her mother and began wiping down the counters. “I’m fine.”


  “Rebecca, I noticed that Marian”


  Amos walked into the kitchen. “There you are,” he said to Naomi. “Would you look over a proposal for me?”


  “Rebecca and I were”


  “It’s all right,” Rebecca said quickly. “I want to get to bed. I’ll see you in the morning. Gut nacht. ”


  Looking away from the expression of disappointment on her mother’s face, she kissed her cheek, then her daed’s, and walked quickly to the stairs.


  Rebecca woke in the night, feverish, her head clogged and her body aching. Wrapping herself in a bathrobe, she went downstairs, found aspirin, and took two with a glass of water. When she climbed into her bed this time, she was warmtoo warmso she lay atop the covers. Several hours later she woke again, cold, and pulled the quilt back up to her chin.


  When she woke next, Marian was shaking her shoulder. “Time to get up.”


  Muttering, Rebecca nodded. “Minutt.” She fell back asleep.


  Her shoulder was being shaken again, this time by her mother. “Rebecca?” A hand touched her forehead. “Marian, Rebecca has a fiewer! Go get her some aspirin and some wasser.”


  “Some wasser would be good,” Rebecca agreed as she sat up. “But I’m getting up. I have to go to work.”


  “No, you cannot go to work today,” Mamm said firmly.


  “It’s just a cold,” Rebecca said, hoping to convince herself. She was seldom ill, but this felt like the flu. She stood, and the room whirled about her. She sank back down on the bed. “Maybe in a minute.”


  Her mother shook her head. “Maybe tomorrow. I’ll get Amos to go by the gift shop and let Anita know you won’t be in today.”


  Marian returned with the aspirin and water.


  Rebecca washed the pills down with the water, drinking every drop. “I’ll lie down for a little while and see how I feel. I’m really not that sick. It’s just a cold.”


  “I’ll bring you breakfast after I get the kinner off to school.”


  “No, I’ll come down,” Rebecca muttered as she sank down onto the bed. “Don’t want you to go to any trouble.”


  Her mother stroked her hot forehead. “It’s no trouble, liebschen. You’re no trouble. Ever. Rest, dear one. Let someone take care of you.”


  Rebecca watched her mother leave the room and felt guilty. How, she wondered, could Mamm still show her such love? She was supposed to watch out for her sister. She was supposed to keep her from harm.


  The Bible talked about being your brother’s keeper. She’d tried to be her sister’s. She’d failed.




End of sample
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