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Chapter 1

Leanna Wengerd awoke with a start. She scanned her bed-
room, which was cloaked with darkness. The early July humidity 
hung in the air and stuck to her like a second skin. She turned to-
ward the bright green numbers on the battery- operated alarm clock 
that sat on her nightstand, then blinked and squinted as her brain 
worked to comprehend the time: 12:10 in the morning.

Sitting up, she took a deep breath. It was after midnight, 
but she hadn’t yet heard her sixteen- year- old son arrive home. 
Normally on Sunday nights around ten o’clock she could count 
on the sound of his heavy footsteps echoing up the stairs and 
down the hallway to his bedroom, which was located across 
from hers.

What if he hadn’t gotten home yet?
Has he been in an accident?
With a heaving breath, Leanna reached for her f lashlight, 

jumped out of bed, and dashed across the hallway to Chester’s room. 
She pushed his door open and pointed the f lashlight toward the 
worn linoleum floor.

“Chester?” she whispered. “Are you asleep?”
Silence surrounded her. She lifted the flashlight and shined it 

around his room. Her heartbeat spiked when she found his double 
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bed empty, the blue Lone Star quilt her grandmother had made him 
lying perfectly straight.

“Ach, no,” she said before rushing back to her room, pushing 
her bare feet into a pair of slippers, and tying a scarf over her waist- 
length hair. Then, with her heart pounding in her ears, she rushed 
down the stairs, through the kitchen and mudroom, and out the 
back door.

The cicadas sang their nightly chorus as Leanna hurried down 
the porch steps. Her father’s vast pasture was shrouded in darkness, 
and the nearby daadihaus where her grandparents lived was also 
quiet and still, the green shades drawn for the night.

Leanna hustled through the humid night air toward the barn, 
where of late she’d find Chester doing woodworking when he wasn’t 
at his job at the local hardware store or helping his grandfather with 
chores on the farm.

“Please be in here, Chester. Please be in here,” she whispered as 
she wrenched open the barn door. The heavy scent of animals and 
hay wafted over her as she moved past the cows and headed back to 
his workshop.

“Chester?” Her voice boomed in the darkness of the barn. 
“Chester? Are you here?”

She stepped into his wood shop and was greeted by the scent of 
wood and stain. Also the sound of silence.

She spun in a circle, worry engulfing the air around her as her 
breath came out in short bursts. She scurried out of the wood shop 
to the stable. Perhaps Chester had just arrived home and was stow-
ing his horse. Maybe she’d missed him when she walked out to the 
workshop.

Holding on to that glimmer of hope, she stepped into the stable, 
and her heart sank when she found his horse’s stall was empty.

Oh no. Chester, what has happened to you?
The sudden ringing of the phone pierced through the silent, 
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heavy air and caused icy fear to slither down her spine. Unbidden, 
terrifying thoughts crashed into her mind.

“No, no, no,” she whispered, her voice raspy as memories of the 
night her husband died f looded her mind. “Please, God, no. No, 
no, no!”

She stood frozen for a moment as the phone continued to ring. 
Then she pushed her feet into motion, praying as she made her way 
to it.

“Please, God,” she whispered. “Don’t take Chester. He’s all I 
have left. Please, God, protect him. Please!”

Her hands trembling, Leanna picked up the phone and held it to 
her ear. “Hello?” Her voice quavered, and her eyes stung with tears.

“Mamm?”
She blew out a deep breath as she dropped onto the chair next 

to the phone. “Chester! Where are you?”
“I’m at the police station. I need you to come here to get me.”
“What happened? Are you hurt?”
“Mamm,” he spoke slowly, “I’m okay. I’m not hurt, but I need you 

to pick me up. I got caught trespassing, and the police came. They 
won’t let me go unless you come.”

“Oh.” Leanna’s fear snapped to irritation in a f lash. “Why were 
you trespassing? Did you get arrested?”

“Mamm, can you please just come now?” His voice was heavy 
with impatience.

Leanna’s body began to vibrate with frustration as she nodded. 
At least he’s safe! “Ya. I’ll be right there.”

After hanging up the phone, Leanna jogged back to the house 
and made her way to her parents’ bedroom, which was located on the 
first f loor. She lifted her trembling hand to knock and then closed 
her eyes. While she regretted having to wake her parents, she also 
needed her father’s emotional support to help her deal with Chester.

Lord, give me strength!

9780310356547_content.indd   39780310356547_content.indd   3 2/5/21   12:06 PM2/5/21   12:06 PM



A M Y  C L I P S T ON

4

She rapped on the door and then waited a moment before push-
ing it open. She kept the flashlight pointed at the floor as she looked 
over at her parents, sleeping soundly in their double bed.

“Dat?” she whispered as she padded over to his side of the bed. 
“Dat? Are you awake?”

Dat snorted and sniffed before sitting up. “Huh?”
Mamm sat up next. “Leanna? What time is it?”
“It’s late. I’m sorry for waking you, but I need your help,” Leanna 

said, working to slow her galloping pulse.
“Was iss letz?” Dat’s voice was clear, as if he were suddenly fully 

awake.
“Chester just called. He’s at the police station.”
“The police station?” Mamm gasped. “What happened?”
“He said he was picked up for trespassing, but he didn’t give me 

any details.” Leanna looked at her father. “Will you go with me to 
get him?”

“Ya, of course.” Dat pushed himself up out of bed. “I’ll get dressed.”
“I will too.” Leanna hustled out of the room and zipped back up 

the stairs to her bedroom, where she quickly pulled on a blue dress, 
black apron, and shoes before pulling her hair into a tight bun and 
covering it with her prayer kapp.

Then she hurried back downstairs and found her mother stand-
ing in the middle of the kitchen, hugging her arms against her white 
nightgown, a baby- blue scarf covering her graying dark brown hair. 
A lantern sat on the counter, casting a warm yellow light in the large, 
dark kitchen.

When she was a teenager, Leanna’s cousin Salina had once com-
mented that Leanna and her mother could be mistaken for sisters 
with their matching hair, brown eyes, and petite stature. Although 
her mother was now sixty- three and wrinkles had taken up residence 
around her eyes and laugh lines around her mouth, Leanna still saw 
the resemblance between her mother and herself.
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“Everything will be okay, mei liewe,” Mamm said softly as she 
walked over to Leanna and touched her hand. “Go easy on him. 
Chester just seems to be going through a difficult time lately.”

Leanna’s lip trembled as she shook her head. “I don’t understand 
why he’s suddenly become so sullen and defiant.” What am I doing 
wrong?

Mamm touched her cheek. “We’ll get through this with God’s 
help. Have faith.”

“Leanna?”
Dat stood in the doorway leading to the mudroom clad in dark 

trousers, a blue shirt, suspenders, and a straw hat covering his dark 
brown hair. Several inches taller than Mamm and Leanna, Dat was 
still in good shape for his age due to working on the dairy farm 
beside the helpers he had hired. His dark brown beard matched 
his hair, which had become peppered with gray during the past few 
years. While Leanna had inherited her mother’s dark eyes, Dat had 
warm blue eyes he’d received from his mother.

“The horse and buggy are hitched. Let’s go.” He turned toward 
Mamm. “We’ll be back soon, Rachelle.”

“Be careful, Walter,” Mamm responded before turning back to 
Leanna. “Remember— be patient with him.”

Leanna nodded, but her frustration continued to plague her as 
she followed her father outside and climbed into his buggy.

The short ride to the police station was silent as both Leanna and 
her father looked out the window at the dark rolling fields dotted with 
quiet farmhouses. Leanna imagined the families sleeping soundly in 
their cozy homes— not worrying about what their teenaged sons were 
doing or what kind of trouble they’d gotten themselves into.

She swallowed a sigh and rubbed her forehead where a headache 
was brewing. How had Leanna failed as a mother? She’d done the 
best she could since Marlin had passed away, and she’d assumed her 
parents would rise up where she’d fallen short.
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Even so, Chester had changed since he’d turned fifteen last year. 
It was almost an overnight transformation. Suddenly her sweet, 
helpful son was gone and replaced by a rebellious, defiant, unhappy 
young man. At times she barely recognized him.

She closed her eyes and took deep breaths, working to calm her 
frayed nerves and keep her tears at bay.

When the police station came into view, she gripped the buggy 
door and sent up a silent prayer.

Lord, keep me calm. Give me guidance when dealing with Chester. 
Help me figure out how to get through to him. I can’t do this alone.

Dat halted the horse, climbed out of the buggy, and tied the 
horse to a fence before he and Leanna walked across the parking lot 
and into the police station. Once through the doors they were met 
with a wall of cold air and the humming of air- conditioning.

Leanna’s heart began to pound so hard she worried her father 
could hear it as they walked toward the front desk, where a middle- 
aged man in a police uniform with thick, horn- rimmed glasses and 
a bushy brown mustache sat staring at a computer screen. Leanna 
stood beside her father as he leaned on the counter.

“Excuse me,” Dat began. “I’m here for my grandson.”
The man looked up and cleared his throat. “What’s his name?”
“Chester Wengerd,” Dat said.
The man nodded toward a row of chairs across from the desk. 

“Have a seat. Someone will be with you shortly.”
“Thank you,” Dat said.
The fluorescent lights above them buzzed while Leanna sat beside 

her father in one of the hard chairs. She looked across the room and 
spotted a young man dressed in all black with black spiked hair, a nose 
ring, and tattoos on his face. He peered back at her, his dark eyes cold 
and angry. She shifted under the weight of his glare as her throat dried.

If she didn’t get ahold of Chester’s attitude, would he wind up 
like this angry Englisher? More worry ripped through her like a bullet.
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Help me, God!
A uniformed police officer who looked to be in his midforties 

stepped out into the waiting area and walked over to Leanna and her 
father. His hair was cut short, and his blue eyes were kind despite 
the holster and handcuffs hanging from his belt.

“Are you the family of Chester Wengerd?” he asked.
“We are.” Dat stood and shook his hand. “I’m Walter Gingerich, 

and this is my daughter, Leanna Wengerd.”
“Nice to meet you. I’m Officer Rhodes.” He gestured toward the 

doorway behind him. “Please come with me.”
Leanna clasped her hands together and worked to slow her 

breathing as they walked down a hallway and into a small room. 
There Chester sat at a table across from a pretty Amish girl who 
looked to be around his age.

Chester was slumped in his chair, arms crossed over his chest. 
He met Leanna’s stare and then pressed his lips together before look-
ing down at the floor.

The girl glanced at Leanna and then gasped, her light blue eyes 
glinting with tears before she sniffed. Panic welled up in Leanna. 
What had happened to her?

Officer Rhodes sat down in front of a stack of paperwork at the 
table, then pointed to two seats across from him. “Why don’t you 
have a seat, Mr. Gingerich and Mrs. Wengerd.”

Leanna sat down and looked over at the girl, who took a tissue 
from the box on the table and wiped her eyes and nose. “Are you 
hurt?” Leanna asked.

“No.” Her voice was soft and shaky.
“What’s your name?”
The girl sniffed. “Maggie Speicher.”
“I’m Leanna,” she said. Then she pointed to her father. “This is 

mei dat, Walter Gingerich.”
Maggie nodded and then sniffed again.
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Leanna looked over at Chester, who continued to scowl while 
his chocolate- brown eyes focused on the floor. “What happened?”

“They were caught on private property,” the officer said as he 
examined his paperwork.

Leanna noticed that Chester’s hair, which was normally a lighter 
shade of brown, almost blond like his late father’s, looked darker. 
She gasped when she realized his hair was wet, along with his dark 
blue shirt and his trousers.

Maggie, however, wore a gray dress and black apron that were 
dry. Dark brown hair peeked out from under her prayer covering.

“Why are you soaking wet, Chester?” Leanna asked slowly.
Chester peeked up at her and didn’t answer, which caused 

Leanna’s fury to boil under her skin. Why was he so disrespectful 
and rude? Where had she gone wrong with this young man?

“They were swimming,” the officer said.
“Alone?” Dat’s expression seemed worried.
Chester shook his head, and his eyes narrowed. “No, but we 

were the ones who got caught.”
Dat looked at the officer. “Does the landowner want to press 

charges?”
“No,” Officer Rhodes said. “He said he just wants them to be 

warned not to do it again. It’s dangerous swimming at night.”
Leanna opened her mouth to say something, but the door of the 

room opened, and an Amish man burst in.
“Maggie!” the man said as he rushed over to the girl. “Are you 

all right?”
“Ya,” she whispered before her gray- blue eyes filled with tears 

and then spilled over. She covered her face with a tissue as she cried.
The man pulled a chair over and sat beside her, pulling her 

little body into his muscular arms. He rubbed her back as he con-
soled her.

“I’m so sorry, Dat,” she said between hiccups. “I didn’t mean to 
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cause any problems. I should have been home sooner. I’m sorry to 
make you worry.”

He sighed and shook his head. “It’s all right.”
“I assume you are Emory Speicher?” the police officer asked.
“Ya,” the man said. He took in the rest of the room and then 

looked toward Leanna.
His azure eyes were a striking complement to his dark brown 

hair and matching beard, both flecked with gray. She surmised he 
was in his early to midforties. He nodded a greeting at her and then 
divided a look between Dat and Chester.

Maggie stopped crying and hiccupped as she wiped her eyes.
“What happened?” Emory asked.
“Some teens were trespassing on Bob Janitz’s farm. A few of 

them were swimming,” the officer explained. “We were only able to 
pick up Maggie and Chester. Good news for you is Mr. Janitz doesn’t 
want to file any charges as long as they agree to stay off the property.”

Leanna gave Chester a pointed look.
“I’m not planning to go back there,” Chester said, his expression 

seeming less angry and more exhausted.
The officer stood. “Excuse me for a moment. I need to go get 

some paperwork I printed out earlier. I’ll be right back.” He left the 
room, the door clicking shut behind him.

“What were you doing on that man’s property?” Emory asked 
Maggie.

Maggie’s lip vibrated as she looked up at him. “Alea wanted 
to go. I didn’t want to, but she insisted.” She held her hands up. “I 
didn’t swim. I was just waiting when the police arrived. I jumped into 
Chester’s buggy because it was the closest.” She pointed at Chester.

Leanna pursed her lips and frowned as she looked over at 
Chester, who had returned to staring at the floor while rubbing the 
back of his neck. Why had Chester gotten this seemingly sweet girl 
into trouble? When was he going to grow up?
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The officer returned with a stack of paperwork and then set a 
piece of paper in front of Leanna and then Emory, along with a pen.

“If you would please sign this. It just says that you understand 
this is a warning.”

Leanna read the notice and then signed it. She glanced over as 
Emory did the same.

“That’s about it,” Officer Rhodes said. “You’re free to go.”
“Thank you, Officer,” Dat said as he stood.
The officer stood and looked at Emory. “Do you happen to own 

Gordonville Sheds?”
“I’m part owner actually.” Emory’s expression was warm and 

pleasant. “My father, brother, and I own it.”
“I thought you looked familiar. I bought a shed there, and it was 

great quality.”
“I’m so glad you’re happy with it.” Emory shook the officer’s 

hand. “Thank you for your help tonight. I’m sure mei dochder won’t 
trespass again. Isn’t that right, Maggie?” He smiled down at his 
daughter, who nodded her head as her cheeks blushed bright pink.

Leanna watched the tender expression Emory shared with his 
daughter. He seemed relaxed despite this serious situation. Was he 
always this easygoing and nonchalant under duress?

“Great. Let me make copies of these forms, and I’ll walk you 
out.” The officer gathered up the papers they had signed and left 
the room again.

Leanna turned toward Chester. “What were you thinking? 
Have you made a habit of trespassing on other people’s property?”

“Not now, okay, Mamm?” Chester sighed and rubbed his eyes. 
“I’m tired. We can talk about this tomorrow. I just need some sleep.”

Heat infused Leanna’s cheeks. She couldn’t even imagine what 
Emory thought of her and her son since it was obvious she had no 
control over him.

Officer Rhodes returned and handed them their forms. “Here 
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you go.” He divided a look between Maggie and Chester. “Next 
time swim in the daylight in a public place or on your own property, 
okay?”

“Ya.” Maggie nodded with such vigor that the ties to her prayer 
covering bounced off her shoulders.

“I understand,” Chester muttered as he stood. Not only had he 
inherited his father’s light hair, but he also had his father’s height. 
He had towered over Leanna for nearly three years now.

The officer led Leanna, Dat, Chester, Emory, and Maggie out 
to the waiting area, where the young man with the tattoos still sat, 
looking more bored than annoyed.

“Well, it was nice meeting you all, but hopefully we won’t see 
each other again anytime soon.” Officer Rhodes smiled as he shook 
Dat’s hand and then Emory’s. “Be safe going home.”

“We will,” Dat said. 
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Chapter 2

Leanna pushed open the door of the police station into the 
sticky, humid night air, which clung to her skin once again. Above her, 
the stars sparkling in the clear sky seemed to mock her grim mood.

She peered across the parking lot and spotted Chester’s horse 
and buggy waiting in the corner. She must have been so stressed 
when she arrived that she had missed it. An officer must have driven 
it to the station.

Chester slipped past her and started toward the horse and buggy.
“Wait,” she called after him. “I’m riding with you.”
He kept walking as if he hadn’t heard her, and once again, her 

anger f lared. What had she done to cause her son to act as if he 
despised her?

Lord, guide my words and my heart!
“We haven’t formally been introduced,” Emory said.
Leanna pivoted to face him as he stood by the door with Maggie 

at his side. Emory was taller than she was, just like most everyone 
else she knew, but he was even taller than her father. She guessed 
he stood close to her late husband’s six- foot height.

“I’m Emory Speicher, and this is mei dochder, Maggie.” Emory 
shook Dat’s hand.

Dat smiled. “Nice to meet you, Emory. I’m Walter Gingerich. 
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This is mei dochder, Leanna, and that antisocial young man over 
there is my grandson, Chester.”

Emory gave a little laugh as he waved over at Chester, who stood 
brooding by his buggy. He lifted his hand at Emory.

Then Emory turned to Leanna and held out his hand. “I’m sorry 
we had to meet under these circumstances.”

“No, I’m the one who is sorry.” Leanna shook his hand.
Emory held on to her hand for a moment longer than necessary. 

“Fortunately, no one got hurt. The kids have learned their lesson, I 
hope, so everything is going to be just fine.” Then, still smiling, he 
released her hand.

Leanna nodded at him and turned to face Maggie, who gave her 
a hesitant expression. “It’s nice to meet you, Maggie.”

Maggie nodded. “You too.”
“Well, we better get home,” Dat said. “Work comes early in the 

morning.”
“Take care,” Emory told Leanna before he steered Maggie to-

ward his horse and buggy.
Leanna looked at Dat. “I’m going to ride with Chester and have 

a talk with him.”
“All right,” Dat said. “See you at home.”
Leanna stalked across the parking lot and climbed into Chester’s 

buggy. As she settled into her seat, a pungent odor overcame her.
“Is that smoke I smell?” she asked Chester as he sat in the driv-

er’s seat and turned on a small f lashlight that illuminated the inside 
of the buggy.

“It wasn’t me.” Chester guided the horse out of the parking lot, 
looking straight ahead.

“You let someone else smoke in your buggy?”
He shrugged while keeping his eyes focused on the road. “It’s 

no big deal.”
She studied his expression with suspicion. She could always tell 
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when her son lied to her because he wouldn’t make eye contact. Now, 
as he stared out the windshield, she was certain he was lying, and the 
realization broke her heart.

Where had her sweet, helpful son gone?
“Whose idea was it to go onto that farm?” she asked him.
“Danny’s. He wanted to go swimming.”
“And how did you meet Maggie?”
“She was with this maedel named Alea that Danny knows. They 

both live in Gordonville.”
“Oh.” Leanna considered what she’d seen of Maggie. The girl 

seemed quiet and sweet— as if she didn’t belong with Chester and 
Danny, trespassing on that farm.

A thick, heavy silence settled over the buggy for the remain-
der of the ride. When they reached Leanna’s father’s farm, Chester 
guided the horse up the driveway, and Leanna heard a hum and saw 
a light shining off the buggy floor.

“What is that?” She reached down and fumbled around the 
f loorboard until her hand grasped a cell phone. Irritation now 
buzzed through her like a hive of hornets. “Chester, why do you 
have a cell phone?”

“Mamm.” He sighed with impatience. “It’s just a phone. It’s no 
big deal.”

“It is a big deal, Chester.” Her voice rose. “You don’t need a 
phone. You don’t have a job that requires one, so you have no reason 
to have one.”

He halted the horse and then angled his body toward her, his 
expression exasperated. “I’m tired, and I have to get up early tomor-
row for work. We can talk about this another time.” He narrowed 
his eyes. “Why don’t you get off my back?”

She blew out a puff of air and sniffed as furious tears stung her 
eyes. “Everything is an argument with you lately. Where did my 
sweet little bu go?”
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He gave her a sardonic smile. “I guess I grew up.”
Before she could respond, he took the phone from her hand and 

pocketed it, then pushed the buggy door open. “Go to bed, Mamm. 
I need to take care of the horse.”

Leanna climbed out of the buggy and then made her way up the 
rock path to the house. She was grateful to find her parents talking 
in the kitchen.

“I don’t know what to do with him,” Leanna announced as she 
set her f lashlight on the table. “He’s disrespectful to me, and I know 
he’s lying to me. Plus, he has a cell phone, and I think he’s smoking!”

“Calm down.” Mamm patted her shoulder. “It’s late, Leanna, 
and we all have to get up early in the morning.”

Leanna looked at her father. “Dat?”
“Your mamm is right. Get some sleep, and we’ll talk about this 

tomorrow morning.”
“Fine.” Leanna swallowed back her annoyance. “Danki for going 

with me, Dat. Gut nacht.”
Her posture sagged as she headed up the steep steps to her 

childhood bedroom that had become her room once again after 
Marlin died seven years ago and she and Chester moved in with 
her parents.

Leanna’s thoughts spun as she changed back into her nightgown, 
removed her prayer covering, and released her hair from the tight 
bun. Then she turned off her lantern and crawled back into bed.

She looked up at the dark ceiling as a vision of Marlin’s hand-
some face filled her mind. With tears streaming down her face, she 
whispered, “I miss you, Marlin. Your sohn and I need you.”

Leanna closed her eyes as memories filled her mind. She re-
called how Marlin would hold her, his strong, muscular arms 
wrapped around her when she was upset and needed a good cry. She 
could almost feel him now, his strength encircling her as he shielded 
her from the sadness and grief that nearly swallowed her whole. He 
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had been her rock when she felt her weakest. He’d held her up when 
she was certain she’d fall down and dissolve into a puddle.

But he was gone now. He’d been gone for seven years.
She needed to figure this out on her own.
She rolled over onto her side, but sleep would not come. How 

could she get through to Chester? Her mind kept recalling an image 
of sweet Maggie crying in the police station. It was obvious this 
whole ordeal had deeply affected her while Chester acted as if it was 
all an inconvenience. The stark contrast between Maggie and her 
son was overwhelming. Oh, how she longed to teach Chester a lesson 
and change his disrespectful attitude!

And then excitement filled her when an idea popped into her 
mind. She reached toward her clock and reset her alarm for earlier 
than she normally got up on a weekday, then snuggled back down in 
her bed and waited for sleep to find her.

e
“So, what exactly happened tonight?” Emory asked Maggie as he 
guided the horse down the road toward their house.

He was careful to keep his voice even in an effort not to upset 
his dochder once again. Seeing her cry at the police station had nearly 
torn his heart in two. Lately, she seemed even more emotional than 
usual, and it worried him.

“Alea had heard about a combined event with a couple of youth 
groups in Bird- in- Hand.” Maggie’s voice was soft, barely audible over 
the clip- clop of the horse and the whir of buggy wheels. “We all met 
up at someone’s farm, and then the group broke apart. Alea wanted 
to go swimming with Danny and his friend Chester.”

She turned toward him, and once again, he saw tears spilling 
from her blue- gray eyes. “I didn’t want to go, but Alea insisted. I 
didn’t know we were trespassing. I didn’t even want to go swimming 

9780310356547_content.indd   169780310356547_content.indd   16 2/5/21   12:06 PM2/5/21   12:06 PM



The Jam and Jelly Nook

17

with those two buwe I hadn’t met before. Plus, it was so late, and it’s 
dangerous to swim in the dark. So I just went and sat in Chester’s 
buggy because it was the closest one. I was actually starting to fall 
asleep when the police officer arrived.”

Maggie sniffed and wiped her nose with a tissue. “I’m sorry for 
having to wake you up. I know you’re probably so disappointed in 
me, and I deserve any punishment you see fit.”

Emory sighed. He couldn’t think of one time he’d ever had to 
punish Maggie, since she’d never given him or his late wife a mo-
ment’s trouble. Emory, however, couldn’t even manage to count how 
many times he and his brother had gotten into trouble with their 
rowdy friends when they were teenagers.

That was part of the problem with Maggie. She rarely wanted 
to go out or be with her friends, so he’d been grateful she’d agreed to 
go to youth group with Alea. He was convinced Maggie had finally 
felt like a part of her youth group and would start to spend time with 
friends her age before deciding to get baptized, join the church, and 
then possibly start dating.

Emory couldn’t wait to hear how her time had gone with the 
youth group. In fact, he had tried to wait up for her but had fallen 
asleep reading on the sofa.

When he awoke around midnight and realized Maggie hadn’t 
returned, he became frantic, searching the house for her and then 
outside. Then the phone rang, and his fear had spiked, assuming the 
worst— that Maggie and her friends had been in an accident.

When he answered the phone, he heard her little voice on the 
phone, crying as she asked him to come to the police station, and all 
of his excitement about her attending a youth gathering had evapo-
rated. Instead of Maggie coming home eager to go to another youth 
gathering, the night had ended in disaster. He was grateful she was 
alive, but still, he assumed the worst.

“Maggie, it’s okay, mei liewe.” Emory reached over and patted her 
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slight shoulder. “Like I told Leanna and Walter, no one got hurt, and 
that’s what matters.”

“But what would Mamm say?” she blubbered as more tears fell 
from her pretty eyes.

Emory pressed his lips together. “Your mamm and I met at a 
youth gathering. She’d want you to make freinden and enjoy being 
young.”

“No.” Maggie shook her head. “No, Mamm would want me to 
take care of you.”

Emory felt his brow furrow as he stared out the windshield, 
and the familiar grief and frustration that had been his constant 
companion for the past six years twined in his gut.

He’d struggled to be a good father and also mother ever since 
Sheryl had died six years ago, but he was aware of how much he lacked 
every time he heard Maggie tell him it was her job to care for him. But 
it wasn’t her job to care for him. Instead, it was her job to do her chores 
and then enjoy being a teenager in her community— to make friends 
and have fun before the burdens of adulthood overtook her life.

But no matter how often he told her to enjoy being young, she 
told him that she had to care for him. He felt as if he were talking to 
a brick wall at times.

“Maggie, I’m the dat here. You know it’s not your job to take 
care of me.”

“Ya, it is my job. I still remember Great- Aenti Trudy saying it 
was my job to take care of you after Mamm died, and she was right.” 
She turned toward him, her face clouded with a frown. “And if I 
don’t take care of you, then who will?”

Emory closed his eyes for a moment and then opened them. He 
was too tired to have this argument right now. Instead, he would 
change the subject. “What do you know about Chester Wengerd?”

“Not much. He’s kind of wild like his freind Danny. He smokes 
and has a cell phone.”
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Emory shook his head, recalling how the wild bunch in his 
youth group frequently got into trouble for drinking. He’d gotten 
into trouble for racing buggies and staying out too late, but he never 
was into drinking or illegal drugs. “In that case, you should stay 
away from him.”

“Oh, don’t worry. I’m not going back to youth group.”
Great. We’re right back where we started. “That’s not what I 

meant. I only meant to stay with your freinden and not get involved 
with the wild ones.”

“No, I don’t want to go back.” Her voice sounded gravelly. “I only 
went today to make you froh, and I had a terrible time. Please don’t 
make me go back.”

“You need to be around young people your age.”
“No, I’m happy with you!” She sniffed.
Emory gripped the reins tighter. Lord, help me get through to 

her!
He would fight this battle another day.
They spent the remainder of the ride in silence. When they 

arrived at their home in Gordonville, Emory guided the horse up 
the long driveway that led to the two- story brick home he had built 
for Sheryl shortly after they were married.

His heart squeezed as he recalled the day he and Sheryl had 
moved in. They were newlyweds and so in love. He had been twenty- 
five, and she was twenty- three. They had dreamt of filling the large 
house with children and love. Maggie had arrived two years later, 
and then Sheryl died in childbirth when Maggie was ten, and the 
baby boy had died as well. He had never imagined he’d become a 
widower at the age of thirty- seven.

Their marriage had been too short. And now Emory struggled 
to be the parent that Maggie needed without the love of his life by 
his side.

Shaking away the memories, Emory halted the horse by the 
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barn and then pushed the buggy door open. He set his brightest 
lantern down on the ground and then began to unhitch the horse.

Maggie grabbed her f lashlight and walked around to him. “Gut 
nacht, Dat.”

“Gut nacht,” he said.
Then she ran toward the house as if someone were chasing her.
Emory bit back another sigh as he looked up at the stars glitter-

ing above him in the dark sky. “Lord, please help me be a better daed 
to Maggie. I feel like I’m failing, and I don’t know how to fix it. I miss 
Sheryl so much, and I want our dochder to have a gut life. Please lead 
me in the way I should go.”

Then he stowed the horse in the stable and walked into the dark, 
quiet house. Tomorrow he’d try to figure out how to get through to 
Maggie. But until then, he’d try to sleep. 
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