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 To my six wunderbaar grandchildren, Jinell, Madolynne, Rebekah, Ric, Philip, and Richelle. You are each one of God’s special miracles.






 Commit thy way unto the LORD; trust also in him; and he shall bring it to pass.





PSALM 37:5











CHAPTER 1

Rebekah Stoltzfus sat on the sidelines in her wheelchair, watching with envy as the others who had come to the young people’s singing played a game of volleyball.

Sixteen-year-old Harold Beachy zipped past Rebekah, nearly bumping into her wheelchair. “Oops, sorry.”

Rebekah opened her mouth to reply, but Harold had already raced to the other side of the volleyball net to join the game. She sighed. “What’s the use? No one seems to know I’m here anyway.”

Self-pity was a common occurrence for Rebekah these days, as she struggled to deal with her insecurities and envy of others who could do all the things she couldn’t do. Take her cousin, Mary Ellen Hilty, for example. Mary Ellen had lots of suitors and could probably have her pick of any of the young men if she wanted.

Rebekah and Mary Ellen had become cousins by marriage when Mary Ellen’s father, Amos, had married Rebekah’s aunt Miriam. The young girls had been friends before that, but after the joining of their families, they had become even closer, despite the fact that they were nothing alike. 

Mary Ellen had dark brown hair and hazel-colored eyes, while Rebekah had light brown hair and pale blue eyes.

Mary Ellen, who had been teaching at the Amish one-room schoolhouse for the last year, was fun loving, self-assured, and outgoing, which was probably why all the young men admired her. Rebekah, on the other hand, was quiet, self-conscious, and certain that no one except her family could possibly love her. She lacked the confidence seen in most young women her age.

Rebekah hadn’t always been shy, however. In fact, when she was a little girl, she used to be as outgoing as Mary Ellen was now. But thirteen years ago, everything had changed when a freak accident left her crippled.

Rebekah still remembered the details of the accident as though it had happened yesterday. A storm had come up just as Aunt Mim, who’d been the schoolteacher back then, had dismissed the class to go home after school ended for the day. Aunt Mim had promised to give Rebekah a ride home, and Rebekah had gone outside to wait in the buggy while Aunt Mim finished cleaning the blackboard. Rebekah had just reached the buggy, which had been parked under a tree, when she heard a terrible snap and was knocked to the ground.

The next thing she knew, she was in the hospital with doctors and nurses standing over her bed, looking ever so serious. Her distraught parents stood nearby, and Mom was weeping for all she was worth. When Rebekah had asked what was wrong, she’d been informed that a branch had broken from the tree and fallen across her back, knocking her unconscious. The blow had injured part of her spinal cord, and she would probably never walk again.

The reality didn’t truly sink in until one month later when Rebekah was allowed to go home. It was then that she’d come to realize exactly what her limitations would be. She would be confined to a wheelchair, unable to walk, run, and play the way other children could do. Her grandmother Anna Stoltzfus had moved into their house in order to help care for Rebekah. That gave Rebekah a clue that she would always be a burden to those she loved. She would never be able to live a normal life—never marry, never have children of her own.

“Are you havin’ fun?”

Rebekah’s thoughts came to a halt when Emma Troyer skidded to a stop in front of her wheelchair, red-faced and panting for breath.


 How can I have fun while I sit here on the sidelines watching you and the others play games? Rebekah kept her thoughts to herself and nodded in reply. After so many years of being left out of things, she had come to realize that there was no use in complaining, as it would do nothing to change her condition. She’d learned to suffer in silence and put on a brave front as though her handicap didn’t matter. Trouble was it did matter because it singled her out as being different from the rest of her family and friends.

“We should be eating soon,” Emma said, nodding toward the refreshment table.

“ Jah, I expect so.”

“Well, guess I’ll go see if I can get in on the next game of volleyball.” Emma patted Rebekah’s shoulder, offering her a sympathetic-looking smile; then she hurried away.

Rebekah hated to see pity on anyone’s face. It wasn’t their sympathy or pity she wanted. What she needed was a miracle. Some said she’d already had one miracle. Leastways, that’s what everyone had called it when, after several months of physical therapy, Rebekah had been able to stand and even take a few steps on her own. Of course, in order to do it, she needed leg braces and a pair of special crutches strapped to her arms. Some miracle that was! It took a lot of effort to walk that way, so Rebekah spent most of her time in her wheelchair. One of the few things she did that she would consider useful was the monthly column she wrote for  The Budget, an Amish newspaper. As one of the scribes for the paper, she often wrote about some of the major happenings in their area of Lancaster County, but that was nothing compared to what other people her age got to do.

Rebekah caught sight of Mary Ellen running through the tall grass across the yard with several young fellows right on her heels. Mary Ellen lifted her hand in a wave, and Rebekah waved back, wishing that she, too, could run through the grass with even one suitor following her.

It was obvious by the smile on Mary Ellen’s face that she enjoyed all the attention she’d received this evening. And why wouldn’t she? Rebekah was sure that any woman who had so many men interested in her would take pleasure in it, too.

She swallowed past the lump in her throat and squeezed her eyes shut, willing herself not to give in to the threatening tears. Crying wouldn’t do her a bit of good.

Rebekah opened her eyes and wheeled herself back to the barn. She spotted the refreshment table inside the door and headed over to get something cool to drink, hoping it might help wash away that awful, familiar lump.

“Want some punch?”

Rebekah jerked her head to the right. There stood Daniel Beachy, one of the young men she had seen talking to Mary Ellen earlier this evening. “ Danki, but I can get it,” she muttered. “It’s one of the few things I can do by myself.”

“It’s no bother. I was about to get something for myself anyway.” Daniel ladled some punch into a paper cup, then handed it to Rebekah in spite of her refusal. “So, are you enjoying the singing?”

Rebekah smiled as she took the offered punch. “It’s all right, but I wish we could do more singing and less game playing.”

“Volleyball’s a lot of fun, though.”

Rebekah wondered if she should explain that the reason she enjoyed singing was because it was all she could do well. Game playing, at least the kind that required running and jumping, was out of the question for someone like her. However, she never got the chance to express those thoughts because Mary Ellen showed up.

“Rebekah, you should have heard some of the silly jokes Johnny Yoder told me,” Mary Ellen said breathlessly. “I’ve laughed so much tonight, I don’t think I’ll have to laugh again for the rest of the month.”

Rebekah feigned a smile as Mary Ellen related a couple of the jokes Johnny had shared. Her cousin’s cheeks were bright pink, and her eyes shone with obvious enthusiasm. No wonder so many of the young Amish men wanted to court her. Rebekah couldn’t be mad at Mary Ellen, though. It wasn’t her fault she was so cute and such fun to be around. If Rebekah had been able to join in the games, maybe others would like her more, too. Some of the boys might want to court her if she could run, jump, and laugh at their silly jokes.

Mary Ellen leaned over Rebekah’s wheelchair and whispered in her ear, “Johnny’s asked if he can give me a ride home in his courting buggy tonight. You don’t care if I go with him, do you?”

“But you came with me and Simon.”

“I know, but I’m sure your brother won’t mind not having to drive me home.” Mary Ellen smiled. “After all, he has to go to the same place as you’re going, and if I go with Johnny, then Simon won’t have to travel clear over to my house.”

“Jah, sure. Go ahead and ride with Johnny.” Rebekah wasn’t about to make a fuss over Mary Ellen riding home with someone else. She might appear to be jealous.

She glanced over at Daniel. Was that a look of envy she saw as he shifted from one foot to the other and stared at the concrete floor? Maybe he’d been waiting for the chance to ask Mary Ellen if he could give her a ride home and was disappointed because now he wouldn’t get that opportunity. If Daniel hadn’t wasted so much time getting punch for Rebekah, he might have been able to seek Mary Ellen out. Then it would be his courting buggy she would be riding home in tonight, not Johnny Yoder’s.


 Why do I always feel so guilty about things? Rebekah fretted. After all, it wasn’t as if she had asked Daniel to get her some punch or kept him here on purpose. She hadn’t intentionally spoiled his chances with Mary Ellen. He should have realized he was missing out on his chance and gone looking for the girl he wanted to escort home. 

Rebekah tried to shake aside her contrary feelings as she said in her most cheerful voice, “I’m getting kind of tired, so I think I’ll go find Simon and see if he’s ready to head for home.”

“Johnny and I will be leaving soon, too, I expect,” Mary Ellen said with a nod. “Probably after we’ve had something to eat.”

“I’d better see when my sister, Sarah Jane, wants to go. My two brothers will probably have dates to take home.” Daniel glanced down at Rebekah and smiled. It was the kind of smile she’d become used to seeing—one of pity, she was certain of it. “ Gut nacht, Rebekah.” He looked over at her cousin and nodded. “Gut nacht, Mary Ellen.”

“Good night,” Rebekah and Mary Ellen said in unison. 

As Daniel walked away, Mary Ellen leaned close to Rebekah’s ear again. “He’s kind of  gutguckich, don’t you think?”


 If you think he’s so handsome, then why aren’t you riding home with him instead of Johnny? “He seems to like you,” Rebekah muttered.

Just then, Johnny rushed up to Mary Ellen and grabbed hold of her hand. “Come on. Let’s play one more game of volleyball before we eat, and then we’ll head for home.”

“All right, Johnny.” Mary Ellen gave Rebekah’s arm a little pat. “See you in two weeks at preaching, if not before.”

“Jah,” Rebekah murmured as she wheeled away in search of Simon.

***



As Mary Ellen walked away with Johnny, she couldn’t help but feel sorry for her best friend. She could tell by the dejected look she had seen on Rebekah’s face that her friend was upset—probably because Mary Ellen wouldn’t be riding home with her and Simon. As much as Mary Ellen wanted to please her cousin, she didn’t want to give up the chance to ride home with Johnny tonight, knowing it could be the beginning of their courting days. At least she hoped it would be because Johnny was a lot of fun, and she really enjoyed his company.

Johnny squeezed Mary Ellen’s fingers. “What’s with the sour expression? I thought you enjoyed playing volleyball.”

“I—I do. I was just noticing how glum Rebekah looks tonight, and I’m concerned about her.”

“Ah, she always looks that way. How does she ever expect to get a man if she goes around lookin’ like she’s been suckin’ a bunch of sour grapes all the time?” Johnny offered Mary Ellen a wide grin. “Sure am glad my girl likes to laugh and smile.”


 My girl? Did Johnny really think of Mary Ellen as his girl? Or was he only flirting with her the way so many of the other fellows had done tonight?

Mary Ellen thought back to the days when she’d been a young girl attending the one-room schoolhouse. None of the boys had showed any interest in her then—except to tease and taunt. Her  mamm had died when Mary Ellen was still quite young, and many students had teased her due to her unkempt appearance.

But all that had changed after Pappy married Mama Mim. From that time on, Mary Ellen’s dresses were mended and her hair put neatly in place. She’d felt a new sense of confidence, having both a mother and a father. Mama Mim had always taken good care of her, and Mary Ellen felt as though Pappy’s new wife loved her as much as if she were her own flesh-and-blood daughter.

Now, as a young woman, Mary Ellen not only had more confidence, but she also taught at the one-room schoolhouse she had once attended. She had a host of male admirers like Johnny, who seemed determined to win her affections. She just wished that at least one of those fellows would notice Rebekah. It might help her smile more if she knew someone had an interest in her, and it would surely boost her confidence.

“Are you gonna stand there all night watchin’ the backside of Rebekah’s wheelchair, or did you plan to play volleyball with me?” Johnny asked, breaking into Mary Ellen’s contemplations.

She forced her lips to form a smile, knowing she needed to put on a happy face if she was going to keep fun-loving Johnny’s attention. “Jah. I’m ready to play.”

***



Rebekah’s sixteen-year-old brother, Simon, pushed her wheelchair up the wooden ramp Dad had built soon after her accident, and they entered the house through the back door. Rebekah spotted her parents right away, sitting at the kitchen table, playing a game of Scrabble.

Dad didn’t seem to notice them as he tugged on his beard and studied the wooden letters on the tray in front of him.

However, Mom looked up right away and smiled. Her eyes, much bluer and brighter than Rebekah’s, seemed to dance in the light of the gas lantern that hung above the table. “Sit yourselves down and talk awhile. Tell us about the singing. Did you two have a good time?”

“Jah, it was great!” Simon pushed a lock of sandy brown hair off his forehead. “Just about every Amish teen we know was there.” He opened the door of their propane-operated refrigerator, obviously looking for something to eat.

“And you, daughter?” Mom asked. “Did you have a good time?”

Rebekah shrugged. “It was all right, I guess.”

“Just all right? It’s been a good many years for me now, but as I remember, singings were always a lot of fun.” Mom glanced over at Dad, who was still studying the Scrabble board as if his life depended on the next move. “It was right after a singing when your  daed asked me to marry him, you know.”

“Jah, well, I expect our family might be in for another wedding soon,” Simon said, as he helped himself to a thick slice of apple-crumb pie and took a seat at the table.

Mom’s eyebrows lifted. “Is there something you’ve been keeping from us, Rebekah?  Kumme—come now—tell us your news.”

Rebekah wheeled her chair closer to the table. “It’s not me. I think Simon’s referring to Cousin Mary Ellen.”

“I see. So who’s her lucky fellow?” Mom prompted. “Or aren’t we supposed to know that yet?”

“It could be anyone. Mary Ellen’s popular with several young men in our community. She can probably take her pick of whomever she pleases.” Rebekah drew in a quick breath and released it with a moan. “I think Daniel Beachy is the one most in love with her, but Johnny Yoder won’t give him a chance.”

“Hmm...” Mom gave a slight nod of her head. “It sounds as if Mary Ellen might have to make a choice then.”

“She’ll pick Johnny,” Simon said with his mouth full of pie.

“Really, Simon, didn’t you get enough food at the singing? Sometimes I think all you ever do is eat,” Mom scolded, though she was smiling when she spoke.

“Aw, leave the boy alone, Sarah. He’s growin’ so fast these days and needs all the nourishment he can get.” It was the first time Rebekah’s father had spoken since their arrival. Suddenly, he slapped the table and hollered, “My word is  zealot! The  z, which is normally worth ten points, is on a double letter square. The other letters are worth one point apiece. The  l lands on a double word square, so my entire score is fifty!” He gave Mom a playful nudge on the arm. “I have only one letter left, so beat that if you can!”

Mom laughed and tickled Dad beneath his full beard, which had recently become sprinkled with a few gray hairs. “All right, Andrew, you’ve won the game fair and square, so now you’re deserving of a reward. How about a piece of pie? If your growing son hasn’t eaten it all, that is,” she added with a wink.

“You two act like a couple of  kinner,” Rebekah said with a mock frown. “Watch out now, or you’ll end up waking Nadine and Grandma Stoltzfus.”

Dad chuckled. “Well now, we wouldn’t want to do that, would we? Grandma might eat all the pie before any of us could make it to the refrigerator.”

“Dad,” Rebekah said with a snicker. “You know Grandma doesn’t eat so much.”

Dad bent down and tapped her under the chin. “That’s true, but if Simon or little sister Nadine should decide to help her, then I might have to take on a second job just to pay for the grocery bills.”

“You’re such a tease,” Rebekah said, as she propelled her chair quickly away from him.

“You’re right, I am. That’s why your mamm agreed to marry me. She loves to be teased.” He turned his attentions on Mom again, tickling her in the ribs and under the chin.

She tickled him right back, and soon the two of them were howling and tickling so much that Rebekah was sure they really would wake Grandma or Nadine.

As Mom and Dad chased each other around the table, a pang of jealousy washed over Rebekah like the rippling creek running across the back of their farm. She couldn’t help wondering how it would feel to laugh and run around with a young man—someone she loved as much as her folks obviously loved each other.  But that would take a miracle, and miracles only happened back in the Bible days, didn’t they? 


A silent prayer for an honest-to-goodness miracle floated through Rebekah’s mind as she directed her wheelchair toward her downstairs bedroom. What she really needed was to quit thinking about miracles and be alone for a while.

***



“I wonder what’s wrong with Rebekah tonight,” Andrew said to Sarah as they started another game of Scrabble. He squinted at the board and reached for two letters from his pile. “She sure didn’t act like she enjoyed that singing so much.”

“She didn’t enjoy it at all,” Simon chimed in before Sarah could respond. “You should have seen the way she sat there in her wheelchair watching the others play games with a big old scowl on her face. Guess she felt left out because she couldn’t join in the fun, but I don’t think that’s any excuse for being such a stick-in-the-mud.”

Sarah glanced over at Andrew. “I hate to see our daughter hurting so. Maybe it would be best if we didn’t allow her to go to any more singings or young people’s functions.”

Andrew’s eyebrows lowered as he frowned, causing deep wrinkles to form on his forehead. “We can’t shield Rebekah from everything, Sarah. She’s not a little girl anymore, and she needs to mingle with others her age, don’t you think?”

“I—I suppose so, but—”

“It’s time for her to grow up and realize that even though she can’t do everything others can do, she’s still a capable person and can do many things quite well.” He added two of his letters to a word already on the Scrabble board, which gave him another ten points.

Sarah took her turn, making a five-letter word and racking up fifteen more points.

Simon chuckled. “You’d better watch out, Dad, or Mom might skunk ya on this game.”

“Not if I can help it.”

“Back to the subject of my moody sister,” Simon said. “I read in the paper the other day that there’s going to be a convention in Ohio next month. It’s for Amish folks who are handicapped, like Rebekah. Maybe the two of you could hire a driver and take her there. That would give her the chance to be with some people she could relate to better, and maybe she’d even learn a few new things about how to cope with her disability.”

Sarah opened her mouth to comment, but Simon rushed on before she could get a word out. “If you’re worried about Grandma, Nadine, and me, I’m sure we can get along fine by ourselves for the couple of days you’d be gone.”

Andrew squinted as he continued to study the board. “I read about that handicap convention, too, but I’m not sure I could get away from the farm that long, so your mamm might have to be the one to take her.” He glanced up from the board and looked over at Sarah. “How do you feel about it? Do you think Rebekah would agree to go?”

“I don’t know. I suppose we could ask her.”

“You want to bring it up, or should I?”

“I’ll mention it tomorrow,” Sarah replied. “In the meantime, I’ll be praying that she will be open to the idea.”

Andrew nodded. “I’ll do the same.”

***



All the way home from the singing, Daniel thought about Rebekah—how cute she was, how sad she had looked sitting in her wheelchair all alone.

“It must be hard for her not being able to run around and play games like the other young people do,” he muttered as he guided his horse and open carriage up the long driveway that led to his father’s house and dairy farm. He had enjoyed his brief conversation with Rebekah tonight, even though she hadn’t said all that much. He wished he’d been able to get up the nerve to ask if he could give her a ride home from the singing in his courting buggy.

Daniel pulled up to the barn and climbed down from the buggy. “’Course it ain’t likely that she’d have agreed to go,” he mumbled as he kicked a couple of small stones with the toe of his boot. After all, there had been a lot more interesting fellows at the singing tonight than him—some with fancy buggies they’d fixed up to impress the girls, some with fun-loving personalities like Johnny Yoder. “Wish I could be more like him instead of being afraid I’ll say the wrong thing or do something stupid.”

He quickly unhitched his horse and led him toward the barn as a feeling of regret threatened to weigh him down. “Even if I had found the nerve to ask if Rebekah would take a ride in my rig, it ain’t likely she would have been interested in riding home in my simple courting buggy with an ordinary fellow like me.” 








CHAPTER 2

When Rebekah awoke the following morning, she felt physically drained and out of sorts. She had lain awake for hours, thinking about her disability and all the restrictions she had to deal with. She wondered if there was some way she could possibly fit in with the other young people her age. Since she wasn’t able to join most of their activities, she couldn’t really blame them for ignoring her, but it hurt, nonetheless. She seemed to be more accepted by older people—especially Grandma. Maybe it was because Grandma couldn’t do as much as the younger ones did. Most of her activities, though not as restricted as Rebekah’s, were still a bit hampered.

Rebekah knew her parents and grandmother loved her and were dedicated to taking care of her needs, but she worried about what would become of her when they were gone. Would her younger brother or sister, or maybe a cousin or niece, be stuck caring for her? She didn’t want to be a burden to anyone and wished there was some way she could provide for her own needs.

Rebekah pulled herself to an upright position, using the wooden side rails on her bed to lend the needed support.  I know I’ll never have a husband or children of my own, but if I could at least be financially independent, I would be less of a burden to everyone. 


Unbidden tears slipped out of Rebekah’s eyes, rolling down her cheeks in little rivulets. What could one crippled young Amish woman do that would provide her with enough money to care for herself? Was it even possible, or was it just wishful thinking?

“I think what I need to do is commit this problem to prayer,” she whispered. “Jah, that’s what Grandma would say I should do.”

Closing her eyes, Rebekah sent up a silent petition to God.  Heavenly Father, what I need is a miracle. If You still perform miracles, could You please give me some kind of a sign? I know I’ve done nothing to deserve a miracle, and I’m not asking You to heal my crippled body or give me a husband. I only want to support myself, so I’m not such a burden to my family. If You could show me how to do that, I’d be much obliged. Amen. 


Silence filled Rebekah’s small, unadorned bedroom. Had she really expected God to answer her out loud? Hadn’t the bishop and other ministers in their church shared some scripture verses proving that God talked to people’s hearts? Sometimes He spoke through other believers or from His Holy Word. Rebekah had read herself how God had spoken out loud to some people in the Bible, but she figured they probably needed that type of thing back then. If there was any hope of her receiving a miracle, she felt it would only occur if she learned more patience, read her Bible regularly, and prayed every day. 

***



As Rebekah wheeled into the kitchen, Sarah turned from the stove where she had been frying a slab of bacon. “ Guder mariye, daughter,” she said with a smile. She hoped after a good night’s sleep Rebekah might be in a more cheerful mood.

“Good morning,” Rebekah mumbled.

“Did you sleep well?”

“I slept okay.”

Sarah could see by the solemn expression on her daughter’s face that she still wasn’t in the best of moods. Maybe now wasn’t a good time to bring up the subject of the handicap convention. It might be better to wait until after they had eaten breakfast to talk about the possibility of the two of them going to Ohio. Maybe Rebekah would be in a better mood once her stomach was full of bacon and eggs.

Rebekah wheeled into the middle of the room and glanced around. “Where’s Grandma? She’s usually the first one to the kitchen every morning.”

“Still in bed. When I came into the kitchen and realized she wasn’t here, I went in to check on her.”

“Is she all right?”

“Said she wasn’t feeling well, so I told her we could manage and insisted that she stay in bed and rest awhile.”

“She seemed to be feeling all right yesterday evening before Simon and I left for the singing.” Rebekah’s lips puckered as her forehead wrinkled with obvious concern. “Sure hope it’s nothing serious.”

Sarah flipped the bacon over in the frying pan. “She’s been a little tired the past few days, but other than that, she’s made no complaints until this morning. I think sometimes she tries to do too much for a woman her age.”

Rebekah nodded. “I know she does. Ever since Grandma came to live here, she’s done the work of two women. It wonders me so how she can keep up like she does.”

“Jah, but in the beginning, I think keeping busy helped her not miss Grandpa so much, and now she’s just developed a habit of always being on the move.”

“It was nice that Aunt Mim and Uncle Amos named their son Henry, after Grandpa Stoltzfus,” Rebekah said, changing the subject.

“I know it meant a lot to Grandma at the time, and even now, whenever young Henry’s around, I believe she thinks of your  grossdaddi.”

“Jah. She’s often said that in many ways Henry reminds her of Grandpa.” Rebekah glanced at Grandma’s bedroom door, which was just across the hall and right next to her own room. “Do you think maybe she should see the doctor?”

“If she’s not up and around and acting like her old self by this afternoon, I’ll speak to your daed and see that he takes her to see Dr. Manney.”

Rebekah nodded and wheeled toward the table. “What can I do to help with breakfast, and where’s Nadine? She’s not sick, too, I hope.”

“No, she’s feeling fine. I sent her out to gather some eggs a little while ago.” Sarah piled the crispy bacon into a glass pan and popped it into the oven so it would stay warm until breakfast was served. “I’ll be doing some baking later this morning, and since we’re having eggs for breakfast, we might run short. I checked the refrigerator, and there aren’t as many now as I remember.”

“Simon probably ate them,” Rebekah said. “Now that it’s summertime and he has a lot more chores to do, he eats enough to feed ten boys his age.”

Sarah was glad to see Rebekah relaxing a bit and making a joke—even if it had been at her brother’s expense. “You’re right. Simon can surely put away the food these days.” She clicked her tongue. “I pity the poor woman my boy marries. She’ll probably have to cook from sunup to sunset in order to keep his stomach satisfied.”

“Maybe we should start alerting all the eligible women in our community right now. That way, if anyone should ever fall for my little  bruder, she can’t say she wasn’t warned.”

Sarah reached for a can of coffee from the cupboard. “Enough about Simon and his eating habits. How about if you scramble up some eggs while I get the coffee going?”

Rebekah frowned. “You know it’s hard for me to reach the stove from my wheelchair.”

Sarah turned to face her daughter and squinted. “I thought you might decide to wear your crutches and leg braces today. You can stand at the stove for a short time if you’re using them.”

“Jah, but it’s so much trouble to put them on. Besides, the braces make my legs stiff like a doll’s.”

“I know they’re awkward and uncomfortable, but they do allow you to stand and even walk a short ways. It’s much more than we could have hoped for, since the doctors said you would probably never walk again.”

“Okay, Mom, I’ll go get the leg braces,” Rebekah muttered as she turned her wheelchair toward the door leading to the hallway.

“Better wait on that,” Sarah called. “The menfolk will be in from their chores soon, and we need to get breakfast on as quickly as possible because I’m sure they’ll be anxious to get out to the fields.” She motioned to the table. “Why don’t you set the dishes and silverware out? Nadine can cook up the eggs when she gets back. We’ll have more eggs by then anyhow.”

“Jah.”

The back door opened with a  whoosh, and Nadine burst into the room, all red-faced and wearing a smile that stretched ear to ear. Instead of her usual stiff white  kapp, she wore a black kerchief over her pinned-up brown hair.

“How’d it go in the chicken coop?” Sarah asked.

“I got over a dozen eggs.” Nadine lifted the basket she held in her hands and grinned. “I’m thinkin’ those fat little hens must like summer nearly as much as I do.” She placed the basket of eggs on the counter and went to wash up at the sink.

“I’m glad it went well, and it’s a good thing they’re laying so well,” Sarah replied. “We’re having scrambled eggs this morning, and I was afraid we might run out and I wouldn’t have enough for the baking I want to do later.” She stepped away from the stove. “Nadine, would you please scramble up the eggs?”

“Sure.” Nadine moved over to the stove; then she glanced over at Rebekah, who had just placed some silverware on the table. “How was the singing last night, sister? Did you have a good time?” 

“It was okay.”

“Just okay?”

“Jah.”

“Well, I can’t wait until I’m allowed to go to one.” Nadine cast a wistful look in Sarah’s direction.

Sarah smiled. “You’ll get there soon enough, like as not.” 

Rebekah wheeled over to the cupboard where the dishes were kept. “Going to a singing isn’t that exciting.”

“You must be joking. There are boys at those singings, right?”

Rebekah lifted her gaze to the ceiling. “Of course there are boys.”

“Then I think it would be a lot of fun to go to one.”

“Which is why you’re not ready to go to any singings yet,” Sarah said firmly. “In my opinion, a girl of fourteen shouldn’t be so interested in the opposite sex, either.”

“Oh, Mom,” Nadine groaned. “I’ll bet if you had your way, I’d grow up to be  en alt maedel like Rebekah.”

“Nadine Stoltzfus, that’s an awful thing to say about your sister. Rebekah is not an old maid. She’s only nineteen and still has plenty of time to get married. I think you should apologize to Rebekah for saying that, don’t you?”

Nadine’s youthful face reddened as she looked down at Rebekah with her eyebrows drawn together. “Well, I—I—”

“Go ahead,” Sarah prompted. “Tell you sister you’re sorry for what you said.”

Rebekah held up her hand. “It’s all right. Nadine spoke the truth. I am en alt maedel, and that’s just the way of it.”

“Such nonsense,” Sarah said with a shake of her head. “When the right man comes along and captures your heart, you’ll marry and start a family of your own.”

Rebekah’s gaze went immediately to her crippled legs. “Like this?” She touched one knee and then the other. “Would any man want a wife who looks like me?”

“There’s nothing wrong with the way you look, Rebekah.” 

“But who would want someone who can’t do all the things a normal wife should be able to do?” Tears slipped out from under Rebekah’s dark lashes, and she blinked several times.

Sarah rushed to her daughter’s side and dropped down beside her wheelchair. “Oh, Rebekah, please don’t say things like that.”

Rebekah leaned her head against Sarah’s shoulder and wept. “It’s true, and you know it. No one will ever want me. I’ll never find a husband, and I’m nothing but a burden to my family.”

“That’s not so.”

“Jah, it is, and no one understands how I feel about things.”

Deciding that now might be a good time to bring up the handicap convention, Sarah patted Rebekah’s back gently and said, “Simon mentioned last night that he’d read about a convention for Amish people who have handicaps like you. It’s to be held next month in Ohio, and your daed and I thought maybe you and I could—”

“I don’t want to go anywhere right now,” Rebekah interrupted. “Especially not to some convention where I don’t know anyone.” She released a quiet moan. “I just want to be able to take care of myself.”

“Oh, but you do. You’ve learned to dress and groom yourself, and you can do so many other important things.” 

“What kind of important things?”

“The column you write for  The Budget is one thing you do well.” Sarah smiled. “If you went to the convention, you’d be able to write about it when you returned home. It might give someone else in your predicament the incentive to attend the next convention.”

“I’m sure it’s a good thing for some, but I’m really not interested, Mom.”

“Won’t you at least give it some thought?”

Rebekah’s eyes filled with more tears. “Are you wanting to get rid of me for a while? Is that it?”

“Why, no. Of course not. I just thought you might benefit from going, and I had planned to go with you.” Sarah sighed. “But if you’re dead set against the idea, then I won’t mention it again.”

“Danki, I appreciate that.”

Nadine stepped up to Rebekah and opened her mouth as if to comment, but her words were cut off when the back door flew open and Andrew and Simon rushed into the room. Their faces were as red as one of the heifers out in the pasture, and they huffed and puffed something awful.

“Your son is gettin’ too good for me now, Sarah,” Andrew panted. “We raced all the way from the barn, and Simon nearly beat me to the back door.”

“Nearly?” Simon scrunched up his nose. “What do ya mean, nearly, Dad? My feet hit the porch steps at least six seconds before yours did.”

Andrew’s deep laughter bounced off the walls. “Well, what does it matter? I got to the kitchen first, and that’s all that counts.” He thumped Simon on the back a couple of times. “So now I get the first kiss!”

“The what?” Simon took two steps back and bumped into the table, clattering the silverware.

“Not you, boy. I was referring to your mamm.” Andrew marched across the room, drew Sarah into his arms, and planted a noisy kiss right on her mouth.

“Andrew, really! What kind of example are you setting for the kinner?” Sarah bit back a chuckle as she shook her finger at him.

“I’m settin’ a good example, I hope.” With that, Sarah’s playful husband bent down and kissed her soundly once more.

“Oh, yuk!” Simon shook his head and groaned.

“I think it’s kind of romantic. Don’t you, Rebekah?” Nadine asked with a girlish giggle.

Rebekah, who had been busy drying her tearstained cheeks with a napkin, gave only a quick nod in response.

“And I think it’s time for all this silliness to end.” Sarah motioned to the sink. “Breakfast is nearly ready, so if my men will get washed up, we can eat and get on with our day.”

***




 Get on with our day? Rebekah gripped the arms of her wheelchair. Today was just another day. Nothing to look forward to, that was for sure. When Rebekah was a child, her disability hadn’t bothered her so much, but now that she’d become a young woman, things were different—she was different.  That must be why Mom wants me to go to the convention in Ohio—everyone there will be different, too. 


She glanced at the door leading to Grandma’s room.  Maybe if I did something worthwhile today, I would feel better. As soon as breakfast is over, I think I’ll fill a plate with eggs and bacon and take a tray into Grandma. Then maybe I can read to her for a while. Since she’s not feeling well, it will give me a chance to minister to her for a change. 


After the men had washed up, everyone took their seats at the table. Following a short time of silent prayer, Mom passed the platter of scrambled eggs around the table, along with some biscuits and crispy bacon.

Rebekah only nibbled on her food, as her thoughts vacillated between Grandma not feeling well and Mom wanting her to attend the handicap convention in Ohio. Even if the convention did have some helpful things to offer, she didn’t want to be away from home that long. She would miss her family too much—especially Grandma, who seemed to understand her needs more than anyone else.

“You’ve hardly touched your food, Rebekah,” Dad said, breaking into her thoughts. “Has your appetite gone away this morning?”

She nodded. “I’m worried about Grandma.”

“I’m sure she’ll be fine after a few more hours of rest,” Mom put in. “But as I said before, if she’s not feeling better by this afternoon, we’ll take her to see the doctor.”

“That’s right,” Dad agreed. “Even if it means we have to tie her to the buggy seat in order to get her there.”

“Now why would you have to do something like that to Grandma?” Nadine asked, tipping her head and looking at Dad as if he’d taken leave of his senses.

Simon, who sat next to Nadine, poked her arm and snickered. “He’s only kiddin’,  dummkopp.”

“I am not a dunce,” she shot back, giving him a jab to the ribs with her elbow.

Mom wagged her finger. “That will be enough, you two. Just eat your breakfast, and no more goading each other.”

“I wasn’t.” Nadine’s bottom lip jutted out. “Simon was the one who started it.”

“It doesn’t matter who’s at fault,” Dad said, his eyebrows drawing together in a frown. “Just do as your mamm says, or I’ll give you both double chores to do for the next week or two.”

Simon and Nadine fell silent, and Rebekah was glad for it grated on her nerves to have to listen to their senseless chatter.

When everyone had finished eating, the men excused themselves, saying they were headed out to the fields and would be back in time for lunch.

“Jah,” Mom said as she pushed away from the table. “We’ll be sure to have the noon meal ready on time.”

“Do you want me to help with the dishes now, or should I take Grandma a tray with some breakfast first?” Rebekah asked her mother.

“You can go ahead and do up the tray while Nadine and I start the dishes.”

Nadine looked over at Rebekah and scowled, but she grabbed a clean dish towel without a word of protest.

As soon as Rebekah had placed a plate of scrambled eggs with a biscuit and two strips of bacon on a tray, along with a cup of tea, she set it in her lap and wheeled out of the kitchen, being careful not to bump into anything along the way. 

When she reached Grandma’s door, she knocked softly. Hearing no response, she rapped a little louder. “Grandma, it’s Rebekah. Can I come in?”

Still no reply.

Rebekah opened the door a crack and peered inside. She spotted Grandma lying in her bed with her long gray hair fanned out across her pillow. It was one of the few times Rebekah had seen her grandmother with her hair down. Of course, Grandma was usually up and dressed way before anyone else in the family, so her hair had always been done up in a bun with her kapp set in place by the time Rebekah came to the kitchen each morning.

“Grandma, are you awake?” Rebekah called softly. “We had scrambled eggs, bacon, and biscuits for breakfast this morning, and I have a tray for you.” She pushed the door open more fully and wheeled into the room. Grandma Stoltzfus’s eyes were shut, and her Bible lay open across her chest. She looked awfully still. A strange feeling crept over Rebekah. Why hadn’t Grandma answered her call? Maybe she was sicker than she had let on. Maybe she was too weak to respond.

Rebekah wheeled closer to Grandma’s bed, being careful not to jostle the tray. “Grandma, can you hear me?”

Grandma remained silent and unmoving.

Rebekah looked down at the open Bible and noticed a passage of scripture from Proverbs that had been underlined: “Trust in the Lo r d with all thine heart; and lean not unto thine own understanding. In all thy ways acknowledge him, and he shall direct thy paths.”

One of Grandma’s wrinkled hands lay across the open page, so apparently she’d been reading her Bible sometime during the night or early this morning. Rebekah reached out to touch the dear woman’s hand. Cold! It was ice cold!

“Grandma, wake up! Please open your eyes and look at me.”

There was no response from Grandma Stoltzfus. None at all. Her body seemed lifeless like a sack of corn. She had obviously gone to her reward in heaven and wouldn’t have to do another chore or suffer any of life’s pains ever again.

Rebekah sat still for several seconds as she let the reality of the situation fully sink in. Then, with an anguished cry, she let her head fall forward and sobbed for all she was worth.

Mom stepped into the room a few seconds later. “Rebekah? What is it, daughter? I thought I heard you weeping in here.”

Rebekah jerked her head up and gulped on a hiccup. “Sh–she’s gone, Mom. I’m sure that Grandma is dead.”

“What?  Ach, that just can’t be! I spoke to her but a few hours ago.” Mom rushed over to the bed and picked up Grandma’s hand, feeling for a pulse. Glancing at Rebekah, she slowly shook her head. Then she placed her hand in front of Grandma’s mouth, and held it that way for several seconds. “Oh, Rebekah, I believe you’re right. Grandma’s gone home to heaven.” 






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   
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