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    “Suzanne Woods Fisher’s The Haven is a heartwarming story of faith, family, and renewal filled with characters that come alive on the page like old friends. The story will captivate fans of Amish fiction and readers who love an endearing romance.”


    Amy Clipston, bestselling author of the Kauffman Amish Bakery Series


    “Shy Sadie Lapp returns to Stoney Ridge to find her quiet Amish farm life has turned upside down: two suitors, a nesting peregrine falcon pair, and one whopper of a secret. The Haven is a warm, touching novel about the power of familial bonds. Once you dip into this novel set in the charming town created by Suzanne Woods Fisher, you’ll be hooked.”


    Beth Wiseman, bestselling author of the Daughters of the Promise series


    “Suzanne Woods Fisher’s novels are always such a joy to read! I found The Haven charming, humorous, and compellingso much so that I had to remind myself to put the book down and get back to work! I’ll be joining her many fans by the calendar, anxiously awaiting her next book to be released.”


    Shelley Shepard Gray, New York Times and USA Today bestselling author
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    To Lindsey, my darling daughter.

    My first cookie turned out! She turned out great.
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    It never failed to amaze Sadie Lapp how the most ordinary day could be catapulted into the extraordinary in the blink of an eye. She was still a little dazed. She couldn’t shake the feeling that it seemed her whole life had been leading to this particular moment. She had a strange sense that this day had come into her life to change her, to change everything.


    But that didn’t mean she felt calm and relaxed. Just the opposite. She felt like a homemade sweater unraveling inch by inch. As she caught her first glimpse of Windmill Farm, she hoped that, maybe, things could get straightened out, once she reached home.


    Sadie had spent the winter in Berlin, Ohio, helping Julia and Roman, her sister and brother-in-law, settle into Rome’s childhood home. A part of every day was spent shadowing Deborah Yoder, an elderly Old Order Amish woman who was known as a healer. Knowing of Sadie’s interest in healing herbs, Rome arranged a meeting with Deborah that resulted in a part-time job. A part of Sadie wished she could have spent years studying and watching the wise old woman.


    But last week, Sadie woke and knew she needed to return home. When Sadie told Julia, her sister’s face fell with disappointment. She had expected Sadie to stay through the summer and tried to talk her out of leaving. But Old Deborah understood. “The wisest people I know,” she had told Sadie, “learn to listen to those hunches.”


    The taxi swerved suddenly, jerking Sadie out of her muse. A few more curves in the road and she would be at Windmill Farm. She hoped the family was there for her homecoming. Wouldn’t it be sad to try to surprise everyone, only to arrive to an empty house?


    Maybe she should have called first, to let her father know she was coming. But he would have asked her why she was changing her plans and she didn’t want to say. Maybe she should have at least tipped off Fern, their housekeeper. The one person she knew she couldn’t confide in was Mary Kate, her twelve-going-on-thirty-year-old sister. It was well known that M.K. liked to babble and tell. She was the self-appointed bearer of all newstruth or otherwise.


    Sadie gazed out the window. Coming home felt harder than she thought it would be. The family was much smaller now. It would be quieter without Rome and Julia. Without her brother, Menno. Even Lulu, Menno’s dog, was living with Rome and Julia now. Sadie leaned her head on the back of the seat and closed her eyes for a moment, remembering. They used to be a family with a mom and a dad, three sisters and a brother, and crazy Uncle Hank. Pretty normal.


    Until her mom passed and her dad, Amos, developed heart trouble. Then Uncle Hank found a housekeeper in The Budget. The sisters secretly called her Stern Fern. She took some time to warm up to, but she was just what the Lapp family needed. Sadie would have to add the Bee Man to the “just what we needed” list too. When Roman Troyer came to live at Windmill Farm last summer, life took a happy upturn. For Julia, especially.


    But then Menno died in a terrible accident and his heart was given to his father. Everything changed again.


    They weren’t a normal family anymore. Julia had married Rome and moved to Ohio. And wasn’t that also the way life went? Sadie thought, moving the basket beside her out of the direct sun. One minute you felt like laughing, and the next thing you knew, you were crying. She glanced at the basket. Would she ever feel normal again?


    As the taxi passed along the road that paralleled Windmill Farm, Sadie scanned the fields, horrified. Dozens of cars were parked along the road. Near the barn, horses and buggies were stacked side by side. The amount of people up there looked like ants at a picnic. There was even a television van with a large satellite dish on top, like a giant sunflower turning to the sky. She unrolled the car window to get a better look. What on earth was going on?


    She told the taxi driver to pull over at the base of the hill rather than go up the drive. After paying the driver, she stood by Julia’s roadside stand, a small suitcase flanking her on one side, an oval-shaped basket on the other, a small box in her hand. She wasn’t quite sure what to do next. The thought of walking up that hill into a crowd of strangers mortified her. Strangers were on Sadie’s avoid-at-all-costs list. She was shy to the point of sickness among strangers. When she was out in town, she almost swooned with fear.


    Why had she let the taxi drive off? Why hadn’t she called her father first, to let him know she was on her way from Ohio and to find out what was going on at home?


    What was going on at home?


    Suddenly, a familiar voice came floating down the hill, followed by pounding footsteps. “Saaaadddieeeee!” Mary Kate was running toward Sadie, full blast, arms raised to the sky, a look of pure joy on her face.


    Sadie threw open her arms and hugged her little sister. “Mary Kate, you’ve gotten so tall!” Fresh and tall and sleek, though starting to fill out her dress. Her little sister was on her way to becoming a woman.


    “You didn’t let anyone know you were coming!”


    “I wouldn’t even recognize you if I passed you on the street!” She handed M.K. the small container. “Rome sent along a new queen bee for your hives. I worried through the whole trip that the queen would escape out of that box and sting me.”


    M.K. peered through the screen top of the box. The brown bee queen was gripping the screen with its tiny fuzzy black legs. “Oh, she’s beautiful!” M.K. was enamored with bees. Sadie liked to stay clear of them. “You won’t believe what’s been going on around here!”


    “Take a breath, M.K., and tell me what all these cars are doing here. Is everyone all right? Is Dad doing all right?”


    M.K. put the bee box on top of Sadie’s suitcase and glanced at the house. “Dad’s having a good day today. I’ve never seen him look so proud and pleased. When the president of the Audubon Society gave him the letter for Menno, I thought Dad was going to bust his britches.”


    “What letter? What are you talking about?”


    “For all those rare birds Menno found! Turns out he spotted more rare birds than anyone else in the state of Pennsylvania. The Audubon lady brought a newspaper reporter with her.” She stretched her arms over her head and released a happy giggle. “And right when they were presenting the letter to Dad, the game warden drove up. He sent an intern to stock the creek with trout and he spotted another couple of rare birds. This pair is an endangered species, and it looks like they’re settling down to raise a family right on Windmill Farm! So that meant the game warden had to put No Trespassing signs up all over the farm. Of course, that was like sending out a skywriter with the news that Windmill Farm has another rare bird. Suddenly the whole town arrived. Even a telly-vision crew.” She pointed to the news truck. “They’re trying to film the birds. That’s got the Audubon lady all upset. She’s worried so much interest will disturb the birds. But the game warden says that the public has a right to observe the birds, as long as they’re not trespassing on private property. I don’t think there’s anyone left in townthey’re all up there listening to the game warden and the Bird Lady and the news reporter. It’s better than a volleyball game.” She spun herself in a little circle and clapped her hands, her grin wide. “And now you’re home too! This is the best day, ever!”


    “The entire town is up there?” Sadie said. Oh no. “Even folks from our church?”


    “Everybody! Even on a perfect spring dayfolks just dropped their plows in the fields and hurried over. Fern is trying to figure out how many think they’re staying for supper.” M.K. turned to look up the hill. “There’s Dad!” She cupped her hands around her mouth and called out, “Hurry, hurry, hurry! Sadie’s home!” She turned back to her sister. “Uncle Hank is trying to get himself on the local news. It’s making Edith Fisher mad as a wet hen.” She drew herself as tall as she could, hooked her hands on her hips, made a terrible prim face and, in a husky voice that sounded eerily like Edith Fisher, said, “Pride goeth before a fall, Hank Lapp!”


    As kerfuffled as Sadie was, she couldn’t help but laugh. M.K. was a regular little mimic, as good as a tent show, Uncle Hank said, and he would know. Under normal circumstances, Sadie would have enjoyed M.K.’s imitation of Edith Fisher, but these weren’t normal circumstances. She was preoccupied with the mighty flood of news M.K. had dropped on her. The timing for her homecoming could not be any worse. How had this happened? Why, oh why, did she feel she should come home on this day, of all days? Why did she happen to be in the bus stationat that exact momentearlier today? She had to believe it was meant to be. What other explanation could there be? The circumstances of the day couldn’t be accidental.


    Nearly down the driveway, Amos Lapp held his arms out wide for Sadie and she ran into them. She breathed in the sweet familiar smells of her father, of rich coffee and pine soap. Maybe ... everything was going to be all right.


    “What a wonderful surprise, Sadie! Today of all days! Why didn’t you let us know you were coming?” Amos leaned back to look at her, hands on her shoulders. “I shouldn’t be surprised. Not a bit. You always had a way of knowing the right place to be at just the right time.” He sounded so pleased. “Did M.K. tell you the news about our Menno? Did you hear that the president of the Audubon Society brought a letter congratulating us on Menno’s keen eyes for birding?” He shook his head. “Our Menno. He would’ve been pleased.”


    “I think Menno would have wondered what all the fuss was about,” Sadie said. “He would have told all these folks that they should be out looking for rare birds themselves.”


    Amos smiled, a little sad. “You’re probably right. You always knew him best.”


    Sadie looked at her father, really looked. He had gained a little weight and it suited him. But his warm brown eyes had dark circles underneath, as if he wasn’t sleeping well. He looked positively careworn.


    “Let’s get you up to the house, through that clump of people, so you can wash up and get something to eat.” He reached down for her suitcase, noticed the bee box, picked it up, and peered into it. Then he handed the bee box to M.K.


    “Dad, there’s something”


    “Say, does Gideon know you’re coming?” Amos lifted his head as he picked up the suitcase. “He’ll be anxious to see you. I wish I had a silver dollar for every time he asked me when I thought you’d be coming back.”


    “Gid’s my teacher this spring, Sadie,” M.K. said, eyes fixed on the queen bee. “Did you know that? He’s the best, the very best! So much more interesting than his crotchety old maid sister”


    “Ahem,” Amos interrupted, giving M.K. the look.


    “Yes,” Sadie said. “Of course I know Gid is your teacher. You’ve told me hundreds of times. And no, Gid doesn’t know I’m coming. I was trying to surprise all of you.” She turned to her father. “Dad, before we go up to the house, I need to tell you something”


    A strange little squeaking sound came out of the basket behind Sadie’s feet. M.K. peered into it and looked up, shocked. “Sadie, it’s ... you ... you have a baby!”


    Amos crouched down to look. He pulled back a little quilt blanket to reveal a tiny baby. The baby started waving his arms and crying like a weak lamb. Amos looked up at his middle daughter, stunned. “Sadie, what’s this?”


    Sadie took a deep breath. “Dad, that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you. I need ... some ... help.”
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    Will Stoltz pulled out the tape to rope off the area below the ridge where the American peregrine falcon pair had claimed their nestjust a scape, because falcons didn’t use nesting material. They were smart, those birds. Very possibly the shrewdest birds of all. Falcons chose the highest point in the area to provide an easy vantage point for hunting.


    A week ago, in late March, Will had been stocking streams with trout for the game warden, and lo and behold, he spotted a pair of American peregrine falcons. The maleactually called a tiercelwas about one-third smaller than the female, and the pair seemed to be soaring in the sky in specific flying patterns. When Will saw the male bring food to the female, he knew they were courting. He smiled. Falcons mated for life. The male would select a few sites for a scape and let the female pick the place she wanted to raise her clutch. Very civilized, he thought. He would do the same, if he ever married.


    He nailed one end of the yellow Keep Out tape to a tree. There was a line of people standing behind the tape, with telescopes and cameras fitted with enormous zoom lenses. This was a big event to hit Lancaster County. Even for the state of Pennsylvaniaan endangered species on its list had chosen a little Amish farm to nest in. Will knew the game warden was determined to squeeze every ounce of publicity he could out of this American peregrine falcon pairpartly for the sake of the falcon pair but mostly to breathe life into his sagging career.


    Last year, Game Warden Mahlon Miller had been criticized for not giving enough protection to a bald-headed eagle pair that had built a nest in a tree in an unfortunate locationa popular civic park. One of the eaglets had been killed by a kid messing around with a BB gun and Mahlon Miller had been publicly chastised. Eagles were increasingly common to parts of Pennsylvania, unlike falcons, and Mahlon wasn’t going to let anything happen to jeopardize these rare birds.


    Will thought Mahlon was taking the right precautions as game warden, but he felt a little sorry for the Amish family who hosted these falcons. He didn’t know how the family would be able to stand having a protected nesting site on their farm. Talk about a loss of privacy for utterly private people! Strangers would be crawling all over the farm, eager to see the falcons. And these falcons weren’t going to be leaving soon. They looked like they had taken their time finding just the right piece of real estate and were settling in for a long stay. If these raptors liked the location, they would return year after year.


    A crow flew into a nearby tree and let out a loud caw. Another answered back, and soon it sounded like a full-fledged heated family discussion was going on.


    Will started to walk back to the farmhouse to tell the game warden that he had finished marking off the area for the falcons. At the top of a ridge, next to a red windmill with spinning arms, he paused to look around. It was a beautiful farm. It was talked about in the birding community. There were more species of birds identified on this farm than any other farm in the county, including eight rarities. It made Will curious. Why here? Why this farm? What made this place more bird friendly than another? So many farms around here were Amishmost were very eco-friendly, used minimal pesticides, and welcomed birds. So why were more birds sighted on this farm than the one next to it?


    Will had been to Windmill Farm once before, though no one would have recognized him. Last year, he had come to see for himself when he heard about the American pipit on the Rare Bird Alert. He couldn’t believe it when he saw it, but there it was. A small, brown, nondescript bird, half the size of a robin, sitting on a woodpile. It ate crickets out of an Amish teenage boy’s hand.


    Will’s interest was piqued. He wanted to know more about this farm and this family. Especially now. Windmill Farm might prove very useful to him, if he went through with this opportunity that had fallen, out of the blue, into his lap and promised him a way to get out of the mess he was in, without having to involve his father...
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    Late in the afternoon, Twin Creeks Schoolhouse was bathed in warm, sleepy sunlight that fell in speckled patterns across the polished wood floor. The old walls and ceiling beams creaked and moaned, sounding every bit like an old man stretching as he rose from his favorite chair. Gideon Smucker had been hearing the sounds for a few months now, and found them oddly comforting.


    Gid closed the math book, took off his glasses, and rubbed his eyes. He was barely able to keep one day ahead of his brightest scholar, Mary Kate Lapp. He thought the complicated problems in this book would keep M.K.’s nimble mind busy, but he didn’t realize how many mental cobwebs he would need to brush off just to correct her work. He leaned back in his chair and clasped his hands behind his neck. He was glad the other scholars weren’t as precocious as Mary Kate. He’d be sunk.


    He still couldn’t believe he was here, teaching the twenty-one scholars of Twin Creeks School. He loved book learning but never imagined himself a schoolteacher. His sister, Alice, had been teaching at Twin Creeks for seven years. A week before school started up again after Christmas, Alice was injured in an unfortunate sledding accident. She broke both of her legs, requiring a long, slow rehabilitation. Desperate, the school board asked if he would fill in for Alice. How could he refuse the three members of the school board, or Alice? But even more startling was the discovery that Gid loved teaching. He felt he had been born to teach, in a way that he never felt behind a plow. His mind felt so challenged by teaching, so active and alive.


    Gid glanced at the clock on the wall: five o’clock. He needed to get home soon and help his dad with evening chores. He wanted to finish the letter to Sadie before he went home. He’d been writing steadily to her over the last few months and was hoping she’d be coming back from Ohio soon. If he mailed it tomorrow, she would receive it on Saturday. Too soon? Did he seem too eager? He didn’t want to come across like he was pining for her. He wasn’t. He most definitely wasn’t. Not much, anyway. Maybe he should hold off mailing it for another day or two.


    He went through this every week. He would send her a favorite book or two of his, scribbled with marginalia, along with a brief note at least once a week. He worried constantly that he was going to push Sadie away by being too obviously smitten by her.


    To him, Sadie was like a delicate hummingbird, easily frightened off. And why should a girl like her ever be sincerely interested in a fellow like him? He was clumsy, tongue-tied, awkward socially. He hoped that through the books they shared, she might see what was in him that he couldn’t seem to express in person. Why was it so much easier to write something to her than to say the same thing to her? If he could describe things with written words, couldn’t he do the same aloud? Maybe when Sadie came back, he would be able to say these things to her.


    He overheard someone describe him once as a young man without deep feelings. He did feel deeply, he knew he did. But what he felt was so confusing and required so much work to figure out, and then even more to get it to the surface and express it, that it was easier to keep quiet and concentrate on writing, something he could see. He imagined all kinds of sweet things he wanted to tell her: how there were times in church when a beam from the sun caught her hair and glinted and he thought she looked like an angel. How much he loved those pronounced dimples in her cheeks. And those freckles that covered her nose and cheeks. He knew she hated them and tried to get rid of them with lemon juice, but he wished she wouldn’t because he liked them. And her laugh ... it was like the sound of wind chimes. He sorely missed Sadie, as much today as when she left for Ohio four months ago.


    Gid was in eighth grade when he first realized he was in love with Sadie Lapp. Not that he let anybody know he was besotted. Especially not Sadie.


    He had learned the hard way that just because you felt something didn’t mean you had to tell other people. His friends had a way of twisting things around, finding something in the most commonplace remarks to jab at a person and make fun.


    He had plenty of reasons to keep his mouth shut on any romantic topics. First off, nobody would believe he knew what love was at his age. Second, Sadie was even younger than he was. Third, Sadie had never given him the slightest indication that he was anything more than just another boy to ignore at school.


    But then, last December, Gid gathered enough courage to ask Sadie if he could take her home from a singing, and she nodded shyly. The night was clear and cold and their breath was frosty on the air as the horse pulled the buggy across the frozen ground. In the soft moonlight it was easier to talk, and both of them seemed reluctant to reach her farm and have the evening end. That one time led to another ride home from a singing, then an ice skating party, and a few other times when they didn’t need a gathering as an excuse to see each other. Then came the last time together, just after Christmas, the night before Sadie left for Ohio with her sister and brother-in-law. Gid didn’t know when he would see Sadie again.


    Gid had stopped the horse near the side of the barn, where M.K. couldn’t peek out the farmhouse window and spy on them like she did on a regular basis. He helped Sadie out of the buggy.


    Sadie glanced toward the house. “Perhaps we should say goodnight here,” she said.


    Gid moved in front of her to block the cold wind. He had never kissed a girl, but he’d given it a great deal of thought. Quite a great deal. He lifted her chin so she would look at him. For a moment they stood absolutely still. Then he dropped his head down to softly cover her lips with his. Her hand came up to touch his cheek, and when he lifted his lips from hers, they stood there with their warm breath intermingling for a moment. None of the books or poetry he had read had done kissing justice.


    It was the single finest moment in Gid’s nineteen years of life.
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    As the sun started to dip into the horizon, the excitement over the falcons slowly petered out. Cars and buggies left the farm. Will had just finished taping off the area near the falcons’ scape and was walking back to the farmhouse to let the game warden know he had finished. When he reached Mahlon, he quietly mentioned the concern he had about so many onlookers. The scape was situated in a place on the farm where there weren’t any fences. Folks could easily trample through the fields, he explained to the game warden, and climb up that ridge to get a closer look at the scape. It worried him, he said. The female might not lay eggs if she became stressed by the presence of onlookers.


    “I know all that,” Mahlon said, sounding annoyed that an intern for the game commission would try to tell him basic bird facts. Then his face relaxed. “Imagine if the clutch ended up with four or five viable eyases. Even two or three.”


    Will whistled. “It would be big.”


    “Might be the first successful breeding pair in this county.”


    Will scratched his neck. “We could do a drive-by each day on our way to work and back.” Since his internship had started last week, he had been boarding at Mahlon Miller’s house.


    “Oh, I’ve got a better plan to protect those falcons than Keep Out tape and a daily drive-by.”


    “What’s that?” Will asked.


    Mahlon gave him a smug smile. “You.”


    Will’s eyes went wide. “Uh, but...” This wasn’t exactly what he had in mind for his internshipnot that this internship was his idea in the first place. It wasn’t. It was his father’s idea. A way to make Will pay for getting suspended from the university for the semester. That was why he was living with the game wardenit was part of the deal his father struck with Mahlon. A few years ago, Will’s father, a doctor, had performed a risky operation on Mahlon’s mother and saved her life. There wasn’t anything Mahlon Miller wouldn’t do for Will’s father.


    Will took off his cowboy hat and spun it in his hands. “Just seems like it’s asking too much to stay with an Amish family.”


    Mahlon dismissed that with a wave of his pudgy hand. “I’ve already thought that out. I’m going to see if you can stay in that empty cottage over there.” He pointed to a small, tidy-looking cottage underneath a stand of pines, not far from the falcons’ scape. “That way, you won’t interfere with the family at all. You’re going to babysit those falcons until the chicks are banded and ready to leave the scape.” Mahlon folded his arms across his chest. “I’m friends with Amos Lapp, the Amish farmer. I don’t think he would mind having you stay, especially after I offer your help around the farm. He could use the help and you could use the work. Kind of a barter arrangement.”


    Will felt a little stunned. He had always made it a point to dodge physical laboracademics were more to his liking. Plus ... he was lazy. He knew that about himself and accepted it happily. And here he was, about to be offered up as a farmhand. He didn’t even know what farmers did all day. Watch their crops grow? Muck out horse stalls? Oh, this wasn’t good. Not good at all. He opened his mouth to object as Mahlon tossed his truck keys to him.


    “I’m going to go clear it with Amos,” Mahlon said. “You go pack up your belongings from the house and get back here. Pronto.” He spun on his heels to go find the farmer, a wide grin on his face which, Will thought, had something to do with the thought of having his intern move out of his house. Just last night, Mahlon’s wife seemed particularly touchy about the three-day-old forgotten meatloaf sandwich left in Will’s backpack that had attracted a mouse in his room. Maybe two. Maybe a family.


    Will walked down the driveway to the truck, reviewing this turn of events. As he backed the truck to turn it around, he pedaled down a new lane of thinking. Maybe this was a gift in disguise. A beacon in the gray fog that covered his future. He woke up this morning wrestling with his conscience about a recent opportunity that had been presented to him. With this last swift decision, made by Mahlon, Will was going to take it as a sign to stop overthinking the situation. The matter was decided.
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    At the kitchen table, Mary Kate waited patiently for Sadie to pass the potatoes, but her sister seemed to be deep in thought. Sadie’s eyes kept misting over like she was trying to not bust out crying. Something was bothering her.


    M.K. wasn’t sure why Sadie was suddenly in such a mood, but for now, she was hungry, especially after spending the last hour carefully introducing the new brown bee queen to the hive. Bees were very fussy about newcomers, especially one that would now reign over them. She reached over Sadie and tried to help herself to a large cloud of mashed potatoes, but her sister moved the bowl out of her reach.


    Amos lifted his eyebrows. “Sadie, would you mind passing food around the table?”


    Sadie made a point to pass the bowl of mashed potatoes to Fern, bypassing M.K. She lifted her chin. “Mary Kate is oblivious to the kind of trouble she created today.”


    M.K.’s eyes went round as saucers. “What did I do that was so bad?”


    Sadie looked at her, astounded. “You told people that I brought a baby home from Ohio.”


    M.K. raised her palms in wonder. “But you did! That’s the truth!”


    “That’s NOT the way it happened!” Sadie glared at her. “I did not bring the baby from Ohio. The baby found me, in the bus station in Lancaster, while I was waiting for a bus to Stoney Ridge.” She passed the platter of roast beef to Uncle Hank, seated across from her. Then she picked up her fork and poked at the mashed potatoes on her plate. “Who all did you tell?”


    M.K. had her eye on Uncle Hank, who was spearing large slices of roast beef onto his plate. She hoped there would be some left. “Just a few people.”


    Sadie narrowed her eyes. “Who, exactly?”


    M.K. put up her hand and counted off her fingers. “Ruthie. Ethan. Solomon Riehl and his little boy, Danny.” Uncle Hank passed her the platter and she grabbed it eagerly.


    Relief covered Sadie’s face.


    M.K. lowered her head and quietly added, “And maybe Edith Fisher.”


    “Noooooooooo!” Sadie looked like she’d swallowed a firecracker. “Edith Fisher will spread the news through this entire town by morning.”


    M.K. took a large mouthful of roast beef and mumbled, “I still don’t understand why it’s so bad.”


    Sadie glowered at M.K. “Lower your voice or you’ll wake the baby up. I just got him to sleep.”


    M.K. looked at her father and raised her palms in exasperation. She mouthed the words, “But I’m not talking loud! Sadie is!”


    Fern, sitting to the right of M.K., placed her hand on her forearm. “Denk zehe mol, schwetz eemol.” Think ten times, talk once. “How many times have I told you that?”


    Too many to count, M.K. thought. Along with zillions of other bromides about talking too much, moving too fast, acting without thinking, accepting correction, being humble, on and on and on. Fern was famous for her sayings. M.K. thought she must study them so that she could whip one out at just the right moment.


    Sadie got up and checked on the baby, sleeping in the little basket in a corner. “M.K., you had no right to tell people anything about the baby. I was barely home for five minutes and you couldn’t keep quiet. You just don’t think. And now you’ve started all kinds of rumors about me.”


    Uncle Hank’s fist hit the table. “NO SIR! No one would dare say a mean word about our Sadie. I WON’T HAVE IT!” He clamped his jaw, but his emotions passed quickly, like a racing thundercloud. He picked up a few biscuits and generously lathered them with butter.


    “Don’t be so sure,” Fern said. “Folks think that a rumor is truth on the trail.”


    Uncle Hank took a bite and chewed it thoughtfully. “I did hear someone say something about Sadie’s absence being mighty suspicious. But, DAGNABIT!”that was the only cuss word Fern would allow out of Uncle Hank, so he made plenty of use of it“I set them straight. I said she was exiled to be with relatives for the winter.”


    “Exiled?” Sadie said, horrified. “You used the word ‘exiled’?”


    Uncle Hank stroked his chin. “Exiled? I said excited.”


    Sadie was mortified. “You said exiled!”


    Uncle Hank frowned. “I said excited and I meant excited! Your ears must be full of cotton. I said ‘Sadie was excited to be with relatives for the winter.’” But he didn’t look quite convinced.


    Sadie crumpled. “See? I told you! Folks are going to think I had this baby! And it’s all M.K.’s fault!” Looping her arms to rest on the table, she slid lower and let her forehead rest on her fists.


    M.K. was disgusted. It was a scandal how often the finger of blame pointed to her. She thought she was sharing happy news. What could be so bad about having a baby come to stay with them? Her friend Ruthie was thrilled!


    “Would you go over everything one more time, Sadie?” Amos said.


    Sadie lifted her head and sighed. “I arrived at the Lancaster bus depot and had to wait for the Stoney Ridge connection, so I started to read my book and must have nodded off. When I woke up, there was a basket by my feet.” She pointed to the basket. “And in the basket was that little baby.”


    “No note?” Fern said.


    Sadie shook her head. “Just a bottle and a can of powdered formula. And some diapers.”


    M.K. pinched her nose with her fingers. “Not enough of them.”


    “You didn’t remember seeing anyone?” Amos said.


    Sadie shook her head. “It was pretty busy when the bus arrived, but then, when I woke up, it had cleared out. I walked all around the station looking for someone, and then I went to ask the stationmaster if he had seen anyone who was holding a basket.”


    “What did he say?” Fern asked.


    “I tried to explain myself a couple of times, but I don’t think I did a very good job of it. He finally pointed to the basket and asked if I was feeling okay, and maybe he should call the police or paramedics because they can help with confused people.” Sadie frowned. “I didn’t want the police or paramedics to take the baby away. Or me, either. And just then the Stoney Ridge bus arrived and I got on it. With the baby.” She set her elbows on the table and rested her chin in her palms. “Dad, what are we going to do?”


    Amos sat quietly for a long while. Too quiet for M.K.


    Finally, she couldn’t hold back any longer or she would pop. “We should keep him! Don’t you see? He was brought to Sadie by an angel! Ruthie said there are angels all around us. Ruthie knows about these things, now that her dad’s a minister.” As soon as the words flew out of her mouth, she regretted them. The entire family looked at her as if she had spoken Chinese.


    Then Sadie spoke. “Mary Kate might have finally said something today that was worth saying.” She looked at her father. “I think she’s right. That baby was meant for me. For all of us. I think that’s why I felt such a strong pull to get back here today, Dad. I was meant to be in that bus station, at just that moment. On this day, of all days. I’m just sure of it, and I think I felt sure of it in the bus station too. Today was no accident. That baby is meant for us.”


    Amos fingered a seam on the tabletop. “Sadie, I’m not sure that’s for you to decide.”


    Sadie’s eyes went wide. “Well, why ever not? The baby was given to me.”


    Fern picked up the basket of biscuits and passed it to Amos. “Bringing home a baby isn’t the same thing as bringing home a stray kitten or puppy.”


    As Amos broke a biscuit in half, a puff of white steam was released. His eyes were fixed on the biscuit as he quietly said, “We need to do what’s best for the baby. And what’s best for the baby is to find his family.”


    Something awful began to break in M.K.’s mind, and Sadie’s too, judging by the stunned look on her face. This isn’t fair! The baby was given to Sadie! To all of us.


    Sadie’s eyes started to well with tears. “Dad, we have to keep this baby. We just have to.”


    Amos looked a little puzzled. “We’ll get it all sorted out, Sadie. But we want what’s best for that baby.”


    “We’re what’s best for that baby,” Sadie said, more forcefully. “I know that’s what the mother wanted. I’m sure of it.”


    “What makes you so sure of that, Sadie?” Amos said. “Anyone who would abandon a baby in a bus station must not be thinking too clearly.”


    “But she left the baby with me.” Sadie had stopped crying now. “Not with anyone else but me.”


    Uncle Hank slammed his palms on the table. “SHE’S ABSOLUTELY RIGHT!” He was getting excited now, and that meant his raspy voice would get louder and louder. “THAT ANGEL KNEW OUR SADIE WOULD BE A STELLAR CHOICE!”


    This was starting to get interesting, M.K. thought, observing the exasperated look on her father’s face. She had never seen Sadie so adamant about anything before. She always thought Sadie could sit on a fence and watch herself walk by. She was that prone to changing her mind, to seeing a situation from all directions. But as she looked over at her sister, she realized a change had come over Sadie since her visit to Berlin. More than one change. Usually, Sadie was the one to mollify others, a peacekeeper, determined that no one should remain unhappy for long. Tonight, she held her chin up high, a look of determination set in her eyes. She looked trimmer, taller, and even held herself differently. Shoulders back. Why, she was practically perpendicular! A 90 degree angle.


    And wouldn’t Gideon Smucker be proud of M.K. for finding geometry in something as mundane as a person’s posture? Watching Sadie, M.K. straightened her back, hardly aware she was doing it.


    Just as Uncle Hank opened his mouth to jump in on the what-to-do-with-the-baby discussion, Fern lifted her hand to ward him off. “It’s been a long day. And if I know newborn babiesand that baby can’t be much older than a month or soit’s going to be an even longer night.”


    Sadie looked confused. “Why is it going to be such a long night?”


    Uncle Hank burst out with a snorting laugh. “By tomorrow morning, Sadie girl, you might just be changing your tune about keeping that baby!”


    In that way Fern had of bringing the whole world up short, she pointed to Uncle Hank and said, “Whether that baby is here for a day or a month, he’s going to need some things we don’t have. You need to go to the Bent N’ Dent tonight to buy more supplies.” She pulled a list from her apron pocket and handed it to him. “Lickety-split. Store closes at seven.”


    Hank shoveled one last biscuit into his mouth. “Better hurry up and pray, Amos, since I seem to be Fern’s factotum.” He winked at M.K. “See? I’m using them big words you keep trying to jam into my head.”


    M.K. beamed. She adored her father’s uncle. “I’ll go with you, Uncle Hank.”


    Amos bowed his head and the family followed suit. As soon as he lifted his head, M.K. jumped up, grabbed her black bonnet off the wall peg, and slipped out the door before Fern could call her back to help wash dishes.


    As Uncle Hank went to get the horse to hitch to the buggy, M.K. stayed on the porch, tying the bonnet ribbons under her chin, listening to the conversation continue at the table through an open window. She heard Sadie ask her father, “What exactly did Fern mean about babies and long nights?”


    “Babies need to eat every few hours,” Amos said.


    “What?” Sadie said. “You can’t be serious!”


    M.K. saw Sadie turn to Fern for confirmation. Fern was at the kitchen sink, adding dish soap into the basin.


    “He’s right,” Fern said loudly, over the sound of running water. “Around the clock.”


    Sadie groaned and dropped her forehead on the table with a clunk. Then her head popped up. “Maybe we could all take a shift!”


    M.K. saw Sadie look at her father, who was not uttering a peep behind his nest of beard. He was studying the ceiling with great interest. Then she saw Sadie whip her head over at Fern.


    “Oh no, don’t look to me,” Fern said in her crisp way. “This is your miracle. Besides, I don’t do babies. They’re a heap of trouble.”


    M.K. popped her head in the window and whispered to Sadie, “I know all about babies. It can’t be that hard. I’ll help.” Then she jumped off the porch and ran down to Uncle Hank, waiting for her in the buggy.
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    The next morning Sadie woke up with a start, a jittery mess. The morning sun beamed bright through her front window. How could it be morning already? She had been up with the baby four times, maybe five, no signs or stirrings of M.K. or her father or Uncle Hank, until Fern finally came into the kitchen around 4:00 a.m. and told her to go to bed, that she would take a turn.


    That was the way it was with Fern. She complained about having to take care of everybody, but then she took care of everybody.


    Sadie was exhausted. How could such a tiny baby eat so much and cry so much? Downstairs, she heard the sounds of morning going on. Familiar, contented noises. The hinge of the kitchen door squeaked as her father went out to the barn. Bacon hissed and sizzled in a frying pan on the stove. She heard M.K. gallop down the stairs, talk to Fern for a moment, then gallop back up. Sadie’s bedroom door burst open. “Fern says to get up. She said that baby is starting to make noises about breakfast. She said to tell you she can’t be expected to be babysitting while you’re sleeping ’til noon.”


    Sadie yawned. “Can’t you take a turn and feed the baby?”


    “Me?” M.K.’s eyes went wide. “Oh no. I’ve never actually fed a newborn baby before. I might break him. Besides, Dad needs me out in the barn.”


    “What happened to your big promise to help me with the baby last night?”


    M.K. shrugged. “Never heard him.” She spun around, and then turned back. “Are we just going to call him That Baby or are we going to give him a name?”


    Sadie looked at her blankly. The thought hadn’t even occurred to her. “I don’t know. I guess we should.”


    M.K. whipped a list out of her apron pocket. “Here are my suggestions: Kayak, Level, Radar, Murdrum”


    “What kind of names are those?”


    “They’re palindromes. Words that can read backwards or forwards. Gideon Smucker taught us all about them. I’ve been naming all of the new chickens these names.”


    Sadie put up a hand like a stop sign. “I’m not naming that baby after one of your chickens.”


    “Solos. Tenet. Racecar. Rotor. Madam. Dewed”


    Sadie threw a pillow at M.K., but she had seen it coming and was halfway down the stairs by the time the pillow reached the floor.


    Sadie stretched and yawned, then rolled her feet onto the cold floor. She dressed quickly, pinned her hair in a tight knot, and covered it with a bandana, pondering baby names. M.K. was probably rightthey did need to call that baby something other than That Baby. But naming him seemed so ... real. So permanent. If only she could have somehow hidden the baby from the eyes of other people in Stoney Ridge, just to have time to think this all through. But nothing stayed hidden in Stoney Ridge for long, and by the end of the first day, everyone in the community would know this baby had been dropped on the Lapps like an unwanted puppy.


    When she reached the kitchen, Fern was already giving the baby a bottle of formula. Silently, she handed the baby to Sadie and went outside to hang a load of wash on the clothesline. After Sadie finished feeding the baby, she changed his diaper, placed him in the basket, and carried the basket outside to help Fern. She rubbed her eyes with her right hand, then rested her palm over them against the brilliance of the day. From an oak in the yard, a plump red robin whistled and chattered, and another answered from across the yard.


    As soon as Fern saw her, she handed the bag of clothespins to Sadie. “I need to get out to the garden before it gets too warm. You finish up here.”


    Fern went around the back of the house to reach the garden and Sadie picked up where she had left off, hanging wet towels. The baby had fallen asleep, and the morning sun was warming Sadie’s back. As she clipped a towel onto the line, worries swooped down on her like pigeons on bread crumbs. What was she to do about this baby? What if no one ever claimed him? She wasn’t ready for this. She looked forward to getting married one day, dreamed about it, planned every detail of her wedding. Someday, she wanted children. But someday wasn’t supposed to have arrived yet.


    Maybe it would be the best thing for everybody to let the church find a family who could raise him. She was glad that her father didn’t know what she knew about the babywhat she thought might be true. She considered telling him last night, but there didn’t seem to be a quiet moment for such a conversation. And her concerns about her father’s health spiked last night. He looked so tired after dinner. She had assumed that the heart transplant would have cured him. Fixed and done, like replacing a new engine in the lawn mower.


    Maybe a heart transplant is never really over. She saw the amount of pill vials in the kitchen. The pills, she knew, were to suppress his immune system so that it wouldn’t reject the heart. But it also made him susceptible to all kinds of illnesses. He couldn’t even plow the fields this year like he used to because of the fungus that was in soil. Too risky. Maybe a heart transplant was a way to prolong a person’s life, but the life might never be quite the same.


    The baby let out a sound and she bent down to check on him. One eye squinted open, followed by a big yawn, then he drifted back to sleep. He was a cute little thing, with downy dark hair and a rosebud mouth.


    It wouldn’t be hard for someone to love him. She thought of Mattie and Sol Riehl. Mattie was always taking in foster babies. Maybe Mattie and Sol would want this baby. But then she frowned. If Mattie and Sol took in this baby, the state of Pennsylvania would get involved. The Riehl home was frequented by social workers who checked up on the foster children. She had heard Mattie complain about what a headache it was to work with government agencies. And there had been that time when Mattie and Sol were hoping to adopt a little girl who had lived with them for over a year, only to have the Child Protective Services return the little girl to her mother. It had broken Mattie’s heart. No, Sadie did not want the government to catch wind of this parentless baby and make decisions for his welfare.


    Last night at dinner, her father had said that they would all need to decide what was best for the baby. What would he say if he knew what she knew? But then, she reminded herself, she didn’t know anything for sure. It was just a hunch. That was all. Nothing more than a hunch. She should probably do a little investigating before she said anything to anyone.


    She reached a hand into the clothespin bag and came up empty. Since the baby was sleeping peacefully in the basket, she decided to leave him as she scooted back to the house to get another package.


    After Sadie found the spare bag of clothespins that Fern kept in a kitchen drawer, she opened the kitchen door and froze. A strangera manwas crouching down by the baby’s basket. She’d never seen him before. He was wearing a straw cowboy hat and cowboy boots. Her heart started to race when she saw him reach down to pick the baby up. Without thinking, she grabbed her father’s rifle off of the wall rack next to the kitchen door and shouted from the porch.


    “You there!” She aimed the rifle at the young man.


    The man spun around to face Sadie. His eyes went wide when he saw the rifle aimed at him.


    “Don’t make any quick moves, you ... you ... baby thief!” Sadie spoke distinctly and authoritatively. She surprised herself.


    The man carefully put the baby back in the basket and stepped away from it, hands held high like he was surrendering.


    Sadie felt like a mother tiger protecting her kit. “Who are you and why are you trying to steal that baby?”


    “Ma’am, I’m ... I’m not trying to steal your baby.” His eyes were wide and innocent looking, but Sadie wasn’t going to be fobbed off that easily. “I was walking by and heard him crying and I was just going to hold him. That’s all.”


    The baby was making noises, little mewing complaints at first, and now was starting to wind up like a siren. How could a tiny baby have such a loud, ear-piercing cry?


    The cowboy pointed to the baby. “I’ve always been pretty good at getting babies to stop crying.” He took a step closer to Sadie and she lifted the rifle, so he backed up. “I’d feel a little better if you would stop aiming that rifle between my eyes.”


    A thick strand of hair whipped loose from her simple bun, effectively shielding her eyes. “I’d feel a whole lot better if you’d identify yourself and try to explain what you’re doing on my farm at this time of day.”


    “Sadie Lapp!” Amos was marching from the barn over to Sadie. “Put down that gun. What on earth are you thinking?”


    Sadie lowered the gun. Her father reached her and snatched the rifle out of her hands. “He was trying to kidnap the baby!”


    The man visibly relaxed as soon as the rifle left Sadie’s hands.


    M.K. came skipping out of the barn. “What’s going on?”


    Silence. Finally, Amos said, “With all of the hoopla yesterday, I forgot to tell you girls about this game warden intern...” His face scrunched up as he tried to remember the young man’s name.


    “Will Stoltz.”


    “That’s right. Will Stoltz is staying in the cottage and babysitting the falcons.”


    “Not exactly babysitting,” Will Stoltz said, holding a finger up in the air. “More like protecting an endangered species from an overly zealous public.”


    Sadie stared at the man. Now that she wasn’t shaking from holding a gun at him, she noticed that he wasn’t very old. Twenty, twenty-two, tops.


    “I’m not a kidnapper,” Will Stoltz said earnestly. “I’m with the game warden.”


    “You thought he was a kidnapper?” M.K.’s eyes grew as wide as saucers. “Sadie, were you going to kill him?”


    Amos rolled his eyes. “Not with an empty rifle, she wasn’t. And Sadie, what were you thinking? Since when does a Plain person point a gun at another human being?” He shook his head. “Will, the daughter that gave you a scare is Sadie, my middle daughter. And this one here is Mary Kate, my youngest.” He raised an eyebrow at M.K. “She needs to be heading off to school.” He flipped the rifle up on his shoulder. “Sorry for the cold reception.” He turned and walked back to the house with the rifle.


    “No problem!” Will called out to him cheerfully. “Easy mistake to make.”


    Sadie scowled at Will and brushed past him to pick up the baby. The baby was really crying now, howling mad. Louder and louder. Sadie was starting to panic. Maybe something was seriously wrong with the baby. Maybe that’s why the baby was abandoned in the bus station. This baby was defective. “M.K., go get Fern.”


    “Why?” M.K. said.


    “Because I can’t get the baby to stop crying and I don’t know what’s wrong with him.”


    “Let me try,” Will said. As Sadie hesitated, he added, “Like I was trying to tell you, I’m pretty good with babies.”


    Still, she was reluctant to pass the baby to him, so he added, “I won’t hurt your baby.”


    “Oh, that’s not her baby,” M.K. offered, giving Sadie a look that said “See? I am not spreading rumors” look. “Sadie found that baby at the bus station. Just yesterday. We don’t even have a name picked out yet. But I’m working on it. My latest suggestion is Otto.”


    “Hush, M.K.,” Sadie whispered.


    The baby’s face was bright red and a tiny little tear leaked down his cheek.


    “No kidding, you’re not the baby’s mother?” Will said. “The way you were coming at me with that gun, you reminded me of a mama bear, thinking I was a threat to her cub.”


    Sadie hardly heard him. She was at her wit’s end trying to calm the baby. Nothing seemed to work. She gave Will one more head-to-toe look and decided he didn’t look terribly threatening, so she handed the baby to him. He swept the baby against his chest and gently patted his back, bouncing gently as he walked around in a circle. M.K. was peering around Sadie, watching the young man. Sadie could tell that M.K. was fascinated. They both were.


    The baby’s crying slowed, then stopped entirely. Sadie and M.K. exchanged a look.


    Sadie looked Will up and down. “How did you do that?”


    “It’s all in the jiggle,” he said in a loud whisper. “And babies like to be pressed up against your shoulder, not held low in your arms like you were doing. Must help with gas pains.”


    It wasn’t long before the baby drifted off to sleep again. Ever so gently, Will bent down and tucked the baby into the basket. He rose and brushed his palms against each other. “Easy, once you get the hang of it.”


    Standing this close to the intern, Sadie saw that he had blue eyes. Really blue eyes, framed by thick brown lashes and strong straight brows darker than his hair, blond hair that swept into his eyes. He was sunburnt and needed a shave, but he was quite nice looking, sort of rugged. He was wearing jeans, dirty at the knees, and a plain white T-shirt under his short-sleeved khaki shirt. He tipped his cowboy hat to them, smiled, and went on his way. He had the kind of a smile that could have melted a glacier.


    Sadie and M.K. watched him stroll over to the barn, thumbs hooked in his jeans’ pockets, whistling a tune.


    “Good thing you didn’t kill him, Sadie,” M.K. said. “We might be needing him.” She sniffed the air and scrunched up her face, zeroing in on the odor wafting up from the baby in the basket. “Think the cowboy changes diapers?”
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    Right before Will slid open the door to the barn, he turned and watched the Lapp sisters head to the house. Sadie was taller than M.K. and older, but he could see she wasn’t as sure of herself, even with a rifle in her hands. It took everything in him to keep a serious look on his face, to not bust out laughing with the way that gun was shaking like a leaf in the wind. He doubted she could have stopped quivering long enough to pull on the trigger, even if it happened to be loaded, which, thankfully, it wasn’t.


    Most of the guys he knew probably wouldn’t notice Sadie so much at first. She wasn’t the blonde bombshell that his fraternity brothers panted after, but she was pretty in a simple, soft way. Sandy blonde hair, a small nose, a stubborn chin. Freckles. She had the prettiest eyesbig and blue, kind of skittish, the way a doe looks when she’s deciding whether to bolt for the woods or stand her ground. She wasn’t thin but she wasn’t fat. Average-sized, maybe a little round and curvy, but it seemed to suit her. Her voice was low, like music. And she walked back to the house, holding that baby’s basket, with a gracefulness that seemed surprising for a farm girl. As she opened the kitchen door, she turned and gave a shy look back at him. Cute, like a soft summer day. That’s how he would describe her looks. Very, very cute. It was quite possible being here was going to be more tolerable than he had feared only yesterday.


    He slid open the barn door and waited until his eyes adjusted to the dark. He heard Amos Lapp rummaging around in a back room. He followed the noises but stopped just before he reached the feed room. High on a shelf was an assortment of empty birds’ nests. He pulled out an empty butter tub and found tiny eggs no bigger than the tip of a finger, pecked with a hole. The thieving work of a blue jay, he surmised. Another tub held random feathers. Somebody on this farm loved birds like he did.


    Will found Amos in the feed room, pouring out scoopfuls of oats into a bucket. Amos looked surprised at the sight of him.


    “Well, hello there,” Amos said. “I thought you might be my girls, coming to help.”


    “I think I might have scared them off,” Will said.


    Amos stopped scooping. “Sorry about that. Completely slipped my mind to tell them you were staying at the cottage for a few weeks. So much excitement going on last night.”


    “That was sure a lot of people yesterday. Do you mind all of those visitors?”


    “Used to it, I guess.” Amos dug the scooper into the barrel of oats. “We’ve always had a lot of rare bird sightings on this farm.”


    Will saw that Amos had filled one bucket and grabbed another for him, replacing it so he didn’t miss a beat. His nails were clipped short, Will noticed. Large hands, working hands.


    Amos nodded. “How are the falcons this fine morning?”


    “I saw the male head out to hunt. The female is sticking close to the scape, which might mean she’s getting ready to lay a clutch.”


    Amos finished filling the second bucket. “Well, that’s what we want.” He stood up carefully, tentatively, as if he wasn’t completely confident that his body would obey him. It surprised Will. Amos Lapp seemed healthy and strong, fit and slim. A craggy, chiseled, suntanned face. If he were trying to describe Amos Lapp to his mother, he would compare him to John Waynehis mother’s favorite spaghetti Western actor. She loved old movies. Will bent down and grabbed the buckets. He might as well start making himself useful.


    Amos started walking toward the center aisle of the barn, stopping by each horse to scoop oats into their feed buckets.


    “I was hoping for a chance to talk to you about the rare bird sightings on your farm,” Will said. “I’m an avid birder, myself. It’s interesting to me that Windmill Farm has had an unusually large amount of sightings. What makes your farm different from others?”


    Amos walked to the next stall and lifted the feed tray. “It’s not much of a mystery. A lot of Amish farms attract birds. One of the many benefits of plowing with a horse instead of a tractor. Using aged manure instead of chemical fertilizers. I’m not sure we have more birds on Windmill Farm than any other Amish farm.”


    “Still, there have been more sightings on this farm than any other in the state of Pennsylvania. Even the staff at the game warden’s office talk about this farm.”


    “Well, we might not have any more birds visiting the farm, but we might have spotted birds more than others.” Amos stopped and turned to Will. “My son loved birds. He spent 90 percent of his time outdoors and had a gift of noticing God’s creatures. He could identify each and every variety of fowl that migrated through our area.”


    Will noticed that Amos’s cheeks were flushed and he was slightly out of breath. He also noticed that he spoke of his son in the past tense. He wondered if that might be how his own father referred to him lately, as if Will were dead to him.


    When Amos finished scooping the last of the oats, he turned to Will. “Menno was his name. He’d be about your age. He kept a list of all the birds he sighted. I’ll get it for you, if you want to see it. I think he’d be pleased to share that information with a fellow bird lover.”


    Will lit up. “I’d like that very much. Does he live far away?”


    Amos paused and cast his eyes up. “Menno passed on, six months ago.”


    “Oh, I’m sorry. I thought maybe ... he had just left your church.” Will didn’t know a great deal about the Amish, but he had taken a course in sociology in college. He knew about shunning.


    Amos lifted his dark eyebrows in surprise. “No, not Menno. I don’t think he would ever have left the church. He died in a shooting accident.”


    “Oh no,” Will said. “He was in the wrong place at the wrong time. I’m so sorry.”


    “No. Menno was in the right place at the right time. His life was complete. The timing of his passing was in God’s hands. But his heart lives on.”


    “Of course,” Will murmured, feeling he should say something. “Of course it does. You’ll never forget him.”


    Amos gave him an odd look, with a sad smile. Then he opened the top of his shirt to reveal a large scar that ran down the center of his chest, starting just below his throat.


    “Oh,” Will said. “You meant that literally.”
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    Amos heard the wail of a baby as he walked up to the house from the barn. He wasn’t sure just what to do about this baby. Should he contact the deacon? But would that mean the baby would be given to a childless couple? Maybe that was for the best. And maybe the sooner, the better. It troubled him to see Sadie’s protective, unreasonable attachment to that baby. Imaginea daughter of his, holding a rifle against another child of God! The sight was almost comical if it weren’t such a serious breach of judgment. So unlike his Sadie! He walked into the kitchen and heard footsteps overhead. “Fern?”


    “Upstairs.”


    Just the sound of her voice made him feel better. She’d know what to do about the baby. She’d distract him from worrying about his heart, from his tension over keeping up the farm when he couldn’t even plow the fields himself. She had a way of making him forget thingsshe could make him smile, make him mad. Fern was like a buffer. No, she was more than his buffer. She was his


    He took a deep breath and leaned against the counter. He didn’t know what Fern was to him. Not exactly a friend, although she understood him better than other people he’d known for years.


    Fern came downstairs and held out her hand to him, palm side up, with pills in it. “I found these on your bedside table, when I was changing your sheets.” She placed a hand on her hip. “You forgot to take them last night.”


    “I meant to. I fell asleep. I’ll take them now,” he said.


    A slight frown creased her brow, but she replied patiently. “No. You’re not supposed to double up.”


    Amos frowned right back at her. “I can manage my own pill taking, Fern.”


    “Apparently you can’t. I called your cardiologist and made an appointment. He wants to see you Monday afternoon.” She held up two fingers. “Two o’clock.”


    Amos glared at her. “You had no right to do that.”


    “Something’s not right lately and you know it. You look as worn out as an old man’s slippers. You’re not getting enough exercise. You’re as limp as a boiled noodle. And I know you aren’t sleeping well. I hear you prowling around in the kitchen in the middle of the night. You’re”


    He held up his hand like a stop sign. “Fine. I’ll go.”


    Fern’s voice softened. “Don’t look so woebegone. It might be that your medications need adjusting. Might be as simple as that.”


    Amos watched her head into the kitchen to put his pills back in the little amber vials. Or it might be that my body is rejecting this heart, this beautiful, precious heart that once belonged to my son.

  




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   
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