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G
O N E

The alarm clock buzzed, the sound reminding Kristina 

Byler of bleating sheep. With a yawn, she rolled over and 

smacked the Off button. She rubbed her eyes and then 

looked over toward the large window, where sunlight 

peeked in past the green shades.

Kristina pushed herself up and dangled her legs off the 

side of the bed. After a stretch and another yawn, she stood 

and hurried down the short hallway to the bathroom. 

Then she returned to her room and began to dress. As 

she pulled on her favorite blue dress and a black apron, 

she heard a little voice start to sing next door. A smile 

overtook Kristina’s lips. Her little niece, Betsie Lin, was 

awake.

“I’ll be there soon, mei liewe,” Kristina called.

How she loved living with her sister and her family! 

Seeing her two nieces every day was a blessing.

After twisting her thick, long, blonde hair up in a bun 

and pulling on her prayer covering, she slipped her cell 
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phone into the pocket of her apron and then hurried across 

the hallway to Betsie Lin’s room.

Kristina grinned as she knocked on the door. “Hello? 

Is anyone home?”

“Aenti!”

Kristina pushed the door open and found Betsie Lin 

standing in her crib with her arms outstretched. “Gude 

mariye, mei liewe!”

The fifteen- month- old laughed and squealed. With her 

light- blonde hair and hazel eyes, she reminded Kristina of a 

painting of an angel she’d once seen in one of the little gift 

shops in nearby downtown Bird- in- Hand, Pennsylvania. 

Betsie Lin had inherited her pretty hazel eyes from her 

father.

“Aenti Kissy!” Betsie Lin said as she reached for her.

“I love being your Aenti Kissy.” Kristina’s heart 

warmed at the sound of the nickname Katy, Betsie Lin’s 

sister, had given her when she was a toddler.

Lifting her niece from her crib, Kristina carried her 

over to the changing table. Betsie Lin sang nonsense songs 

and made noises while Kristina changed her diaper and 

put a yellow dress on her.

“Let’s go help your mamm make breakfast.” Kristina 

carried her down the stairs and into the large kitchen, 

where the smells of breakfast and coffee filled her senses.

“Gude mariye!” Kristina announced, placing Betsie 

Lin in her high chair.

“Hi!” Katy called as she sat in her booster seat. She 
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waved a buttered roll in the air and then leaned over toward 

her sister and touched her hand as Betsie Lin squealed 

with delight. With her blonde hair and bright- blue eyes, 

Katy was the spitting image of her mother when she was 

her age.

Marlena stepped away from the stove, where bacon siz-

zled in one skillet and eggs fried in another one. At twenty- 

eight, Marlena was two years younger than Kristina,  

and with her dirty- blonde hair and blue eyes, she reminded 

Kristina of their mother. She sliced homemade rolls and 

buttered them before walking over to where Betsie Lin 

sat in her high chair. Kristina’s eyes moved to Marlena’s 

abdomen, which seemed to distend a little more today. 

Her third child was due in early June, which meant that 

Kristina would have a new niece or nephew in approxi-

mately three months. She couldn’t wait!

“How are you this morning?” Marlena kissed her 

toddler on the top of her head and then handed her a but-

tered roll before looking over at Kristina. “Did you get in 

late last night? Richard and I never heard you come in.”

“Ya, I did.” Kristina cupped her hand over her mouth 

to cover another yawn. “Sara Beth Fisher had a long 

delivery.”

“Ach no. Is she okay?”

“Ya, of course. If it had gotten too complicated, I would 

have called the rescue squad. But everything went fine. 

She had a baby bu. Eight pounds and three ounces. They 

named him Michael.”
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“I’m so glad. When did you get home?”

“I think around twelve- thirty.”

Marlena clucked her tongue. “Why didn’t you sleep in 

later then?”

“Because I wanted to help you.” Kristina walked over 

to the stove and began scooping the fried eggs onto a plat-

ter. “I need to earn my keep around here.”

“Please,” Marlena snorted. “You’re a second mamm 

to these girls. Plus, my pantry in the basement is stocked 

with canned goods because of you.”

“Well, it’s because you all are my only family. Of 

course I want to share with you.” She tried to ignore the 

sadness that swirled in her chest as she forced a smile.

Had it not been for her sister and brother- in- law’s gen-

erosity, Kristina would be living alone in the home she’d 

shared with her husband, Lester, before he had unexpect-

edly died in an accident four years ago.

She shoved away the thoughts and placed the platter 

of eggs on the middle of the table. Then she began scrap-

ing a small amount onto each of her niece’s plastic plates.

“What are your plans for today?” Kristina asked her 

sister.

“Probably cleaning and sewing.” Marlena set the crispy 

bacon onto the table and nodded over at her older daugh-

ter. “Katy is outgrowing her dresses faster than I can sew 

them.”

“I can help you with that.” Kristina moved around the 

table, making room for the rest of the dishes. “Of course, 
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I can do the cleaning if you’re not feeling up to it. How 

did you sleep last night?”

Marlena sighed and touched her abdomen. “I couldn’t 

get comfortable, but I feel fine.” She broke up a piece of 

bacon and handed it to Katy and then did the same for 

Betsie Lin before she started toward the door. “But hold 

that thought. I need to call Richard in for breakfast.”

“I’ll pour the coffee.” Kristina reached toward the cab-

inet with the mugs just as her cell phone rang. She pulled it 

from her pocket and found Tommy and Lydia Ruth Zook’s 

number on the screen. Her stomach gave a little flutter.

Marlena stopped and faced her. “Who is it?”

“Lydia Ruth must be in labor.” Kristina answered the 

phone. “Hello?”

“Kristina!” Tommy sounded out of breath. “Lydia 

Ruth started having contractions a few hours ago. She 

thought it was false labor since she’s not due for some 

time, but her water just broke.”

“Do your best to keep her comfortable with the meth-

ods I told you about. I’m on my way.”

“Danki,” Tommy said before disconnecting.

“Lydia Ruth’s water broke— it’s time!” Kristina slipped 

the cell phone back into her apron pocket, grateful she had 

charged it with her deep cycle battery last night. Then she 

picked up her calendar from the counter. She flipped to 

March and shook her head. “She’s nearly two weeks early, 

which is unusual for a first baby, according to the books 

I’ve been reading.”
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Just then, the back door opened and closed as Richard 

walked into the kitchen. His dark hair was mussed as if he 

had just removed his straw hat. He grinned as he looked 

over at his daughters.

“Dat! Dat! Dat!” Betsie Lin lifted a handful of scram-

bled eggs into the air and then dropped them onto the high 

chair tray.

“Hi, Betsie.” Richard gave a little chuckle as he kissed 

Betsie Lin’s cheek and then touched Katy’s nose. “Hi, 

Katy.” Then he gave his wife a special smile. “Breakfast 

smells appeditlich.”

“Tommy Zook just called. Lydia Ruth is having her 

boppli,” Marlena told her husband.

“Oh.” His hazel eyes rounded as he looked over at 

Kristina. “I’ll get your horse and buggy ready.”

“Danki.” Kristina hurried toward the stairs. “I’m sorry 

to run, but I need to get my supplies.”

“I’ll make you some breakfast to eat in the buggy,” 

Marlena called after her.

“Danki!” Kristina jogged up the stairs to her bedroom, 

where she grabbed her supply bag, which was always 

packed and ready to go.

When Kristina reentered the kitchen, Marlena held up 

a thermos and a plastic container. “Kaffi and an egg and 

bacon sandwich.”

“Danki.” Kristina kissed her nieces on their heads. 

“See you later, girls!” Then she headed for the mudroom, 

where she pulled on her shoes and sweater.
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“Be safe and give my love to Lydia Ruth and Tommy.”

“I will.” Kristina shouldered her bag, then took the 

sandwich and thermos from her sister’s hands before step-

ping out into the crisp, early March morning.

She shivered as she hurried down the back porch 

steps to where Richard finished hitching up the horse and 

buggy. She always appreciated how her brother- in- law 

not only took good care of Marlena and their children 

but also went out of his way to help Kristina. He had 

welcomed her into his home after Lester died and never 

once seemed to resent her presence. He was a good man 

with a giving heart, and she was grateful he had married 

her sister.

“Danki for helping me get ready,” she told him.

“Of course.” Richard pulled open the door. “Give 

Tommy and Lydia Ruth our regards.”

“I will.” She climbed up into the buggy and then 

guided her horse down the rock driveway toward the 

road.

Kristina managed to eat most of her breakfast sand-

wich and sipped some coffee during the short ride to the 

Zook farm. When she arrived, she tied her horse to the 

fence and then scooted up the back porch steps. A familiar 

happiness settled over her as she knocked on the door. It 

was time for her to help deliver another baby!

She was certain this was what the Lord had called her 

to do after she’d lost Lester. Kristina had helped deliver 

Katy during an unexpected snowstorm that prevented the 
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ambulance from arriving in time. After helping to bring 

Katy into the world, Kristina was convinced it was her 

calling.

“Kristina!” Tommy’s brown eyes were wide as he 

pushed open the door. “I’m so glad you’re here. Lydia Ruth 

is miserable, and I have no idea what I’m doing.”

“I’m sure you’re doing just fine.” She smiled up at him. 

“Let’s go deliver your boppli.”

G

Kristina sat down on the edge of the bed next to Lydia Ruth 

as they stared down at her baby boy later that evening. 

“He’s beautiful, Lydia Ruth. And I think Thomas Jr. is 

the perfect name.”

The labor had taken most of the day. And after the 

baby was born, Kristina cleaned him up before taking 

care of the rest of the room. Then she talked to Lydia Ruth 

about breastfeeding, sharing what she’d read in the moun-

tain of library books she frequently studied. Now Lydia 

Ruth rested against a few pillows and stared down at her 

son, who was swaddled in a blanket as he slept.

Kristina glanced up at Tommy and spotted tears pool-

ing in his dark eyes. “You have been blessed.”

“We have.” Lydia Ruth touched the shock of dark hair 

on the baby’s head and then looked up at her husband. 

“He has your dark hair.”

“And your chin.” Tommy leaned down.
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Kristina stood up. “Since my job here is done, time for 

me to go!”

Lydia Ruth smiled up at her. “Kristina, you’re a bless-

ing to our community.”

Kristina felt her cheeks heat. “Danki. I’m really just a 

mother’s assistant. You did all the work. And I’m honored 

you trusted me to help.”

“Our parents should be here soon. I’ll make kaffi 

and pull out that chocolate kuche you baked yesterday.” 

Tommy kissed Lydia Ruth’s cheek. “I’ll be back soon.” He 

glanced over at Kristina. “I’ll put the box of canned fruits 

and vegetables in your buggy and get your horse from the 

barn.” He had stowed her horse and fed it earlier in the 

afternoon.

“I appreciate it.”

Lydia Ruth smiled up at her husband as he walked out 

of the room and then stared down at her son once again. 

“I can’t believe he’s here.” Her voice wobbled. “Tommy 

and I have prayed for a kind since we were married three 

years ago. I’m so froh.”

Kristina nodded as she packed up her bag. Her heart 

squeezed as she recalled also praying for a child, but the 

Lord had other plans for her. She was meant to help Amish 

children enter the world instead of raising children of her 

own. And she was grateful!

“I can’t wait for mei mamm to get here,” Lydia Ruth 

continued, her gaze still focused on her child. “She is go-

ing to be so excited to meet her first grandchild.”
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Kristina stopped packing her bag and looked over at 

Lydia Ruth. “Thomas is her first grandchild?”

Tilting her head, Lydia Ruth looked over at Kristina. 

“Ya, of course.”

Kristina’s throat dried as a vision of Aidan Smoker, 

who was not only Lydia Ruth’s older bruder, but also 

Kristina’s ex- boyfriend, filled her mind. Last Kristina had 

heard, Aidan had moved to Ohio eight years ago to marry 

a pen pal. “Aidan and his fraa haven’t had a child?”

“Aidan never married.”

Speechless, Kristina tried to ignore the strange mix 

of shock and curiosity that whipped through her. Why 

hadn’t Aidan married? She wondered what had happened 

to him.

Shoving away her thoughts of the man who had bro-

ken her heart nearly a decade ago, Kristina picked up her 

bag. “Call me if you need anything.”

“I will.” Lydia Ruth smiled over at her. “Danki, 

Kristina.”

Excited voices floated up from the downstairs.

“It sounds like you have company,” Kristina said.

“If mei mamm is here, would you please send her up?”

“Of course.” Kristina stepped out of Lydia Ruth’s bed-

room and headed down the stairs.

The aroma of coffee filled her senses and caused her 

mouth to water. She hadn’t eaten since she’d had a turkey 

sandwich nearly three hours ago.

When she stepped into the kitchen, Freda Smoker, 
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Lydia Ruth’s mother, nearly knocked Kristina over as she 

hugged her. “I can’t wait to meet my grandson!”

“He’s beautiful, Freda.” Kristina gestured toward the 

staircase. “Lydia Ruth is waiting for you.”

Freda rubbed her hands together. “I’m so excited to 

hold him.”

“Enjoy him.” Kristina smiled and then continued to-

ward the door.

She entered the mudroom, set down her bag, and pulled 

on her sweater. As she buttoned it up, she heard the sound 

of male voices drifting in from the porch. After hefting 

her bag up on her shoulder, she pushed open the back 

door.

Then she stepped out onto the porch and came face- 

to- face with Aidan.

Her heart jumped into her throat, and she froze in her 

tracks, her feet cemented to the porch as she looked up 

into his cerulean eyes.
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Kristina’s nerves spiked as she stared up into the face of 

the man she’d once believed she would marry. Her mind 

spun like a cyclone, and for a moment she was certain she 

was dreaming. Yet there Aidan stood, staring at her with 

an expression that appeared as baffled as she felt.

Behind him the sun had begun to set, sending vivid 

bursts of orange, red, and yellow across the sky. A crisp 

breeze reminded her that the temperature had dropped, 

and she shivered.

“Kristina,” Aidan finally said, his voice the same warm, 

rich sound that had once reminded her of chocolate pud-

ding. “What a surprise.” A hesitant smile overtook his 

lips, and the signature dimple on his right cheek made its 

grand appearance.

“Ya.” She fiddled with the strap of her bag and tried 

to swallow past the swelling ball of emotion clogging her 

throat.

Aidan looked good— really good. His dark hair was 

still the perfect contrast to his sky- blue eyes, and he was 
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several inches taller than she was. His shoulders were broad 

while his arms looked muscular and defined under his 

long- sleeved, dark- blue shirt. She took in his angular, 

clean- shaven jaw— the evidence confirming for her that 

he’d never married.

But why he’d never married was none of her business 

or concern. After all, Aidan had destroyed her trust, and 

she would be better off to walk away from him and not 

allow him back into her life.

“Kristina is the most sought- after midwife in the 

Lancaster community,” Tommy said.

Kristina turned toward Tommy and blinked. For a mo-

ment, she’d forgotten that he and Phares, Aidan’s father, 

still stood nearby.

Aidan seemed to study her as if she were an intricate 

puzzle. “When did you become a midwife?”

“After Lester died.”

Something unreadable flashed in Aidan’s eyes when 

she mentioned her late husband, who had been Aidan’s 

best friend since they were in school together. Perhaps 

he missed Lester. No, he couldn’t possibly. After all, he 

hadn’t come home from Ohio to attend Lester’s funeral.

At the memory of his absence, resentment filled her.

“How long are you in town visiting?” She worked to 

keep her tone even.

Aidan leaned back against the porch railing and crossed 

his arms over his wide chest. “I’m back for gut, actually. 

I just got here on Monday.”
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“Oh?” Kristina hoped her expression remained casual 

despite her mounting shock.

“It’s all my fault.” Phares patted Aidan’s shoulder. “I 

decided it’s time to retire, so I asked Aidan if he wanted 

to move back here and take over my dairy farm. After all, 

Aidan is a still a bachelor, so nothing’s keeping him in 

Ohio. It was time for him to come home.”

Aidan glanced over at his father and sighed before 

looking back at Kristina.

She shifted her weight on her feet. “Well, welcome 

home.” She lifted her chin. “I’ll see you all at church on 

Sunday.” Then she met Tommy’s gaze. “Congratulations 

again. Call me if you need anything.”

“I will.” Tommy nodded toward her waiting horse 

and buggy. “I put the box of canned goods in the back for 

you.”

“Danki.” Kristina said good night and then headed 

down the porch steps.

“Take care,” Aidan called after her.

She was certain she could feel Aidan’s eyes burning into 

her back as she made her way to the buggy.

As she guided her horse down the long, rock driveway, 

her mind began to wander with memories of Aidan and 

their two- year relationship. Her thoughts brought aware-

ness to something that still sat hard and cold over her 

heart as she recalled how much Aidan had meant to her.

She had known Aidan and Lester since she started 

school in first grade. They were all acquaintances in school 
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and church, but they grew closer when she joined their 

youth group at sixteen. Even though Aidan and Lester 

were two years older than she was, she quickly became 

good friends with them.

Shortly after she’d started attending youth group gath-

erings, Kristina developed a crush on Aidan. She was 

drawn to his lopsided smile, contagious laugh, and rugged 

good looks. She was certain she had fallen in love with 

him when she was only sixteen years old. And when he 

asked her to date him when she was eighteen, she was just 

as certain she was going to marry him.

Then everything changed when he’d destroyed her 

trust and shattered her life. She broke off their relation-

ship, and Lester was there waiting for her, ready to dry her 

tears and console her. Lester won her heart with his sym-

pathetic ear, easy sense of humor, and sunny personality. 

Soon after she became engaged to him, Aidan moved to 

Ohio.

Kristina took a ragged breath as tears filled her eyes. 

Oh, how she missed Lester! He’d been her rock when she 

needed him most. Her relationship with him was always 

easy. They rarely argued.

Her relationship with Aidan had been the opposite. 

She recalled how she and Aidan always seemed to have a 

fire burning between them. Their relationship was com-

plicated and intense, and she could still recognize that 

intensity in his blue eyes. And now he was back, meaning 

she’d have to see him at church and around town.
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She clenched her teeth and grasped the reins tighter in 

her hands. Somehow she’d have to ignore him and dismiss 

the heartache she couldn’t seem to forget.

G

Aidan leaned forward on the porch railing and folded his 

hands as he watched Kristina climb into her buggy. He’d 

nearly fallen over when she stepped out onto the porch. 

She was the last person he’d expected to see today.

After nearly a decade away, Kristina was still the most 

beautiful woman he’d ever known, with her hair that re-

minded him of sunshine, her gorgeous, cornflower- blue 

eyes, and her bright smile— although she hadn’t blessed 

him with a smile. Instead, she’d just stared at him as if she 

was trying to figure out if she should talk to him or flee.

Kristina had been the love of his life, the woman he 

wanted to marry and with whom he’d hoped to raise a 

family. Although they had a rocky relationship at times, 

he loved her with his whole heart, and he’d planned to ask 

his parents if he could build a little house on their farm 

for him and Kristina to live in. But so much for that plan. 

Before long, she’d broken up with him and destroyed him 

and his dreams.

He knew he’d run into Kristina eventually, but he 

hadn’t expected to see her only three days after he’d ar-

rived back in Gordonville. Then she appeared on his sis-

ter’s porch, and Aidan was tongue- tied when she looked 
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up at him. He worked hard to keep a calm demeanor, 

hoping his nervousness didn’t expose him.

When she mentioned Lester, he almost lost his cool. 

Lester had been Aidan’s best friend nearly his whole life 

and then he’d betrayed Aidan when he quickly swooped in 

and grabbed hold of Kristina after she broke up with him.

In a matter of a month, the two people he trusted most 

had stabbed him in the back, and he had no choice but to 

leave Gordonville and move to Ohio to try to start over. 

His cousin Fannie had written him to tell him about her 

friend Louise, and he hoped he could possibly plan a fu-

ture with her. But then those plans faltered too.

Aidan swiped his hand down his face, hoping to erase 

the ache that radiated through him.

“I’m going to see how Lydia Ruth and the boppli are 

do ing. I have kaffi on, and there’s a chocolate kuche on the 

table,” Tommy announced before heading into the house.

Aidan cleared his throat and turned to face his father. 

As much as he longed to forget Kristina and the pain she’d 

caused him, he also couldn’t fight back his curiosity. He 

craved to know more about what he had missed in her life.

“Kristina is a midwife now, huh?” Aidan worked to 

keep his voice casual. “How did that happen?”

Dat sank down into a rocker and rubbed a hand over 

his dark- brown beard that now boasted flecks of gray. 

“From what I understand, she delivered her schweschder’s 

first boppli and then decided to become a midwife.”

“Oh.” Aidan nodded, but he was still flummoxed. He 

AmishMidwives_content.indd   23 12/2/20   3:45 PM



A m Y  C L i p S tO n

24

never imagined her working outside the home. Did that 

mean she hadn’t remarried?

He pursed his lips. Why did he care? It wasn’t any of 

his business.

“Has she remarried?” He heard himself ask the ques-

tion and did a mental head slap.

“No. She’s living with her schweschder and her fam-

ily. She lost her mamm right after you left and then her 

dat passed away about five years ago.”

Aidan frowned. “I heard. So bedauerlich.”

“I suppose after she lost Lester she felt completely 

alone, so she moved in with Marlena and Richard.”

“Richard Lapp?”

“That’s right.”

“He’s a gut guy.” Aidan stood up straight. He and 

Richard had been good friends in school and in youth 

group.

Dat studied him, and Aidan suddenly felt itchy under 

his stare. “You and Kristina dated a long time ago, and 

that’s ancient history now. There’s no reason why you 

can’t be freinden. I know she hurt you, but that was nearly 

a decade ago.”

Aidan swallowed a snort. Just seeing her around the 

community would be difficult enough. The idea of trying 

to be her friend was impossible. Lord, give me strength! 

“You make that sound much easier than it is, Dat.”

“It’s our way to forgive, Aidan.”

“I know that.” Aidan needed to change the subject. 
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He gestured toward the house. “Why don’t we go meet 

your new grandchild?”

Dat grinned as he stood. “That’s a great idea.”

Warmth filled Aidan as he redirected his thoughts to-

ward his new nephew and his sister’s happiness.

As he climbed the steep steps to the second floor, he 

found himself wondering if he would ever have a family 

of his own. He was thirty- two now, which meant finding 

a mate might be more difficult. Could he possibly find a 

woman who would love him and settle down with him?

He shoved the thoughts away and then moved to the 

doorway to his sister’s bedroom. He smiled as he watched 

his brother- in- law hold his newborn while his sister and 

parents gazed adoringly at the tiny baby.

Aidan couldn’t stop the tears that filled his eyes. God 

is good.

G

Kristina yawned as she stepped into the mudroom after 

stowing her horse and buggy in the barn. All of her muscles 

and bones ached after her long day, but she couldn’t stop 

her smile. With God’s help, she’d assisted with another 

beautiful birth. Oh, how she loved her job!

She set her bag and the box of canned goods on the 

bench in the mudroom and then shucked her sweater and 

shoes. She entered the kitchen and the faint aroma of 

meatloaf filled her senses, causing her stomach to rumble. 
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She found Marlena sitting at the table drinking a cup of 

tea while reading a novel.

Marlena looked up from a book. “How did it go?”

“Lydia Ruth has a healthy boppli bu.”

“Wunderbaar. I saved you some supper.” Marlena 

stood and pointed toward the stairs. “Get changed, and 

I’ll warm it up for you.”

“Danki.” Kristina’s stomach growled, loudly this time, 

as she made her way up the steps.

She peeked into her nieces’ bedrooms where they slept 

and smiled at them before heading into the bathroom. She 

took a quick shower and then slipped on a nightgown 

and robe, twisting her hair into a tight bun and covering 

it with a scarf.

When she reentered the kitchen, she found a place set 

for her, including a cup of tea, along with a plate of meat-

loaf, green beans, and mashed potatoes.

“You’re a lifesaver, Marlena. I feel as though I hav-

en’t eaten in a week.” She sank down into the chair and 

breathed in the delicious food.

“Did you have lunch?” Marlena sat down across 

from her.

“Ya, but I think that was yesterday.”

Marlena chuckled.

After a silent prayer, Kristina dug into the food.

“I’m sure Lydia Ruth and Tommy were froh, ya?” 

Marlena asked.

“Ya. The labor was long, and she pushed for quite a 
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while. But Thomas Jr. is healthy. He weighs seven pounds 

and eight ounces. Once Lydia Ruth was settled, Tommy 

called both of their parents.” She felt her smile wobble as 

she recalled her brief encounter with Aidan.

“What is it?” Marlena leaned forward as if anticipat-

ing a juicy piece of gossip.

“Lydia Ruth’s parents came to see her and the boppli.”

Marlena gave her a palms up. “And . . . ?”

“And Aidan was with them.”

Marlena gasped. “Is he visiting?”

“No, he moved back. He’s taking over Phares’s farm, 

so Phares can retire. And . . . he’s not married.”

Marlena’s mouth dropped open. “He’s not married?”

Kristina shook her head and scooped more mashed po-

tatoes into her mouth. A strange feeling overcame her as 

she recalled Aidan once again. Why did she still feel that 

strong tie to him? It couldn’t be attraction. Not after the 

way he’d hurt her.

“Wait a minute.” Marlena held her hand up. “Didn’t 

he go to Ohio to be with that maedel his cousin had told 

to write him?”

“Her name was Louise.” She nearly spat the words.

Surely Kristina couldn’t still be envious of this woman. 

After all, Aidan had left and she married Lester, who 

gave her a happy life for as long as the Lord had allowed. 

Why should she care that Aidan chose Louise over her? 

“Apparently, he didn’t marry her.”

“That’s a twist.”
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Kristina guffawed. “You could say that again.”

Marlena rested her elbow on the table and her chin on 

her palm. “Aidan was so handsome. And you two were 

so in love.”

Kristina scowled. “Stop.”

“I remember how he used to come over at night, and 

you’d sit on the porch and talk for hours. And he looked 

at you like you were the only maedel in the world.”

“Marlena, please.” Kristina’s appetite suddenly evap-

orated. “That was a long time ago.”

“But he’s back now, and you’re both single.” Marlena’s 

pretty blue eyes rounded. “Maybe it’s a sign from God!”

Kristina set her fork down on her plate beside her half- 

eaten piece of meatloaf. “If we were meant to be together, 

it would have worked out years ago. I love my life and my 

job.” She gestured around the kitchen. “I’m froh here. I 

don’t need to worry about finding a new husband. I have 

a purpose.”

Marlena nodded, but her expression told Kristina that 

she wasn’t convinced. “You’re telling me that you’ve given 

up on having a family of your own?”

Pushing back her chair, Kristina stood and carried her 

plate and utensils to the counter. After scraping her left-

over food into the trash can, she began filling one side of 

the sink with hot, soapy water. “I’ve just accepted that this 

is my life.”

Marlena joined her at the sink. “Everyone is entitled 

to find someone to love them.”
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“I had that with Lester. God decided it was his time, 

and I have accepted that too.”

Marlena gave her a sad smile, and Kristina turned her 

attention back to the sink.

“I’m fine. Stop worrying about me.”

“You and Aidan are older now. You’re more mature. 

Maybe you could work things out.”

“There’s nothing to work out.” She rinsed the dish, 

and Marlena began drying it. “I’ve forgiven him, but I 

could never trust him. Besides, I’m happy with my life.”

Kristina ignored how Marlena shook her head. Her 

sister was wrong. Not everyone needed to be married. 

Some people were better off on their own.

If only she could stop her heart from feeling so lonely.
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G
T H R E E

Aidan plastered a smile on his face as he shook another 

old friend’s hand on Sunday morning. He stood with the 

other men in the congregation outside of the Glick fam-

ily’s barn.

He silently marveled at how most of his old friends 

were still members of the congregation, but they all sported 

beards now, which meant they were all married. And 

most of them smiled while they shared stories about their 

children. The only story Aidan could share was that he 

was back and still single. His shoulders sagged.

He glanced over to where families walked from their 

parked buggies toward the house and barn, and he felt 

a strange stirring in his chest when he spotted Kristina 

carrying a toddler as she and Marlena ambled toward the 

house. Marlena held the hand of another little girl who 

looked to be three or four.

He blinked and took in Kristina’s beauty as she smiled 

at something her sister said. He studied the child in her 
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arms. With her blonde hair and bright smile, she could 

pass for Kristina’s child, but that wouldn’t be possible 

since Lester had been dead for four years now. And he 

felt sure that news would have reached him in Ohio. No, 

the toddler had to be one of her nieces. He couldn’t pull 

his eyes away from Kristina as she continued toward the 

house and then disappeared through the back door to 

meet with the other women in the kitchen.

“Aidan. It’s been a long time.”

Turning, Aidan found Richard Lapp holding out his 

hand in greeting. “Rich. It’s so gut to see you.”

“You too.” Richard shook his hand. “I heard you were 

back, and I was so surprised. How nice that you’re taking 

over your dat’s farm.”

So Kristina had told her family all about his return to 

Gordonville. What else had she said about him? “Danki. 

I hear you and Marlena have two little ones.”

“Ya.” Richard grinned. “Katy is three, and Betsie Lin 

is fifteen months. We’re also expecting our third in early 

June.”

“Wow. You’re blessed.”

“I am.” Richard leaned back on a fence post. “Marlena 

and I married almost five years ago. We’re hoping the 

Lord will bless us with a large family. Did you know that 

Kristina lives with us?”

“Ya, mei dat mentioned it.”

“She’s been a great help with the kinner. I don’t know 

what Marlena would do without her.”
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Aidan glanced toward the kitchen. Questions swirled 

through his mind. Was Kristina dating anyone? Would 

she remarry and have a family of her own? He shouldn’t 

even care after the way she broke his heart and then mar-

ried his best friend.

“What about you?”

Aidan faced Richard’s curious stare. “What do you 

mean?”

“What kind of work did you do in Ohio?”

“I had a dairy farm. I sold it before I came back.”

Richard shook his head. “It’s tough work.”

Aidan chuckled. “That is an understatement. I almost 

considered telling mei dat no and looking for another pro-

fession, but the land has been in our family for genera-

tions. I couldn’t just let him sell it.”

“I understand.”

Aidan and Richard fell into an easy conversation 

about their farms. Soon it was nine o’clock and time to 

file into the barn for the service. Aidan found his way to 

the unmarried men’s section and sat down between two 

young men who looked familiar. He nodded hello and 

then picked up his hymnal. Quiet conversations swirled 

around him, and the rest of the congregation filed into the 

barn and found their seats.

He looked over toward the married men’s section 

and spotted Richard sitting with other men he recalled 

from his youth group days. Aidan felt out of place, like a 

fish out of water, looking over at his former friends who 
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all wore beards. He glanced around and surmised that 

he was one of the oldest bachelors in his congregation. 

What had he done wrong to wind up alone at the age of 

thirty- two?

The married women made their way in, and Kristina 

sat with her younger niece on her lap. She leaned down 

beside her and whispered something to her older niece, 

who had climbed up on the bench between Kristina and 

Marlena. He took in Kristina’s pretty face, her long neck, 

and her pink lips. She had somehow become more beau-

tiful than he recalled— or maybe she had always been a 

stunning beauty, and he hadn’t truly appreciated her.

To his surprise, Kristina met his gaze, and his throat 

dried as she gave him a hesitant smile. He returned the 

smile, and suddenly he felt transported back in time to 

a decade ago when he and Lester would sit together in 

church. During the services he would steal glances over at 

Kristina, who would offer him a shy smile before turning 

her attention back to the ministers.

Oh, how he missed those days! Life seemed simpler 

back then. He had his best friend, Lester, and his beautiful 

girlfriend. He was certain that he would marry Kristina 

and raise a family with her while Lester also settled down 

with another woman. Then the two couples would remain 

close as they raised their children in the same community.

But everything fell apart, and they both betrayed him.

That familiar anger and resentment that had haunted 

him for nearly a decade boiled beneath his skin. Why did 
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he miss the two people who had hurt him the most? It just 

didn’t make sense!

Guilt suddenly clutched his chest. He shouldn’t harbor 

any ill feelings toward Lester. After all, Lester was gone 

now, and there was no way Aidan could set things right 

between them.

Aidan looked down at the hymnal in hopes that the 

song leader would begin the first hymn soon. He needed 

a break from his confusing thoughts.

When the service started, Aidan tried to focus on wor-

shipping the Lord instead of on his swirling emotions. He 

did his best to keep his attention on the minister, but his 

eyes frequently roamed over to Kristina, where she spent 

her time whispering to her nieces, watching the ministers, 

or looking down at her lap. She hadn’t once looked over 

at him. And again he pondered why his heart seemed to 

long for Kristina’s attention.

Aidan helped the other men convert the benches into 

tables for the noon meal when the service was over. Then 

he followed his father over to one of the tables and sat 

down beside him.

Tommy and Richard joined them, sitting across from 

Aidan and his father as the women carried platters of food 

to the tables.

“How are you feeling, Tommy?” Richard asked him.

“Okay.” Tommy nodded. “Lydia Ruth stayed home 

with the boppli today, but she insisted I come to church.” 

He cupped his hand to his mouth to cover a yawn.
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Dat chuckled. “Tired, eh?”

Tommy gave a little laugh. “Ya.”

“A child changes everything,” Richard said.

“That’s true.” Tommy picked up a pretzel from his 

plate and ate it.

“And the changes are worth every moment,” Dat 

added.

Aidan swallowed a sigh as he once again wondered if 

he would be destined to spend the rest of his life alone. 

He peered across the barn to where Kristina smiled and 

chatted as she filled coffee cups. He was overwhelmed with 

the urge to talk to her.

But how could there be anything left to say after the 

way their relationship had ended?

He dropped a pile of pretzels onto his plate and then 

smothered a piece of bread with peanut butter spread 

while Richard, Tommy, and Dat continued to talk about 

children. Aidan smiled and nodded, still pondering if he 

would always be the odd man out.

When lunch was over, Aidan headed toward the barn 

exit as the women filed in to take their turn to eat. He 

spotted Kristina walking into the barn with Marlena, and 

he picked up speed, hoping to talk to her. When a hand 

touched his arm, he stopped.

“Aidan.”

He turned toward Rosetta King smiling up at him. He 

recalled her from school and youth group, but they hadn’t 

been much more than acquaintances. “Rosetta. Hi.”
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She gave him a warm smile. He’d always thought she 

was attractive, with her dark hair and eyes and her petite 

figure.

“I’m so froh you’re finally back.” She leaned in closer. 

“I was wondering if I could possibly bring you a meal some-

time. Would you like that?” Her expression was eager as 

if a negative response might shatter her. Maybe he could 

let her down easy.

“I appreciate the offer, but I’m still getting settled in 

right now.” He kept a friendly smile on his face as he spoke, 

in hopes she wouldn’t feel too disappointed.

“Maybe in a couple weeks?”

“Sure.”

“Wunderbaar! I look forward to it. Have a gut week.” 

Then she turned on her heel and headed toward a nearby 

table, where she scooted in and sat down.

Aidan glanced across the barn to Kristina sitting with 

her sister. He’d missed his chance to talk to her, but it was 

just as well. He didn’t know what he would say anyway.

Dat sidled up to Aidan when he stepped outside into 

the cool afternoon air. “What did Rosetta want?”

“She asked me if she could bring a meal over sometime.”

Dat grinned. “Sounds like you won’t have any trouble 

finding a girlfriend.”

Aidan shook his head. “I don’t really know her that 

well, Dat. Besides, I’m not looking for a girlfriend right 

now.”

“Why not?” Dat’s forehead creased. “You’re not get-
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ting any younger. Rosetta is a nice maedel. I never under-

stood why she didn’t marry.”

“Probably for the same reason I didn’t— because I was 

hurt and betrayed.”

Dat jammed a finger in Aidan’s chest. “Which is ex-

actly why Rosetta might be the one for you. Let her bring 

you a meal, and that’s how you’ll get to know her.”

Aidan shook his head. “I’m going home. I’ll see you at 

the haus.”

As he headed toward his buggy, Aidan looked back 

toward the barn and wondered if he would always feel 

awkward around his church family.

G

Kristina sat at Anna Marie Esh’s kitchen table Friday 

afternoon. She looked down at her journal, which included 

Anna Marie’s measurements and notes about her preg-

nancy, and then smiled up at her. “I think you’re right on 

track to deliver in late April. How are you feeling?”

“Gut.” Anna Marie lifted her mug of tea. “I’m a little 

sore, but it’s to be expected.”

Kristina took notes. “Are you having any contractions?”

“Sometimes, but I had that with the other three.” She 

gazed over at her three sons, all under the age of six, as 

they scampered around the kitchen, playing with blocks 

and toy cars. “Hard to believe we’ll be a family of six 

soon.”
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Kristina smiled as she watched the three boys. Each 

of them had their father’s dark hair and their mother’s 

golden- brown eyes. Then she turned to Anna Marie. “Do 

you have a feeling if it’s a bu or a maedel?”

Anna Marie laughed. “I thought each of them was a 

maedel, so only God knows.” She pushed her glasses up 

on her small nose and then grinned. “By the way . . . I saw 

Aidan Smoker at church on Sunday, and Greta Yoder told 

me he’s back for gut.”

Kristina hoped her shrug was casual. “That’s what I 

heard too.”

Anna Marie leaned across the table toward her. “Didn’t 

you date Aidan?”

“I did.” Kristina looked down and wrote more notes 

to avoid Anna Marie’s curious expression.

“And wasn’t he Lester’s best freind?”

Kristina swallowed a sigh. She liked Anna Marie, but 

she was a bit of a gossip. She knew that anything she 

shared with Anna Marie would be repeated to Greta be-

fore it spread across the community like wildfire. “Ya, he 

was.”

“Whatever happened between you and Aidan?”

Kristina fastened a bright smile on her face. “We 

broke up.”

“And then you married Lester.”

“Right.” Kristina looked down at her journal. “Should 

we schedule our next appointment?”

“Do you think you and Aidan will get back together? 
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After all, you’re both still single, and you’re young enough 

to get married and have a family.”

Kristina clutched her pen with such a force she was 

almost certain she’d break it in half and send ink spewing 

across the table. Perhaps this was what all of the women 

had been gossiping about since they saw Aidan at church 

on Sunday. Irritation filtered through her.

She silently counted to five and then looked up at Anna 

Marie’s eager grin. “No, I don’t think so.”

“Why not? He is awfully handsome, and I’m sure you’d 

like to have a family of your own instead of only deliver-

ing bopplin for everyone else.”

Kristina leveled her gaze with Anna Marie. “I’m very 

froh with my job and my life. And Lester gave me enough 

love to last a lifetime.”

Anna Marie lifted a suspicious eyebrow. She opened 

her mouth to say something, but Kristina cut her off.

“How about I come back a week from Friday?”

“Ya, that sounds gut.” Anna Marie pushed herself 

away from the table and walked slowly toward her cal-

endar hanging on the wall. She picked up a pen and then 

made note of the appointment while rubbing her protrud-

ing belly with her free hand. “Same time?” she asked over 

her shoulder.

“Ya, that works for me.” Kristina wrote the appoint-

ment down before stowing her journal and her planner in 

her tote bag.

Then Anna Marie faced her and smiled again. “So, 
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about Aidan. Greta and I were discussing how wunder-

baar it would be if you and Aidan mended fences and got 

back together.”

Kristina opened her mouth to protest just as a crash 

sounded, followed by a screech and a sob.

“Ach, Saul.” Anna Marie hurried over to the toddler 

who had fallen down onto a pile of blocks. His bruders 

gathered around him, their eyes filling with tears as they 

watched Anna Marie pick up the sobbing boy and con-

sole him.

“You’re fine.” Anna Marie looked down at his hands 

and feet and then said, “No scratches. No cuts. You just fell 

down and went boom.” Saul snuggled against his mother, 

rubbing his face into her neck as he continued to cry.

Kristina smiled at the tenderness. How she loved 

watching mothers with their babies. If only she could ex-

perience that too.

She stood, pulled on her sweater, and lifted her bag 

onto her shoulder. She gave Anna Marie a wave. “I’ll see 

you soon.” Then she headed for the door.

“Kristina,” Anna Marie called.

“Ya?” Kristina glanced back.

“Give Aidan a chance,” she said while rubbing a snif-

fling Saul’s back. “You might be glad you did.”

Kristina nodded and then wrenched open the door.
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