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    Know ye that the Lord he is God:

    it is he that hath made us,

    and not we ourselves; we are his people,

    and the sheep of his pasture.


    PSALM 100:3 KJV
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    Saturday, October 29, 1892

    Over-the-Rhine District, Cincinnati, Ohio

    Dovie Cates


    “I won’t be going with you.”


    My breath evaporated in thin, ghostlike whorls as I uttered the words.


    The skirt of my black mourning dress whipped in the brisk breeze, and I pressed a gloved hand against the fabric before turning to meet my father’s steely gaze.


    Never before had I spoken with such authority. But life had changed. And not for the better.


    I had questions. Questions that couldn’t be answered by my father.


    “Dovie Cates, you become more like your mother every day.” My father’s eyes softened.


    His reaction surprised me. I was nothing like my mother. At least not in my mind. We had shared the same thick chestnut-brown hair and hazel eyes, but my mother had been quiet and unassuming, unwilling to speak of her past or consider the future. Traits that were nothing like my own. I fought back tears and the lump that threatened to lodge in my throat. In retrospect, it was likely best Mother hadn’t worried about the future, for her life had been shorter than most. A future cut short nearly two months ago when she’d succumbed to the ravages of influenza.


    Death had robbed her of a future, and it had robbed me of answers. Answers I’d been seeking. Answers about her pasther life before she’d left Iowa, before she’d met my father, and before I’d been born. Answers about her time in the Amana Colonies.


    Father and I progressed along a sidewalk that fronted the narrow brick-and-frame houses built flush with the streets in the Over-the-Rhine district of Cincinnati. Sidewalks mopped or scrubbed clean each day by the German immigrants who lived in the tidy houses with backyard flower and vegetable gardens. Houses similar to the one in which I’d lived all of my twenty-two years.


    My father reached inside his coat and withdrew his pipe. “Well, you can’t remain in Cincinnati. I’ve arranged for the sale of the house, and a single young woman with no means of support, alone in the city...” His unfinished sentence hung in the wintry air, defying argument.


    Hoping to gain his accord, I nodded my agreement. “I don’t want to remain in Cincinnati, either.”


    He slowed his step and cupped his hand around the bowl of his pipe. Holding a match to the bowl, he puffed until the tobacco glowed red and smoke lifted toward the azure sky. “If you don’t want to go to Texas with me and you don’t plan to remain in Cincinnati, what is it you have in mind?”


    There was no telling how my father would react to the idea. Before speaking, I clenched my hands and sent a silent prayer heavenward. “I want to go to Iowato the Amana Coloniesand learn of Mother’s past.”


    His jaw went slack and the pipe slipped a notch before he clamped his lips tight around the stem. Confusion clouded his dark eyes, and he shook his head. “Foolishness.”


    “It isn’t!” I argued. “I’ve given the matter a great deal of thought, and I believe it is an excellent idea.”


    Could my father not realize how lonely I would be in Texas? While he would be at work during the day and even out of town for short periods of time, I would be left alone in a strange city with nothing to occupy my time, without any friendsand without my mother.


    “Tell me, how did you come to such a conclusion?”


    “Mother would never tell me about her pastnothing before her marriage to you. Only once did she mention she had lived in the Amana Colonies, but whenever I tried to learn more, she refused to tell me. What can you tell me about her life back then?”


    “Not much. And maybe your mother didn’t talk about the past because it wasn’t of any importance to her.” My father blew a ring of smoke into the air.


    When I didn’t respond, he sighed.


    “She did have a cousin, Louise, and they wrote to each other for a number of years.” His brows furrowed. “Your mother and this Louise lived in the village known as East Amana, and they were as close as sistersat least that’s what your mother told me. When your grandparents decided to leave Iowa, your mother was forlorn. I was never certain what caused them to leave, but I know it had something to do with your grandfather. I didn’t ask a lot of questions.”


    “Why? Weren’t you inquisitive?” A strand of hair escaped, and I tucked it beneath my black bonnet.


    A house Frau with bucket in hand opened her front door and prepared to scrub the steps leading to the border of sidewalk. She smiled a toothy grin. “Guten Morgen.”


    “Guten Morgen,” my father and I replied in unison.


    He took another puff from his pipe as we continued onward. “No, I wasn’t particularly curious, and your mother never had any desire to discuss the past. Still, I knew her German roots were important to her. When she asked to settle in the Over-the-Rhine district rather than in another section of Cincinnati, I didn’t argue. My work kept me away long hours, and I knew that until she learned English, she would be more comfortable among other Germans.” He shrugged. “I knew there was no way to change anything that had happened in her past.”


    His answer surprised me. “Maybe not change it, but perhaps you could have better understood her, if you’d learned of her past.” He shook his head as if to disagree, but I didn’t stop. “What we learn from the past can help us form the future, don’t you think?”


    My father arched an eyebrow. “Your youth fills you with grand ideas, Dovie. Wait until you’re my age and then see if you feel the same. I’m not worried about the past or the future, but I do care about the present and what I must soon accomplish. My thoughts are upon my new job in Dallas. There is the sale of the house and packing our belongings.”


    My stomach clenched at the firmness in his voice. I didn’t want our conversation to end at an impasse. I didn’t want to talk about his new position in Dallas or about selling our family home. I wanted to talk about my mother’s past and who she had been before she married him and moved to Ohio.


    “Do you know anything else about Mother’s cousin Louise? Is she still alive?”


    “I have no idea. They quit writing a long time ago, while you were still quite young. I think it was shortly after your grandparents died.”


    Even if my mother’s parents had been alive, I doubted they would be of help. They had both died when I was quite young and prior to my birth. I gathered there had been little contact and few, if any, visits in either direction. Other than my father, there was no one who could provide the information I wanted.


    He came to an abrupt halt in front of Krüger’s Bakery. After knocking the tobacco from his pipe, he tucked it back into his pocket and nodded toward the door. “Why don’t we go inside and have a treat?”


    I wasn’t certain if he was using the bakery to fend off my questions, but the sweet, yeasty smells of strudel, Apfelkuchen, and Brochen pulled me toward the bakery door. I stood in front of the counter for several minutes before making my selection and then followed my father to a small corner table. He sat opposite me with his cup of strong coffee and Apfelkuchen while I momentarily savored my own choicea large frosted Schnecken with raisins generously sprinkled into the dough and smelling of warm butter and cinnamon. My mouth watered as I cut a piece with my fork.


    After I swallowed the first bite, I looked up at him. “If I could locate Mother’s cousin Louise and she agreed, would you allow me to go to Iowa for a visit?” I held my breath, afraid to look across the table as I waited for my father’s answer. He appeared thoughtful as he took another sip of coffee. “I would be very lonely in Texas, and you will be busy with your new job.” I didn’t want to beg, but I’d do so if necessary.


    “You are twenty-two years old, Dovie. I don’t believe I can stop you from writing a letter. However, you had best be prepared for disappointment.”


    “But would you agree? If Cousin Louise says I’m welcome to visit, would you give permission?” Before I wrote the letter, I needed the assurance he wouldn’t try to stop me once I’d made progress.


    “I don’t think that will happen. You don’t even have a good address. But if she replies before we leave for Texas, I’ll grant you permission to make a visit before joining me in Dallas.”


    I rose from the chair, leaned across the table, and kissed his cheek. “Thank you, Papa.”


    His lips curved in a melancholy smile. “It’s always ‘Papa’ when you get your way. Am I right?”


    I grinned and gave a nod. “I’ll send my letter in the morning. If I write her name and East Amana, Iowa, on the envelope, it should arrive without problem, don’t you think?”


    After wiping his lips, he hiked one shoulder. “Who can say? I don’t even know if she still lives in East Amana. There is only one way to find out, and that is to write your letter.”


    I grasped his hand. “Thank you, Papa. You have made me very happy.” From the distant look in his eyes, I knew his decision had come at a price, and my heart constricted. He would be alone in his move to Texas.


    He squeezed my hand. “Just remember, this will be for a visit and then you will join me.”


    A hint of German accented his final words, and I arched my eyebrows in surprise. “What has happened to your perfect English, Papa?”


    He grinned. “Sometimes the German accent sneaks back without warning.”


    Unlike my mother, my father refused to speak German except when required. He prided himself on his excellent command of the English language. On the other hand, I don’t think my mother ever felt comfortable speaking English, and her accent had remained thick until the day she died. Though she had been born in this country, my mother had learned little English until after she married Papa.


    He pushed back his chair and stood. “Time to go home. There is much to do.”


    I was pleased he didn’t want to linger. If he thought on the matter too much, he might change his mind. Besides, I wanted to get home and write my letter to Cousin Louise. For the first time since my mother’s death, the gnawing pain in my heart had lessened a bit.


    My father’s step slowed as we neared the house. “You shouldn’t get your hopes too high. You’ve had enough sadness these past months. While you’re dreaming about being welcomed by distant relatives, you need to remember that it may not happen. Try to keep some good thoughts about coming to Dallas with your papa, too.”


    We walked up the front steps, and I nodded as we entered the hallway. “I’ll do my best.” Though I said the words, I doubted I could summon any positive thoughts of life in Texas without the company of my mother or my friends.


    I’d been unable to learn much about my mother’s past when she was alive, so going to Iowa at this time might be the only opportunity to discover what her life had been like in Amanaand why her family had decided to leave.


    I waited until my father went upstairs to his bedroom before I gathered a pen and paper. All afternoon I’d considered what I should say. How did one ask complete strangers if they would agree to have you come for a visit? It lacked proper etiquette. Even if I’d never met them, these were not strangersthey were relatives. “We are united by blood,” I whispered.


    As I dipped my pen into the bottle of black ink, I prayed that kinship would be enough to open their hearts and their door.


    Dear Cousin Louise,


    We have never met, so I would like to introduce myself to you. I am Dovie Cates, the daughter of your cousin Barbara. I am sorry to tell you that my mother died from influenza two months ago. If you are reading this letter, you probably still live in the Amana Colonies.


    My father tells me that you and Mother corresponded after she left East Amana. I am most eager to meet my mother’s relatives. Please don’t think me rude, but I would very much like to come to East Amana for a visit. My father is required to move to Dallas, Texas, for his work, and he has agreed that I could come for a visit, should you agree.


    It had been several years since I’d written anything of consequence in German, and I studied each word. I didn’t want any errors. A mistaken word or phrase could create enough misunderstanding to result in a refusal of my request.


    I am a good worker and would be happy to help in any way possible during my stay. My father will soon be required to leave Cincinnati, so I would be grateful for an early reply.


    Respectfully,

    Dovie Cates


    I folded the letter and tucked it into a matching cream-colored linen envelope. My father had been unable to recall the name of Cousin Louise’s husband. So although I realized the impropriety, I addressed the letter to Mrs. Louise Richter, East Amana, Iowa, and sealed the contents safely inside.


    Still holding the letter in my hand, I bowed my head. “Please grant me this one favor, Lord. You alone know how much it means to me.”

  


  
    

    [image: ]CHAPTER 2[image: ]


    November 1892

    East Amana, Iowa

    Karlina Richter


    “Karlina! The mail wagon is coming. You should hurry and meet Brother Herman outside.” I was nineteen years old and had been meeting the mail wagon since my fourteenth birthday, but my mother continued to give me the same instruction each day.


    Even with all of the chatter and clanging of pots and pans in our kitchen house, my mother could hear Brother Herman arrive before anyone else. I wasn’t sure if it was the clopping horses’ hooves on the dirt road, or if she and Brother Herman had some secret signal, but my mother always knew when his wagon was approaching.


    With a sweeping gesture, she waved me toward the door. “Take the outgoing mailbag to him, and when you come in, you should begin sorting. He is late again.” My mother didn’t need a clock to tell her who was early or late. She had a natural instinct for such things. As a young child, I thought she had a small watch tucked in the pocket of her apron or hidden in some other secret place. Her sense of time could prove beneficial or worrisome. Nothing pleased Mother more than people who were on time. And nothing annoyed her more than late arrivals.


    As Küchebaas, my mother made sure three meals a day and a light lunch at midmorning and midafternoon were served to the nearly forty villagers who lived near our kitchen house. Each meal was served on time, and everyone who worked in Mother’s Küche soon learned that an interrupted schedule was not to Sister Louise Richter’s liking. There were other kitchen houses in our small village, but none that served food as good as my mother’s. At least that was my strong belief.


    Because the craggy hills surrounding our village had never been considered suitable for growing crops, East Amana was the smallest of the seven villages that comprised the colonies. Though some of my friends said we were the forgotten village, I disagreed and argued we were all equal. When I’d asked my father’s opinion, he’d said, “We are all equalbut some are more equal than others.” Back then I hadn’t understood. Now I had gained more insight. Still, it didn’t change my love for East or for the sheep we cared for in our village.


    Just as the Grossebruderrat, the elders charged with making decisions regarding the colonies, determined what work could best be accomplished in each village, they’d long ago decided our Küche should distribute the mail and medicine in East Amana. My mother performed those tasks in the same orderly fashion as she operated the kitchen. A large wooden structure divided into cubbyholes bore the name of each family in the village. Each day, Mother or I sorted the mail and placed it in the proper boxes for pickup. Overseeing the medicine cabinet required far less time than the mail. The medicine chest remained locked, but I knew where to find the keyjust in case Mother was gone when someone needed medicine. Of course, the doctor from Main Amana could be summoned for anyone who needed care beyond the basic remedies stocked in our kitchen house.


    “I’ll have the mail sorted before time for the noonday meal, Mutter.” I donned my cape and hurried toward the door. A strong breeze captured the thick wool fabric and whipped it away from my body, the cold air biting through my plain blue flannel skirt. Gathering the edge of the cloak, I pulled it tight before I waved to Brother Herman. “Guten Morgen.” I looked toward the darkening sky as I called out my greeting. “It is getting colder, ja?”


    He bobbed his head and leaned down to take the mailbag I offered. “Ja, for sure. Tell Sister Louise she should not put the blame on me for the tardy delivery. The train was late this morning.” He grinned and handed me the burlap sack stamped with the word EAST on both sides. “Inside you should go, before you catch a cold.” He pointed toward the horizon and touched the brim of his hat. “Looks like it could snow this afternoon. Auf Wiedersehen, Sister Karlina. And don’t forget to give your Mutter my message.”


    “I’ll tell her.” Holding the bag tight in my hand, I shivered and glanced toward the sheep barns. Had Father already herded them into the barn? If not, he would likely need help. With the change of weather, his bones would be aching by the time he returned for the noonday meal. I longed to run to the barn and find out, but one look at the sack in my hand and I knew I must go inside.


    After hanging my cape on the peg near the door, I stepped into the kitchen. “Brother Herman said I should tell you the train was late, so you should not blame him.”


    “Ja, ja. Excuses, he always has for me.”


    I grinned and shook the bag. “There isn’t much today. I’ll have it sorted and in the boxes in no time.” Though my first choice was working with the sheep, I preferred sorting mail to peeling potatoes or cutting noodles. Much to my mother’s dismay, the kitchen held no interest for me.


    Moving through the envelopes with practiced ease, I sorted and slipped each piece into the appropriate box. As I neared the bottom of the pile, my gaze fell upon a cream-colored envelope addressed to my mother and written in a beautiful script. In the upper left corner was a smaller script bearing the name of the sender. Dovie Cates. I searched my mind trying to recollect if I’d ever before heard that name, but I could recall nothing. Surely I would remember such an unusual name.


    I shoved the final piece of mail into the Bechmers’ mail slot, picked up my mother’s letter, and hurried to the kitchen. Stepping close to her side, I tapped the envelope while trying to calm my curiosity. “Who is Dovie Cates?”


    My mother’s eyebrows dropped low on her forehead. She took the letter from my hand and examined the handwriting. “She’s my cousin Barbara’s daughter.” Her complexion paled and she hesitated a moment before she shoved the letter into her apron pocket. “I’ll read it later.”


    My excitement plummeted like a deflated balloon. “Later? But there’s time before the meal must be served.”


    “I think I am a better judge of how much time is needed.” She straightened her shoulders and jutted her chin. “The letter will wait. Hungry stomachs will not.”


    Though I wanted to ask if I could read the letter while she continued with her chores, I bit back the request. Seeing the determined look in her eye, I knew the roasted pork, sauerkraut, and boiled potatoes would come first.


    For all of us.


    A short time later the men, women, and children entered the dining hall. Our parlor and bedrooms were on the upper floor of the house, while the large kitchen and dining hall encompassed the lower floor. The men took their positions at tables on one side of the room, and the women and children gathered at tables along the other side. Once prayers for the meal had been offered, everyone took their seat on the wooden benches along each side of the tables. Wood scraped on wood as everyone settled. Everyone except the kitchen workers who remained busy filling pitchers and bowls until the meal had been completed. Only then would my mother and the other workers eat.


    I glanced at my father several times throughout dinner. He shifted his weight, as though sitting on the bench was causing his bones to ache. When the junior girls who were learning kitchen work began to serve our dessert of stewed apples and raisins, I managed to signal him. Once the parting prayers had been uttered and most of the others had departed, my father approached.


    “You are worried about the sheep?” A faint smile curved his lips.


    I nodded. “Did you get them to the barn, or do you need me to help you?” Since my father’s health had worsened, I’d been assisting him more and more with the sheep. And although the work wasn’t really proper for a young woman in our society, I had been around the animals since I was a young girl and had inherited my father’s love for tending sheep. A fact that hadn’t escaped my mother. I wasn’t certain if she’d turned a blind eye to my time in the barns because I was such poor help in the Küche or because of my father’s declining health. To me, the reason didn’t matter. I was simply pleased she didn’t object.


    “Ja. They are fine.” His gaze settled on the tables filled with dirty dishes. “You were hoping to get out of helping wash dishes?”


    “Nein. It’s not my week for dishwashing.” I stepped closer. “Mutter received a letter todayfrom Dovie Cates.” I waited, hoping he’d supply me with additional information, but he didn’t respond.


    “Was there anything else in the mail?”


    I shook my head, disappointed by his lack of interest. “Mutter said she is the daughter of her cousin Barbara.”


    “I suppose that is right. I knew Barbara had a daughter, but I didn’t remember her name. What did she say in her letter?”


    My excitement mounted. Perhaps he was more interested than I’d thought. “Mutter hasn’t opened the letter yet. She said she’d wait until after we finished the noonday meal.”


    He grinned. “And you are hoping that I will hurry her along with reading the letter. I am right?”


    Seldom could I hide such feelings from my father. In my younger years he said he knew me better than I knew myselfand he probably still did. “You are right.” I grasped his arm and he flinched. “I’m sorry, Vater. Your bones are aching more than usual today?”


    “Ja. But don’t say anything to your Mutter. She will only worry. Come. Let’s see what we can find out about this letter from your Mutter’s relatives.”


    I followed behind. Better to let him take the lead. My Mutter would be quicker to answer Vater’s questions than my own. He stood in the kitchen doorway and waited until Mother finished talking to the other women. “You have a few minutes for me, Louise?”


    Mother turned and her eyes softened when she looked at my father. “I knew when you walked in the door that you would need some medicine.” She reached into her skirt pocket and withdrew a packet of powders Dr. Zimmer, the physician in Main Amana, had prescribed. “Sit down at the table and I’ll bring you water.”


    He didn’t argue. My father may have been interested in the contents of Dovie Cates’s letter, but right now his pain exceeded his curiosity. Moments later I was sitting beside him when my mother returned with the water. She arched her brows. “If your Vater doesn’t need your help, you can go upstairs and dust the furniture.”


    My father dumped the packet of powder into the glass, stirred, and swallowed the mixture in one gulp. He swiped the back of his hand across his lips. “We thought you would want to share your letter with us.” He glanced at me. “Isn’t that right, Karlina?”


    “Ja. I told Vater about your letter from Cousin Barbara’s daughter.”


    My mother slapped the pocket of her apron, and the envelope crackled against her palm. “Ach. I already forgot about the letter, but that oneshe is always putting her nose into the business of others.” My mother tapped her nose and looked at me. I thought she might refuse to open the letter now, but she winked and withdrew the letter from her pocket. “Let’s see what Dovie has to say.” Sliding the tip of her finger beneath the seal, she opened the envelope and withdrew several sheets of stationery that matched the creamy envelope.


    My mother unfolded the pages, her eyes rapidly moving back and forth as she read the first page. Father sat quietly while I fidgeted, hoping she would soon say something. When she placed the first page face down on the table and continued to the second page without a word, I could stand it no longer. “She has pretty handwriting, ja?”


    A silent nod was my mother’s only response. My father patted my hand. “Patience is a virtue, child. Your mother will talk to us once she has finished reading.”


    I did my best to heed my father’s words, but I now wished I’d taken a seat alongside my mother, where I might have been able to read over her shoulder. Instead, I intently watched her features change as she read. On the first page she had appeared sad, but now her face reflected surprise, and as she finished, I saw worry in her eyes.


    My father waited a moment. “Bad news?”


    “Cousin Barbara is dead. Influenza. About two months ago.” Sadness tugged at my mother’s lips.


    No doubt she was also recalling the deaths of my twin brothers. Whenever someone in the villages died of pneumonia or influenza, a sad longing returned to my mother’s eyes. For all of us it rekindled memories of what their lives might have been.


    Mother cleared her throat and swallowed. “Barbara was never blessed with good health.”


    My father reached across and patted my mother’s hand. “Barbara’s suffering is over and she is in a better placeshe is with the Lord.”


    “Ja, I know. And I will see her again one day. Still, it is hard to know she is gone from this earth.” She gathered the pages and put them in order. “Her daughter wants to come here for a visit.”


    My father’s jaw went slack, and he picked up the letter. “Maybe she doesn’t understand German so well and confused her message to you.”


    “Her German is very gut. There is no mistake. She says her father’s work requires that they move to Texas. She wants to come here and visit with us while he goes and finds a house for them.”


    Mother startled when I clapped my hands together. “That would be wonderful! How old is she? It would be like having a sister here in the house with me.”


    Pans clattered in the kitchen and my mother frowned. “I am thinking she is twenty-one or twenty-twomaybe twenty-three. For sure, she is a year or two older than you.”


    “Please tell her she can come, Mutter.”


    My father continued to read while my mother ignored me and stared at him. When he finally finished the letter, he nodded. “You are right. Her German is gut.”


    With a sigh, my mother tucked the pages into the envelope. “What do you think about her coming for a visit? What should I write and tell her?”


    “Oh please, Vater. Say yes. Surely she should be able to come and meet us.”


    My father folded his hands together. “To be honest, it is confusing. After all these years it is strange that her daughter would want to visit the colonies. I do not understand why she would seek you out. Barbara hadn’t written for years.”


    “You know it was the circumstances....”


    “Ja, ja. I know, but it is odd she would wish to come here rather than go with her Vater. And odd that he is willing to be separated from his daughter so soon after his wife has died.”


    “Who can say why he is willing. Maybe he thinks she will bear the loss of her mother more easily.” My mother tucked the envelope back into her pocket.


    “We don’t need to decide right now. We will pray about it, and then you can write to her.”


    His response dampened my spirits as much as stepping into the Iowa River in the middle of winter. Though I had no idea what Dovie might be like, the thought of having a girl near my own age living in our house pleased me a great deal. And learning about the outside world intrigued me, as well. Unlike those living in Main, Homestead, and South, there was no train station in East. When there was a need for the train to stop here, we would hang a red flag from the poleand that didn’t happen often. Visitors were rare in our village. We could count on seeing them at lambing season and during the annual sheep shearing. Otherwise, there was little to bring others to East.


    My father stood, a signal for all of us to return to our work. Remembering my mother’s mention of dusting, I looked toward the door leading outdoors. “Would you like me to go to the barn and see to fresh water for the sheep?”


    When he hesitated, my mother waved. “Go on. The dusting can wait until you get back, and your father needs to rest. Just make sure the furniture is dusted before the evening meal.”


    I pecked a kiss on my mother’s cheek. Going to water the sheep didn’t please me as much as if I’d heard my parents agree that Dovie could come for a visit, but it far surpassed dusting furniture.


    Grabbing my cloak, I hurried outside before my mother could change her mind. The clouds that had earlier settled on the horizon finally moved overhead, and pellets of sleet stung my cheeks as I hurried down the street and onto the dirt path leading to the sheep barn. Most of the sheep had come inside, but a few stood beneath the protective roof along the side of the barn. A small door remained open to permit them entry when they finally decided they wanted more shelter than the roof provided. As I walked inside, several of the animals instinctively came to me.


    Though I had to agree God created animals that could be considered more intelligent than sheep, I also didn’t forget the Bible references to his people as sheep. I ran my fingers through the thick wool of a ewe as I continued toward the door leading to the sheep standing outside in the sleet. I called to them. Recognizing my voice, they ambled toward the door and came into the warmth. Their need to be tended and cared for wasn’t much different than my own. Sometimes they strayed and needed the shepherd’s crook to bring them back into the fold. Was that what Dovie hoped for? Tender care that would bring her into the fold?


    I picked up a large bucket, and as I walked to the pump, I prayed my parents would agree to let Dovie come and visit us.
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    The sound of my mother’s footsteps echoed on the stairs leading to our upstairs parlor. Even though the time for evening prayer meeting had not yet arrived, darkness draped the evening sky. Mother opened the door and stepped inside as my father pushed up from his chair.


    He greeted her with a kiss on the cheek. “I received word from the elders that they have decided upon a young man to help me with the sheep. He’ll arrive in the morning.”


    My mother stopped short and her smile faded. “Tomorrow? I could use more notice than one night, George.” She tsked and shook her head. “Karlina and I will need to prepare the spare bedroom when we return from prayer meeting,” she said, glancing at me.


    Her features softened as my father grasped the back of the chair for support. “I am sorry for my gruff response. You need help caring for the sheep, and I’ve prayed the elders would send someone. Now that the Lord has answered my prayers, I am still complaining.”


    My father’s lips curved into his familiar smile. “I know you are tired, Louise. I will help Karlina when we return home.”


    Mother shooed him with a dismissive wave. “Ach! I will not have my husband cleaning house. What would people think!”


    My father chuckled. “Who cares what they think? Besides, they know only what you tell them.”


    My stomach bound in knots. There would undoubtedly be many changes with the arrival of this new worker. “But what about Dovie? That was going to be her room.”


    Both of my parents turned and looked at me, but it was my mother who answered. “You can share your room with her. She won’t be here long, and sharing a room is not such a bad thing.”


    She was likely correct on that account. My twin brothers had shared the room that would now be assigned to the new shepherd, and they had enjoyed being together. When the two of them died of pneumonia, my mother closed off the room and used it only when needed for an occasional visitor. I was twelve when the twins died, and I still missed the sound of their laughter. Because I had never fallen ill, a twist of guilt continued to nag me from time to time. I never wanted to forget my brothers, but it had become easier to ward off such thoughts in recent years.


    “Your mother is right. The room is needed for the young man.”


    “Ja. I understand and I will be pleased to share my room.” It had taken several days for my parents to reach their decision and write a letter inviting Dovie to visit us. Mutter had expressed more misgivings than Vater, but she had finally agreed that she could not refuse Dovie’s request. I didn’t want to do or say anything that would cause them to regret the invitation. Besides, Dovie wouldn’t arrive until spring. There would be ample time to rearrange my room for her visit.


    “Who is this new shepherd? Is he from South or West Amana?” Smaller flocks of Shropshire sheep were pastured in those other two villages, but only in East was a flock of great magnitude maintained. Our combined flocks had increased to nearly fifteen hundred sheep, but my father was the overseer of just the operation in East. As the size of our flock increased, my father’s responsibilities had grown in equal measure. I couldn’t deny his need for an assistant manager, though I hoped he wouldn’t hand over any of my tasks to the new shepherd.


    Since the death of my brothers and with my father’s diminishing health, he had granted me more responsibility with the sheep. Of course, the fact that my mother didn’t complain when I was away from the kitchen had proved to be important, as well.


    Shrugging into his heavy jacket, my father arched a brow. “His name is Anton Becker. He is from High Amana, and he’s twenty-three years old.”


    “High? There are no sheep in High. Is he a shepherd?”


    “I have told you what you need to know about the young man. He is the choice of the elders, and I will trust their decision.” My father opened the door. “You should do the same.”


    “Ja, Vater. I will do my best.” I said the words, but during our brief walk to prayer meeting at the Wentlers’ house, I wasn’t so sure I’d be happy with the elders’ decision, especially if this new shepherd was a farm laborer or basket weaver who had no experience with sheep. How could he possibly be considered a good choice?


    While the neighbors who attended our nightly meetings offered prayers of thanks for the help that would be arriving in the morning, I questioned God’s decision and adopted a wait-and-see attitude.


    [image: ]


    When Anton Becker arrived at the barn the following morning, I greeted him with as much excitement as I could muster. He glanced around the barn as though he’d arrived in a strange land. And to him, it likely was.


    I took pity upon him when his weak attempt at a smile fell short. “We are pleased you were selected to come and help us, Brother Anton.” I stepped forward. “I am Karlina Richter; my father is the overseer of the sheep here in East.”


    He yanked his cap from his head and a shock of dark hair fell across his forehead. “Pleased to meet you,” he murmured as he continued his examination of the enclosure. “I was told to come straight to the barn and that Brother George Richter would give me my instructions.”


    “Where are your belongings? Did you take them to the house?”


    “Nein. Brother Kortig, one of our elders from High, brought me. He said he would take my trunk to the house and then return and talk to your Vater. Is he here?”


    I shook my head. “His health is not gut this morning, and he returned home for a short time. I’m sure Brother Kortig will have no trouble finding him.”


    He raked his fingers through his hair. Clearly, he was uncomfortable.


    “Have you worked with sheep before, Brother Anton?”


    “Nein, but this was the elders’ decision.”


    “Ja. So my Vater told me.”


    He leaned his tall frame against one of the support beams, careful to avoid contact with any of the sheep. “What else did he tell you?”


    “Only your name and that you live in High.”


    “Lived in High. For now I live in East.” The wariness in his eyes diminished. “So that is all you know about me?”


    “Was there something more my Vater should have told me?”


    “Nein.” He pushed away from the beam and straightened his shoulders. “I think I should go up to the house and meet your Vater. Brother Kortig would not like it if he knew I was alone with a girl in the barn.” He turned up his collar and donned his cap. “Probably your Vater would not like it so much, either.”


    I grinned. “You will like my Vater. He is a kind man and a gut teacher.” When he continued toward the door without a response, I followed him for a few steps. “You should take the path up to the road and turn left. Ours is the kitchen house on the corner.”


    He strode out of the barn and followed the path without a backward glance. Shivering, I hurried after him and closed the door. It was good my father was a patient man, for Anton Becker would need much instruction.


    And the instructions could begin with how to close the barn door.


    While I entered the amounts of feed usage into the record book, my thoughts remained on Anton and why he had been the elders’ choice. They hadn’t based their decision upon his ability. And what had he meant when he’d said, “For now I live in East”? Was he planning to be here for only a short time? It made no sense to teach him how to work with the sheep if he would be leaving in the near future. Without warning, the answer came to me. He’s in East for his year of separation. The reason was as clear as an Iowa sky on a starry night. The elders had chosen Anton because he had recently become engaged to a girl in High. He would spend his year of separation in East and then return to High and marry the girl.


    There could be no other reasonable answer. And yet the thought annoyed me. Not because I cared if Anton Becker marriedthough I pitied the girl who would marry a man who did not know how to close a door behind him. Instead, I was irritated because we would spend the next year teaching him to care for sheep and then he would depart as quickly as he’d arrived. Strictly speaking, he’d be of little use at all during his time in East. Didn’t the elders realize my father needed someone who would learn to love shepherding, someone who had a desire to spend their life caring for sheep, and someone who enjoyed the peacefulness of a rolling pasture on a spring day?


    Someone like me.


    Except the “someone” had to be a man.


    I had finished my entries when the barn door opened and a gust of cold wind rushed in ahead of my father and Anton. If my father had misgivings about the elders’ decision, they remained well hidden. “Anton tells me the two of you have met.” My father didn’t wait for an answer. “Brother Kortig has departed for High, so I thought it would be gut to bring Anton down to the barn and tell him a little about our sheep and what will be expected of him each day.” He turned his attention to the young man. “My daughter knows as much about these sheep as I do, and they respond to her more quickly than anyone else. There’s much you can learn from her.”


    I wanted to tell Anton his first lesson would be about closing doors, but I didn’t want to cause him embarrassment on his first day in our village. “I am here much of the time, so if you have questions, you can always ask me.”


    My father pulled his coat tight around his neck. “The most important thing you must learn is this: No flock will be quiet and pleasant without the frequent attention of a kind, quiet shepherd. They are, by nature, easily handled by a shepherd who will give them gut care, and the only way you will learn proper management is to handle the stock. In other words, the best way to learn is by doing.”


    I wasn’t certain if Anton was bored or frightened, but his interest appeared to be elsewhere as my father continued to explain what would be expected of him. When my father hesitated for a moment, Anton interrupted. “I probably won’t remember everything you’re telling me, so why don’t I begin learning by doing. Didn’t you say that was the best way to learn?”


    I didn’t miss the twinkle in my father’s eye as he pointed to the floor. “Since you’re in a hurry to begin, you can start with mucking out the barn. We also have several sheds that provide shelter for the animals. Once you’ve finished in here, you can work on those. I’m going to return to the house, but Karlina can point them out to you once you’ve finished in here.”


    Once my father departed, Anton picked up a shovel. “I am thinking I should not have been in such a hurry.”


    “Ja. Sometimes it pays to remain silent and listen. But with your early start, you will have plenty of time to finish before the evening meal.” I tried to withhold a chuckle, but to no avail. Anton’s knuckles turned white as he grasped the shovel, and the flash of anger in his eyes both surprised and frightened me. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have laughed.”


    He didn’t accept my apology. He didn’t say a word. Instead, he clamped his jaw so tight that the tendons in his neck stood out like garter snakes. I set to work scooping the corn and oats in equal measure. I thought it easier to prepare the mixture in advance, and had planned to explain the process to Anton. But after observing him for a few moments I decided to wait for a time when he was in better humor.


    I had neared the barn door, prepared to return home, when Anton called my name. I turned and he stood leaning on the shovel. “I’m sorry for the way I acted. I am told I have a problem with my temper.”


    “And do you?”


    This time he chuckled. “I think you already know the answer to that question, but I am hoping to improve.”


    “Then I shall pray that you do so. And thank you for your apology.”
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    Dovie


    I peered out the window, my heartbeat matching the chugging rhythm of the train. Since our departure, I’d noted each change in the passing landscape. From the bustle of cities to the rolling plains, the ride had provided glorious panoramic views. Now, as we approached our destination, fear overshadowed my earlier excitement. A lump the size of a summer melon rested in the pit of my stomach.


    “What if they haven’t received my second letter?”


    “What?” My father turned and looked at me, his eyebrows arched high on his forehead.


    “Cousin Louise. What if she hasn’t received my letter? If they aren’t expecting me, what do you think will happen?”


    My father raised one shoulder and let it drop in an exaggerated shrug. “I don’t know. They might tell you that you can stay, or they may tell you that they are unable to accommodate you right now. In that case, you’ll get on the train with me tomorrow and come to Dallas.” He withdrew his pocket watch and checked the time. “You’ll have your answer in an hour or so.” He lifted my chin with the tip of his index finger. “There’s no reason to worry, Dovie. It’s not as if you’d be stranded with no place to go. Besides, I’d rather you were going to Texas with me than going to an unfamiliar place and visiting strangers.”


    His words bore a sting that disturbed me. Throughout my childhood, he’d been gone for weeks at a time, due to his work, so his desire to now keep me close at hand seemed odd and out of character for the man I knew. Perhaps the finality of my mother’s death had seeped into his bones and he feared being alone. No matter the reason, his reaction pained me.


    “But you said I could visit them.” I disliked the fact that he continued to refer to my mother’s relatives as strangers, but I didn’t mention that again.


    “I did, but that doesn’t mean it’s my choice. We have only each other, Dovie, and I had hoped...”


    His voice faded, but I didn’t miss the tiny glint of expectation in his eyes. He wanted me to change my mind and go with him. But I couldn’t. Not when we’d come this far. I needed this time with Mother’s familyif they would have me.


    We fell into a lingering silence as my thoughts returned to Cousin Louise’s recent letter. I’d been touched by her words of condolence and her kind invitation to visit. All except her final notation suggesting spring as the best time for my arrival.


    Delaying my visit until spring was impossible. And I doubted my response would be delivered to her before we departed Cincinnati. I should have mentioned that Father was expected in Texas before Christmas, but I hadn’t, and I couldn’t change a letter that had already been mailed.


    A conductor passed through the aisle. “Amana! Main Amana!” He continued to announce the next stop in a clear, crisp voice. As the train slowed and then came to a jarring halt, I knotted my hands together and prayed I’d be greeted by welcoming hearts.


    My father held out his hand and helped me down the final step from the train. Smoke curled from the depot chimney as a cold, brisk wind cut across the flat expanse of farmland. “Not much warmer than the weather we left in Cincinnati.”


    A tall, raw-boned man wearing work pants and a long-sleeved shirt motioned to a corner where coals glowed red in a wood-burning stove. “Best seat in the house is that bench right over there in front of the stove. Waiting for the next train?”


    My father shook his head. “No. We need transportation to East Amana. Do you know who can help me with those arrangements?” He posed the question in perfect German.


    The man grinned and pointed toward the door on the opposite side of the station. “My wagon is outside. That’s why I am here.”


    My excitement mounted. If Cousin Louise sent someone to pick us up, she must have received my reply. I couldn’t believe my good fortune. “Are you Louise Richter’s husband?”


    He momentarily appeared pleased that I, too, spoke German, but then his brows drew close together as if he hadn’t understood. “Nein. I am Brother Joseph Ackermann. You were expecting Brother George?”


    “I... I don’t know.”


    My father stepped between us and briefly explained the circumstances of our arrival. “I suppose we could stop at the hotel before going to the Richters’ home, and I could register and leave my bags.”


    “Ja, whatever pleases you is fine with me. The two of you can decide while I put your belongings in the wagon.” Without waiting for an answer, he lifted a bag under each arm and held one in each hand. Tall and lanky, Brother Ackermann was certainly strong.


    He stepped around my father and met my gaze. “So you are going to stay and visit with Brother George and Sister Louise. I think you will like them, and their daughter, Karlina, too. I am guessing you are about the same age. That girl is gut with the sheep. I never saw anything like it. Girls are usually in the Küche, but not Karlina.” He chuckled. “That one has a mind of her own. Is gut she lives in East.”


    I didn’t know what he’d meant by that final remark, but I didn’t ask. I was certain I’d soon learn why it was good to live in East. Besides, I was more surprised to learn about Karlina. And curious why Cousin Louise hadn’t mentioned her daughter. Had it been an oversight, or had she decided that piece of news would further encourage my visit? Perhaps she hoped I wouldn’t come.


    “Come along, Dovie.”


    As my father grasped my elbow, I pushed aside my troubled thoughts of Cousin Louise and the contents of her letter. After all, she’d said I could come for a visit. Perhaps not at this time, but once she heard the circumstances, surely she would understand. I climbed into the wagon and pulled my collar tight around my neck, thankful for both my scarf and gloves.


    The driver released the wagon brake and slapped the reins against the horses’ rumps. The pair of horses lumbered away from the depot and soon traversed a wooden bridge that crossed a canal. My father gestured to a large redbrick building to our right. “What’s produced at the mill?”


    “That’s our woolen mill.” Brother Ackermann nodded to the left. “And that’s the brewery over there.”


    My gaze shifted from one side of the street to the other as we passed through the village that, in some respects, reminded me of Over-the-Rhine. Perhaps it was the tidiness of the brick and wooden houses. Or perhaps it was the dormant flower gardens and fruit trees that would bloom in the spring. Yet I thought the naked grapevines clinging to trellises on the sides of their homes and the unpainted wood houses weathering in the changing climate quite strange. And there weren’t any women carrying their shopping baskets to market, children playing in the streets and yards, or vendors hawking wares from their wagons or at corner stands. I realized the weather likely would keep some inside, but it seemed odd to see so few people. In fact, most of the well-maintained houses with their gable roofs and nine-over-six windows appeared empty of inhabitants.


    “Where is everyone?” I’d done my best to withhold my questions, as the driver didn’t appear eager to converse. Yet I wasn’t accustomed to the lack of activity, and my curiosity got the best of me.


    The driver glanced in my direction. “Like me, they are at work.” He pointed to the smoke rising from the woolen mill. “We are mostly self-reliant in our villages, with little need of anything from the outside world. All of the people who live here contribute their skills and work for the good of all.”


    My father didn’t appear surprised by the driver’s comments, so I wondered if my mother had told him more about her former life than he’d shared with me. Then again, perhaps he was tired, cold, and more concerned about his trip to Texas than life in Amana. Without direction from the driver, or so it appeared to me, the horses slowed their pace and came to a halt outside a wooden structure that was considerably larger than the other houses we had passed.


    In one fluid motion, the lanky driver set the brake and jumped down. “This is the hotel. What bags do I take inside?”


    Had it been warmer, I would have remained in the wagon, but the cold dictated otherwise. My father grabbed one of his cases and pointed to the other one he would take to Texas. He had forwarded his large trunks on to Dallas, and I wondered if they would be waiting when he arrived or if the few personal items from our house would be lost for all time. I didn’t want to believe that the delicate glass bowl or the fluted vase that had come with my relatives from Germany would end up in the hands of some stranger who couldn’t appreciate their beauty or significance.


    Once inside, I held my gloved hands in front of the wood-burning stove in the lobby while my father signed his name in the guest book and received a key to his room. He spoke to the man behind the desk for a few moments and then motioned to me. “Come along, Dovie.”


    “Don’t you want to take your suitcases to your room? I can wait.”


    “No need,” he said. “They’ll be delivered upstairs for me. Besides, it’s better we get over to East before it becomes too busy.”


    Busy? My father was making no sense. He pointed to the door, and I frowned. “I see no reason to rush. Nothing seems very busy around here,” I whispered.


    “I am told your cousin Louise is in charge of a kitchen where these people eat their meals. As suppertime draws closer, she will have little time to talk to us.” He took hold of my arm and helped me into the wagon. “At least that’s what the man inside told me.”


    My father’s response left me with more questions than answers. How could everyone eat at Cousin Louise’s house? That didn’t seem possible. Once Brother Ackermann had taken his seat beside my father, I leaned forward. “Do you take your meals at the home of my cousin Louise?”


    He chuckled and shook his head. “Nein. I live in this villageMain Amananot in East.”


    I nudged my father’s arm. “There, you see? I am thinking the clerk misunderstood your question.”


    “Your cousin will explain our eating arrangements, but the clerk in the hotel wanted you to understand that when mealtime approaches, all of the kitchen houses are very busy. The Richter Küche is no different.”


    I didn’t exactly understand, but he’d clamped his lips tight, as though he didn’t intend to elaborate any further.


    Brother Ackermann urged the horses along the hard-packed dirt road that wound past several large unpainted barns and then directed the animals eastward until all signs of the village disappeared behind us. The three of us traveled in silence while I continued to observe the passing terrain. Instead of the level farmland I’d seen on our approach by train, the wagon carried us toward an undulating landscape with rocky outcroppings. And though I knew little of farming, this land didn’t appear suitable for producing crops.


    Despite the fact that the driver kept his eyes on the road and his head tucked low, I decided to venture a question. “Is this land a part of the colonies?”


    He gave me a sideward glance and nodded. “Ja. There are twenty-six thousand acres in all.” When I gasped at the figure, he chuckled. “Some is in timber and swamp, but much of it is cultivated for farming, and we use about four thousand acres for grazing our animals.” He pointed toward the houses slowly coming into view. “In East the sheep are plentiful, and they graze well on land that isn’t good for farming. God directed us to Iowa, and we are most thankful. This land we own is gut for our large crops of grain as well as our vegetable gardens; it provides us with timber for building our houses and fueling our fires. There are hills and valleys that are gut for grazing animals, and there are creeks and a river to provide the water we need. God has been gut to our people.”


    “But you own none of it,” my father said. His comment caused Brother Ackermann to turn and stare at him.


    “Ja, that is right. But I am satisfied. For me, to be content is more important than any possessions, Mr. Cates. Each man must decide for himself.” His lips curved in a broad smile. “And I am free to leave if I should become unhappy. Nothing holds me to this place, except my desire to be here.”


    Smoke rose from the chimneys like welcoming signals, and I longed for the comfort of a fire to warm my hands and feet. As we entered the far end of the village, I hoped we’d soon stop in front of one of the houses. This village appeared smaller than the one we’d left, but it was of little consequence to me. “Does Cousin Louise live in one of these houses?”


    “A little further. Her house is at the end of the street. If you walk up to the cemetery, you can look down into the valley and see much of our land, especially in winter, when the trees are completely bare and there is little to block the view.”


    I wasn’t sure I wanted to visit the cemetery, but I thanked him for the information. Moments later our wagon came to a stop in front of a two-story brick house.


    “Here we are.” The driver looked in our direction before he set the brake and jumped down. “I think I will go inside with you and warm myself before heading back. A cup of hot coffee should help.” Without asking, he unloaded my bags and strode toward the door.


    I’d longed for this moment to arrive. But now that we were here, I couldn’t move from the hard wooden seat. I sat there, frozen in place. Brother Ackermann glanced over his shoulder and motioned for us to follow.


    My father stood beside the wagon, offering his outstretched hand. “Come along, Dovie. It’s too cold to sit outside.”
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