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 Peace I leave with you, my peace I give unto you:






 not as the world giveth, give I unto you.






 Let not your heart be troubled, neither let it be afraid.





JOHN 14:27








PROLOGUE

Katie Miller’s stomach churned as she read the letter she’d just received from her cousin Loraine:

 Dear Katie,

 Wayne and I will be getting married the last Thursday of April. I’d like you to be one of my attendants.

Katie’s heart pounded. There was no way she could go to her cousin’s wedding, much less be one of her attendants.

“Who’s the letter from?” Katie’s grandmother asked, taking a seat on the porch swing beside Katie.

“Loraine. She’s getting married in April, and she wants me to be one of her attendants.” Katie almost choked on the words.

“That’s  wunderbaar. I’m sure you’re looking forward to going.” Katie shook her head. “I don’t want to go.”

“Think how disappointed Loraine would be if you weren’t at her wedding.”

Katie’s gaze dropped to the floor. “I can’t go back to Indiana, Grammy.”

“Loraine and Wayne have been through so much. Don’t you want to be there to share in their joy?”

Katie shivered despite the warm Florida breeze. If Timothy hadn’t been killed on their way to Hershey Park last fall, she’d be planning her own wedding right now.

“Katie, did you hear what I said?”

Katie nodded, hoping she wouldn’t give in to the tears pushing against her eyelids. “If I hadn’t freaked out about a bee in the van, Timothy, Paul, and Raymond would still be alive.” Katie drew in a shaky breath. “Jolene wouldn’t have lost her hearing, either, and Wayne would still have both of his legs.”

“You’re not to blame, Katie. It was an accident. It might have happened even if you hadn’t been afraid of the bee.” Grammy touched Katie’s arm. “You need to accept it and go on with your life.”

“I—I don’t know if I can.”

“Timothy wouldn’t want you to continue grieving for him. He wouldn’t want you to blame yourself for the accident.”

“You’ve said that before.”

“Then you ought to listen.” Grammy took hold of Katie’s hand. “Let’s go inside so you can write Loraine and let her know you’ll be at the wedding.”

“I–I’m afraid to go. The thought of traveling alone scares me. I don’t think I can deal with all the painful memories that are there.”

“Will you go to Loraine’s wedding if I go with you?”

“What about Grandpa? Would he go, too?”

Grammy shook her head. “He has things to do here.”

Katie couldn’t imagine what things Grandpa would have to do. He was retired and spent a good deal of his time at the beach.

“What about it, Katie?” Grammy asked. “Will you go to the wedding if I go along?”

Katie sat for several seconds, thinking things through. Finally, she gave a slow nod. It would be easier going back to Indiana with Grammy along, and as soon as the wedding was over, they’d come back here.








CHAPTER 1

“It sure is good to have you home,” Katie’s father said as they headed down the road in his buggy toward Uncle Amos and Aunt Priscilla’s house. He glanced over at Katie and smiled. “Your  mamm said Loraine was real pleased when she got your letter saying you’d be one of her attendants.”

Katie clutched the folds in her dress as she stared out the window. She didn’t know why she felt so edgy. She hadn’t felt like this when she was in Florida. She’d been depressed after Timothy died, but not quivery inside the way she’d been since she’d climbed into Dad’s buggy. She was grateful they didn’t have far to go.

Dad motioned to what was left of the barn they were passing. “Take a look at the devastation from the tornado that hit this past winter. That terrible storm affected nearly everyone around these parts in some way or another.”

“No one was killed, though, right?”

“No, but some were injured, and the damage was great. Many, like Wayne’s folks, lost their homes, barns, and shops. It’s a good thing the house Wayne started building before he lost his leg didn’t sustain any damage from the tornado,” Dad said. “Several of the men in our community finished it for him, and Wayne’s folks have been livin’ in it ever since.”

“Will they continue living there after Loraine and Wayne get married?” Katie asked. 

Dad nodded. “At least until their own house is done.”

Katie knew from some of the things Loraine had said in her letters that she and Ada hadn’t always gotten along so well. She wondered how things would be with them both living under the same roof.

“Look at the Chupps’ place.” Dad pointed to the left. “They lost their barn, his buggy shop, and the house. Only those who’ve actually seen the destruction of a tornado like we had here can even imagine such a sight.”

Katie gripped the edge of the seat. “I don’t understand why God allows such horrible things to happen.”

He shrugged his broad shoulders. “It’s not our place to question God. His ways are not our ways.”

Katie clamped her teeth together in an effort to keep from saying what was on her mind. Dad wouldn’t understand if she told him how angry she was with God for taking Timothy. He’d probably give her a lecture and say it was Timothy’s time to die, as he’d said to her on the day of Timothy’s funeral.

“Do you know how long you’ll be helping at Loraine’s?” Dad asked.

“Probably most of the day, since I’m sure there’s a lot to be done before the wedding. You can come by sometime before supper and pick me up, or I can ask someone to give me a ride home.”

“I don’t mind coming back for you. I’ll be here around four, okay?”

“That’s fine, but if we get done sooner, I’ll just ask for a ride home.”

“Sounds good.” Dad guided the horse up Uncle Amos’s driveway and directed him toward the barn. When they stopped at the hitching rail, Dad turned to Katie and said, “Have a good day, and don’t work too hard. You’re lookin’ kind of peaked today.”

“I’ll be fine, Dad.” Katie climbed out of the buggy and headed to the house. She wasn’t fine at all. It seemed strange being back here again. She’d only been gone from home a little over six months, but it seemed a lot longer.

She noticed several people in the yard pulling weeds and planting flowers but didn’t see any sign of Loraine or her folks. She figured they must be in the house.

When she stepped onto the back porch, she drew in a shaky breath. She wished Grammy or Mom would have come with her today instead of going shopping in Shipshewana. Katie figured since Mom and Grammy hadn’t seen each other for several months, they probably wanted to spend some time alone.

Just as Katie lifted her hand to knock on the back door, it swung open. Loraine stepped onto the porch and gave Katie a hug. “It’s so good to have you home!  Danki for coming. It means a lot for me to have you and Ella as my attendants.”

“Danki for asking me.” Katie forced a smile. In some ways, it was good to be here, but she felt as out of place as a chicken in a duck pond.

“I just wish Jolene could be here, too.”

“She’s not coming?”

“Huh-uh. Her aunt’s been dealing with carpal tunnel on both of her wrists, and she recently had surgery to correct the problem. Jolene thought it’d be best if she stayed in Pennsylvania to help out.”

“That makes sense. But do you think Jolene will ever come back to Indiana?” Katie asked.

“I hope so.” Loraine opened the door and motioned Katie inside. “Ella and her sister Charlene are in the kitchen. We decided to have a snack before we head out to the barn to help decorate the tables for the wedding meal.”

When Katie entered the kitchen behind Loraine, she saw Ella and Charlene sitting at the table.

Ella jumped up, raced over to Katie, and gave her a hug that nearly took Katie’s breath away. “It’s so good to see you! We’ve all missed you so much!”

Katie smiled. “I’ve missed you, too.”

“Would you like a glass of iced tea?” Loraine asked.

Katie nodded and took a seat at the table.

“How about a piece of my sister’s  appeditlich friendship bread?” Charlene motioned to the plate of bread on the table. 

“I’m sure the bread’s delicious, but I’m not really hungry right now.”

“As skinny as you are, you oughta eat the whole loaf.” Charlene’s eyebrows lifted high. “Are you sure you’re not hungry?”

Katie shook her head.

Ella shot her sister a look of disapproval, but Charlene didn’t seem to notice. She was busy cutting herself another hunk of bread.

“Didn’t you have a birthday last month?” Charlene asked, her mouth full.

Katie nodded. “I turned twenty.”

Charlene grabbed her glass and took a drink. “You’d sure never know it. Why, you don’t look like you’re more than sixteen.” She pointed to herself. “I look older than you.”

Katie groaned inwardly. She didn’t need the reminder that she looked young for her age. She couldn’t help it if she was short, petite, and had the face of a teenager.  At least I act more mature than my sixteen-year-old cousin, she thought.

“I got a letter from Jolene last week,” Ella said. “She won’t be coming to Loraine’s wedding because—”

“She already knows,” Loraine interrupted. “I told her about Jolene’s aunt when we were out on the porch.”

“I wonder if Jolene’s using her aunt’s surgery as an excuse not to come home. She might be afraid that she won’t fit in with the rest of us now that she can’t hear,” Charlene put in.

Ella shot her sister another look. “I’m sure that’s not the reason. Jolene would never make up an excuse not to come to the wedding.”

Katie’s shoulders tensed as she shifted her gaze to the window. What would her cousins think if they knew she hadn’t wanted to come home for the wedding? Did they have any idea how hard it had been for her to make the trip? Even with Grammy along, Katie had felt anxious on the bus ride. Every horn honk and sudden stop had sent shivers up her spine. She knew she couldn’t have made the trip home alone. Even though she wasn’t looking forward to riding the bus again, she looked forward to going back to Florida where there were no painful reminders of the past. 

Loraine stood. “Would anyone like to see my wedding dress?”

Charlene’s hand shot up. “I would!”

“Me, too,” Ella said.

Katie nodded as well.

“I’ll be right back.” Loraine scurried out of the room.

Charlene nudged Katie’s arm. “What’s it like in Pinecraft? That’s where your  grossmudder lives, isn’t it?”

Katie nodded as she fiddled with the edge of the tablecloth. “As you know, Pinecraft is the section of Sarasota where many Plain People have homes or come to rent. It’s a nice community.”

“Is it true that there are no horses and buggies?” Charlene asked. 

Katie nodded. “Unless they’re going out of the area and need to hire a driver, everyone either walks or rides a bike.”

“Do you go to the beach very often?” Ella questioned.

“ Jah. Grandpa and I go there a lot. We enjoy looking for shells, and Grandpa likes to fish.”

Charlene sighed. “I wish I could visit Florida sometime. I’m sure I’d enjoy being on the beach.”

“Maybe you can visit me there sometime.”

Ella’s eyes widened. “You’re going back?”

“Of course. My home’s in Pinecraft now.”

The room got deathly quiet. Ella and Charlene stared at each other as though in disbelief.

Katie figured it was time for a change of subject. “Who did Wayne choose to be his attendants?” she asked.

“Jolene’s  bruder, Andrew, and Freeman Bontrager,” Ella replied. “Wayne and Freeman have become good friends since Freeman and his sister, Fern, moved back to Indiana a few months ago.”

“Freeman opened a bicycle shop,” Charlene added. “Mom and Dad bought me a new bike for my birthday in February.”

“Oh, I see.” Katie stifled a yawn. She’d had trouble falling asleep last night.

“Freeman won’t be helping here today because he has lots of work at the shop.” Charlene sipped her iced tea. “You should see all the bikes he has. I’ll bet he’d do real well if he had a shop in Sarasota, since so many people ride bikes there.” 

“Here it is,” Loraine said, sweeping into the room with a khaki green dress draped over her arm. “I’ll wear a full white apron over the front of the dress, of course.” She held it out to Katie. “What do you think?”

With trembling fingers and a wave of envy, Katie touched the smooth piece of fabric. “It–it’s very nice.”

“Are you okay?” Loraine asked with a look of concern. “Your hand’s shaking.”

Katie dropped both hands into her lap and clutched the folds in her dress. “I’m fine. Just a bit shaky because I didn’t have much breakfast.”

“Then you oughta have a piece of this.” Charlene pushed the plate of friendship bread toward Katie. “You’ll blow away in a strong wind if you don’t put some meat on your bones.”

Katie ground her teeth until her jaw began to ache. One of the first things Mom had said to her when she’d arrived home was that she needed to gain some weight. Of course, Dad had mentioned it, too.

“Charlene’s right.” Ella spoke up. “If you’re feeling shaky, then you should eat something.”

“Maybe you’re right.” Katie grabbed a piece of bread and took a bite. Then she washed it down with a sip of iced tea.


 Bam! The screen door swung open, causing Katie to nearly jump out of her seat. Walking with a slow, stiff gait, Wayne entered the room. His face broke into a wide smile when he saw Katie.  “Wie geht’s?”


“I’m fine.” The lie rolled off Katie’s tongue much too easily. She was getting used to telling people what she thought they wanted to hear.

Wayne moved across the room and stood beside Loraine’s chair. “We’re sure glad you could come for the wedding.”

Katie forced a smile and nodded.

“Would you like to see my new leg?” Before she could respond, Wayne pulled up his pant leg, exposing his prosthesis.

Katie bit back a gasp. “D–does it hurt?” She could hardly get the words out. 

“It did at first, but I’ve pretty well adjusted to it now.” Wayne took a seat beside Loraine. “It could have been worse, and I’m grateful to be alive.”

Uneasiness tightened Katie’s chest, and she blew out a slow, shaky breath. Seeing him like this was a reminder of what she’d caused—and what she’d lost.

Wayne reached around Ella and grabbed a piece of bread. “Looks like you’ve been baking again, huh, Ella?”

She nodded. “It keeps me busy when I’m not helping my  daed in his business.”

“Those wind chimes he makes are so nice,” Loraine said. “I might buy one soon, to hang on our porch.”

“You won’t have to do that,” Charlene said. “Dad and Mom are planning to give you one of his nicest sets of wind chimes for a wedding present.”

Ella poked her sister’s arm. “It was supposed to be a surprise.”

 Charlene covered her mouth. “Oops.”

Loraine poured another glass of iced tea and handed it to Wayne. “How are things going outside?”

“Pretty good. By the end of the day, I think your folks’ yard will look like a park.” He grinned and lifted his glass to take a drink. “This sure hits the spot. It’s getting mighty warm out there. Much warmer than normal for April, I think.”

“That’s fine with me,” Loraine said. “A warm spring day is exactly what I wished we’d have on our wedding day. I hope the weather stays just like it is—at least until Thursday.”

Katie stared out the kitchen window, blinking back tears of envy and frustration.  I’d give anything if it were me and Timothy getting married in two days. Oh Lord, please give me the strength to get through Loraine’s wedding.









CHAPTER 2

Katie squinted against the sunlight streaming through the open window of her bedroom. Today was her cousin’s wedding day, and no matter how much she dreaded going, she knew she was expected to be there on time.

Forcing herself to sit up, she swung her legs over the edge of the bed. Shuffling across the room, she peered out the window. The sky was a deep indigo blue, and the sun shone so brightly she had to shield her eyes from its glare. Loraine had gotten her wish—it was going to be another warm day. Katie wished she could spend the day sitting on the grassy banks by the pond behind their house instead of going to the wedding and putting on a happy face. No matter how bad she felt, though, she couldn’t let on to Loraine or anyone else in her family. Only Grammy knew that Katie hadn’t fully recovered from Timothy’s death, and even she didn’t know the full extent of Katie’s emotional state.

She sighed and turned away from the window. It was time to get dressed and help Mom with breakfast.

***




 “Are you sure you really have to leave the day after tomorrow?” Katie heard Mom say as she approached the kitchen.

“Jah, I need to get back home in time for my friend Anna’s birthday,” Grammy said. “Anna’s a recent widow, and several of her friends are getting together to take her out for lunch, and then I’ll need to...” Grammy’s voice lowered, and Katie couldn’t hear the rest of what she said. Well, it didn’t matter; Katie was relieved to know they’d be returning to Sarasota soon. Even though she didn’t look forward to riding on the bus again, it would be a welcome relief to get back to a place where she felt free from so many reminders of the past.

When Katie stepped into the kitchen, she was greeted by a friendly smile from Grammy, who stood at the sink filling the coffeepot with water.

“Didn’t you sleep well, Katie?” Mom asked, moving away from the stove, where she’d been frying a slab of bacon.  “Du bischt awwer verschlofe heit.”


Katie yawned and stretched her arms over her head. “I guess I am sleepyheaded. I had trouble sleeping.”

“You were probably excited about the wedding today, jah?”

Katie nodded and forced a smile. She felt nervous about being one of Loraine’s attendants, but if she admitted that to Mom, she’d probably be given a bunch of suggestions on how to relax.

“I know I’ve said this before, but it’s awfully good to have you home.” Mom gave Katie a hug. “Your daed and I have missed you so much. So have your brothers and their families.”

“I ... I missed you all, too.” Katie looked around, anxious for something to do—anything to keep her hands busy. “Is there something you’d like me to do?” she asked.

“Why don’t you scramble up some eggs?” Mom pointed to the refrigerator. “Your daed brought in some fresh ones earlier, so there should be plenty.”

Katie took a carton of eggs from the refrigerator and set it on the counter. When she removed a bowl from the cupboard she bumped her arm. The bowl slipped out of her hand and crashed to the floor.

“ Ach, Katie, watch what you’re doing!” Mom’s forehead wrinkled. “Are you feeling  naerfich about the wedding? Your hands are sure shaking.”

“Guess I am a little nervous. This is the first wedding I’ve been asked to take part in.”

Katie went down on her knees to pick the bowl up, relieved that it hadn’t broken.

When she stood, Mom said, “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine.”

“I’ve got the coffee going now, so Katie, why don’t you let me scramble the eggs?” Grammy smiled. “Then you can have a seat at the table and visit with your mamm and me until your daed comes in to eat.”

Katie shook her head. “I don’t need to sit. I want to help with breakfast.”

“Then why don’t you run down to the basement for me? I’d like to have a jar of my homemade salsa to put on the table.” Mom smiled. “You know how much your daed likes salsa on his eggs.”

“Okay.” Katie grabbed a flashlight from a wall peg near the door and hurried from the room. When she reached the basement, she lit a gas lamp and made her way to the area where Mom kept all her canning goods. Several shelves were loaded with an array of jars filled with peaches, pears, beets, carrots, and several other fruits and vegetables, as well as the salsa. As she reached for some salsa, something furry brushed her bare foot.

Katie jumped as a little gray mouse skittered past her and ducked into a hole across the room.  Calm down, she told herself.  It’s just a little maus.

She grabbed the jar of salsa, turned off the gas lamp, and hurried up the stairs.

“I think Dad needs to set some mousetraps in the basement,” Katie said to Mom when she entered the kitchen. “I saw a maus down there.”

Mom pursed her lips. “I thought he had set some traps. Guess he’ll need to set a few more.”

“A few more what?” Dad asked, walking through the doorway.

“Mousetraps,” Mom said. “Katie saw a maus in the basement.”

“I’ll take care of it after we get home from the wedding.” Dad hurried to the sink and washed his hands. “Is breakfast ready? We’ll need to get going soon.” 

Mom nodded. “Sit yourself down, and we’ll put things on the table.”

After everyone was seated, they bowed their heads for silent prayer. Katie prayed for strength to get through the day and asked God to calm her racing heart.

When the prayer was done, they hurried through their meal, although Katie only picked at the food on her plate. How could she eat when it felt as if a brigade of butterflies was fluttering around in her stomach?

She pushed her chair away from the table and was about to grab her plate when Mom said, “You’d better eat more than that if you’re going to make it through the day, Katie.”

“I can’t eat any more.”

“It’ll be a long time until the first wedding meal’s served. I really think you should—”

“Let the girl be, JoAnn,” Dad said. “If she’s hungry, she’ll eat.”

Katie was relieved when Mom didn’t press the issue. It was bad enough that her stomach was tied in knots; she didn’t need Mom pestering her to eat.

When the kitchen had been cleaned up and dishes were done, Katie and her family hurried outside and climbed into Dad’s buggy.

The buggy horse stamped nervously, obviously anxious to be on his way. Katie sure wasn’t anxious to go. The more she thought about her part in Loraine’s wedding, the more nervous she became. The only thing that might make it a little easier to get through the day was knowing that in just a few days, she and Grandma would be on their way to Florida.

***




 “Are you naerfich?” Freeman asked Wayne when he joined him and Loraine’s cousin Andrew outside the Hershbergers’ buggy shed where the wedding service would be held.

Wayne gave a quick nod and clasped his hands together. “I’ve never felt more nervous, but I’m feeling  glicklich to be marrying the woman I love.” 

“So if you’re feeling lucky, then you must not be gettin’ cold feet.”

“Just one cold foot.” Wayne pointed to his artificial limb. “This foot doesn’t feel anything at all.” He chuckled and punched Andrew’s arm.

Andrew snickered. “I’ve never known anyone who liked to joke around the way you do.”

“What about Jake? He always has lots of funny stories.”

“Speaking of Jake,” Freeman spoke up, “will he be coming today?”

Wayne shook his head. “I got a letter from him last week. Said he was busy at the horse ranch in Montana and wouldn’t be able to make it to our wedding.”

Freeman had a feeling the reason Jake wasn’t coming to this special event had more to do with the fact that he used to date Loraine than it did with him being too busy. He couldn’t really blame him. It would be hard for any man to watch the woman he loved marry someone else. Not that Freeman knew anything about that personally. He was twenty-two years old but had only had a couple of girlfriends so far. He’d never been serious about either of them.

“Looks like Loraine and her attendants are heading this way,” Andrew said, nudging Wayne’s arm.

Freeman glanced to his left. Ella walked beside Loraine, and he recognized Katie Miller, the shorter of the two, walking with her. He hadn’t seen Katie since he’d moved to Ohio with his family several years ago, but he didn’t think she’d changed much. Same emerald green eyes, shiny brown hair, and turned-up nose. She was only two years younger than him, but she looked more like a fifteen-year-old girl than she did a woman.

“Are you ready for this?” Loraine asked, stepping up to Wayne.

He grinned down at her. “I’m a bit naerfich, but I’m more than ready to make you my  fraa.”

Loraine’s cheeks turned pink when she smiled at her groom. Then she turned to Freeman and said, “You remember my cousin Katie, don’t you?” 

“Of course.” He smiled at Katie. “It’s good to see you again.”

She gave a nod but averted her gaze.

Freeman remembered how when they were children, Katie had been a little chatterbox. She’d always asked their teacher a lot of questions and often whispered to her friends when she should have been paying attention.

Freeman heard some laughter and glanced to his right. Eunice Byler was walking across the yard with her parents and twelve-year-old brother, Richard. The Bylers had moved to Indiana a few weeks ago, after leaving Pennsylvania in search of more land. Eunice’s dad had stopped by Freeman’s bicycle shop a few days after they’d moved and purchased bikes for Eunice and Richard. Since that time, Eunice had come by the shop a couple of times to ask Freeman some questions about her bike.

“It’s time for us to go in now.” Wayne leaned closer to Loraine. “Just think, by this time next year, we’ll be celebrating our first anniversary.”

“You might even have a  boppli by then,” Ella said with a twinkle in her eyes.

***




 The wedding service seemed to drag on and on as the congregation sang songs and listened to the messages being preached by some of the visiting ministers. It was so hot inside the building that steam had formed around the edges of the windows.

When Loraine and Wayne finally stood in front of the bishop to say their vows, Katie noticed that Wayne’s eyes glistened with tears, although his face wore a broad smile, as did Loraine’s.

“Can you confess, brother, that you accept this, our sister, as your wife, and that you will not leave her until death separates you?” the bishop asked Wayne.

Without hesitation, Wayne nodded and said, “Yes.”

Katie blinked against a rush of tears as a sense of unease grew within her like a gathering storm. She attempted to focus on what the bishop was saying to Loraine, but the rapid rhythm of her heartbeat made if difficult to stay focused. The unexplained fear she felt increased, and a nauseous bile rose in her throat.


 I need to concentrate on something else. Katie glanced to the other side of the room where several young boys sat. They looked bored. One of them chewed gum. Another twiddled his fingers. A third boy stared out the window with a look of longing on his face. Did he wish to be outside as much as Katie did?

She looked at the section where the men sat. One young father held his sleeping young son in his lap. Another sat with a restless baby in his arms.

Her gaze swung to the other side of the room. Some of the younger girls sat quietly whispering to one another, and a few of them held their dolls in their laps.

Hearing a baby cry, Katie’s attention was drawn to the benches where some of the young mothers sat. One woman held a baby against her shoulder and was gently patting its back. Another, whose baby had fallen asleep, stroked the infant’s flushed cheek with her thumb.

“‘Husbands love your wives, even as Christ also loved the church, and gave himself for it,’” the bishop quoted from Ephesians 5:25.

Katie’s face heated up then broke into a cold sweat. Her hands felt frozen, yet the air in the room was stifling. It felt as if something heavy was pushing on her chest. Her stomach clenched. She needed some air. She needed to get out of this room!

With no thought of what anyone might think, Katie jumped up and raced out the door. 








CHAPTER 3

Katie’s legs shook as she stood outside the Hershbergers’

buggy shed trying to cool off and calm her racing heart. The fresh scent of earth coming from the first warm days of spring offered little comfort. She couldn’t believe she’d gotten up in the middle of Loraine and Wayne’s wedding vows and rushed outside. She couldn’t believe she was such a ball of nerves.


 There must be something wrong with me. Am I losing my mind? A shudder rippled through Katie. When she had been sitting in that buggy shed, she’d felt as if she was going to die. Was that how Timothy had felt right before his life was snuffed out?

A gentle hand touched Katie’s shoulder, and she whirled around. Ella stood behind her with a worried expression.

“Are you okay? You look  umgerennt.”

Katie shook her head. “I’m not upset. It was so hot in there, and I—I needed some fresh air.” She fanned her face with her hands and blew out a quick breath.

“Your face looks flushed. Maybe you should go up to the house and get a drink of water.”

“I’m okay now. I just need to stay out here awhile so I can cool down.”

“The wedding will be over soon, and then we’ll be heading over to Aunt Priscilla and Uncle Amos’s place for the first meal of the day. Maybe you’ll feel better once you’ve had something to eat.” 

“Jah, maybe so.” Katie wished she didn’t have to go to even one of the wedding meals, but with her being one of Loraine’s attendants, she didn’t see any way she could get out of it.

Ella slipped her arm around Katie’s waist. “Are you sure you’re all right?”

“I’m fine. I just need to be alone for a while.”

Ella looked stunned. “You’re not going back inside for the rest of the wedding?”

“No.”

“I’ll wait out here with you then.”

Katie shook her head. “It wouldn’t look right if we both stayed out here. Everyone will wonder what’s going on.”

“You’re probably right. Guess I’d better get back inside.”

When Ella left, Katie decided to start walking up the road to Uncle Amos and Aunt Priscilla’s house. Maybe her help would be needed in the kitchen. At least that would occupy her hands and hopefully keep her from thinking too many negative thoughts.

***




 “How come you left the wedding?” Loraine asked when she stepped into her mother’s kitchen and found Katie mixing a fruit salad.

“It was too warm in there, and I needed some air.” Katie glanced past Loraine’s shoulder. “Where’s Wayne? Shouldn’t the two of you be seated at your table by now?”

Loraine nodded. “And so should our attendants.”

Katie’s face flamed. “I’m—uh—busy helping here.”

“You’re not one of the cooks, you know. You’re supposed to be with the wedding party.”

Katie dropped her gaze to the floor. “I’ll be there as soon as I’m done with the salad.”

“I can do that for you.” Selma Hershberger scurried across the room and took the spoon from Katie.

As Loraine followed Katie out the door, she felt concerned. Not only had Katie run outside in the middle of the wedding, but she was acting awfully strange. It seemed as though she’d rather be helping in the kitchen than joining the others at the wedding meal. What happened to the old Katie who used to be full of laughter and enjoyed being with people?

When they entered the barn where the tables had been set up a few days before, Loraine took a seat on the left side of her groom, while Ella seated herself beside Loraine, with Katie next to her. Andrew and Freeman took seats on the right side of Wayne.

Loraine looked over at Ella and said, “I’ve smiled so much already today that the muscles in my cheeks are beginning to ache.”

“It’s been a happy, blessed day, and you have every right to smile.” Ella squeezed Loraine’s arm. “Seeing two people I care so much about come together as husband and wife brought tears to my eyes.”

“It brought a few tears to my eyes as well,” Loraine said.

“Same here.” Wayne leaned closer to Loraine. “When the bishop asked if I’d accept you as my wife and never leave until death separates us, I got so choked up I wasn’t sure I could answer his question.”

Loraine reached under the table and clasped Wayne’s hand. “When I think of how close I came to losing you, I get choked up, too.”

He squeezed her fingers in response. “I hope we never take each other for granted. I want us to teach our  kinner to appreciate their family and live each day to the fullest.”

“I agree with that.” Loraine glanced over at Katie. She still seemed sad and nervous. She hadn’t said more than a few words to anyone since they’d sat down at the table. Was she missing Timothy? Was she thinking about the wedding they’d never have?

As they bowed their heads for silent prayer before the meal began, Loraine thanked God for her new husband and asked Him to bless all of her family—especially Katie.

***




 “With all this food being served here, I hate to think of how full we’ll be by the end of the day,” Freeman said to Andrew.

Andrew chuckled and reached for the bowl of fruit salad one of the waiters had just put on the table. “Think maybe I’ll run around awhile between each of the meals that will be served throughout the day. When I get tired of that, I might make some animal balloons for some of the kinner.”

Freeman’s interest was piqued. “I didn’t know you could do that. Is it hard to learn?”

“Some of the basic balloon animals are fairly easy, but a few of them are pretty difficult to make.” Andrew shoveled a heaping spoonful of fruit salad onto his plate. “The hardest part of making balloon animals is blowing ’em up.”

“Does it take a lot of air?”

“Sure does, which is why I usually use the hand pump when I’ve got a lot of balloons to blow up.”

“Making balloon animals sounds like fun,” Freeman said as Andrew passed him the salad bowl.

“It is, and so are balloons I make look like flowers. The beagle on a bike is my favorite one, though.”

“Beagle on a bike, huh? Now that sounds like the kind of balloon I should to learn to make.”

“I’d be glad to show you sometime,” Andrew offered.

Freeman shrugged. “Guess we’ll have to see how it goes. Between my job at the bike shop and your job at the harness shop in Topeka, neither one of us has a lot of free time.”

“That’s true, but I’ll make the time if you’re interested.”

“I’m definitely interested, so I’ll let you know when we can.” Freeman glanced at the tables where some of the young women sat and caught Eunice looking at him. He smiled and gave her a nod. She returned his smile with one of her own. Her shiny blond hair and vivid blue eyes made her stand out in the crowd. He figured it wouldn’t take her long to find a boyfriend. Next year at this time, she could even be the one getting married.

He looked past the bridal couple and noticed Katie. There wasn’t much food on her plate, and what was there looked like it had hardly been touched.  I wonder if she’s on a diet.


Freeman shook his head. Katie Miller didn’t need to lose any weight. If anything, she needed to gain a few pounds. He had a feeling something was going on with Katie. She’d been acting kind of strange all day. The way she’d run out during the wedding made him wonder if she might be sick.

“Here you go,” Andrew said, handing Freeman a platter of fried chicken.

“Danki.” Freeman forked a piece onto his plate and handed the platter to Wayne. Then he turned his attention back to Katie again. She fidgeted in her chair, and her hand shook as she reached for her glass of water and took a drink.


 She’s either sick or nervous about something, he decided.  The way she’s acting makes me think...


“Here’s some more food to put on your plate.” Andrew handed Freeman a bowl of mashed potatoes and then some gravy and bread filling.

Freeman helped himself and passed the bowls along. As he ate his meal, he kept glancing at Katie. She didn’t look well at all.

***




 The napkin in front of Katie bore nothing but crumbs, and she didn’t even remember eating the roll that had been on her plate. That same panicky feeling she’d had during the wedding was coming over her again. She didn’t want to make a fool of herself by rushing outside, so she reached for her glass of water and took a drink.  I’ll never make it through the rest of the day. Help me, Lord.


She glanced at the smiling newlyweds and wondered how she could make her escape without arousing too much suspicion. Leaning close to Ella, she whispered, “I’m not feeling so well. I think I’d better go home.”

Deep wrinkles formed across Ella’s forehead. “What’s wrong. Are you  grank?”

Katie’s chin quivered, and her throat felt so clogged she could barely speak. “I ... I’m not sure.”

“Do you want me to see if I can find your folks?”

“No, I can do that. Please explain things to Loraine for me, would you?” 

“Sure.” Ella patted Katie’s arm in a motherly fashion. “I hope you feel better soon.”

Katie was on the verge of saying she hoped so, too, when she was hit by a sudden wave of nausea. She covered her mouth, jumped up, and bolted from the room.

Outside, she drew in a couple of deep breaths and was relieved when the nausea finally subsided. Then her head started to pound. Maybe she really was sick. She might be coming down with the flu.

She glanced around the yard and spotted her father standing near the barn talking to Uncle Amos. She hurried over to him and said, “Can you take me home, Dad? I’m not feeling well.”

“Are you grank?” he asked with a look of concern.

She nodded. “I’ve got a  koppweh, and my stomach’s upset.”

“Maybe it’s one of those sick headaches,” Uncle Amos spoke up. “My fraa gets ’em sometimes when she’s feeling stressed out.”

“Are you feeling stressed?” Dad asked Katie.

She shook her head. “I think I might be coming down with the flu.”

“I’d better take you home then.” Dad motioned to the long line of buggies parked in the field. “You can wait in our buggy while I get your mamm and grossmudder.”

“Why don’t you let them stay awhile? You can take me home and then come back here to enjoy the rest of your day.”

Dad frowned. “Your mamm wouldn’t like the idea of you goin’ home alone if you’re sick.”

“I’m not that sick, and there’s no reason for her to know.”

“You sure about that? I mean, if you think you need—”

“I’ll be fine once I’m home and can lie down awhile.”

“Okay.” Dad started walking toward the horses, and Katie sprinted for their buggy. She could hardly wait to get home.

As they headed down the road, Katie spotted an Amish couple sitting under a gazebo in their front yard. Two small children played nearby. Katie’s heart ached at the sight of them. She longed to have a husband and children of her own.

When Dad turned off the main road and into their driveway, the horse picked up speed and headed straight for the barn. As soon as the buggy came to a stop, Katie hopped out. “I’ll see you later, Dad!”

Her feet churned against the grass as she raced for the house. Flinging the door open, she leaned against the wall and drew in a couple of deep breaths. Her head still hurt, and her stomach hadn’t completely settled, but she felt safer and calmer than she had all day.

The stairs creaked as Katie made her way up to her room. When she opened the door, a blast of warm air hit her full in the face. She hurried to open the window, and when a trickle of air floated into the room, she breathed deeply. She stood there several seconds then flopped onto her bed.

Plumping up the pillow, she closed her eyes and tried to relax. She hoped Loraine wasn’t too upset that she’d skipped out like that. She’d really had no other choice, for if she’d stayed at the table, she might have thrown up or even passed out.

Uninvited tears seeped from under Katie’s lashes. She’d never felt sick enough to run away from a gathering like that, and the fearful thoughts she’d had today made no sense at all.

She opened her eyes and dabbed at the wetness beneath them. She tried to pray, but no words would come. Looking ahead to the future caused Katie’s feelings of anxiety to return. After all, what kind of a future was there for someone like her? 








CHAPTER 4

When Katie came downstairs the following morning, she heard whispered voices coming from the kitchen. A sense of dread balled in her stomach when Grammy said, “I agree with you, Jeremy. Katie’s been living with us long enough. Under the circumstances, I think it’s best if she remains here with you and JoAnn.”

Katie rushed into the kitchen, but before she could open her mouth to protest, Mom turned in her chair and said,  “Mir hen yuscht vun dir ghat.”


Katie’s head bobbed up and down as she swallowed around the lump in her throat. “I know you were talking about me. I heard Grammy say she didn’t want me to go back to Florida with her.”

Grammy shook her head. “I never said that, Katie. I said I thought under the circumstances that you need to stay here.”

“What circumstances?”

Grammy rose from her chair and slipped her arm around Katie’s waist. “Grandpa and I won’t be living in Florida much longer, so—”

Katie’s mouth fell open. “What? Where are you going?”

“We’re moving to Wisconsin to be closer to my sister, Mary. She’s been widowed for sometime and is having some health problems, so we’ve decided to move there and help her out.”

“That’s the reason my daed didn’t come to Indiana with my mamm,” Mom said. “He needed to stay in Sarasota and get the house ready to rent out.”

Katie groaned as she sank into a chair at the table. “Why wasn’t I told about this sooner?”

Grammy’s face turned crimson. “We didn’t want to upset you. Your grandpa and I thought that after you came back here and saw everyone again, you’d be more receptive to the idea of staying.”

Katie folded her arms and frowned. “I was looking forward to going back to Florida. I ... I like it there.”

“We know you do, but we’re not going to be there, and it’s best that you stay here with your folks.”

Katie gave a woeful shake of her head. “I can’t stay. There are too many painful memories here.”

“You can’t run from the past for the rest of your life,” Mom said.

Katie clasped Grammy’s arm. “Can’t you just go to Wisconsin to help Mary for a while and then move back to Florida when she’s better?”

“I’m not sure she’ll ever be better, and we’re going to do what we think is best for Mary,” Grammy said.


 Doesn’t anyone care what’s best for me? Katie bit her bottom lip in an effort to keep from crying. She knew she was being selfish, but the thought of Grandpa and Grandma leaving Florida, where she’d felt safe these last several months, made her nausea return. She’d be happier in Florida. She’d even made a few friends there. How could they expect her to stay here with all her painful memories?

“Maybe I could get a job and rent your house in Pinecraft,” Katie said, feeling more desperate by the minute.

Grammy shook her head. “We’ve already found someone to rent it.”

“Now that we’ve got everything settled,” Dad said before Katie could protest further, “let’s eat breakfast so I can get to work making windows in my shop, and you and your mamm can open your stamp shop.”

Mom looked over at Katie. “I was hoping you could work by yourself for a few hours this afternoon while I go to my dental appointment.” 

A sense of panic seized Katie, and she gripped the edge of her chair. “You want me to work there alone?”

Before Mom could reply, Grammy spoke up. “If there’s anything I can do at the shop, I’d be happy to help out.”

Katie breathed a sigh of relief. She hadn’t worked in the stamp shop for several months. The thought of waiting on customers made her feel apprehensive. “I’d appreciate the help,” she said with a nod.

***




 “Would you like some more eggs?” Freeman’s grandmother asked, smiling at him from across the table.

He shook his head. “No thanks. I’ve got lots to do today, so I’d better get out to my shop.” He stood.

“How late do you plan to work today?” Grandma asked.

Freeman shrugged. “Don’t know. Guess that all depends on how much work I get done.”

“I hope you’ll be finished in time for us to take Fern out to supper like we’d planned.”

Freeman’s forehead wrinkled. “We’re taking Fern to supper?”

Grandma sighed. “I’m glad she went to town early this morning to do some shopping. I wouldn’t want her to hear that her bruder has obviously forgotten that today’s her birthday.”

Freeman’s face heated up. “Oh, that’s right. Guess it must have slipped my mind.”

Grandma held up her hand. “No need to offer an excuse. Just make sure you’re done working in time to take us to supper.”

“Okay.” Freeman started across the room and was about to pluck his hat off the wall peg when he turned back around. “Do you have any idea what Fern might like for her birthday? Has she dropped any hints?”

Grandma shook her head. “She’s given me no hints, but I know she’s been working on a scrapbook the last few months. Maybe some rubber stamps would be appreciated.”

“Is that what you planned to give her?”

“No. I made her something for her hope chest.” Grandma sipped her coffee. “If you can spare the time, why don’t you go over to the Millers’ stamp shop today and see what you can find.”

Freeman nodded. “I’ll try to do that during my lunch hour.”

Grandma smiled. “Would you like me to take a sandwich out to you shortly before noon so you can eat while you’re riding over to the Millers’?”

“That won’t be necessary. I’ll pick something up on my way back home.” Freeman plopped his hat on his head and hurried out the door.

When he entered his shop a few minutes later, he lit the gas lamps then quickly set to work on a bike one of their English neighbors had brought in for repairs.

He’d only been working a short time when the shop door opened and Eunice stepped in.

“Wie geht’s?” she asked with a cheerful smile.

“Can’t complain. How about you?”

“I’m doing well.” Her smile widened as she moved closer to him. “Looks like you’re hard at work.”

He nodded. “Always have something to do, it seems.”

“I’m still enjoying the bicycle my daed bought for me.”

“Glad you like it.”

She squatted down beside him and leaned so close that he could see the smattering of light-colored freckles on her nose. “The bike you’re working on looks like a nice one. How many speeds does it have?”

“It’s a 21-speed, just like yours.”

“What’s wrong with it?”

Freeman motioned to the back of the bike. “The wheel’s bent, the chain’s messed up, and one of the pedals is broken.”

“What happened?”

“Wally Andrews, the owner of the bike, took a bad spill the other day.”

“Was he hurt?”

“Just a few scrapes and bruises.” Freeman grimaced. “The bike took the worst of it.”

“You sure seem to know what you’re doing. How long have you been repairing bikes?” 

“Since I was sixteen. My uncle in Ohio trained me well.” Freeman reached for the wrench lying on the floor beside Eunice. “The last time you were here, you mentioned that you’d been looking for a job. Have you found one yet?”

She shook her head. “No one seems to be hiring right now. Things are tight all over.”

“I know. Hopefully, once the tourists begin pouring into Shipshewana when the flea market opens next month, some jobs will come open.”

“I hope so.” Eunice offered him another pleasant smile. “If you’re not too busy this afternoon, would you like to come over to my house for lunch? My mamm fixed too much chicken corn soup for supper last night. You’d be doing us a favor if you helped us eat some of it for lunch.”

“I appreciate the offer, but I have an errand to run during my lunch hour.”

Her pale eyebrows furrowed. “That’s too bad. If you came for lunch, it would give us a chance to get better acquainted.”

“Maybe some other time.”

A light danced in her eyes. “You mean it?”

He nodded.

“How about coming over for supper this evening?”

“I can’t. Today’s my sister’s birthday. I’ll be taking her and my grossmudder to supper.”

“Oh, I see.” Eunice sighed. “I’m going to be busy helping my mamm with the garden the first part of next week, but what about Saturday? Would you be free to have lunch with me then?”

Freeman shook his head. “That’s the day of the school program and potluck meal. Since my sister’s one of the teachers, I think she’d like me to be there.”

“Oh, that’s right, I’d forgotten about the program. When would you be free?”

“How about the following Saturday?”

“All right then.” Eunice stood and smoothed the wrinkles in her dress. “Guess I’d better let you get back to work. See you at church tomorrow, Freeman.” 

As the door shut behind Eunice, Freeman slapped the side of his head. “I hope she doesn’t think we’re a courting couple just because I agreed to have lunch with her in a few weeks.”

***




 By the time Katie and Grammy had been working in the stamp shop a few hours, Katie had begun to relax. She’d almost forgotten how much she enjoyed the work.

Grammy placed a stack of off-white cardstock on one of the shelves. “There are so many interesting things in this shop. I think it must be a fun place to work.”

Katie nodded. “I was just thinking that. When I worked here with Mom before I went to Florida, and we weren’t waiting on customers or stocking shelves, we used to take a few minutes out to work on our own scrapbooking projects. We also liked to make cards that we could give to our friends and family on special occasions.”

Grammy nodded. “Your mamm has sent me several of her homemade cards over the years, and I’ve always enjoyed getting them. I think a homemade card’s so much more personal than one that’s bought in a store.”

Katie was about to comment when the bell above the shop door jingled and Loraine walked in. “How are you today?” she asked, stepping up to Katie. “I was worried when you left the wedding meal.”

“Didn’t Ella tell you I left early because I wasn’t feeling well?”

Loraine nodded. “But I wanted to come by and find out if you’re okay.”

“I’m fine now.”

“Glad to hear it.” Loraine slipped her arm around Katie’s waist. “It’s good to see you working in the stamp shop again.”

“Looks like I’ll be working here from now on, because Grammy and Grandpa are planning to rent their place out and move to Wisconsin. That means I won’t be going back to Sarasota.”

Grammy explained about her sister’s ill health then turned to Katie and said, “It’s almost lunchtime. If you don’t need me for anything right now, I think I’ll go up to the house and fix us something to eat.”

“That’s fine,” Katie said with a nod. “We can eat it out here so I won’t have to close the stamp shop.”

Grammy smiled at Loraine. “If you’re not here when I get back, I’ll see you at church tomorrow. I’ll be leaving for Florida on Monday morning to finish getting ready for the move, so Sunday will be my last chance to say good-bye to everyone.”

“It’s been nice seeing you again,” Loraine said. “I hope things go well with your move.”

After Grammy left the shop, Katie started putting some stamps on the shelves. “Are you and Wayne getting settled into your new house?” she asked Loraine.

“Pretty much. We moved our wedding gifts over there yesterday after we’d finished helping clean things up at my folks’ place. You probably heard that Wayne’s parents lost their house when the tornado hit last winter, so they’ve been living in Wayne’s house ever since. They’ll continue to do so until their new house is finished.”

“How long do you think that will be?” Katie asked.

Loraine shrugged. “Don’t know. Crist and Wayne have been so busy in the taxidermy shop that they haven’t had much free time to work on it. Now that spring’s here, many of our Amish neighbors are busy planting their fields, so I doubt they’ll get much help on the house from them, either.”

“I hope it goes okay with you and Ada living under the same roof. I know you two didn’t always get along so well.”

“Things are better between Ada and me now. I don’t think it should be too difficult to have her and Crist staying with us.”

Katie motioned to the stamps she’d put on the shelf. “Mom said these recently came in, so if you need any new stamps, you might wanna choose ’em now before they’re all picked over.”

“Actually, I need to run some errands in Shipshe right now,” Loraine said, “but maybe I’ll come by sometime next week and take a look.”

“Okay. I’m sure they won’t all be sold by then.” 

Loraine gave Katie a hug. “I’m glad you’re feeling better, and I’ll see you at church tomorrow morning. It’ll be at Ella’s folks’ place.”

Katie nodded. She hoped sitting in her uncle’s barn with a crowd of people wouldn’t bother her as much as it had during Loraine’s wedding.

Loraine waved as she went out the door. A few minutes later, the bell above the door jingled again. Thinking it might be Grammy with their lunch, Katie continued to stock the shelves and didn’t look at the door.

“Can ya help me find something my sister might like?” a deep voice asked.

Startled, Katie dropped the stamps she’d been holding. When she turned and bumped into Freeman, she gasped. 
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