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Readers of Amish fiction love the first two books in Jerry Eicher’s Hannah’s Heart series…
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A Dream for Hannah

Having grown up in the Amish faith, author Jerry Eicher (over 220,000 copies in combined sales) treats you to his firsthand knowledge in A Dream for Hannah.

Hannah Miller’s faith is solid, and her devotion to her family and Indiana community is unquestionable. Yet her spirit longs for adventure and romance. When troubling circumstances give her good reason to spend the summer at her aunt’s Montana ranch, Hannah discovers she has much to learn about life and love.

Her heart is awhirl with emotion as she dreams about her future. Sam, the boy Hannah has known all her life, is comfortable and predictable. Peter is the wild one, the boy who is on rumspringa. And Jake is unpredictable, intriguing, and living in the Montana wilderness.

Hoping for a dream come true, Hannah must decide how to fulfill her heart’s desire while staying true to her faith.
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A Hope for Hannah

Growing more popular with each new novel, author Jerry Eicher continues the Hannah series with this intriguing glimpse into a young Amish couple’s early marriage.

Hannah Miller Byler and her husband live in a small Amish community near Montana’s Cabinet Mountains, and the rough log cabin is far from everything Hannah holds dear. Anxious about her new role as wife and soon-to-be mother, Hannah understands she must learn to control her anxious heart if her marriage is to survive.

Just as they settle into their new routine, Hannah’s husband loses his timber job and answers the call to ministry. With winter pressing in and money scarce, the young couple discover hardships will either drive them apart or draw them closer. Determined to find hope despite fearful conditions, they struggle to survive in this harsh land and bear their responsibilities with grace.
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One

[image: image] Hannah Byler walked up the graveled lane toward the cabin, her right hand clutching the mail. She glanced down briefly at the letter on top of the small stack. Her mom had written, no doubt to rejoice with her and perhaps to tell her she was praying for her.

As Hannah slowed down to catch her breath, a shadow crossed her face as the dark memories of her miscarriage ran quickly through her mind. It had been only recently that she had known she was with child again, and this time she would make it through the nine months. She must. Miscarrying again would be too painful. Jake hadn’t said much, but she knew he watched her in the evenings when he didn’t think she’d notice. He’d glance away when she turned toward him, shadows from the gas lantern playing on his young bearded face. He loved her, Jake did, but Jake was also a preacher now. And for that reason—in addition to all the others—she must carry this child to full term.

Jake would still love her if she lost another of his children. They would sorrow together, comforting each other, but pity would be stirred in the eyes of the people. “He can preach,” they would whisper when she wasn’t around. “But why has God chosen to leave him childless?”

Jake had been ordained so suddenly last year, and just as quickly their lives were changed. They were no longer Jake and Hannah Byler, lost in their love for each other, living in their own world under the shadow of the Cabinet Mountains. They were now Jake Byler, the minister, and the minister’s wife, Hannah.

Hannah paused, allowing her gaze to follow the mountain peaks disappearing toward the south. Hadn’t Jake quoted the words of King David this past Sunday while he preached the main sermon? “I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh my help.” Only he had quoted the words in High German, in which he was now becoming quite fluent. Jake was like that—gut in a lot of things. Although the community didn’t compliment him on his preaching—that just wasn’t done—Betty, Hannah’s aunt, was one of the few who dared whisper things after church like “My, that Jake of yours sure can preach.”

But Betty dared to do and say a lot of things the others didn’t. She was that way, and even on occasion was known to press the line on the ordnung. Her laugh and jolly spirit covered many sins, as Jake would say. Of course Jake liked her, as did everyone in the community. But would Jake’s liking her be sufficient to cover for Betty if he knew she had hired an English girl to run her horse riding business last summer, even allowing the girl to wear very English clothing while working? Likely not. And so Hannah kept her mouth shut. Jake was kind, but he also had responsibilities that could override his heart.

Hannah studied the mountain range, following the familiar ridges and valleys. This was her home now, her beloved home. Here she and Jake had found each other that long-ago summer and then nearly lost their love while it was still in its infancy, only to find it again by the grace of God. Hannah glanced down, running her hand over the front of her dress. Her pregnancy didn’t show much yet, but that would change soon.

What would it be like to walk into church on Sunday morning when everyone could see that she carried Jake’s child? A thrill ran through her at the thought. It was too wonderful to comprehend. And surely she wasn’t taking pride in the yet unborn child? Was this not what Da Hah wanted? Children born to carry on the human race and the faith her people believed in? Jah, and she was blessed to carry Jake’s child. Surely this time Da Hah would have mercy on her. Surely this time, in His great wisdom, she would be permitted to see the baby’s face.

“Please let it be, dear Lord,” she whispered, picking up her steps again. “I want to give Jake a child. His and mine. Jake might be a great preacher, but he is also a man. And a man needs children.”

The soft sound of a truck came over the hill moments before it came into view. Mr. Brunson was driving slowly. Hannah pushed her thoughts aside and stepped off the lane. Mr. Brunson slowed even more, rolled down his window, and came to a stop.

“Good afternoon there, Hannah,” he said, smiling broadly.

“Good afternoon,” Hannah said. “And how are you?”

He laughed. “As good as can be expected for an old man.”

“You’re not that old. Come on, now.”

“That’s easy for you young people to say. Jake works like a man on fire in the furniture shop.”

“I know. He comes home so tired at night.”

“Don’t blame me,” Mr. Brunson said with a grin. “The furniture is selling well enough, but Jake still won’t slow down. In fact, it seems to make him work even harder.”

“He’s probably thinking of his family,” she said, a warm blush spreading over her face.

“Can’t say I was any different in my day,” he said. “Oh, to be young again.”

“Would you like to come down for supper?” she asked. “Perhaps next week some night? We would love to have you again. It seems quite a while since you visited, and I could make cherry pie.”

“Cherry pie? Now how can I turn that down? But really, you don’t have to bother.”

“Is my cherry pie that awful?”

He laughed, “You know better than that. It’s enough to reduce a man to tears, if that were possible with an old codger like me.”

“It’s not that gut,” she said, laughing. “But please come. We could make it suit most any night.”

“Most any night is good for me too. You know I don’t have much to do.”

“Jake tells me you help a lot in the furniture shop, so you shouldn’t undersell yourself. You’ve been a great blessing to Jake and me, and we’re very thankful. There wouldn’t be much of a shop without your help in starting it up.”

“I was glad to do it. And it took more than me. Jake makes beautiful log furniture. I simply came along behind him.”

“We’re still thankful,” she said.

He laughed. “I’d better be going, Hannah. You take care of yourself. I’ll let Jake know which night works next week, and I will expect an extra pie to take along home with me.”

“You will have it,” she said, waving as he drove off.

Mr. Brunson was a wonderful man, sent by Da Hah when they so needed help starting up Jake’s business. He was not only a gut neighbor, but a gut friend.

At the front walk, the roses were trying to bloom, opening halfheartedly in the chilly air. Hannah stopped to admire them, the letter from her mother forgotten for a moment.

“It’ll be warm soon,” she said, bending over to brush their soft petals with the back of her hand. “Then you can really bloom. Just like me with Jake’s child.”

She laughed but it was the truth. How like a blooming it felt to be with child, and surely this time there would be a cry of a baby in the house by winter.

“Please, dear God,” she whispered, standing up to walk toward the cabin. “I know You will help us.”

Pushing open the front cabin door and listening to it creak, she stepped inside. After latching the door she walked over to Jake’s little log desk. Holding the letter from her mother up to the light from the front window, Hannah studied the familiar handwriting before pulling the letter out.

Dear Hannah,

Greetings in the name of the Lord. This finds us all well, and your dad is busy in the factory as usual. I think summer is coming early around here. We had a really warm day today, which was a surprise since the trees only recently got all their leaves.

Your dad plowed the garden last night after work, and I see the neighbors have also done theirs today. I have half a notion to hitch the Belgian to the disk and work the ground, since I can’t wait to get the early things in the ground. I think your dad would appreciate the job being done, but he wouldn’t appreciate it if I wrecked something, so perhaps I’d better wait.

I am so thrilled with the news in your last letter. I’m sure you and Jake are very happy, and if you are careful this time, everything will be fine. We will pray for you and for the health of the baby. Don’t worry too much, as the Lord is merciful and does not give us greater burdens than we are able to bear.

I know you don’t want the news spread around yet, so I’ve been keeping my lips sealed with your sisters, even when they dug around for news at the last sewing. You know how they can be, but I think I kept a pretty straight face.

I suppose you haven’t told Betty either, which brings me to the point I need to ask you about. Miriam has been pestering us for some time, saying she wants to visit you, perhaps for an extended time. I know how small your cabin is, and so I’ve not agreed to ask you, but your news brings up an interesting idea.

With the baby coming in late November, why couldn’t we have Miriam come out for the summer to work at Betty’s with the riding stable like you did those two summers? I guess the first question is, does Betty still run the stable? Perhaps her oldest daughter Kendra is involved?

I suppose I might as well tell you, Miriam has been really discouraged with her romantic options around here. I don’t know why, as there are a lot of nice boys, but then what do I know? It’s not like I’m going to marry them, as Miriam is quick to remind me.

Anyway, she has now turned twenty-one and has dated a few times, but nothing ever comes of it. I think her wish to visit you has more to do with that than anything. Miriam thinks that since you found a good husband in Montana, she might also be able to. I’ve told her things don’t work like that, but she’s not convinced. I’ve never been quite as close to her as I have been with you, but neither has she been as much trouble as you were. So I guess it all works out even in the end.

Anyway, maybe you can ask Betty, if you like the idea, or I can write her. Either way would be fine, but please let me know. Oh, and you could then break the news to Miriam later in the summer about the baby. You know—once you begin showing. You could ask her then about staying and taking care of you and the baby after the birth. I think that would work out great for all of us.

Think about it, and I’m so happy with the news. We will pray for a very nice, healthy baby.

With love,

Your mom, Kathy

“Mom,” Hannah said, wiping her eyes as she folded the letter, “I love you so much.” Sighing, she stared out the window, remembering. Wouldn’t it be wonderful if her parents could visit again like they had last year? But no, that wasn’t possible. A visit from Miriam would be second best but greatly appreciated once the baby came. Jah, she would ask Betty. And the sooner the better. Miriam might have wrong motives for the trip, but there were wonderful people in the community who would welcome her with open arms. They wouldn’t know what her reasons for coming were, and there might indeed be someone special here who would satisfy her sister’s requirements.

Perhaps, but who? And wouldn’t that be something if there really was? They could both live in Montana, and she would have not only a baby, but a sister nearby.


Two

[image: image] Hannah stood on the porch, her hands in her apron pockets, glancing down the graveled lane. Jake should be home soon, his driving horse prancing up to the driveway, anxious to get in the barn for the night. What a wonderful man Jake was. Da Hah had favored her with a gut husband to love. And here he came now, the buggy a black speck out on the main road.

Walking to the split-rail fence, Hannah waited by the rose bushes, idly running her fingers over the green leaves, gently touching the sharp thorns. How much like a rosebush life was turning out to be. So full of sweetness and beauty, with things mixed in the greenery to pierce one’s heart at the most unexpected of times. But she must not think of them now. Life was growing green again. The winter was past, and spring had really come. Ahead lay summer—and then fall when she would have a bobli in her arms.

Hannah shivered. Even then there would surely be more thorns. There were always thorns of some sort—but there would also be the grace of God to carry one along. Her people believed in the one as surely as the other. It was Da Hah’s way of doing things, blessings and sufferings, both to mature the soul and keep one from becoming too attached to this world.

Jake’s buggy came up over the last rise, the horse holding his head high, turning his face toward the barn with a loud whinny. When they got to the barn, Jake pulled up, the buggy door opened, and he leaned out with a smiling face.

“Howdy,” he hollered as she ran toward the barn.

“Jake!” she said, leaping into his arms when he stepped down.

“My, what a welcome,” Jake said, still holding the reins. The horse turned his head to look at them, giving another loud whinny.

“I’ll help you unhitch Joel,” she said.

“You came rushing out to help me unhitch?” he asked, tilting his head at her. “There must be more to it than that. You must have news.”

“Oh, Jake,” she said, wrapping her arms around his neck again. “I’m just happy to see you.”

He laughed, “I think it’s more than that.”

“Jake,” she said in mock reprimand. “Okay, there is news…but I do love you.” She hugged him again and then said, “I got a letter from Mom. Miriam would like to come for a visit this summer to help Betty, and then stay to help me once the baby comes. We need to ask Betty though. Can we ask her this evening so I can write back? Can we, please? Can we go over and visit after supper?”

“Did I hear you mention supper?” he asked. “So you will at least feed me before this evening trip?”

“Of course I have supper ready,” she said. “I wouldn’t think of starving you.”

“That’s gut to hear. Let me tie Joel, and I’ll be right in.”

“I’ll help you,” she said, taking the tie rope out from behind the seat. Attaching the snap to the horse’s bridle, she led him to the hitching post, where he dropped his head, looking longingly toward the barn.

“Looks like he doesn’t want to visit anyone tonight,” Jake commented.

“He’s not that tired, and Betty isn’t too far away. He’ll get over his disappointment.”

“If I feed him, he’ll take it better,” Jake said with a smile. “Just like a man does.”

“You spoil him.” Hannah laughed as she moved the tie rope to Joel’s neck and fastened the rope again. She slid off the bridle while Jake went into the barn and returned with a bucket partially filled with oats.

Hannah stroked the horse’s neck while he lowered his head, chomping greedily. Jake left for the barn again, returning quickly with another bucket filled with water. Setting it down within Joel’s reach, he took Hannah’s hand, leading her toward the house.

“So you want your supper too?” she asked, glancing back at Joel busily chewing the oats. “Didn’t I pack a large enough lunch?”

“You packed a fine lunch,” he said, pulling back on her hand, and stopping to look toward the mountains.

Hannah turned with him, following his gaze to where her eyes had gone earlier in the day. The last of the sun’s rays had set the clouds hanging on the ridges on fire with a blaze of golden light. Stretches of dark gray and brown ran into the valleys, with the dark blue of the sky above them. A three-quarter-sized moon hung over the wooded tree line of the highest peak toward the south.

“It’s so beautiful,” she said.

“Yes, it is,” he said, his fingers tightening on hers.

“I was looking at the mountains earlier,” she said stepping closer to him. “I was thinking about our child. Do you think everything will be okay this time? I still feel like last time was my fault. Eating the infected meat surely was the reason. But this time, I’ll try not to do anything wrong. Do you think Da Hah will bless us with His grace?”

“He already has,” Jake said, pulling her close to him, his arm slipping around her shoulder. “He gave me you, and that’s already enough. And it wasn’t your fault. It could have happened to anyone.”

“But it happened to me—to us. I so want this child to be born. He’s yours Jake, yours and mine. I don’t think I could stand it if something went wrong again.”

“We can bear what Da Hah wishes to place on our shoulders,” he said, his grip on her shoulder still tight.

“But Jake,” she said, drawing far enough away to see his face. “You don’t think that something will happen?”

“No, I don’t,” he said, kissing her gently on the forehead. “I think everything will go very well. And you will be an absolutely wonderful mother.”

She ran her fingers through his beard, and he kissed her again.

“You’re just saying so,” she said. “To make me feel good.”

“No,” he said, his face growing serious. “I really do think everything will be okay this time.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, running her fingers down the length of his beard again. “When are you going to trim this again?”

“Why?” he asked, laughing. “Is it getting too long?”

“It makes you look so wise. I don’t want a husband who’s too wise. Not while I’m still so…unwise.”

“Then I will clip some of it off,” he said, laughing again. “It helps me feel—well, not quite so young and inexperienced—especially with the preaching and all. It’s been so sudden.”

“I know,” she said. “And please don’t trim your beard. I like it just the way it is.”

He laughed. “We will see, and now, where is that supper before I starve completely and faint dead away from hunger?”

“Warming in the oven,” she said, leaning against him, soaking in his strength. She stood looking at the mountain range again. He was so strong, so steady, and so sure of himself. He never wavered regardless of the storms they faced. How blessed she was to have such a husband. He would not falter in the months ahead, regardless of how things turned out.

“What are you thinking?” he asked, lifting her chin with his fingers. They smelled of hickory wood and varnish and felt calloused yet gentle on her skin.

“How wonderful you are,” she said, meeting his eyes.

He laughed again. “Now, now, you’ll have my head swelling soon, and my hat won’t fit anymore.”

“You are still wonderful,” she repeated, walking toward the house, pulling him behind her.

He didn’t resist, following her willingly to the wash basin, where she poured in warm water from the woodstove, waiting while he washed his hands and face.

“There!” he said, drying with the towel Hannah handed him. “Now I’m ready to eat.”

“Come,” she said, taking him by the hand again.

“My, I am getting special treatment tonight.”

“You will soon be a father, and you deserve it.”

“I think mothers deserve the praise,” he said, kissing her on the cheek. “They are the ones who have the babies.”

Hannah pushed him away, motioning with her hand. “Sit down.”

Jake sat down as Hannah removed the chicken and fried beans from the oven. The bread she sliced quickly, and took the cover off the salad. With the butter and blackberry jam taken down from the lower cupboard, Hannah sat down across from him.

“Ready,” she said.

Jake nodded, bowing his head, and speaking in German, led out in prayer. Hannah lifted her head when he was done, passing him the mashed potatoes before filling her own plate.

“I have been thinking about something,” he said, pouring on the gravy.

“Jah? About us?”

“Sort of. It concerns us.”

“The baby perhaps?”

He spoke slowly as he said, “I think we ought to build a new cabin further up on the hill.”

For a moment, Hannah couldn’t speak. “A new cabin? But we have a cabin—a nice one.”

“I know. But it will become crowded with the baby and has only one spare bedroom. What happens when we have visitors?”

“But we hardly get any visitors. My parents came last year, but yours have never visited. When they do come, surely they will understand. Young people don’t have a lot of money, and you are a preacher now.”

“That should have nothing to do with it,” he said. “I want to take care of my family.”

“But you are,” Hannah said, pausing to butter her bread. “I’m perfectly happy with what we have. This is a wonderful cabin and so full of memories. Of us, and of the time we have had together.”

“That’s exactly why you deserve better. Just look at you. You’re still cooking on a woodstove when hardly anyone else in the community is. And we still don’t have a refrigerator.”

“But the money? Where’s the money coming from?”

“I’m making some good money now—with Mr. Brunson’s help, of course. I never could do it without him.”

“Enough to build a brand-new cabin?”

“Maybe not yet,” he admitted, staring at his food. “But I would like to. Especially with the baby coming.”

“Maybe then we should wait until the baby comes to decide,” she said, searching his face.

“Dear heart,” he said, stroking her arm. “The baby will be okay.”

“I don’t mean that,” she said. “It’s just that I can make do for a little while yet. That way you don’t have to spend money unnecessarily with the business starting up the way it is.”

He thought it over for a moment and then said with a sigh, “It might be for the best. But maybe I can buy you a refrigerator at least. That doesn’t cost that much.”

Hannah laughed at the look on his face, reaching across the table to touch his face. “The springhouse is fine. It’s good and strong, and it suits me. I get to walk outside in all kinds of weather, which is good for one’s health. Besides, where would I put a refrigerator?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “See, you need a new cabin with a larger kitchen.”

“It can’t be fancy now, you know that.”

“Log cabins aren’t fancy,” he said. “That’s what I like about them. They are just nice.”

“Anyplace would be nice with you,” she said, touching his face again. She rose to bring a cherry pie back from the plastic pie container on the counter.

Setting the pie on the table she said, “I hope you don’t mind, but I invited Mr. Brunson for supper next week.”

“Of course not. I would love to have Mr. Brunson down.”

Hannah caught a look of concern on his face as he spoke. “You seemed to become so sober looking when you mentioned his name. Is something wrong?”

“I guess it’s because of the other news he mentioned.”

“Bad news?” Hannah asked, passing him a piece of pie.

“I’m afraid so. Ben Stoll is setting up a tent in Libby this summer and bringing in a Mennonite Evangelist. I would guess it’s the same one who ensnared him and Sylvia last year over in Kalispell.”

“Surely not, Jake. Are you sure Mr. Brunson has his facts straight?”

“I’m afraid so. Apparently Ben has no plans to leave us in peace.”

“But that won’t affect us,” Hannah said over her own piece of cherry pie.

“No,” he said. “But I’m worried about the other people in the community. Who knows how many of them will fall for this revival wave that’s sweeping the area. Bishop John has been worried about it ever since we lost Ben and Sylvia.”

“I know, but as long as it doesn’t reach us, we’ll be okay…won’t we?”

“I hope so,” he said, smiling thinly. “At least we have a gut bishop to guide us through the rough waters. For that we can be very thankful.”


Three

[image: image] Jake slipped the bridle over the horse’s ears in the glow of the dim buggy lights as Hannah climbed up on the seat. She held the reins, while Jake threw the tie rope in back and then stepped up to sit beside her.

“Get-up,” Jake called to the horse after taking the lines.

The horse jerked his head, protesting the trip, and turned to walk slowly out of the driveway. Jake slapped the lines again, and Joel took up a slow trot toward the main road. At the blacktop, Jake pulled him to a stop and looked for traffic before turning east toward Libby.

Hannah settled back into the seat, pulling the buggy blanket over her knees.

“It’s a little chilly tonight,” she said as Jake lowered the storm front.

“There’s nothing quite like Montana though,” he said. “Even if the spring and fall are a lot shorter than back East.”

“I like it,” she said, snuggling up against him. “And I like you.”

He snapped the reins, and the horse moved into a trot.

“You sure are sweet tonight,” he said.

“I’m always sweet, but maybe it’s the spring weather, or perhaps it’s just being with you. We ought to take drives more often in the nighttime. I miss them from our dating days.”

“Like driving home from the singings,” Jake said with a laugh. “Like taking you home and staying till midnight. I think we’re a little beyond that, don’t you?”

“I suppose,” she said, her head on his shoulder.

The silence of the night wrapped around them as the sound of the horse’s hooves beat steadily on the pavement.

“Do you think Bishop John can do anything about Ben setting up that tent in Libby?” Hannah asked.

“I don’t think so. There’s not much we can do. If Ben sets it up, then he does.”

“But surely Bishop John can speak with the Mennonites. They ought to respect our church and not have their meetings so close to us. There are lots of other places to have meetings if they want to save souls.”

“I’m afraid they’re trying to save our souls,” Jake said. “That’s why they’re setting up so close.”

Hannah jerked her head upright and sat up straight. “Us? They are trying to save us?”

“Something like that.”

“But we don’t need saving.”

“Remember what Ben and Sylvia said at the meeting we had with them last fall? They both said they felt like sinners for the first time and now felt cleansed. It has something to do with that.”

“But we are saved. Aren’t we?” Hannah asked, searching his face in the dim light of the passing Englisha yard lights.

“We have our hope set on God’s grace,” Jake said. “No one can be saved without God’s grace.”

“Then I’m saved,” Hannah said, nestling back against him. “But I wish Ben and Sylvia would leave us alone. I don’t think it’s nice of them to set up this tent in Libby, right on our back doorstep.”

Jake didn’t say anything, and when Hannah glanced up, his beard was a dark shadow in the darkness. His hands tightened on the reins as he pulled back, guiding Joel into Steve and Betty’s driveway.

“There’s no one in the barn,” he said. “We’d better go straight to the house.”

“Are you saved, Jake?” Hannah asked softly, climbing down the buggy step in the darkness.

“I hope so,” he said, not turning around from tying the horse to the hitching post.

“But Jake,” she said, grabbing his arm, “the way you preach and the way you pray and how you talk with God. I know you’re saved because I know your life. I’m your wife. You surely don’t doubt, do you?”

“No,” he said, shaking his head in the shadows. “But I guess I grew up in a different community than you did. We believed a man’s relationship with God was a private matter. That you didn’t go talking about it with everyone, like it didn’t mean anything, and like you could tell God what He was and wasn’t supposed to be doing.”

“You are a gut man,” she said, still holding to his arm. “If I love you so much, God must love you a whole lot more.”

He bent over slowly to kiss her cheek. “We really should talk about something else, Hannah. What if Betty looks out her window and sees us kissing in her yard?”

Hannah giggled. “Then she’ll think we’re really in love.”

“She also will think we’re losing it. We’ve been married long enough to have two pregnancies.”

“All the more reason to have you kiss me,” she said, letting go of his arm as they approached the front door.

Jake rapped gently with his knuckle. Soft footsteps followed, with Betty’s oldest daughter, Kendra, opening the door. She squinted for a moment and then broke into a broad smile.

“It’s Jake and Hannah,” she shouted back into the living room, turning to hold the door wide open. “Do come in. What brings you out tonight?”

“Hannah wanted to speak with your mom,” Jake said, stepping inside.

“About what?” Kendra asked Hannah as she walked past.

“Secrets,” Hannah whispered back and Kendra gasped.

“Really?”

“No, not really,” Hannah said. “Miriam wants to come out for the summer, and we need to see if that might work into your mom’s plans.”

“I would love to have Miriam here,” Kendra said. “So my answer is definitely yes.”

Hannah smiled. “I also think it would be great, but we’ll have to see what your mom says.”

“Jake and Hannah,” Betty said, entering from the kitchen, “what a surprise! And we have no popcorn made at all.”

“There’s still time,” Steve hollered from his chair, observing the scene.

“I think I will,” Betty said. “Are you staying long enough for that? Surely you are. You can’t just drive all the way over here and not stay for popcorn.”

“We can’t stay long,” Jake said. “But a little popcorn would be great.”

“Then Kendra,” Betty said, “get some made up right away. It won’t take long at all.”

“I’ll get right to it,” Kendra said, disappearing into the kitchen.

“I can help,” Hannah offered.

“No you won’t,” Betty said, taking her arm and leading her after Jake. “You are visitors tonight and will be treated as such.”

“Visitors do work,” Hannah said with a grin.

“Not tonight they don’t,” Betty said, letting go of Hannah’s elbow as they walked into the living room. Jake was already seated on the couch next to Steve in his rocker.

“I had to talk with Betty,” Hannah said, explaining the visit to Steve as she sat beside Jake.

“Women’s secrets?” Steve said. “I suppose Betty will be glad to get in on the new gossip.”

“Now, Steve,” Betty said with a glare, “Hannah is a minister’s wife, and she doesn’t gossip.”

“Oh, I suppose minister’s wives still have a few faults,” Steve said with a smile, glancing at Hannah. “Don’t they, Jake?”

“She doesn’t have very many,” Jake said, patting Hannah on the arm.

“Now see there,” Betty said. “You’ve hurt the poor girl’s feelings for no good reason at all.”

“I’m not perfect, Betty,” Hannah said, getting a word in edgewise. “Now, let’s talk about something else besides me.”

“Do I get in on the secret?” Steve asked.

“Really, it’s nothing much of a secret,” Hannah began. “Well, maybe it is, but Mom wanted me to look into this right away so they can make plans.”

In the background the sound of popcorn popping came from the kitchen, and Hannah paused to listen.

“Go out and help your sister,” Betty said to twelve-year-old Nancy. “Maybe you could get the apples from the basement.”

Nancy closed her book and headed for the kitchen.

Hannah followed the young girl with her eyes. “Your children are growing up so fast.”

“Yes, we all are getting older. I suppose it won’t be long now before Steve and I are grandparents.”

“Hey, don’t be rushing things,” Steve said. “He just brought Kendra home on Sunday night for the first time.”

“It was Mary Keim’s boy, the youngest—Henry,” Betty explained. “He’s so handsome, I couldn’t believe it when Kendra told me he asked her. I always wanted good-looking boys for my girls, but this was such a surprise. It’s as if Da Hah’s actually seeing eye-to-eye with me on the subject!”

“They’re not married yet,” Steve cautioned.

“But they will be…in a few years,” Betty said knowingly. “Kendra won’t let this one slip away.”

“So, I still haven’t heard the juicy gossip,” Steve said, rocking steadily.

“Steve, there are children around, and there is no gossip,” Betty said. “So please quit saying so.”

He laughed, “Well, I’m waiting all the same.”

“Popcorn!” Kendra announced, coming into the room with a heaping plastic bowl, carrying smaller bowls with her other hand.

“Popcorn,” Steve said. “Help yourself there, Jake. You’re sure not saying much tonight.”

“Well, it’s Hannah who wants to talk with Betty,” he said.

“Jake uses up all his words preaching,” Betty said. “Don’t you know that, Steve? You shouldn’t tease the man like that.”

Jake grinned. “I’d talk if I had something to say, but eating popcorn looks like a better idea.”

“That’s the man for me,” Steve said, heaping high one of the smaller bowls. He handed it to Jake, who took it, settling back on the couch. Steve filled his own bowl, while Betty stood up to prepare one for Hannah.

“Just a little popcorn,” Hannah said with a wave of her hand.

“So start from the beginning,” Betty said, sitting down again.

“Mom wrote a letter,” Hannah said before chewing some popcorn slowly. “She wonders whether Miriam could come out for the summer and perhaps on into the fall. Miriam has been wanting to travel for some time, I guess, and this would be the year for it since she turned twenty-one last summer.”

“Oh,” Betty said. “Well, of course she would be welcome.”

“Mom is wondering if she could work at the riding stable like I did those two summers.”

“Hey, that’s a great idea!” Steve said. “I could use all that money like you made for us those two years.”

“Steve,” Betty said, “watch what you’re saying.”

Steve laughed and Jake joined in.

“Well, I guess it did help,” Betty said. “So maybe it would be an idea to consider, as I’m certainly not hiring that English girl again. But we don’t have but two horses this year. Although I don’t imagine Miriam would care.”

“She shouldn’t,” Hannah said. “It might leave her more time for other things, as I remember us being pretty busy with four horses the year I worked.”

“I think it’s a great idea,” Steve said. “So let’s consider the matter settled. I’ll even get two more horses if Miriam’s as good with them as Hannah was.”

“They’re sisters,” Betty said. “She ought to be.”

“I think Miriam will do fine,” Steve said.

“Well then, there’s your answer,” Betty said. “If Steve has no objections, then neither do I.”

“I have no objections,” Steve said.

“Then I’ll write Mom right away,” Hannah said, “and see when Miriam can come. I have a feeling it will be fairly quickly.”

“Oh, it will be a great summer then,” Betty said, smiling from ear to ear. “I can feel it in my bones.”

Jake cleared his throat on the couch, and Steve glanced sharply at him.

“Is something wrong with this plan?” Steve asked. “Are there ministerial objections?”

“No,” Jake said. “It’s just that Betty’s comments about a good summer just reminded me that Ben Stoll is setting up a tent in Libby for Mennonite revival meetings.”

“Oh no,” Betty groaned. “Not the Mennonites in Libby. What is this world coming to, anyway?”

“I’m afraid it’s true,” Jake said.

“Do you think they’ll give us much trouble?” Steve asked.

“I hope not,” Jake said. “Bishop John has things fairly well under control, I think.”

“That’s good,” Steve said, scooping up another bowl of popcorn.

Betty groaned again, “I think I changed my mind. It’s going to be a perfectly awful summer. I can feel it in my bones.”


Four

[image: image] Hannah sat writing at the kitchen table, the cabin silent around her. Signing her name with a flourish, she paused to read what she had written.

Dear Mom,

It was so good to hear from you yesterday, and thank you so much for your concern. We are doing well, and the baby is fine as far as I know. I hope and pray things will stay that way.

Jake is doing well at the furniture shop. Mr. Brunson is such a blessing to us and has become a good friend. He is coming down for supper tomorrow night. He wants cherry pie for dessert and one to take home with him. I’d better get busy soon with the food making.

Jake took me over to Betty’s last night so I could ask her about Miriam’s visit. Betty agreed at once. They were all very excited, including Steve. I think Steve wants the extra income this summer again. I don’t think Betty planned to do much with the riding stable this year since they had trouble with the English girl they hired last year. Kendra could manage, I suppose, but she doesn’t like horses that much. Plus she’s dating Mary Keim’s boy and likely has her mind on other things.

So Miriam is welcome to come. I say the sooner the better. If she wants to stay at the cabin for a while, I would love to have her. Long term of course, she could stay at Betty’s place. Jake is talking of building a larger house higher up on the ridge, but I don’t think it will happen anytime soon. Such things take money, and even if Jake is doing well, I’d hate to spend his hard-earned money on a new house unless it’s absolutely necessary. He works so hard already, and then there’s the church work yet.

Which reminds me to tell you—Jake said the Mennonites are setting up a tent revival this summer here in Libby. That’s our closest town. Jake thinks they are definitely targeting the Amish community, which seems like an awful thing to me. We only have one district and not that many people. Last year we lost Ben and Sylvia Stoll, the young couple you met on your visit, and it’s not like we can afford to lose any more.

I know each loss would hurt Jake and Bishop John terribly. Jake has a lot of faith in Bishop John. He thinks John’s steady hand will guide us through this time. But the reason I’m telling you this is in case it has any effect on Miriam coming to Montana. I don’t think it should, but I wanted to warn you. Jake and I certainly have no intentions of being drawn into this new thing, and I can’t imagine there being much danger to Miriam either.

Well, I have a house to clean and plans to make for Mr. Brunson’s supper, so I’d better get busy.

With much love,

Hannah

Hannah sealed the envelope and walked quickly out the front door. She glanced briefly at the mountain range shrouded in low-hanging clouds before walking down the graveled lane toward the main road. A gentle breeze from the south pushed gently at her back. Hannah spread her arms, throwing her head back and laughing softly. Summer really was just around the corner, and Miriam was coming to visit.

“It will surely be a gut year. Won’t it?” she said, looking over her shoulder and pausing as the sun broke through the clouds, flooding the distant valley in sunlight.

“It sure will be,” she whispered, still watching as the sunlight grew until the whole mountain range was filled with light. As Hannah waited, the growing light paused, and began to slowly fade away as clouds moved in.

A smile trembled on her lips before Hannah turned to walk on. At the blacktop road she placed the letter in the mailbox and raised the flag. Turning to walk back up the hill, the wind was in her face now and she spread her arms again, closing her eyes.

“Go ahead, world,” she whispered. “Make your trouble. Because I’m safe with God and with Jake. They love me.”

The gravel crunched beneath her black shoes. Hannah opened her eyes, looking toward the mountains. All was cloudy now with no sign of the earlier breakthrough of sunlight. Approaching the cabin, Hannah paused at the split-rail fence.

“Good morning, roses,” she said. “Are you happy this morning? It looks like there might be rain later for you. That’s better than my water, isn’t it?”

The roses swayed gently in the soft breeze and she laughed. Flowers couldn’t talk back, of course, but it sure would be gut to have someone in the house soon who could. A little bobli, perhaps a boy, who could coo as well as cry. He would be Jake’s boy, and a part of Jake would have come into the world to carry on his name. Or perhaps the child would be a little girl, a cute little girl, because Jake could only have cute little girls. Either way, the bobli would come to bless them with sweetness and love.

“I hope you don’t die from too much attention,” she said to the roses with one last backward glance.

Going into the cabin through the kitchen door, Hannah laid her recipe book out on the table. It was time for serious planning for Mr. Brunson’s special night. He had done so much for them and deserved the best.

Flipping through the pages, her mom’s recipe for underground ham caught her attention. Would that be the thing to make for Mr. Brunson? It tasted gut, but might it be a little fancy? Perhaps he was expecting something more Amish. More simple. Even something like mashed potatoes, gravy, and chicken.

Jah, Mr. Brunson would like the basics. With a smile, Hannah closed the book. The gravy and fried chicken could be made without recipes. Yet there needed to be more or Mr. Brunson might think she’d simply slapped something together.

There was the cherry pie of course, but something even more was needed. Hannah thought for a long moment and then found the tab for salads in her recipe book. Opening the page, her eye caught the recipe for a seven-layer salad. Jah, that was the very thing. This would add a touch of fancy, and then perhaps homemade ice cream for dessert. Mr. Brunson would be so impressed his eyes would sparkle with joy.

Hannah laughed at the thought. Homemade ice cream would be just the thing and would go perfectly with the cherry pie. When he came for supper, Mr. Brunson would have something to eat that fully expressed Jake’s and her gratitude.

Walking into the living room to the hickory desk, Hannah came back with a pen and paper and sat down at the table. Looking over the recipes, she began her grocery shopping list. There was no way she had all these items in the house. Carefully she wrote down a bag of potatoes and cream cheese to add a little extra taste to the mashed potatoes. There was enough flour and seasoning in the house for gravy, but no cherry pie filling. This summer she really would have to can cherries instead of relying on store-bought. Betty said there was an orchard north of Libby that sold cherries for a reasonable price.

Scribbling on the list, Hannah added the vegetables for the seven-layer salad, extra lettuce, and buttermilk for her chicken batter. Two bags of chicken should be enough—if she remembered correctly the bag sizes the grocery store carried. Now, did she have enough bacon for the green beans?

Stepping outside through the kitchen door, Hannah walked to the springhouse above the presently budding garden. The long rows of corn had sprouted last week already, holding their green shoots skyward this morning, apparently eager for the rain that now threatened over the mountains. One long row was devoted to tomatoes and beside it, the potatoes. Shorter rows went for green beans, carrots, and lettuce. Now that Miriam was coming, she could help with the weeding and harvesting.

Opening the springhouse door, Hannah stepped inside the cool darkness. The spring waters bubbled out of the ground here, and Jake had built the shack over the spot. Shelves lined the walls, with an open, graveled pit for vegetables and potatoes. Hannah squinted, finding a single package of bacon on the lower shelf.

So it had been gut that she checked. She also would need ice to make the ice cream…or should she cheat and bring back store-bought ice cream? It would keep in a plastic bag lowered into the cool water.

Nee…it must be homemade. Mr. Brunson deserved the best. So she needed cream. They really needed a cow. Perhaps someday when Jake could put up a larger fence since the two horses didn’t fully use the present pasture. But that could all come after the bobli.

Carefully Hannah closed the springhouse door and walked back across the lawn. Back inside the cabin, Hannah finished her list and retrieved her billfold and checkbook from above the cabinet and her bonnet and shawl from the utility room. Out in the barn she pushed open the door with both hands. Mosey wandered over at the sound, and she quickly snapped the tie rope on his halter. “That a boy,” she said, rubbing his neck. “You’re a nice horse, aren’t you?”

He whinnied and bobbed his head.

Leading him out of the stall, Hannah threw the harness over his back in two big heaves. Laughing, she tightened the chest straps while he turned his neck and head to look at her.

“I’m going to make them good and tight,” she said. “I don’t want things coming off while I’m driving alone.”

He turned his head back, and Hannah jerked on the strap, bringing it up another notch.

“There,” she said. “That’s good enough. Now we’re ready for the bridle.”

Mosey opened his mouth without any resistance as she slid in the bit, tightening the throatlatch. He could be a pain, clamping his teeth shut if he was in a bad mood.

“You’re in good spirits this morning,” she said. “Which is gut because I’m bringing back an awful lot of groceries.”

Hannah pulled on the reins, and Mosey followed her out to the buggy, swinging under the shafts by himself when she held them up.

“Good boy,” she said. “That’s the way to act. Now hold still while I fasten things.”

Slipping the tugs on, and walking completely around him one last time, Hannah threw the lines through the open storm front. Placing her hand on his bridle, she held Mosey for a few seconds before making a dash for the buggy steps. He didn’t move until she was inside and picked up the lines.

Driving to the main road, Hannah pulled Mosey to a complete stop, checking for traffic both ways before she let out the lines. Mosey quickly settled into a steady pace, eating up the miles, as she allowed the peace of the drive to settle over her.

Englisha cars slowed down, pulling out before they zoomed past her, but she paid them no mind. Everyone seemed to drive faster around here than back East, but there had never been any Amish buggy accidents in the small community yet, so maybe the English people here in Montana were more careful.

At the edge of Libby, she tightened up on the reins. The grocery store parking lot only had a few cars near the building, and Hannah pulled up to the nearest light pole, climbing down to tie Mosey securely to the metal pipe. Walking toward the grocery store, her eye caught a large advertisement posted on the glass doors. Such posters were common on the grocery store doors, but this one brought her to a complete halt. A large picture of a tent was plastered over the pane with words in black above it: Old-Fashioned Tent Revival. Everyone welcome.

Hannah caught her breath and stared for a long moment. The Mennonites really were coming to Libby.


Five

[image: image] Hannah rushed about the kitchen stirring up the last of the ice cream ingredients. Jake had come home early with the ice wrapped with blankets in the back of the buggy. He was outside now setting up the hand freezer on the walk.

“I’m ready,” Jake hollered, his voice carrying faintly through the log walls.

There was no use shouting back; her voice wouldn’t carry. Opening the kitchen door she stepped around the corner of the cabin.

“It’s almost ready,” she said. “I just have to stir in the cream.”

“The ice is melting,” Jake said, leaning against the rail fence, two bags of ice at his feet.

“I’ll be right back,” she said, turning back inside.

Carefully she measured the cream, poured it in, and stirred slowly until the mixture turned an even color. Mr. Brunson must have the best homemade ice cream possible, and it all started with preparing the base correctly.

“That should do it,” Hannah said, giving one last stir before tossing in handfuls of pecans. Butter pecan ice cream was a little risky, a last-minute decision at the grocery store, but she could do this. Her mom had made butter pecan ice cream many times—but then she wasn’t her mom. Still, Mr. Brunson was worth the chance.

Emptying the bowl into the metal ice cream canister, she wiped the edges clean and replaced the lid. Carrying the canister with both hands, she opened the kitchen door with her foot and squeezed through.

“You should’ve called for help,” Jake said when she came around the corner.

“I know,” she said, gasping. “This thing is slipping out of my hands.”

“Then I’ll take it,” he said, running over and grabbing the bottom. With a flourish he carried the canister forward, lowering it into the wooden outer shell of the ice cream maker.

“Make sure the crank’s on tight before you add any ice,” Hannah said, watching Jake struggle with the alignment. He grunted and started over by latching in the crank on one side, lowering it down and turning the canister with the other hand until it snapped into place.

“There,” he said. “I think that’s it. Now for the ice and salt.”

“I can help you turn the crank for awhile.”

“Not with all your work in the kitchen,” Jake said. “I can manage.”

“I have some time, and the chicken is still in the oven.”

“But you don’t have to. I’ve made ice cream by myself before.”

“I want to help,” she said, tilting her head. “I want to be with you. You don’t come home early that often anymore. This is a real treat for me.”

“I hope it turns out to be a real treat for Mr. Brunson,” Jake said. “It sure is a lot of work you’ve gone to.”

“He’s worth it. We owe Mr. Brunson a lot for what he did for us with the furniture shop.”

“Jah, I sure couldn’t have done it without him,” Jake said, pouring the ice around the canister.

“Just think how this ice cream will taste when it’s done. It seems like years since we’ve made homemade ice cream.”

“We haven’t made any since last year,” Jake said, sprinkling on a thin stream of rock salt. “I do miss it a lot.”

“Some things are like that. You forget how much you like them if you don’t do it once in awhile.”

“Like kissing you,” he said, touching her cheek with his finger.

“Oh, you do that often enough!” she said. “Now keep your salty hands off me.”

He laughed softly, kissing the back of her hair where her kapp didn’t reach.

Hannah giggled and took the ice cream handle, motioning with her other hand, “We have to get some work done around here. You hold down the freezer, and I’ll take the first turn.”

“This is going to be gut,” he said, pressing down on the crank with both hands.

“Oh, it will be,” she said, spinning the handle until she was breathless.

“You don’t have to turn so fast. It won’t get done any quicker.”

“I know that. It’s just for fun, that’s all,” she said, slowing down.

Jake stretched his back and, motioning up the gravel lane with his beard, said, “Mr. Brunson is coming. Let me take my turn.”

“Afraid he’ll see the woman doing all the work?”

“Jah,” he said. “Now quick before he sees you.”

Hannah laughed and stood up, “He wouldn’t care. I know he wouldn’t.”

“There’s no sense in taking chances,” he said, grabbing the handle and twirling it rapidly.

Hannah held down the ice cream freezer as Mr. Brunson pulled in and parked by the barn.

“Well, well, what have we here?” he asked getting out of his truck. “The Mr. and the Mrs. making homemade ice cream?”

“Butter pecan at that,” Jake said, pausing in his twirling. “I was taking my first turn.”

“Then let me take my turn,” Mr. Brunson said. “Since I will no doubt be eating a large portion of this.”

“Just leave plenty for me too!” Jake said with a laugh.

“Good evening, Hannah,” Mr. Brunson said.

“Good evening,” Hannah said. “I’m so glad you could come.”

“I think I’m the one who will be glad,” Mr. Brunson said, rubbing his stomach. “I still have pleasant memories from my last visit.”

“We’ll need to have you down more often,” Jake said. “I’m glad Hannah thought of inviting you.”

“Leave it to a woman’s touch,” Mr. Brunson said. “I had a wonderful wife myself once. But we will not go there tonight on such a joyous occasion as supper at the Byler house. I sure hope you didn’t work yourself too hard, Hannah.”

“I didn’t at all,” Hannah said. “And you have been such a help to Jake with his furniture business, we can never properly repay you.”

“Oh, but Jake already has,” Mr. Brunson said. “He has made me quite a lot of money, so you shouldn’t feel bad at all.”

“Then supper will be for our friendship’s sake,” Hannah said.

“Fine with me,” he said, pulling down on the bill of his John Deere cap. “Now what can I do to help? I’ve never made homemade ice cream before.”

“Hold the freezer so it doesn’t tip while I crank,” Jake said. After a few minutes he paused to add more ice and rock salt. “Things are starting to move along. It’s turning harder.”

“I’m going back to the house,” Hannah said as Mr. Brunson placed both hands on the crank.

Hannah turned the corner of the house, catching her last glimpse of the two men. Jake was saying something and laughing heartily as Mr. Brunson took a turn cranking the handle. In the kitchen she quickly cleaned off the table and set it.

Then she attended to the last of the supper preparations. Opening the oven, Hannah tested the chicken. Satisfied, she closed the damper on the woodstove, and transferred the chicken to hot pads on the table. Retrieving more hot pads from the drawer, she did the same with the mashed potatoes and gravy.

After slicing the bread and setting out the butter and jam, she removed the cover on the bowl of salad and transferred it to the table. The green beans still were on the back of the stove—in a warm spot—since there wasn’t room left on the table. She had an extra table leaf in storage in the bedroom closet. The problem was the kitchen was too small for its use. Even when her parents had been here last year, they had made do with the way things were. Maybe Jake was right in saying they needed a larger home.

Walking outside, she called around the corner of the house, “Supper’s ready anytime.”

“Almost done,” Jake said, looking up, his face intent as he strained to turn the handle.

“How do you know when it’s done?” Mr. Brunson asked.

“When you can’t turn anymore.” Jake groaned, stopping his efforts. “I think we just arrived at that point.” He picked up the icy freezer and headed for the kitchen, “Mr. Brunson, maybe you could get the door for me.”

The older man squeezed around Jake and swung open the door as Jake hurried through. Jake slid the freezer onto the kitchen counter and sighed. “Heavier than I thought it would be.”

“The food’s hot, so we should eat,” Hannah said.

“Have a seat,” Jake said to their guest, waving toward a chair. “I declare Hannah has worked me harder since I got home than I did at the shop.”

“But it’s worth it,” Hannah said. “You’ll think so too when you taste the ice cream.”

“I think so already,” Mr. Brunson said. “Look at all the food you’ve made. Mashed potatoes, gravy, green beans, fried chicken, salad—and that doesn’t even cover the dessert. You really shouldn’t have, Hannah.”

“I hope you like it,” she said.

“I already more than like it,” he said, shaking his head. “But all this food is a little much.”

“If we don’t pray soon, the food will be cold,” Jake said. “Would you please ask the blessing, Mr. Brunson?”

“I would be glad to,” he said, bowing his head. Hannah followed, closing her eyes. It was strange that Jake would ask an English man to lead in prayer in their house, but she trusted his judgment. Plus he was a gut friend—not like the Mennonites who sought to lead them astray.

“Dear Father in heaven,” Mr. Brunson prayed. “I thank You tonight for these, my two friends Jake and Hannah. I thank You that they have invited me into their home. I thank You for this wonderful food Hannah has worked so hard to prepare. I pray that You bless Jake and Hannah’s efforts and their kindness, both to me and to so many others.

“I thank You for Jake and the hardworking man that he is, for the honesty he shows in his business dealings, for the quality of his work, and that he cares about the people who buy the furniture he makes.

“Bless now this wonderful food that is before us, and give us Your blessing for the rest of our evening together. Amen.”

Jake lifted his head, and Hannah avoided Mr. Brunson’s eyes. She was sure there were tears in her own, and it might be best if Mr. Brunson didn’t see them. He had said some wonderful things about Jake in his prayer—which were all true, but still, her people didn’t just go around saying things like the Englisha people apparently did. And certainly not in speaking to Da Hah.

“Mashed potatoes first,” Jake said, passing the bowl to Mr. Brunson. He heaped his plate high, and then poured on the gravy Jake handed him.

Mr. Brunson is planning to eat his fill tonight, which is gut, Hannah thought. Jake too piled on the mashed potatoes. Both men already loved her food, she could tell.

After a few minutes of casual conversation, there was a lull. Mr. Brunson cleared his throat, and Hannah glanced at his face. It had sobered, as if he had something important to say. She held her breath as he laid his fork on the table.

“Perhaps this is not the time to say it,” Mr. Brunson said. “But I don’t know when a good time would be.”

Hannah was glad when Jake said, “Speak what’s on your mind, Mr. Brunson. We’ll make it the right time if it isn’t already.”

“Well,” Mr. Brunson said, clearing his throat again. “You are a minister, aren’t you, Jake?”

“Jah,” Jake said. “I am. The youngest one around here, but a minister.”

“Then can you tell me what happens if I wish to date one of your women?”
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