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Pennsylvania Dutch Glossary 

ach: oh 

aemen: amen 

aenti: aunt 

againish: stubborn, strong-willed 

Ausbund: Amish hymnal used in worship services 

babrag boi: rhubarb crisp 

bauch shmartzlich: stomach pain 

blabbermauls: blabbermouths 

boppli: baby 

bruder: brother 

bu: boy 

Budget: Amish newspaper 

daed: dad 

denki: thank you 

dokta: doctor 

doplich: awkward 

Englisch or Englisher: a non-Amish person 

fraa: wife 

geh: go 

grossdaadi haus: grandfather’s house 

gut mariye: good morning 

guder nacht: good night 

gut: good 

haus: house 

hinkle: chicken 

hohchmoot: pride 

jah: yes 

kaffi: coffee 

kapp: a prayer covering worn by the women 

kumm: come/came 

leddich: unmarried 

lieb: love 

Loblied: praise song 

mamm: mom 

mammi: grandmother 

mariye: morning 

maydel: girl 

mei: my 

meiya: tomorrow 

nacht: night 

narrisch: crazy 

nau: now 

nay: no 

nett: not 

onkel: uncle 

Ordnung: the written and unwritten rules of the Amish 

Pennsylvania Deitsch: the language most commonly used by the Amish 

redd-up: clean up 

rumschpringe: running-around period that begins when an Amish youth turns seventeen years old and ends when the young person is baptized into the Amish faith 

schnitzboi: split moon apple pie 

schul: school 

sohn: son 

vass iss gut: what is good 

wundebaar: wonderful 

yummasetti: traditional Amish dish using hamburger, egg noodles, and cheese as the main ingredients 



Chapter One 
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Rachel Hartzler wove through the wedding crowd, then dashed toward the line of parked buggies. Now that her sister Iva’s wedding ceremony had ended, Rachel needed to rush home and help with the meal preparations. It wouldn’t be long before the throng of wedding guests migrated from her aenti’s house to her parents’ home to continue celebrating.

She hitched her horse in haste, hoping to avoid the guests and their comments. Several had already mentioned that she would be the next Hartzler married. The last Hartzler, she’d inwardly corrected. She wasn’t holding her breath. Marriage wasn’t around the corner for her. At age twenty, well past the prime time to court, she had yet to be offered a ride home after one of the youth singings. Lately she’d been praying about becoming a teacher. A good job for a maydel.

Rachel climbed into the buggy and fastened the canvas leg covering over her lap. Despite the clear sky and sun overhead, Michigan’s early spring wind produced a teeth-chattering chill.

“Geh on, Ginger.” She tapped the reins. The horse obeyed and the buggy lurched forward. Once on the main road, she gave the horse a free head. The mare, feeling her morning oats, picked up the pace. A retired harness racer, Ginger ran faster than any of the other horses in her father’s stock.

As a steady clopping of hooves from behind them grew louder, Ginger must have sensed competition approaching and her pace automatically increased. Rachel dismissed the fleeting notion to rein in the mare. After all, the icy winter had kept them both off the roads. With only a thin layer of slush on the pavement, it wouldn’t hurt to let the horse burn her energy.

She glanced out the window opening at an approaching buggy. Shaded inside, the male driver’s identity wasn’t visible. His sorrel gelding came alongside her, nostrils flaring from the quick pace. The horse didn’t have the zest to pass, despite his driver’s calls to go faster.

It had been a long time since her last race. A flash of pride spurted through her veins. Ginger could win without an ounce more energy. But strategy was important.

Rachel caught a glimpse of how close the other buggy’s wheel was to hers. Too close. Any connection would tangle them both into a heap. A good excuse to move faster. She clucked her tongue and Ginger happily obeyed. Her heart rate increased to match the faster clopping of Ginger’s hooves. The brisk air burned Rachel’s cheeks and a chill traveled down the back of her neck. She’d never gone so fast.

The stiff breeze caught her winter bonnet and slipped it off her head, saved from blowing away only by the loosely tied strings around her neck. Her flimsy prayer kapp flapped as a few of the pins holding the head covering in place loosened. She shifted the reins to one hand and used her free hand to grasp the strings of her kapp.

A few of her aentis had skipped the ceremony to prepare the meal, so she certainly didn’t want to arrive home with her hair askew and her covering in disarray. Buggy racing was only something that happened between the boys, and even then the elders did not always overlook their boyish pranks.

The last buggy race she’d won caused some undesirable attention. She shouldn’t want to risk spoiling her sister’s wedding festivities just to prove she could handle a fast horse. Still, the excitement surging inside spurred her on. She would pull back on Ginger and drop her speed when they reached the bend on Northland Drive where the dirt road leading to the farm came into view. Continuing the race around the corner wouldn’t be wise.

“Get over, there’s a—” The man’s muffled yell was swallowed by a blaring horn.

Rachel stuck her head out the side opening. A semitruck driver laid on the horn again as he sped past. The truck’s draft pushed Ginger off the road and onto the dirt shoulder. The shuddering buggy wheel dipped into a large hole. Rachel slid across the seat and slammed hard against the door. Another jolt lifted her off the bench and hurled her toward the window. Something solid thudded against the side of her buggy and kept her from catapulting out.

She clambered to get back into position and held the reins tightly in her hands. She leaned back and pulled steadily on Ginger’s reins. “Come on, girl, whoa!” she shouted, her voice shrill with fear. Finally, the horse stopped. She held her hand over her ribs and inhaled a few quick breaths. Her muscles quivered, but she didn’t dare release her grasp on the reins, not with Ginger pawing at the ground.

Squeezing her eyes closed, she whispered, “Denki, God. You spared mei life.”

“You got that right.”

She jumped, startled by the appearance of the man and the harshness in his tone. She opened her eyes to come face-to-face with Jordan Engles.

“You nearly killed both of us.” He cocked his head to gain full view of the inside of her buggy, narrowing his mossy-green eyes.

“I did? You were certainly intent on racing.” She bit her tongue to keep from adding, And you lost.

He rubbed his neck while cranking it side to side. His expression relaxed and he cleared his throat. “Are you okay?” The edginess was gone from his voice.

Reality of the near accident sank in and rendered her speechless. She couldn’t offer more than a mere nod. She rubbed her sweaty hands against the folds of her dress. Her palms, raw from the leather reins rubbing them, burned.

He squatted in front of the wheel, poked around a bit, then rose. “You’ve damaged the wheelbase.”

Ach, her father wouldn’t be pleased with the news. “I heard a loud thud. What did I hit?”

“Other than a hole? Nothing.”

Before she had a chance to respond, he opened the door and made a short jerk of his head. “Get out. I’ll drive you.”

She flipped off the leg covering and lowered herself to the ground. Ginger lunged forward and the buggy shifted. Rachel jumped back inside, scrambled over the seat, and set the brake. Something she should’ve remembered the moment the buggy stopped.

“Take it easy,” Jordan said.

Not knowing if he meant her or the horse, she moved with caution. With the buggy on the edge of the ditch, and his unwillingness to stand aside, there wasn’t much space to step out.

When she did, her arm brushed against his chest. She followed the hooks and eyes on his dark vest to his thick neck and snugfitting collarless shirt. Then she lifted her eyes and focused on the dimple indenting the center of his chin.

He grinned. “You think you can move aside now?”

“I . . . uh . . .” If she could find a deeper hole, she’d bury herself.

The entire incident left her stunned. But so did staring into his eyes.

Looking more closely at him, she realized his teeth were clenched and he’d pinned his shoulder against the wheel. When she glanced at the soft ground, reality of the situation soaked in like a stale slice of bread sponging up milk. Her movement threatened the buggy’s stability.

“Move away from the buggy.” He tossed his head, knocking the straw hat sideways on his head, revealing a thick mass of auburn waves.

She inched passed him. Instead of waiting for him at his buggy, she went around to the other side to calm Ginger, who hadn’t stopped stomping the ground.

“Easy, girl.” She glided her hand down the horse’s neck and along her back to the harness buckle. After releasing the straps, she freed the mare. Unbalanced, the buggy shifted.

Jordan’s strained groan sounded like a growl.

“Ach, I’m sorry.”

She rushed back to the other side of the buggy as his boot slid over the mixture of gravel and slushy mud.

His jaw squared, causing the veins in his thick neck to swell with pressure. “Stand back!”
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“You are not alone, child.” The ten-foot spread of Nathaniel’s unfurled wings engulfed Jordan under its protective canopy. Braced against the wheel, Jordan hadn’t realized his burden had been lifted. He still pressed, still struggled, laboring against what had already been done.

Nathaniel covered Jordan’s hands and pushed the limp wheel onto stable ground.

Standing mute, Jordan rubbed his hands together as though he recognized the source of the penetrating heat.

“Acknowledge God in your heart,” Nathaniel whispered, spreading a warm breeze over Jordan’s face. Even Nathaniel’s gentle touch to his shoulder didn’t awaken Jordan’s spirit.

The young man glanced up at the sky. His mouth clamped tight.

Nathaniel’s wings retracted. His radiance dimmed as he moved away. He could do no more at present. He would return to the perimeter of the ethereal realm, where he watched over his charge. Until called again by God.
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Jordan bent his knee and touched the wooden rim. His heart hammered against his chest. He hadn’t enough strength to push the buggy onto safer ground, yet he saw the movement. He’d read how adrenaline can surge during a crisis. The idea seemed logical. He stood and rubbed the back of his neck.

Rachel’s sharp breath broke his concentration. As he turned to look at her, his arm accidentally brushed against her shoulder.

“Denki,” she said softly.

If he hadn’t witnessed her racing the buggy, he never would have believed that this small-framed girl standing beside him could control a horse that strong and that fast. He’d barely held on to his gelding after the semi spooked him.

Jordan opened his mouth to say something about her foolish driving on a major highway, but stopped when he saw her trembling lips.

A gust of wind lifted her kapp, exposing long wisps of untamed hair. In the sunlight, her wheat-colored hair took on a reddish tinge. He froze, captivated by the shine.

She spun away and attempted to straighten her head covering. An impossible task while she held the horse’s reins.

Jordan came up beside her and took hold of the mare. “I’ll tie her to the back of my rig.”

“Denki.” She kept her back to him and in a flash had the pins out and the kapp refastened.

The mare held her head high, looking about her, while he lapped the leather strap through a metal ring and pulled it tight.

Instead of climbing into the buggy, Rachel was frowning, staring off in the distance.

“You do want a ride, don’t you?” he asked as he came up behind her.

Rachel glanced at his extended hand and climbed into the buggy unassisted. Seated ramrod straight on the bench, she tucked her chin against her chest and closed her eyes, while her fingers fumbled to shove more stray strands of hair under her head covering.

Her hair looked fine spilling out from the kapp. He would have told her so, but he didn’t dare add more tension to the situation. Apparently, riding in his buggy had put her on edge.

Her dress wasn’t wrinkled, yet she repeatedly hand-ironed the folds on it.

He realized he was staring at her while parked on the shoulder of a busy road. Not wise—for more than just safety reasons. He picked up the reins and released the brake.

When the buggy jerked forward, she grasped the edge of the seat and peered straight ahead, offering a perfect profile of high cheekbones.

“Where’s the bucket brigade?” he asked.

She looked confused. “For what? A fire?”

“You were running that horse hard. I figured there could only be one reason: a fire.” Her blue eyes sparkled like the reflective surface of his favorite fishing hole and appeared just as cold. “Where are you going?”

She shifted on the seat. “I live up the road. We’re hosting a wedding for my sister.”

“Are you Micah Hartzler’s daughter?”

“Jah,” she acknowledged curtly, then faced forward.

“I’ve been helping the Troyers close up their farm. They’re moving to Wiscon—you already know that, since Iva will be moving too.”

“Jah, Iva and Fanny,” she mumbled.

Rachel finger-pleated the same fold in her dress over and over.

“I’m Jordan Engles.”

“Jah. I know about you.”

Since his mother died and he’d recently moved in with his Amish uncle, it seemed everyone in the community knew something about him, or more accurately, about his shunned mother.

“Here it is.” Rachel pointed to an average-sized farmhouse. The wide wooden porch wrapped around two sides and lanterns hung from the overhead roof beams. He pulled into the gravel drive and stopped Blaze near the smaller of the two barns.

“Denki.” Rachel jumped out of the buggy.

“Hey, where are you going?”

She spoke over her shoulder, “I have chores.”

He motioned to her horse. “You ran that mare. You cool her down and wipe off the lather.”

Without offering a rebuttal, she returned, reached for the leather strap, untied it, and led the mare toward the barn. Jordan watched her go, admiring her spunk. His adrenaline had relaxed, and now he could enjoy the humor of this slight girl having a road race on a busy highway.

A stream of buggies flowed down the driveway as the wedding guests began to arrive. Since coming to Mecosta County, Jordan had met only a handful of people. One buggy separated from the stream and pulled up beside his. He recognized the driver as a young man about his age named Timothy King.

Timothy hopped down, walked around the buggy, and helped his pregnant wife from her seat, tucking her hand underneath his crooked elbow.

He brought her up to Jordan and patted her hand. “Jordan, this is mei fraa, Sadie.”

Jordan touched the brim of his hat. “Hello.”

Sadie smiled and returned the greeting. At that moment the bride and another woman swept her away from Timothy. The three put their heads together and spoke some sort of secretive woman chatter as they moved toward the house.

“Sadie’s sisters?” Jordan asked.

Timothy grinned. “Jah. Those three are as thick as flies on a cow in summer.”

Jordan didn’t really know how to respond. He felt awkward in this group. He didn’t belong. Didn’t want to belong.

He didn’t know what else to do with himself, so he stood next to Timothy, who greeted the bearded men and introduced each one to Jordan in turn. Jordan shook hands and returned greetings, but all the bearded men blended together. Matthew Troyer bounded up to them, clapping Timothy on the back. He smiled at Jordan. “You are staying for the meal and the frolic tonight, jah?”

“The meal but not the frolic.” Jordan had done well to avoid the singings, frolics, and get-togethers that involved the pairing of unmarried couples. He gave the honest excuse that he had no intention of staying in the community.

A buggy moving much faster than the rest came down the lane and halted in the midst of the growing crowd. Micah Hartzler climbed out and searched the crowd. When he didn’t find what he was looking for, he breathlessly addressed the small group of men standing before him. “Anyone seen Rachel? Her buggy is disabled on the side of the road.”

Jordan cleared his throat and raised his hand like he was in elementary school. “I gave her a ride. She’s in the barn tending the horse.” Heat crawled up his neck. Her father must not think much of him for letting a girl do the barn work while he socialized.

“She’s okay?” Micah’s heavy breathing slowed.

“The wheel’s in bad shape, but Rachel and the horse are fine.”

Micah visibly relaxed. “Gut.” He paused as though gathering his thoughts, then looked at Jordan. “Would you ride with me and lend a hand with changing the wheel?”

He hesitated briefly before answering. “Sure.” He didn’t want to be in the position of having to explain what had happened to the buggy. On the other hand, if her father knew, maybe he would prevent her from running that horse on a busy highway.

Rachel came out of the barn, her hands black from dirt and horse sweat. “Daed, I . . .” She paused, glanced at Jordan, then continued. “The buggy wheel’s damaged.”

“Jah, so I noticed. I’m going after it.”

She stepped forward. “Let me help.”

“No need.” Micah clapped Jordan’s shoulder. “I found me some strong hands, ain’t so?”
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If Rachel could slip off to the barn without others noticing, she would spend the remainder of the night with the livestock. Horses don’t ask questions or hint about her approaching and passing the age for marriage and babies.

She finished drying the casserole dish and passed it to Aenti Leah on her right, then accepted the next rinsed one from Aenti Esther on her left. The rumble and laughter and rise and fall of voices in the other room continued.

Sadie reached for Fanny’s hand. “I’m going to miss you and Iva moving so far away.”

“You’ll have to help Rachel find a bu. Then we can make the trip home for her wedding.” Fanny handed Rachel a dry dish towel, relieving her of the soiled one. “Don’t make Iva and me wait too long.”

Rachel didn’t even look at her sister. She focused on the pan that didn’t have a drop of water left on it. “Don’t hold your breath.”

“If you’d prepare yourself to be a fraa, you wouldn’t have trouble finding a husband.” Mamm touched Rachel’s shoulder. “Preparations are a must.”

A must. Her mother failed to add cooking, sewing, and cleaning. All the areas Rachel fell short in perfecting. At least to Mamm’s specifications of what she deemed necessary to find a husband. So far, Mamm’s coaching had helped her three sisters.

“Perhaps I should be a teacher,” she said.

“Have you prayed about it?” Fanny asked, always the bossy older sister.

“Of course I have.” She really did want to seek God’s will in this. But she found it was hard to listen when she was still angry about James.

Katie Bender appeared with a stack of dirty plates and set them on the counter next to Aenti Esther. “I think this is the end of them.”

If Rachel’s brother, James, hadn’t died, Katie would be another sister. Now she avoided her late brother’s fiancée every chance she could. Although that was difficult. Except for intimate family gatherings, Rachel’s sisters still invited Katie to all the family events.

“Iva’s looking for you, Rachel,” Katie said. “I think her singing is getting ready to start.”

Rachel eyed Katie. Katie of all people knew why Rachel hadn’t attended the singings since her brother’s tragic death two years before. So why would she even ask, knowing it would bring up the painful past? “Nay, denki.” Her voice was curt and cutting.

Katie winced as the weighted words fell on her. “Okay,” she said, her voice tentative. She wiped her hands on a towel and left the kitchen.

Rachel bit back what she wanted to say. She wanted to lash out, reminding Katie that if she hadn’t insisted on looking for the angel at the river before the singing, James would still be alive. Instead, she sucked in a breath and did what she knew she had to do—apologize. Again.

Rachel followed Katie out of the room. “I’m sorry.”

Katie’s smile quivered. “I understand.”

Rachel paused, still working at keeping back the words she really wanted to say. She took a deep breath. “I should get back in there and redd-up.”

Rachel hoped to get everything cleaned up before the singing began. If she did, perhaps she’d have a chance to sneak off to the barn and hide there during the youths’ selection process. As she picked up a towel and stepped back to the spot she had left, the words of the other women washing, drying, and putting away moved around her without distracting Rachel’s turbulent thoughts.

Rachel’s hope for a fast and undetected disappearance vanished when Iva entered the kitchen. She could see the eagerness on her sister’s happy face. Soon it would be time for the elders and other married folks to leave so the unmarried youth and the newly married couple could begin their own festivities that would continue well into the night.

“Can I steal Rachel away?” she said. “We want to start the selections.”

“Jah, geh with them,” Sadie said, nudging Rachel.

“Perhaps after the dishes.”

Rachel slowed her drying until Mamm reached for her towel. “Geh, have fellowship.”

Rachel leaned so her sister wouldn’t hear. “Nett for me, Mamm.”

“So you say. Geh nau. This is your sister’s wedding. And this is a part of finding a husband.”

Iva waited a moment and then moved through the door saying, “Hurry up.”

Her hands weren’t wet, but Rachel rubbed them on the front of her apron anyway. Perhaps the frolic would satisfy her family, and the remarks about her being unmarried would end. She hoped the guests would be gone before the embarrassing selections, and she could carry out her plan when she wasn’t chosen—like she had done when Sadie and Timothy married.

After practically being pushed out of the kitchen, Rachel meandered down the hall. Inside the room where the girls would wait, the chatter was already under way. Soon the boys, sent one by one from the barn, would choose a girl. After the pairing, the singing would start in the kitchen. Rachel moved toward the window and stood beside her friend Naomi.

“I keep looking for William,” Naomi said, peering out the window.

Rachel watched the people leaving. Her aentis left together, her sisters not too far behind them. Timothy and Jordan stood next to the barn.

The barn door opened and the first boy headed to the house.

“That’s William.” Naomi tugged Rachel’s arm. “Ach, do you think he’ll pick me?”

Rachel smiled. “Jah, he’s smitten with you.”

Naomi squirmed in nervousness until William stood at the bedroom door, asking for her. Naomi clapped her hand over her mouth to stifle a squeal. Then she stood, gathered herself together, and walked out of the room almost composed.

Rachel turned her attention back to Jordan and Timothy outside the window. Whatever Timothy had to say, Jordan kept shaking his head. Their conversation seemed to get a little more animated as it continued.

“Please don’t be sad,” Iva said, breaking into her focus.

Unsure whom Iva was talking to, Rachel looked away from the window. Only she and her sister remained in the room. Closing herself off from the muffled commotion, she hadn’t paid attention to the thinning number of girls in the room. Not that this was a surprise. Rachel expected this to happen. She wasn’t ever chosen.

“I’ll go upstairs. I’m tired anyway.”

Iva reached for her. “Nay. I want you to—”

Heavy footsteps thudded down the hall and stopped in front of the room.

After a soft tap on the door, her sister opened it just enough to peek out at the caller.

“I . . . ah . . .”

The male voice on the other side of the door sounded indecisive. The back of Rachel’s neck prickled with sweat. Why had she agreed to participate in pairing up for the singing? She imagined the night couldn’t get much worse.

“Rachel is waiting.” Iva flung the door wide open, revealing the young man who had requested her. “I’ll meet you two in the kitchen,” her sister said, bouncing out of the room.

“Ach!” Rachel said. She stiffened.

“Yeah. So you say.” Jordan’s eyes traveled over her like he was inspecting a horse at auction. “Timothy insisted I stay. He said there was one odd girl . . . I didn’t know it was you.”



Chapter Two 
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Rachel squared her shoulders after Jordan’s statement stole the air from her lungs. “Timothy called me an odd girl?” How awful to learn that her brother-in-law referred to her in that manner. She’d grown up with Timothy and had always admired him even before he and Sadie married.

Jordan put his hand up. “No, no. I said it wrong. He meant there was an uneven number of girls.” He shifted—with discomfort or annoyance, she couldn’t tell. “Are you coming?”

She couldn’t gather enough wits to move before he rubbed the back of his neck and shifted his weight. “Look, I don’t usually attend your . . . frolics, but—”

“You don’t have to tonight. Nett for me.”

He didn’t move, but a glint of mischief flickered in his eyes.

“Don’t get all ruffled. I gave Timothy my word.” He held on to the door frame and stretched to look down the hallway. “I think they’re waiting for us before they start.”

She eyed him closely. The cotton material of his black vest strained at the seams. With his broad chest, he could use a larger size. With thick wavy hair, he certainly wasn’t bad-looking.

She quickly reminded herself that he hadn’t truly selected her. No one had. But standing vulnerable in front of him wasn’t the time for self-pity.

“What did you tell mei daed about the buggy wheel?”

A grin split his face.

Unable to bear his mirth, she pulled at a loose thread on her dress sleeve.

“I told him the truth.”

She closed her eyes. How would she explain racing Ginger? Her father had only recently given her the horse and she had come with strict rules. She couldn’t drive at night. She couldn’t go into town. Now she wouldn’t be allowed to take the horse on the highway.

“I’m nett feeling gut.” She headed for the staircase—the opposite direction from where the youth had gathered. “Tell Iva, will you?” Lowering her head, she started up the steps.

Jordan cleared his throat.

When she turned, he stood with one foot on the landing and the other on the first step, peering up at her.

“I told him a truck startled the horse . . . and you were a good handler.”

His words warmed her like sweet rolls from the oven. Yet she contained her relief behind her masked expression. “Denki.”

He took another step closer. “I should have told him you were racing that horse over patches of black ice.”

With him standing on the step below her, she only had to tilt her head slightly to be eye to eye with him. “There’s Borium on Ginger’s shoes for traction.”

“Smart girl.” He turned. “But narrisch,” he mumbled under his breath.

Crazy? She followed him down the steps. “Do you know what you just called me?”

“My mother was Amish. Some words you never forget.” He crossed his arms. “Yes. You acted crazy.”

“The ice had melted.”

“The road was still dangerous.” He began to move toward the kitchen. “They’re ready to start. Are you coming?”

“I don’t want to join in. You already said you don’t either.”

He nodded, relief lightening his expression.

“Gut nacht then.” Rachel continued her ascent, carrying the awful truth with her. Jordan had only made an agreement with her brother-in-law. He had not come of his own wishes.

When she reached her room, she crossed it to gaze out the window. Laughter filtered up from the kitchen. Then the singing started.

She didn’t regret her decision not to join the youth activities. The evening wouldn’t end until almost midnight, and tomorrow there would be plenty of cleaning chores.

Still, since the singing frolic was at her house, it made it impossible to avoid the activity without looking like she was sulking. She should’ve followed her original plan and hidden in the barn.



Nathaniel extended his wings and drew closer to Rachel. “Child, the Father loves you. Do not be dismayed. He has a plan, a good plan for you. Do not lose heart.”



Rachel touched the strings of her prayer kapp. Earlier, when the buggy bounced off the road and she came off her seat, she was certain something stopped her from flying out. She closed her eyes. “Denki, God, for your protection.”



“God cares a great deal about you. That’s why He sent me to protect you,” Nathaniel whispered.
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Jordan fed the leather harness strap through the buckle. He’d stayed at the Hartzlers’ longer than he wanted, but at least he got out of accompanying Rachel to the singing.

“What happened?” Timothy ambled toward Jordan’s buggy. “I thought you said you would stay for the singing.”

“Rachel refused.” Jordan shrugged. “She might still be upset about the buggy accident.”

Timothy rocked back on his heels. “Probably racing again.”

Jordan laughed. “She won.”

“You take losing better than most.” Timothy wagged his head. “Micah should’ve never given her that horse.”

Although Jordan agreed, he held his comment. The girl had been reckless. During the time he spent working with harness racehorses, he witnessed plenty of accidents. Today’s incident should’ve shaken her to the core. He wasn’t so sure it had. She certainly defended her driving and denied the hazardous road conditions. Rachel’s only concern was that her father would find out, not that she gambled losing her life.

“Gambling will destroy everything you love,” his mother had said over and over until he grew sick of hearing it. Now he wished he could say it as a warning to this girl. But he hadn’t earned the right. What worried him was that with the competitive streak he saw in her, he knew she would race again.

“Here comes Micah,” Jordan said in a low voice. “Don’t say anything about Rachel racing.”

Timothy chuckled. “Getting beaten by a girl is bothering you nau, ain’t so?”

“Something like that.” Jordan unhitched Blaze from the post and swung himself onto the buggy seat.

“I should find my fraa and head home,” Timothy said.

Micah waved to Timothy but stopped at Jordan’s buggy. “Denki for helping me with mei daughter’s buggy.”

“Glad to help.” Jordan gathered the reins, eager to get going.

“I’m planning to clear an additional field for planting. Your onkel Isaac mentioned you’re looking for work.”

“I will be.” His uncle lived on the opposite side of the district, a two-hour drive by buggy, but Jordan needed the work. “I’ll be done with my current job in a couple days. After that I would like to come.”



Chapter Three 
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Rachel overslept. She crawled out of bed and slipped into a dress, her eyes still closed. Her internal clock never failed to wake her before the rooster’s alarm, but this morning the rooster was crowing again as she fastened the straight pins on her dress. Yawning, she adjusted her prayer kapp, shoved her stocking feet into a pair of stiff work shoes, and then took her wool cape off its hook on the way out the door.

A horse, not of her father’s stock, whinnied near the barn. Although it wasn’t uncommon to find a new horse in the corral, this particular sorrel didn’t pace the fence as did most young colts in need of training. He looked a bit familiar, but she couldn’t place him.

She loved horses, and if it hadn’t already been so late, she would have spent a few minutes checking out the new gelding. She glanced at the pink horizon and stepped up her pace. By now she and Daed should have the chores nearly finished. Once inside the barn she followed the dim lamplight to the milking area.

Daed looked up from milking the cow. “Gut mariye.”

Rachel yawned. “Mariye,” she replied, picking up the feed bucket. Usually once she stepped out of bed she was wide awake, but not today. Today she couldn’t keep her eyes open. Since Iva married and they no longer shared a bedroom, she’d spent restless nights listening to the wind brush the tree branches against the window.

Her shoulders slumped against the support beam and she yawned as she filled the bucket with grain. The wooden door leading to the pasture slid open, and Jordan Engles entered with a cow on a lead. His unexpected appearance stole her words away.

At least now she knew who owned the gelding in the corral and why the horse looked familiar.

“Good morning,” he said as he tethered the cow to a post. He then reached to take the bucket from her hand. “No need. I fed the horses already.”

Rachel grasped the handle tighter. “Then I’ll feed the calves.”

“Did that too.” Jordan cleared his throat. “Besides, that isn’t what calves eat.”

Rachel glanced into the bucket. “Jah.” She instinctively bit her bottom lip as pride roared within her. She was tired. Certainly she knew the difference between what horses and calves ate. Jordan had merely distracted her a moment.

Daed stood from the milking stool and reached under the cow for the bucket. “Help your mamm get breakfast started.” He glanced at Jordan. “Hungry?”

“Oh yes, sir.”

Her father patted him on the back as though entertained by the appetite of the younger man. “Gut.” He turned to her. “Remind your mamm to set an extra plate.”

“But . . .” A lump the size of her fist lodged in her throat. She swallowed. “I always help you in the barn.” Ever since James died, she had tended the animals every morning with her father. They’d managed fine without hiring help before, so they certainly didn’t need Jordan—half Englisch, half Amish—attempting to replace her brother. And wouldn’t his presence just make that pain even stronger, a reminder every day that her brother was gone forever? Daed still wore a cloak of sadness even though he pretended to accept the Lord’s will.

And pretended not to blame her for her brother’s death.

Jordan reached for the feed bucket in her hand; this time he was successful. “The barn’s damp. You should go inside so you don’t catch a cold.”

How dare he treat her like a small child or an imbecile. “I’m quite familiar with how drafty this old barn is. After all, I’ve spent plenty of hours working out here, ain’t so?” She would have shown him her calloused hands to prove her labor had Daed not stepped forward.

Her father held the milk bucket out to her. “Rachel, take this one to the haus. We’ll bring the other one when we kumm.”

She glanced at Jordan but couldn’t find it in her heart to return his smile. The longer she stared, the wider his smile grew.

Daed offered her no support. He shooed her toward the door. “We won’t be long.”

“Jah,” she muttered.

Her brother’s death was hard on her father in so many ways. Immediately after James was buried and the other farmers had to return to their work, she stepped in to help, enjoying working with her father, learning, becoming strong. She loved the livestock, the planting, the harvesting. It didn’t matter that they rarely spoke of anything except the work at hand. It had been gut. Hadn’t it? She had even felt lately that their strained relationship was on the mend. But now—how could he dismiss her so easily?

Rachel slipped through the kitchen door, keeping the screen door from slamming behind her. She swung the milk bucket up and placed it on the counter with ease—something she could not have done two years ago.

Mamm glanced over her shoulder from the stove. “Gut mariye.”

“Vass iss gut?”

Mamm moved away from frying the peeled potatoes. A deep frown settled over her face as she swept Rachel’s stray hair away from her eyes. “What are you upset about?”

“Why is Jordan Engles here?” The words escaped her mouth sounding harsher than she had intended.

Mamm’s typical smile was slow and steady in coming. “Jordan is helping your daed ready the fields for planting.”

Her father had talked of wanting to clear more acreage to farm, but she assumed the two of them would prepare the land.

“Daed needed help and asked Jordan. Since he’s new to the community, he has more availability than the other young men.”

Rachel hated the truth in Mamm’s statement. She took a ladle along with some tall glasses and poured fresh milk into each one. No matter how careful she was, she could never seem to do it without slopping it down the sides and making puddles on the counter.

Her mother scraped the potatoes off the bottom of the cast iron skillet and flipped the raw side into the grease.

“Daed knows I wanted to work with him.” She took a cloth and swiped at the spilled milk.

Mamm added a heaping spoonful of lard to a second cast iron fry pan. “You’re twenty and nett a child.”

“Jah.” And this year she was stronger. She could control the plow easier and not tire in the heat as quickly. If anyone was going to replace James, it should be her, not an outsider. Sure, Jordan might know a few Deitsch words from his mother, and he dressed like one of them, but he remained detached from the community.

“You need to spend less time in the barn,” Mamm said stiffly, cutting off any further discussion. “It’s time you put into practice your cooking and sewing skills.” She handed her the basket of eggs from the counter. “When you finish with the milk, you can fry these eggs for your daed and Jordan.”

Rachel groaned under her breath. Didn’t she know enough about cooking? If the kitchen wasn’t so stuffy and confining, maybe she’d like to cook. And maybe she didn’t have the culinary skills to please the palate, but at least she could cook well enough to stay alive. She’d spent a good deal of every summer canning vegetables from the garden. And sewing too. What more did a girl need to know other than how to darn socks and patch pants? True, her stitches were not evenly spaced, but they served their purpose. Why did it matter when the boots covered one’s socks and hid stitching imperfections? Daed hadn’t once complained.

Mamm poured vinegar into a bowl. “Kumm, the eggs must be washed.”

Rachel washed the eggs, then carried them to the stove. The first egg she cracked too hard and the runny yolk broke and splattered into the grease. The next one slipped into the pan with its yolk intact. It didn’t break until she attempted to flip it. She left them for a moment to put the glasses of milk on the table. By the time she’d returned, the eggs had a small layer of burned crust on one side. But they were still edible, jah? She set those aside for Jordan. With the next two she took extra care as she cracked their shells and when she flipped them over. She peered at them while they sizzled in the pan. The yolks were probably cooked a little too long, but she supposed they would be runny enough. Those she reserved for her father.

“Here they kumm.” Mamm stepped away from the kitchen window and wiped her hands against her apron, then eyed Rachel. “Straighten your apron.” Mamm moved over to the stove and picked up the kettle. “I’ll pour the kaffi. You can set the utensils in their places.”

Rachel prepared the table as instructed. She placed the plateful of hot biscuits and the butter dish in the center of the table as the men entered the kitchen.

Jordan handed her a milk bucket. She took it too roughly and the milk splashed against the side and over the brim, spilling down her dress front. “Ach.”

“Careful.” Jordan grinned.

She looked inside the bucket. “This was all you could get?”

“Well, you spilled some,” he said under his breath.

She placed the bucket on the counter next to the other, annoyed at herself, her daed, and especially at Jordan.

“You’ll want to keep the cream separated,” he told her, as if she didn’t know.

Apparently he didn’t know cream sometimes took twelve hours before it fully separated. Even she knew the method for gravitational extraction. “Most dairy farmers know it takes several hours to produce heavy cream.”

Jordan leaned closer. “You must mean the farmer’s fraa. I’ve never heard of a farmer with spare time enough to wait for the cream to be skimmed.”

Something the opposite of Amish meekness rose up inside her. She glared at him. He responded with a grin that annoyed her even further. After a brief pause, she pasted on a smile and took the plates of food to the table while her mother poured the coffee.

Daed pulled a chair out and offered it to Jordan. “Have a seat.”

Rachel set the plate of eggs on the table in front of her father.

She swallowed hard, trying to remind herself that Jordan was their guest and she needed to treat him as such.

Mamm gave Rachel’s shoulder a subtle nudge, and Rachel placed the other plate in front of him.

After a brief look at the platter, Jordan lifted his head, settling his green eyes on her. “Thank you. It smells good.”

Was he lying? Or could he not tell that the kitchen smelled of burnt potatoes and eggs? If Jordan meant what he said, his senses were probably tainted from mucking out the horse stalls—which should have been her job.

Rachel crinkled her nose. “Gut.”

When her father cleared his throat, she forced a smile at her guest, trying not to ask him to change seats—she didn’t like him sitting in James’s chair any more than she liked him usurping her place beside her father in the fields.

Mamm leaned toward Rachel. “Sit. Your father is ready to pray nau.”

Rachel slid onto her chair and bowed her head, silently begging God for forgiveness of her jealousy. Had she lost her mind to be jealous over barn chores? Anyone would gladly welcome more helping hands. She chewed her bottom lip and forced herself to concentrate on her prayer.

God, with your blessing, every year our crops have provided a decent yield and our garden is larger than we need. Why has Daed requested Jordan’s help? Am I not enough?

I thank you for this food, Aemen.

Jordan shifted in his seat, opening and closing his fist. Obviously he hadn’t milked a cow before. No wonder he didn’t get a full bucket. She grinned. He wouldn’t last working for her father. Maybe God would answer her unspoken prayer and she would soon be back at Daed’s side where she belonged.

Daed and Mamm opened their eyes at the same time.

Jordan bowed his head, then lifted it immediately. “Aemen.”

“Aemen?” Rachel raised her brows.

Jordan ignored her and jabbed his fork into his eggs. He paused to look at Daed soaking his biscuit in his runny yolks. Jordan made a slight shrug, then lifted his over-hard cooked egg on top of the biscuit.

“Gut meal,” her father said, exchanging a glance with Mamm, seated at the end of the table.

“Yes, very good,” Jordan echoed.

Miriam lowered her fork from her mouth. “Rachel cooked the eggs.”

Her mother was always so careful not to sound boastful. Why would she tell of Rachel’s cooking, as though frying eggs was a great achievement? It wasn’t like she’d mastered her grandmother’s recipe for schnitzboi.

Jordan shifted his attention. “Micah, what do you intend to plant in the back field? Corn?”

“Soybeans,” Rachel replied, eager to show her knowledge of their farming plans.

Her father looked at her. “We’ve planted soybeans in that field the past two years—”

“Jah.” Rachel made one sharp nod aimed at Jordan.

Daed cleared his throat. “We’ll plant corn.”

Corn? Daed actually agreed with Jordan.

“Why?” she blurted.

“Crop rotation.” Jordan lifted his brows at her. “Helps control cloddy soil.” He turned to her father. “Am I right?”

Her father smiled. “Jah.” He pivoted in his chair to give Jordan his full attention. “It also helps the nitrogen balance and groundwater runoff.”

Jordan’s eagerness to please and her father’s elation with his new field hand gnawed away at her. How had Jordan weaseled his way into her family—and so quickly? She had enjoyed working in the barn with her father while her older sisters helped Mamm with the indoor chores. She preferred it. Now Jordan’s presence threatened the thread of normalcy her family had found after James’s death.

Rachel set the fork on her plate of half-eaten food. She’d lost her appetite. She stood, taking the plate with her.

“While you’re up, maybe Jordan would like more kaffi,” Mamm said.

Rachel and Jordan locked eyes. She forced herself to turn away from him and focused on picking up the coffeepot and refilling his cup without his asking for more.

“Thank you.”

“Kaffi, Daed?”

“Jah. Warm it, please.” He moved his cup closer to the edge of the table, then shifted his attention back to Jordan. “We can take a walk and I’ll show you the property lines. If the ground is dry enough, I’ll show you how to use the plow.”

Rachel collected the dirty dishes from the table and loaded them into the sink. If she hurried, she could have the dishes washed before they finished their coffee. Then she would ask to go along. Maybe Daed would explain the importance of nitrogen balance to her.

Rachel emptied the kettle of hot water into the sink and added soap. She washed as Mamm brought more dishes from the table.

“Are you finished?” Daed asked Jordan.

“Yes, sir,” he said and pushed back his chair. Jordan picked up his empty cup and took it to Rachel. “You want this in here?”

“Jah, denki.”

As he leaned close to put his cup in the sink, his hand brushed against hers. The way he studied her bored into her, causing a whooshing sensation to speed through her, leaving her feeling off balance. He followed Daed out of the kitchen, but his woodsy scent lingered.

“They will work well together,” Mamm said as she scraped the grease from the fry pan into an empty can. “You should have plenty of time to sharpen your household skills.”

Rachel knew what she wanted to sharpen, and it had nothing to do with household skills.

[image: 1]
The peas had sprouted despite last week’s late frost. Thankfully, Rachel had listened to Mamm and waited before sowing the other seeds. The soft ground held a few wet patches, so instead of planting today and chancing seed rot, she would till the remainder of the garden. Although, this year, they wouldn’t need a large garden. They’d planted extra last year anticipating Iva’s wedding meal. Truly, there might not ever be a need for another large garden. Rachel had suppressed her hopes of marriage shortly after she became of courting age and no one paired up with her or offered to drive her home after the singings. The disappointment was easier to handle once she accepted that her life wouldn’t necessarily follow the path of the other young women in the community.

Rachel worked until her bare hands became raw from not wearing gloves and the cold April wind hindered her progress.

She kicked off her dirty shoes at the door and padded into the kitchen, shaking her hands and then tucking them under her arms in an attempt to get them less numb.

Mamm set a water-filled jar on the counter, then proceeded to fill another one from the tap. She glanced at Rachel. “Is something wrong with your hands?” Mamm turned off the tap, dried her hands, then reached for Rachel’s to examine them. “Ach, your hands are cold.”

“I should’ve worn gloves.”

“Jah, the wind is chilly.”

Rachel put her hands into her armpits again and wiggled her fingers, hoping to get the blood flowing. “What are the water jars for?”

“I thought your daed and Jordan might be thirsty.”

“They might want kaffi too.” They were bound to be cold in the open field.

“Gut idea. And you might want to use some beeswax salve on your chapped hands. It’s in the cabinet.”

“I’ll take the drinks out first,” Rachel said.

Mamm pulled the thermos from the cupboard. The kettle already filled with heated water, she made the coffee as Rachel slipped back into her cape and shoes.

Rachel trekked across the field with the thermos clutched under her arm and a jar of water in each hand. Like the aroma of morning-brewed coffee, the scent of freshly turned ground jolted her senses. Her daed used to tease her that she liked dirt as much as the earthworms. She smiled. It was still true. She was not afraid of dirt and hard work. And considering her love for the animals, she wondered why she couldn’t spend all her days outdoors.

She found Jordan and Daed squatting down in the center of the field studying the dirt. Probably analyzing the cloddy soil, maybe the nitrogen content, whatever that was. Rachel had never concerned herself with soil to that degree. She also had never shared long conversations with her father about water runoff. Jealousy pricked her conscience. She knew to rebuke sinful thoughts but couldn’t just yet.

They both looked up as she approached. Jordan tossed the handful of dirt he held and returned to the plow, commanding Clyde forward. Her father stood, his dirt-smudged forehead wrinkled from squinting against the bright sun.

“I thought you might be thirsty.” She held out one of the glass jars to her father. “And I brought you kaffi for later.” She set the thermos on the ground next to other items they’d brought to the field with them.

While he took long gulps of the water, she stole another glance at Jordan. “Daed,” she said, “why can’t you teach me about cloddy soil and groundwater runoff? And I can handle Clyde as gut as anyone.” She meant as good as Jordan. Better than Jordan. He didn’t know the temperamental horse like she did.

Daed lowered the jar. “Take Jordan the water. He’s thirsty.”

She sighed. Why did he continually push her away?

Jordan lifted his head and pulled back on the reins as she approached, her dress flapping around her ankles in the breeze. She extended the jar toward him.

He pushed his hat down on his head and wiped his grubby hands across his thighs. “Thank you,” he said, accepting the jar.

Jordan gulped down the water in one continuous drink, released a satisfied sigh, and handed the empty container to her. “How’s the cream? Have you watched it separate yet?”

She ignored his wiggling brows and spun in her father’s direction. Walking up to Daed, she said, “I’ll work with you tomorrow.”

“Nay need.”  

“But I’ve worked in the field ever since—”

“It’s already been decided.” The jagged lines around Daed’s eyes softened. “I’m doing this for you.”

“Me?”

“You won’t learn how to become a fraa by working in the field.”

What was he talking about? She had no marriage pledge.

He chuckled. “I saw those eggs you served Jordan.”

A look of horror must have crossed her face because Daed laughed harder. Although it was wonderful to hear him laugh again—she hadn’t heard him laugh much since James died—why did it have to be linked to Jordan’s arrival?

She waited until Jordan and Clyde were far enough away that he wouldn’t be within earshot. “Even if I could cook as gut as Mamm”—the ties of her head covering blew in her face, and she grabbed them and held them away—“it doesn’t mean I’ll find a husband.”

Perhaps Daed sensed her embarrassment because he sobered. “In God’s timing, I pray you will.” He put his hands in his pockets and watched Jordan. With the reins draped over his shoulders, Jordan’s hands held steady on the plow as it cut through the dirt.

“I might nett know much about cooking and sewing,” she said, “but I do know Jordan isn’t plowing a straight line.” She waited for him to agree. Any farmer knew to keep his sight fixed in the distance and not on the ground. Jordan would have the corn growing in circles if he didn’t guide Clyde properly.

Daed scratched the back of his neck. “Jah, he’s got some learning to do, but it’ll be gut to have a set of strong hands on the farm.” He continued to keep his eyes on Jordan. “It’s too far to make that two-hour drive back and forth from his onkle’s haus every day, so he’s moving into the grossdaadi haus.”

The grossdaadi haus? She tried to hide her disbelief. James had been given their grandparents’ house when Katie Bender and he made plans to marry. Rachel couldn’t bear the idea that Jordan was taking James’s place living in the grossdaadi haus, or more importantly, in her father’s heart.



“Walk properly, child, not in strife, for that is not pleasing to God.” Nathaniel’s words penetrated her heart, but they would only be empowered by her willingness to obey this truth.

Nathaniel smelled the stench surrounding Tangus before the fallen angel surfaced from a dense black fog. His scaly body flaked off shriveled layers of matter that once made up his radiance. His beauty, along with his towering size and strength, had shriveled when God cast him into darkness with the others. Guarding his several sets of eyes from Nathaniel’s light, Tangus stealthily approached the girl, whispering syrupy words of deceit into her thoughts and heart.

“Your father lost the son he loved because of you. Your carelessness stole your father’s heart forever. You know you can never take your brother’s place. You are not as important to your father as your brother was. Turn around, Rachel. See how well your father and Jordan work together. Jordan will take the place in your father’s heart that rightfully belongs to your brother—and to you.”



Rachel kicked a clod of dirt as she walked away from her father. “Ach, why did Jordan have to kumm here?”



“Yes! He has no right to interfere!” Tangus said, crawling closer. He pivoted, gloating over his certainty. “She will open her heart to the spirit of envy, you’ll see.”



Rachel turned her face to the sky. “He has no right to interfere in our lives. He isn’t even Amish.”



“Seek God, child,” Nathaniel urged.

Tangus inched closer. “God doesn’t care about such silly things. Don’t trouble Him with this frivolity.”



“Why doesn’t Daed see Jordan is worthless to him? He’s nett going to be any help.” She closed her hands into fists, frustration beginning to fill her. “He didn’t milk the cow fully and he can’t even plow a straight line.”



“That’s right. Your work is far superior to Jordan’s.” Tangus smirked. “You heard her, Nathaniel. She’s listening nicely to me, don’t you think?”

Nathaniel’s shudder kicked up wind, and he feathered the tip of his wings across Rachel’s cheek.

The girl searched the sky, touched her face, and sighed.
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