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Chapter 1

Mamm! Amanda! Look!”
Amanda flinched at her twin sister’s excited tone. 

“Goodness, Darla. I almost dropped this.” She held up a pink, cut- 
crystal cup from where she stood beside the kitchen table. She’d 
never seen such fancy glassware, but the box her mother’s cousin 
mailed from Millersburg was filled with it, each item carefully 
wrapped in newspaper. Mamm had explained the large punch 
bowl set was a family heirloom.

Amanda gently set the cup on the table before turning to 
Darla. “Look at what?”

“This.” Her sister had smoothed out a newspaper page on the 
kitchen counter, and Amanda stepped closer to see her pointing 
to a tiny box in one corner. The print was so small she was sur-
prised Darla could even read it. “ ‘Looking for marriage, ladies? 
Single Amish men available in Birch Creek, Ohio.’ ”

“Talk about tacky,” Amanda said, frowning. She snatched the 
page and crumpled it into a ball.

“Don’t!” Darla grabbed the wad from Amanda’s hand. Then 
she smoothed the page again and tore off the small ad.
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“Let me see that.” Mamm took the tiny piece of paper and 
pulled her reading glasses out of her apron pocket. She slipped 
them on and read what it said for herself. “This almost sounds like 
an ad for mail- order brides.”

“What are those?” Darla asked.
“When thousands of single men journeyed to the frontier out 

west back in the 1800s, they found very few available women. 
So they wrote letters back home or put ads in newspapers ask-
ing women to come marry them. People called them mail- order 
brides. But that was a long time ago. I didn’t know people still did 
this kind of thing. Especially Amish.” She frowned. “Who would 
put something like this in a newspaper, of all things?”

“Single men in Birch Creek, of course.” Darla clapped her 
hands together. “Amanda, we should geh there.”

“What?” Amanda and Mamm had spoken simultaneously. 
Then they glanced at each other before turning back to Darla.

Darla’s eyes had turned dreamy. “If the single men in Birch 
Creek are so desperate for wives they’ll put an ad in the paper, 
we’ll surely find husbands there.”

“I don’t want a husband,” Amanda said as she stared at her 
sister. “And you don’t need one,” she added, muttering.

“I heard that,” Darla said, stepping closer to their mother, her 
eyes narrowed with indignation. “Mamm, she’s doing it again. 
She interferes every time I try to get close enough to a mann for 
him to even think about dating me. And you and Daed— ”

“Maed.” Mamm let out a long- suffering sigh as she slipped her 
glasses back into her pocket. “When you two behave like this, 
it’s hard to believe you’re twenty- one years old.”

Amanda wasn’t surprised Mamm redirected the conversation. 
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Her parents still didn’t think Darla was mature enough to date, 
let alone marry. And neither did she.

“Sorry,” Amanda said, glancing around at the scattered news-
paper among the crystal on nearly every surface in their kitchen.

“I’m sorry too.” Darla’s deep- set, blue- green eyes, identical 
to Amanda’s own, filled with apology. “But I don’t like it when she 
bosses me around.”

“Both of you forget about that ad and help me finish unpack-
ing this box.” She put her hands on her hips. “I’m still not sure 
why mei cousin sent this to me. When would I ever use such a 
fancy set?” she mumbled.

As they all returned to the task at hand, Amanda glanced at 
Darla, who was uncharacteristically silent— but no doubt still 
upset with her for shutting down her wild idea. She wished Darla 
didn’t see her concern as bossiness. Neither one of them were 
ready for marriage. Darla, because she was so naïve. She . . . Well, 
she had her own reasons.

When they’d finished unpacking and gathering all the news-
paper, Mamm placed the punch bowl set inside a cabinet under 
the counter, near the sink. “Just until I can figure out what to do 
with it.”

Darla still hadn’t said a word. From experience, Amanda knew 
she probably wouldn’t talk to her for a while. But that wouldn’t last 
long. Darla didn’t hold grudges.

“I’ll be out in the garden,” she told Mamm as Darla left the 
kitchen without comment. “But I’ll be back to help make supper.”

When Amanda stepped onto the back porch wearing a light 
jacket, the warmer, late- March sunshine hit her face, lifting her 
mood. Just not as much as she’d hoped it would. She cared about 
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her sister, but it was exhausting trying to keep her from making 
impulsive— and sometimes not- so- bright— decisions. She’d been 
doing that for most of her life.

Just last week, when they were both working at their jobs 
as waitresses at Yoder’s Pantry, a local diner, a male customer 
asked Darla several personal questions. She answered every one 
of them, and that was bad enough. But then when Amanda heard 
him ask when her shift ended, she had no choice but to intervene. 
It made no difference that the man was Amish. He might have 
been from another, nearby district, but they still didn’t know 
him. Not all Amish men were trustworthy.

“You can’t tell men you don’t know when you’ll get off work,” 
she whispered as she yanked Darla away from the man’s table. 
“Not even an Amish mann.”

“Why not? He was nice. He even gave me a big tip.”
Amanda shook her head at the memory, grateful she’d man-

aged to stop Darla from answering the question. She might have 
gone so far as to give him their home address.

She sighed. Even though Amanda was younger by ten min-
utes, she’d felt like the older sister for as long as she could re-
member. Her parents had even encouraged that role. Darla’s birth 
had been difficult, and for a few hours, they feared they could 
lose their first twin. Amanda was sure that had to be part of their 
ongoing concern for her. But then when Darla never outgrew her 
naivety and impulsive nature . . .

Now her sister wanted to run off to a strange community to 
find a husband. That was by far the most reckless move she’d ever 
suggested in her ill- advised quest for male companionship. Their 
own area, Holmes County, had plenty of suitable single men for 
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Darla when the family thought she was ready. Men who weren’t 
so desperate they’d place an ad for women looking for marriage. 
Besides, Birch Creek was almost a two- hour bus ride from Walnut 
Creek, the community where she and her twin, their parents’ only 
children, had lived all their lives.

Amanda shook her head in frustration as she made her way 
to the back of her family’s small plot of land, where she planted a 
garden every spring. Her father owned a local lumberyard with 
his cousin, and while their business competed with larger lumber-
yards in the area, their family lived comfortably. And with only 
the four of them, they didn’t have to care for a farm on the side. 
They were fine with a modest house, a small barn for their horse 
and buggy, a chicken coop— and not much land. She was grateful 
the property still had room for a garden, though.

She knelt on the newly thawed ground and pulled out a few 
weeds already springing up. Neither of her parents enjoyed gar-
dening. They considered it just another chore, necessary to carry 
on the Amish tradition of fresh, homegrown food on the table 
and canning for the winter. Darla felt the same way. But Amanda 
loved being outdoors, digging her fingers in the dirt, breathing 
in the earthy scent of rich soil, surrounded by vibrantly colored 
flowers and fresh, appetizing vegetables. After planting in a week 
or so, she’d spend all her free time here.

A sigh escaped as her thoughts returned to the diner. She 
didn’t particularly like waitressing, but Darla enjoyed interacting 
with the customers and other employees, who were both Amish 
and English. The owners were English as well. It was okay to be 
friendly. She even admired Darla for that. She just wished her sis-
ter would be more careful and less trusting when it came to men.
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Why should she worry, though? Darla would never take off 
for Birch Creek. Their parents wouldn’t allow it, for one thing. 
And for another, her twin wouldn’t go there without her. And I’m 
not leaving. Life isn’t perfect in Walnut Creek, but this is mei home, 
and this is where I’ ll stay— married or not. And right now, that was 
a very big not. She had no intention of marrying.

If Darla brought up marching off to Birch Creek again, 
she’d convince her the idea was absurd. What kind of men would 
pursue— what did Mamm call them? Mail- order brides? Only 
men with something really wrong with them.

One thing was for sure. She didn’t want to find out what 
that was.

a

“Do you think you can break him?”
Zeb Bontrager gave his twin brother, Zeke, a hard look. 

“Sure,” he said, doubting the word as it came out of his mouth. 
But it wasn’t as if he had a choice in the matter. He turned his 
attention to the young, wild colt. “Although it’ll be difficult.” 
Probably the most difficult challenge he’d ever have training a 
horse, and he’d trained a few. “But I’ll get it done.”

Zeke pushed back his straw hat, revealing the only distin-
guishing physical mark between the brothers— the thin scar 
above his left eyebrow from falling off a horse and hitting his 
head on a big rock when they were twelve. In typical Zeke fash-
ion, he barely shed a tear even though he had to have six stitches. 
“I know you will.”

Frowning, Zeb turned to his twin, wishing he had half the 
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confidence Zeke had about breaking the colt. “Adam and Jalon 
said they warned you not to buy him, but you did anyway.”

“Because you have a special gift when it comes to horses, little 
bruder.” Zeke grinned and clapped him on the back so hard Zeb 
had to take a step to regain his balance.

Zeb rolled his eyes. Zeke was all of three minutes older 
than him.

“If anyone can tame this colt, you can. Besides, Adam and 
Jalon aren’t the be- all and end- all of horse knowledge.”

“They’ve been buying horses longer than we have,” Zeb 
said, growing annoyed. “You should listen to yer elders once in 
a while.”

“Nee risk, nee reward. Besides, I couldn’t resist. He was such 
a gut deal.” Zeke’s grin widened. “I’ll leave you two to get ac-
quainted.” He turned and headed toward their house.

Still annoyed, Zeb watched him go. A month ago, he and 
his brother had purchased the old English home and property, 
which had a barn and not much else, to turn it into a horse farm. 
And every day since, Zeb had regretted it. Purchasing the farm 
had been Zeke’s idea, and before Zeb had enough time to think 
it through, his brother had placed a down payment despite their 
father’s advice not to rush into such a big decision.

Knowing Zeke couldn’t buy the property without going into 
debt, Zeb had let his brother talk him into partnering with him, 
throwing in his own hard- earned savings. Hopefully, his brother 
was right when he insisted their horse farm would be just as suc-
cessful as their father’s.

He certainly wasn’t opposed to farming. Their family had 
been through hard times when they lived in Fredericktown, but 
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everything changed when they moved to Birch Creek. Ever since 
they arrived, he, Zeke, and their eight brothers had all helped 
make the farm here a success, including Elam, the youngest, who 
was now eight years old. But Zeb hadn’t been prepared to own a 
farm, much less one that needed so much work— a lot of which 
Zeke had ducked.

Zeb leaned against the white oak fence, remembering the 
week he and Zeke had built the corral with Jalon and Adam’s 
help. Jalon was married to his only sister, Phoebe, and Adam was 
Jalon’s cousin and business partner in the large family farm they’d 
built together. Although Adam was in a wheelchair because of 
a childhood accident, he always pulled his own weight, and he 
could pound in nails faster than any of them.

He watched the colt as it galloped around the corral. He was 
supposed to attend that horse auction with the other three men, 
but he’d chosen to paint the oak fence instead since the day had 
been unusually warm for March. Maybe if he’d been there, he 
could have talked Zeke out of buying a horse they couldn’t afford 
yet, no matter how sweet the deal.

“Enjoy yer freedom for now,” Zeb said to the colt, setting 
aside his irritation with Zeke so he could focus on a plan to get the 
animal under control. He’d start breaking him in tomorrow— 
slowly, since he was so unruly. Even the English man Zeke had 
recklessly bought it from had tried to talk him out of the pur-
chase. According to Jalon, the owner’s daughter had just about 
ruined the animal. “She wanted a horse for her birthday, so we 
got her a horse,” the man had said. “She never spent much time 
with him, though, only half training him. Now he gets spooked 
so easily.”

Double Dose of Love_5P.indd   8 9/25/20   4:49 PM



A Double Dose of Love

9

Thinking about the colt’s past made Zeb more uncertain than 
ever. Why couldn’t his brother think more than two minutes into 
the future before making a move? Still, his heart went out to the 
animal— not that he would ever admit that to Zeke. Knowing the 
colt had been neglected stuck in his craw, and while he still wasn’t 
happy Zeke had once again acted without thinking, he was glad 
the horse had been rescued. Whatever hardship he’d experienced, 
Zeb would make it up to him. But he’d have to teach him some 
lessons first.

Deciding to name the colt Job, Zeb pulled a few carrot pieces 
out of his pocket and whistled. Job ignored him, of course, but 
Zeb persisted, and the horse finally ran past him, then turned 
around and slowed down until he was at a walk. He took the bits 
from Zeb’s palm, but when Zeb reached out to pat him, he took 
off. Yeah, this will be a challenge.

He decided to let the colt run for a while, and as he headed 
to their mailbox down by the road, he thought about the condi-
tion of the house. Although he and Zeke had moved in, so much 
work still had to be done— like installing the rest of their new 
kitchen cabinets. They continued to eat meals at their parents’ 
house from time to time, though not as often as would please 
their mother, but he was ready for the house and especially the 
kitchen to be fully renovated. If he could pin down Zeke for 
more than an afternoon a few times a week, they might get it all 
done . . . eventually.

He clenched his hands. At least when his brother was around, 
he worked hard. Trouble was he had a habit of dis appearing 
whenever he felt like it. But then Zeb, like always, forgave 
him. He hoped Zeke was inside working on the house now, but 
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he wasn’t counting on it. Most every place Zeke would go was 
within walking distance, so just looking to see if their horse and 
buggy were gone never told him anything. He could be anywhere 
by now.

He opened the door of the black mailbox and reached inside, 
pulling out just one envelope. Inside he found a bill from Atlee 
Shetler, charging them for the cabinets. He grimaced. He thought 
Zeke paid Atlee when he ordered them, in cash.

He stuck the bill in one pocket and made a mental note to 
discuss money management with Zeke tonight. They couldn’t get 
their horse farm off the ground, much less make much of it, if 
they weren’t on the same page when it came to managing their 
finances.

He also didn’t need any more drama in his life, which re-
minded him of what he found in the mail a few days ago— an 
envelope he thought he’d never see. Like always, his name and 
address were on it but no return address. That didn’t matter, 
though; he’d recognized the handwriting. Nettie. He couldn’t 
believe she wrote to him again. After a pause, wondering if he 
should open the letter or throw it away and save himself the 
trouble, he’d ripped open the seal and pulled out a single sheet of 
paper.

Dear Zeb,

I haven’t stopped thinking about you since you last 

wrote. I don’t want our relationship to end this way. I care 

about you, and I know you care about me. I also get the feel-

ing you don’t really want that horse farm. And isn’t love more 
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important than a farm anyway? Isn’t a happy wife and family 

worth everything?

He’d stopped reading and gritted his teeth. She still didn’t 
understand. Hadn’t he been clear that she was asking too much 
in his last letter? And why had she used the word love? There was 
no love between them.

But then his heart surprised him with a spark just like the 
one that appeared the first time she wrote— after they’d briefly 
spoken at a wedding in Millersburg last fall. As a schoolboy, he’d 
pined for Nettie Miller, the prettiest girl in school. But his family 
had been poor then, hers well off, and she’d made it clear she 
wasn’t interested in him. Nor had she seemed interested in him 
at the wedding.

Then he’d received her first letter, saying she’d like to re-
connect. He’d assumed she meant as friends. But after a few ex-
changes, he realized she wanted more— a romance. Considering 
that possibility, he’d suggested she come to Birch Creek for a visit. 
But she absolutely refused, insisting he come to Fredericktown in-
stead. That’s when he’d written her to break things off. He would 
never go back there.

That last letter had come from her a few days ago, and before 
he read it all, he started wondering if she’d changed her mind 
about coming to Birch Creek. But he’d put that notion to rest after 
reading her last two sentences.

I wish you would come back home, Zeb. I wish we could 

be together.
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That spark he’d felt had immediately died. Even when he’d 
been smitten with Nettie as a boy, he’d known everything had to 
be her way. And now she wanted him back in a town that not only 
was no longer his home but was also a place he’d vowed to never 
step foot in again. A relationship between them would never work 
out. If one of them gave in, one of them would always be unhappy. 
And knowing Nettie, it wouldn’t be her.

He’d shoved the letter back into the envelope as he strode to the 
house, realizing he hadn’t thought much about her since sending 
the letter breaking their connection. If he did care about her, she’d 
be in his thoughts, right? Granted, he’d been busy. But shouldn’t he 
have at least thought about Nettie occasionally? Yet once he told 
her they had no future, all thoughts of her had disappeared.

Thankfully, Zeke didn’t know anything about the letters, and 
that would continue. They never talked about women anyway; 
they never had. But he figured— or at least suspected— Zeke had 
to know how much Zeb liked Nettie back then.

Unbidden, unhappy memories surfaced as he walked toward 
the house, clutching Nettie’s letter in his hand. Sometimes Zeb 
had lingered after class to ask Nettie if he could carry her books 
for her, but she always refused. He’d tried to show her he liked 
her other times, too, like when he asked his mother to cut his apple 
in half so he could share it with Nettie at lunchtime. She took the 
apple, but then she ran off to play with her friends without even 
thanking him. Zeke had seen all that.

Good thing he’d finally realized the truth. He’d changed . . . 
and Nettie hadn’t. He wasn’t the poor schoolboy who longed for 
the pretty rich girl anymore. They had no future together, and he 
didn’t want one.
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Apparently, though, she hadn’t understood that from his last 
letter, and so he’d stepped into the living room, grabbed a pen and 
pad of paper from the coffee table, and then sat down and wrote 
one short sentence in reply.

Dear Nettie,

It’s best we leave things as they are.

Zeb

He’d quickly found an envelope and addressed it to her, not 
adding his name or return address as she’d requested from the 
first. Like most Amish couples in a courtship, they’d kept theirs 
secret— not that a few letters could be called a courtship. But he 
honored her request just the same.

After dumping Nettie’s letter into the trash can in his bed-
room, then shoving his stamped envelope inside the mailbox 
outside and raising the flag, he’d felt relief. A clean, albeit sharp 
break was necessary. He didn’t like being so blunt, but he had 
little choice. He imagined a few people might think he was crazy 
if they knew he was turning down the chance for romance when 
Birch Creek had no single women anywhere near his age. But he 
wasn’t a desperate man, and if he was meant to marry someday, 
God would allow that to happen. Just not with Nettie Miller. He 
was putting her behind him for good.

Well, he thought he had.
Now he entered the house and looked around for Zeke. But 

he was nowhere to be found. Figures. He stopped in the kitchen 
and, for a moment, stared at the two cabinets he’d hung last night. 
Then he stared at the rest of them stacked against the wall on 
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the other side of the room. Again, they had so much work to 
accomplish, work he’d committed to doing. Because Zeke talked me 
into buying this farm. Because I always bail him out.

He stepped out the back door and spotted Job, now grazing 
on the stubbly grass in the corral. He’d have to get him back into 
the barn later this evening, but right now he’d let the horse enjoy 
some peace.

Then he surveyed their property for what had to be the hun-
dredth time. The splintery barn needed work, too, and they had to 
break the patch of ground to the west of the structure to plant feed 
corn. He sighed. Besides all that, the cabinets hadn’t been paid for 
yet, and now he had a wild colt to train.

No, the last thing he needed or wanted was a relationship— 
with anyone. He’d be ab im kopp if he did.
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Chapter 2

Darla tried to pack her suitcase in near silence. A week had 
passed since she’d found the ad touting Birch Creek’s avail-

able and willing- to- marry single men, and she hadn’t been able 
to get it out of her mind.

Mail- order brides? How exciting! This was the opportunity 
she’d been waiting for. She stuffed one last dress into the brown 
leather bag and pulled on the zipper, the grating noise making her 
cringe. “Why can’t you be quiet?” she admonished it in a whisper.

“Darla?”
She froze, then plastered a smile on her face as she turned to 

Amanda, who was sitting up in bed and rubbing her eyes. The 
silvery light of the full moon streamed into the bedroom they 
shared, giving Darla just enough light to see by. If it wasn’t for 
that stupid zipper— 

“What are you doing?” Amanda croaked.
She thought about telling a fib, just a tiny one the Lord would 

surely overlook. He understood why she was leaving; she was 
sure of that. But not only couldn’t she lie to her sister, but she 
couldn’t think of a lie that would make sense.
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She lifted her chin. The truth it would be. “I’m leaving.”
Amanda scrambled out of bed and turned on the battery- 

operated lamp on the table between their twin beds. “You’re 
what?”

“I’m leaving.” Darla’s chin quivered a little. Determined to 
hide that telling sign, she stepped to her dresser and opened a 
drawer. Uh- oh. Good thing she had. She peered at her under-
clothes. How could she have forgotten to pack those?

“It’s the middle of the night,” Amanda barked.
“Nee it’s not.” Darla grabbed her unmentionables and shut 

the drawer. “It’s three a.m. The middle of the night would be 
midnight.” She rarely had to correct her sister yet being accurate 
was important.

Amanda rolled her eyes. “Whatever.” Then she looked at 
Darla up and down, no doubt suddenly realizing she was fully 
dressed from her kapp to her black shoes, then glanced at the suit-
case. “You really are leaving. Where? Why?”

Placing her hands on her hips, because Amanda needed to un-
derstand she was serious, Darla said, “I’m going to Birch Creek, 
and I think you know why. The bus leaves at six, and I arranged 
for a taxi to pick me up in an hour. I want to be at the station in 
plenty of time.” She hurried back to her suitcase, unzipped it, and 
threw her underclothes inside.

Amanda stomped to Darla’s bed and unzipped the bag. “We 
talked about this.” She reached inside and pulled out one of Darla’s 
dresses, the green one.

“You talked.” Darla snatched it from her hand and put it back.
Amanda reached in and grabbed the dress again. “And you 

agreed it was a terrible idea.”
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“Only so you would stop discouraging me.” She tugged on 
the dress.

“How can you even think about running away?”
“That’s not what I’m doing.”
“That’s exactly what you’re doing. Sneaking away at night 

without telling anyone where you’re going is running away.” 
Amanda yanked on the fabric.

“I’m running to something. There’s a difference. Now let geh 
of mei dress.”

“I will not.”
Darla stood there, holding the hem while Amanda grasped 

the neckline, staring at the face identical to hers yet different. 
Amanda had a freckle at the corner of her mouth, while Darla 
had a dimple on her left cheek. Otherwise, they were physically 
identical. But right now, she’d never felt more different from her 
sister. “I said let geh of mei dress.”

Amanda’s eyes widened, and she released her grip. “I’m seri-
ous. You can’t geh to Birch Creek.”

“You can’t stop me.” But Darla knew Amanda could do just 
that. Her sister had been hovering over her for her entire life, per-
suasive at every turn, and for the most part Darla hadn’t minded. 
She even understood it most of the time, considering she’d nearly 
died when she was born, and as she grew up, her whole fam-
ily had been extra protective of her. Then there was the fact that 
Amanda had common sense she didn’t have. She’d even overheard 
her parents say so, more than once. But at this moment Darla had 
something Amanda didn’t— determination. She needed to escape 
before her resolve disappeared. She tossed the dress into her suit-
case and quickly zipped it.
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“Be sensible, Darla. You can’t geh by yerself.”
Darla lifted her chin again as she picked up the suitcase. “I’m 

an adult. I can geh anywhere I want.”
“What about money?”
“I have plenty saved from mei job.” Darla might not have 

common sense, but she was good at math and money.
“What about Mamm and Daed? They’ll be worried sick about 

you.”
“I wrote them a note.” She started to reach into her purse, 

then realized it was still on the bed. Bother. First, she’d forgotten 
her underclothes. Then she’d almost taken off without her purse 
with all her money inside. She picked up the handbag, opened 
it, and pulled out a folded paper before slinging the purse’s strap 
onto her shoulder.

“Here’s yer note,” she said, handing it to Amanda. “See, I 
thought of everything.” Not quite since she almost forgot to pack 
her underclothes, but her family had been at the forefront of her 
mind, right behind her eagerness to get to Birch Creek.

Amanda gripped the note but didn’t open it. “Darla, please 
listen to me. I don’t want you to do something you’ll regret.”

Those words grated on Darla’s nerves. How many times had 
she heard them? Not just from Amanda but from her parents 
too? But this wasn’t the same as when she brought home an en-
tire litter of twelve puppies even though her father had allergies. 
Or the time she dove headfirst into a pond without knowing 
how shallow it was. She’d taken the puppies back to their owner, 
and fortunately the pond was deep, and she hadn’t hit her head 
when she dove in. She would admit that in both instances she’d 
made mistakes, lacking common sense. But this was different. 
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She wanted to go to Birch Creek. I need to. She would regret it if 
she didn’t.

“Please get out of mei way,” she said. She pushed past Amanda 
and started to open the door.

“Darla. Don’t geh without me.”
She froze, stunned. Then she turned around and gaped at 

Amanda. “What did you say?”
“Uh, don’t geh without me?”
Darla couldn’t believe it. She set down her suitcase. “You want 

to geh to Birch Creek?”
“Um, ya.”
“You don’t sound so sure.” She frowned. “Besides, you’ve 

been saying it’s a bad idea all along. You said it again just now.”
“I know, I know.” Amanda twisted Darla’s note in her hand. 

“But I’ve changed mei mind. I’m allowed to do that, ya?”
Darla quietly shut the door. They didn’t need to wake up their 

parents, although there was slim chance of that. They could sleep 
through a tornado, and they had all those times Amanda sneaked 
away to . . .

That didn’t matter now.
When she turned and saw Amanda lowering herself to the 

edge of her bed, Darla plopped her purse onto her own bed and 
moved to sit beside her. “You really want to geh with me? To find 
a husband?”

Amanda nodded slowly. “Uh, ya. I . . . I do want to geh. I’m 
not sure about finding a husband, but . . . I guess I’d like . . . an 
adventure.”

She threw her arm around Amanda’s shoulder, both excite-
ment and joy coursing through her whole body. “I’m so happy. I 

Double Dose of Love_5P.indd   19 9/25/20   4:49 PM



Kathleen Fuller

20

was all ready to geh alone, but I didn’t really want to.” She hopped 
up from the bed. “You better hurry.”

“Why?”
“The taxi will be here soon.”
Amanda shook her head. “We can’t leave now.”
Darla scratched her cheek. “Why not?”
“I have a job, remember? You did let the Wilsons know you 

were quitting, didn’t you?”
“Ya, I did. Yesterday, when I said I’d catch up with you on 

our walk home, right after our shift ended. But you’re right, it’s 
not fair for you to leave without telling them.”

“Then there’s Mamm and Daed. We need to break the news 
about our visiting Birch Creek to them face- to- face.”

Darla shook her head. “I’m not going for a visit. I’m going to 
find a husband, and maybe you will too. And when we do, we’ll 
live in Birch Creek.”

Amanda paused, opened her mouth as if to say something, 
then shook her head. She rose from the bed. “Either way, we have 
to tell Mamm and Daed. How would you feel if I left town with-
out letting you know I was leaving in person? Would a note be 
enough?”

Oh. She hadn’t thought about that. “I would worry about 
you.” She took Amanda’s hand. “I’d miss you too.”

“Just like I’d miss you.” Amanda squeezed Darla’s hand be-
fore she let it go.

“You’re right. We can tell Mamm and Daed at breakfast. 
Then you can quit yer job, and we’ll geh to Birch Creek. I’m 
sure there’s a bus running tomorrow afternoon. I’ll just call and 
change . . .”
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“How about if we wait until next Saturday? That would give 
us more time to plan, and I can work one more week. If we quit 
our jobs at the same time, the Wilsons could be in a real lurch.”

“They told me they have lots of applications and not to worry 
about their finding someone else.”

“Okay, but I still think this is what we should do. Are you 
willing to leave next week, then?”

Darla paused, mulling over the idea. She didn’t want to cause 
a problem for her bosses. The Wilsons had always been good to 
her. And Amanda was right— they did need to tell their parents 
face- to- face, not just take off and leave a note. She’d have time 
to say good- bye to her friends too. She nodded. “I’m glad you 
stopped me, Amanda. It would have been a big mistake to leave 
without talking to Mamm and Daed first. And I care about the 
Wilsons too.”

“I’m glad you see it that way.” Amanda touched Darla’s shoul-
der. “You need to cancel that taxi before it gets here.”

“I will. I’ll wait until it’s a little closer to four o’clock, though. 
I don’t want to wake up Max if he’s still sleeping. He told me it 
takes him only five minutes to get here.” She frowned. “I hope he 
won’t be mad because I’m canceling at the last minute.”

“Tell him you’ll pay him for his trouble.”
“Gut idea.” As usual, her sister had solved the problem. 

Darla smiled as she slipped off her shoes. “I’ll also tell him we’ll 
be leaving next Saturday so he can plan on taking us to the bus 
station.”

Amanda rubbed her temples and sat back on the bed. “Okay,” 
she mumbled, then opened her eyes wide. “But don’t fall asleep 
until after you call him.”
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She ignored Amanda once again telling her what to do. Of 
course she wouldn’t fall asleep. She was too excited for that.

Funny, though. Amanda still didn’t sound all that thrilled 
about going to Birch Creek— even though she’d called it an ad-
venture. She didn’t look like she was thrilled either. Then again, it 
took a lot for Amanda to show much enthusiasm about anything. 
She hadn’t been so serious when they were kids, but as she got 
older, Amanda had grown more so. Darla missed the fun side of 
her sister.

She touched Amanda’s knee, her flannel nightgown reaching 
to her toes. “Amanda?” she said softly.

“Ya?”
“Danki for going with me. This trip will change our lives. I 

just know it.”
“Sure it will.”
Darla barely heard her sister’s whisper, but she was glad 

Amanda agreed with her.
She moved to her own bed and laid down, suddenly exhausted 

yet happy. In one short week she’d be heading out on a journey 
with a glorious purpose, and Amanda was coming with her. She 
wasn’t even upset about putting the trip off for a while. Good 
things did come to those who patiently waited, as Mamm liked 
to say.

An idea burst through her thoughts. God must have changed 
Amanda’s mind tonight. Her twin had so adamantly tried to 
convince her not to leave all week, and then out of the blue, she 
decided to go with her. She smiled. God had to be working on 
Amanda’s heart too. Darla hadn’t told anyone, especially her sister, 
but she ’d been praying for the Lord to bring them both husbands. 
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She was tired of seeing all her friends marry and have families, 
and while she’d never admit it out loud, she envied Amanda when 
she dated Lloyd Wagler— although she never talked about him 
once they stopped secretly dating. It would just be nice to have a 
mann interested in me for a change. And in Birch Creek, not only 
could her parents not stop her from dating, but obviously, now 
that she was on board, Amanda wouldn’t try to stop her either!

Now was her chance for romance. Ask, and it shall be given 
you; seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you. 
Darla had been asking, seeking, and even mentally knocking on 
God’s door, praying for him to give her that chance. She never 
expected it to come in the form of an advertisement found in a 
mailed package. Then again, God’s ways weren’t her own. See, 
Lord? I have been paying attention during the sermons.

She reached over and turned off the lamp, plunging the room 
into moonlit darkness again. “Danki, Lord,” she whispered, hap-
pier than she’d been in a long time and filled with confidence that 
God was answering her prayers.

a

Zeke scrambled up into the deer stand, then set down his flash-
light before hugging his coat around his chest. He didn’t really 
need the flashlight tonight. The full moon was bright enough to 
light his path.

Deer season wouldn’t start until fall, hunting the only purpose 
for which Amish used guns, but he spent time here year- round. 
Not usually at four in the morning, but he couldn’t sleep, not an un-
usual occurrence since he and Zeb purchased the farm. He wasn’t 
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the worrying type, or at least he hadn’t thought so until lately, but 
the niggling anxiety that now stayed with him almost constantly 
was growing. And he wasn’t sure what to do. What he couldn’t do 
was stay in bed tossing and turning.

This small copse wasn’t too far from his and Zeb’s place, 
which was convenient. When he was in the woods, he could think. 
And there was no better place to think than high up in a tree. He’d 
been climbing them since he was four years old, much to the panic 
of his parents.

He scooted closer to the edge of the stand, his legs hanging 
down and swinging, his family heavy on his mind. None of them 
were happy with him right now.

When Zeke heard about the farm being for sale at a good 
price, his father had admitted that the idea of buying it had merit. 
He’d just advocated praying about it first and then waiting a 
while. But Zeke had pushed the issue until Daed gave up and Zeb 
gave in, leveraging his down payment to get Zeb to cave. In the 
process, he’d promised Zeb he wouldn’t be reckless with money 
anymore, and he’d intended to stick to his word. But he’d already 
broken that promise more than once.

For one thing, the colt was a bad buy, and he realized it as 
soon as he’d seen Zeb’s reaction to him. But he wouldn’t admit 
that to anyone. And if anyone could rehab a horse, it was Zeb. 
His brother had always been fascinated by them, ever since they 
were both young boys in Fredericktown. Zeb had even worked 
at an English horse farm when they were finished with school, 
loving every minute of it. Zeke thought horses were all right, 
and although he’d fallen off one when he was a kid, he wasn’t 
afraid of them. But he saw them in a more practical light. They 

Double Dose of Love_5P.indd   24 9/25/20   4:49 PM



A Double Dose of Love

25

served their purpose. They could be bought, trained, and sold. 
Zeb would train them, and he would sell them. At least, that had 
been his big idea.

Zeke rubbed the back of his neck. What had he gotten into? 
A rundown farm, a wayward colt, a disappointed twin and father, 
a debt Zeb didn’t even know about . . . and he had no one to 
blame but himself. He’d had high hopes he and his brother could 
build a farm as successful as their father’s was without first going 
through the failure his father had endured back in Fredericktown. 
But not only had he always been impulsive, but waiting before 
taking a plunge had never lined up with Zeke’s belief that when 
an opportunity presented itself, he should take it or risk losing it.

But he’d ended up sitting in this deer stand well before dawn, 
trying to calm his anxiety. The hastily erected walls of his plan 
were starting to close in and suffocate him.

He sat there for a long time, and before he knew it, the sky 
had faded from black to vibrant orange, yellow, and purple. He let 
the new day push the thought of failure from his mind— like he 
did with everything that bothered him. If he didn’t dwell on his 
problems, he could pretend they didn’t exist— like the loan he’d 
secretly secured from an old friend back in Fredericktown who 
already had a successful business of his own. That had seemed 
like a good idea at the time, and he’d needed the cash for the 
down payment on the property. Zeke had told everyone he had 
the money in savings, and they’d believed the lie. He had saved 
some money, but not enough. Now that they were knee- deep in 
the expense of trying to fix up the house, Zeke was starting to 
realize it wouldn’t be so easy to pay back the loan.

He climbed down from the tree and headed home. Hopefully, 
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he’d be back before Zeb realized he was gone. Last night during 
supper, his brother had confronted him with Atlee’s bill for the 
cabinets. He’d given Zeb an excuse for failing to pay Atlee in the 
first place, claiming he’d take care of it right away. But the truth 
was he’d held back that cash for the horse auction and bought the 
colt with it. Now he wasn’t sure when or how he could pay Atlee 
for the cabinets.

Knowing only half the truth, Zeb was disappointed, but Zeke 
knew he was mad too. They were twins, and they could read each 
other with ease. Well, he could. Sometimes— a lot of times— Zeb 
could be fooled.

As the colorful sunrise streaked the sky on his way home, he 
began to feel a bit more optimistic, just as he usually did in the 
light of day. They’d get the horse farm going. Zeke would pay off 
the loan, and Zeb would never have to know about it. He’d find a 
way to pay Atlee for the cabinets, maybe ask him for a confidential 
payment plan. He’d plant the seed corn— which he still had to 
buy— like he’d told Zeb he would. They would buy horses, breed 
them, train them, sell them. He’d help Zeb get the house into a 
livable state. No, it would be more than livable. It would be the 
best house on the street.

Once all that happened, the air would clear between him and 
Zeb, and his father would have confidence in his decisions. He 
wouldn’t let self- doubts ruin this opportunity, and he’d prove he 
hadn’t blundered to everyone. Besides, all the other risky moves 
he’d made in his life eventually worked out. Why should this time 
be any different?
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Chapter 3

Darla peered out the window as the bus pulled into the station 
in Barton. Her stomach feeling like she’d just polished off 

a can of jumping beans, she’d never been so excited. The agreed- 
upon, weeklong wait since Amanda decided to come with her had 
passed, and Darla was still convinced Birch Creek would change 
both their lives— forever.

She also appreciated Amanda saving her from leaving without 
telling Mamm and Daed in person. Of course, even so, their par-
ents weren’t happy to see them go, especially Mamm. Darla saw her 
whispering to Amanda as she hugged her good- bye. She didn’t have 
to eavesdrop to know she was telling Amanda to keep an eye on 
her. Mamm had been telling her twin that all their lives. Daed too.

But Darla didn’t care about that right now. Amanda could 
watch her all she wanted. She can watch me snag a husband.

She grinned, then glanced at her sister, who’d fallen asleep 
in the seat beside her. How could Amanda doze off at a time like 
this? Then again, she’d been in a dark mood all week, making 
Darla wonder if Amanda had changed her mind again. But she 
was here, wasn’t she? Sometimes Amanda didn’t make sense.
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The bus lurched to a stop, its brakes screeching. Darla el-
bowed her twin. “Amanda! We’re here!”

“Mmmph,” Amanda sounded without opening her eyes.
Her sister, like their parents, could sleep through anything— 

the one exception being the night she woke up when Darla tried to 
sneak away. “Amanda!” Darla said, elbowing her again. “We’re 
here.” She grabbed at the strap of her purse, which lay crosswise 
over her body. All her savings were in the plain black handbag, 
and she wasn’t about to let anyone take it from her. “Amanda.” 
She nudged her again. “The bus is coming to a stop.”

Amanda slowly opened her eyes and shifted to a sitting po-
sition. “Great,” she said with as much enthusiasm as a turkey on 
Thanksgiving morning.

Darla looked out the window again, still gripping her purse 
strap. The landscape didn’t seem much different from the one in 
Walnut Creek, which made sense considering they were only a 
two- hour bus ride away. But still, didn’t the green grass seem a 
little lusher, the trees taller, and the clouds puffier? “This will be 
a great adventure.”

“If you say so.” Amanda picked up her purse, which had been 
wedged between the armrest of the bus seat and her hip.

Darla scowled. “You said it would be an adventure, and I 
know it will be. But if you’ve decided to be a wet blanket after all, 
feel free to geh back to Mamm and Daed. I can do this by myself.” 
She was perfectly capable of managing her life here. If only her 
family felt the same way. But she’d show them. Not only would 
she find a loving husband who respected her, but she’d also find 
one who believed in her. Finding that kind of support back home 
had been impossible, and if Amanda still wouldn’t— 
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“I’m sorry.” Amanda smiled. “See? I’m happy now.”
Darla rolled her eyes. That smile didn’t seem at all genuine. 

She rose from her seat, then scooted past Amanda and fell in line 
with the rest of the passengers moving down the aisle. The bus 
was only half full, so it didn’t take long for her to disembark. Then 
she stood close to the driver, who was emptying the luggage com-
partment under the bus.

“You don’t have to stand so close to him,” Amanda said.
She brushed her twin off like a pesky fly and stood her ground. 

A minute later the driver brought out Darla’s suitcase. She scooped 
it up and headed for the parking lot.

“Wait a minute,” Amanda called. “Are you sure the taxi will 
be waiting for us?”

“Ya.” Darla had made all the arrangements they needed, 
much to Amanda’s surprise. Why didn’t her sister trust her to do 
anything by herself? She marched to the curb and stood, ignoring 
her watchdog. She refused to be bossed around. Not anymore.

She searched for the taxi, which the man at their bed- and- 
breakfast said would be a dark- blue sedan. It wasn’t here yet, but 
the bus driver had announced they were arriving a few minutes 
early. She drew in a deep breath and tried to set aside her irrita-
tion with Amanda. The air seemed fresher here too.

Everything is falling into place, Lord. Just like I thought it would.

a

Amanda grabbed her suitcase from the bus driver, gave him a 
quick apology for being so abrupt, and chased after Darla.

What had gotten into her sister? Darla had been known to 
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go off in her own direction, but for the past few years, she hadn’t 
been quite so wayward. Amanda liked to think her guidance had 
curbed her wandering spirit— all for her own safety, of course. 
And for the most part, Darla had complied. She was easygoing 
and sweet.

But now her twin was different. Amanda couldn’t put her fin-
ger on exactly how, though, and she found that unsettling.

She reached Darla’s side just as a navy- blue sedan pulled up. 
Darla waved at the driver, who stopped the car and turned off the 
engine before hopping out. “King sisters?”

“That’s us.” Darla grinned and held out her suitcase.
The young English man, who didn’t look any older than 

Amanda, hurried around the car and grabbed Darla’s bag, then 
held out his hand for Amanda’s. He was thin and wiry, with brown 
hair pulled back into a ponytail. Not an attractive haircut at all. 
Amanda preferred Amish men’s haircuts to whatever style this 
was. But she did notice he had an appealing face, and when he 
smiled, his eyes were kind. She relaxed slightly but still held on 
to her bag.

“Nice to meet you.” He turned his extended hand into the 
offer of a handshake. Amanda took it, then finally gave him her 
suitcase as well.

“I’m Jackson Talbot. I do some taxi driving and errand run-
ning for the Stolls when they need help.” He tucked her suitcase 
under his arm while he held Darla’s, and then with his other hand 
he pushed a button on his key fob. The trunk flipped open.

“You’ll have a nice stay at the inn,” he said, his voice slightly 
blocked by the trunk lid as he placed the bags inside. He slammed 
it shut. “Everyone does.”
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“Wonderful!” Darla clapped her hands together.
Amanda wished her sister didn’t look so eager. Or felt so eager. 

That would make it harder for Amanda to convince her to go 
home. She was already feeling a little homesick, which was un-
expected. Or maybe she was just apprehensive about trying to 
rein in her sibling. It didn’t help that their mother had insisted 
Amanda bring Darla home as soon as possible.

“Let her get this nonsense out of her system for a few days,” 
Mamm had whispered in her ear. “But don’t let her out of yer sight. 
I’m really worried about her. She’s never been this persistent about 
something she wanted to do.” Then she discreetly tucked money 
into Amanda’s hand. “Use this for the bus fare back.”

Amanda had nodded, giving her a silent, affirmative reply, 
then looked at Darla as she plucked a bright- yellow dandelion 
from the front yard while they waited for the taxi to take them to 
the bus station. Seeing how even more excited and vibrant Darla 
had become since leaving Walnut Creek gave her pause. Amanda 
had no doubt this would be her toughest assignment yet.

“One of you can sit in front if you want.” Jackson grinned 
again. “Or you can both sit in the back. Whatever works.”

“I’ll take the front seat.” Darla opened the door and slid in 
before Amanda could respond. The passenger and driver doors 
shut, and Amanda opened the back door and climbed inside.

As Jackson pulled away from the curb, Darla began grilling 
him about Birch Creek. He didn’t seem to mind. He answered 
Darla’s questions patiently, as if he were used to them. He probably 
was if he’d been a taxi service for the inn for a while.

Amanda tuned them out as she stared at the landscape. It was 
typically rural, like the outskirts of Walnut Creek, with a few 
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Amish houses mixed in with English homes. But Darla was act-
ing like they’d entered a whole new world. Amanda held in a sigh, 
and then a new tactic occurred to her. Maybe her sister would 
change her mind about this scheme if she talked up one of the 
young men in their district back home.

She sat up straight and gave her head a quick shake. What was 
she thinking? Men were a problem no matter where they were. 
She knew that firsthand, and anytime Darla had talked about 
dating, she’d discouraged her, just as their parents had.

Guilt threaded through her. Had she inadvertently pushed 
her sister to something as desperate as answering an ad in the 
paper?

“Amanda? Amanda!”
She blinked, and Darla’s face came into view. She was looking 

at Amanda over her shoulder, her eyes bright with excitement. 
“Do you have any questions for Jackson?”

“I’m all ears,” he said, looking at the rearview mirror. “If I 
don’t have answers, I’ll find them for you.”

Amanda managed a small smile. “No. I don’t have any 
questions.”

“Okay. But the Stoll family will be happy to help if you think 
of any.”

“Oh,” Darla said. “I have another one. Does Birch Creek 
have a diner?”

He nodded. “Just so happens it does. Brand- new, just opened 
three weeks ago, already a big hit. But you might want to check out 
two Amish women named Phoebe Chupp and Joanna Detweiler 
as well. They serve Amish suppers on Friday and Saturday nights 
at the Chupp farm. You have to make a reservation, but the food 
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is amazing. Then again, I enjoy all Amish food.” He chuckled. 
“There’s also a bakery and a grocery store not too far away, 
which might be helpful for you guys since the inn doesn’t reg-
ularly serve meals other than breakfast, although they do have 
snacks avail able in the lobby in case guests get hungry.”

He chuckled again. “We English just jump into our cars 
and take off for Barton or somewhere else not too far away. Oh, 
the name of the restaurant is Diener’s Diner. The owners aren’t 
Amish and definitely aren’t named Diener, but I heard they like 
the way those two words rhyme.”

“Danki. I mean thanks.” Darla chuckled herself, then turned 
to Amanda again. “Did you hear that? We might find jobs at that 
diner right away!”

Amanda gritted her teeth. Darla really was serious about stay-
ing here. “They’re probably not hiring,” Amanda said.

“Or since they’re new and already popular, maybe they are.” 
Darla lifted her chin, then faced the front.

Crossing her arms over her chest, Amanda prayed they 
weren’t.

A few minutes later Jackson pulled into a gravel parking lot, 
driving past a small hand- lettered sign that said Stoll Inn. Her 
eyes immediately went to the landscaping, as they did wherever 
she went. It was still a bit too early in the spring for planting, but 
she could tell the property had lots of spots just right for annuals 
and that the flower beds had already been freshly weeded and 
prepped.

The inn itself had a long porch across its front, complete 
with a swing, and she noticed a stocky English man sweeping 
stray leaves off it. His longish- gray hair was mostly covered by a 
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wide- brimmed, leather hat nearly as worn- looking as his denim 
jacket, faded blue jeans, and heavily scuffed work boots.

“Here ’s my tour- guide speech,” Jackson said as gravel 
crunched under the car’s wheels. “Stoll Inn was founded two years 
ago by the Stoll family, who are Amish. The inn is a renovated 
English house, and the family members live in the homes they 
built behind the inn.”

“How interesting,” Darla said, looking out the window with 
wide eyes.

“A lot of visitors started asking about the inn’s history, so 
now I just automatically tell everyone all that when I pull into the 
lot.” He turned into a space near the inn and turned off the igni-
tion. “I’ll get your bags.”

“Thank you.” Darla jumped out of the car and slammed the 
door shut.

Amanda blinked and looked at the porch again. The old man 
had disappeared, leaving behind a spotless surface. But despite 
the welcoming entrance, she wasn’t ready to leave the car. The 
reality that she and Darla were in Birch Creek overwhelmed her. 
She didn’t want to be here. Home wasn’t perfect by any means, 
but at least it was familiar. Today was Saturday, and she needed to 
convince Darla of the fruitlessness of being here by Monday. She 
didn’t want to stay a minute longer— and not just because Mamm 
had insisted they return home without delay.

Realizing she couldn’t just sit there, though, she opened her 
door and climbed out. A brisk wind hit her bare legs, and she pulled 
her dark- blue sweater closer around her light- blue dress. She was 
glad she and Darla had both packed a jacket and a coat for days 
when a sweater wouldn’t do. Ohio springs were unpredictable.
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“Isn’t this lovely?” Darla spun around, the hem of her dress 
whirling around her legs as she spread out her arms. “What a 
pretty inn.”

“It’s okay,” she mumbled.
“It’s much better than okay.” Darla grabbed her suitcase from 

Jackson, then shook his hand before hurrying inside the inn. 
Amanda had no chance to stop her— again.

Jackson brought Amanda’s suitcase to her and set it on the 
ground. “Do you need anything else?” She shook her head, then 
reached into her purse for taxi fare, but he opened his hand.

“Darla took care of it.” He tilted his head and looked at her. 
“You two really are identical.”

Amanda nodded. In looks only.
“I’m sure you’ve heard that before.” He grinned. “Just don’t 

get mad at me if I get the two of you mixed up.”
His words surprised her. She hadn’t supposed she’d see him 

again. “Do you work inside the inn too?”
He shook his head. “I have my own computer and web design 

business in Barton. But I visit here often, even when the Stolls 
don’t need my help.”

“Well, you don’t have to learn how to tell us apart. We won’t 
be staying long.”

“Oh? Darla sounded like you’d be getting jobs.”
A muscle jerked in her jaw. “This is only a visit. Darla just 

gets excited about possibilities, that’s all.”
“I can tell she’s excited.” He gave her a look. “Are you?”
Taking a deep breath, Amanda said, “I’m just along for the 

ride.”
“Well, if you need anything and I’m around, let me know. 
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Levi’s taught me a lot about Amish hospitality.” He gave her a 
little wave, then climbed into his car and started the engine. She 
watched as he drove away.

She was about to head inside when she spied an interesting 
plant she didn’t recognize near the inn’s mailbox, a few feet away 
from the parking lot entrance. She thought about checking it out 
later, but curiosity got the best of her. She left her suitcase where 
it was, placing her purse on top of it, then strode over to inspect 
the plant. But as she approached, she realized it was a cutleaf 
toothwort. The tender leaves had barely budded, so the white 
flowers wouldn’t appear for a while— 

“Whoa! Whoa! Watch out!”
Amanda looked up to see a black horse galloping straight 

for her.

a

Zeb knew better than to race after a runaway horse, the exact 
opposite of what he should do. Chased horses often ran faster, 
especially when they were untrained. But when Job got away from 
him and plowed right through the corral gate, he instinctively 
sprinted as fast as he could, hollering the whole way. The horse 
had slowed down a bit, but then he dashed off when Zeb neared, 
heading straight for Stoll Inn.

“Whoa!” Zeb shouted, every gasp of breath burning his 
lungs. Then when he saw Job heading for an Amish woman stand-
ing by the inn’s mailbox, he forgot he was almost out of breath 
and picked up speed. “Whoa! Whoa! Watch out!”

The woman was frozen in place, and for a terrifying moment, 
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Zeb was sure Job would run her over. To his shock, though, the 
colt juked a sharp left and galloped in the opposite direction. 
Thank God.

But Zeb wasn’t as agile, and as he tried to put on his own 
brakes, he stumbled. His arms flailed as he searched for purchase, 
and he ended up grabbing the woman by her waist and dragging 
her to the ground with him.

“Oof,” she said, landing on her back. Then she let out a squeal 
when Zeb landed half on top of her. She shoved at him while he 
rolled off, then scrambled to her feet. “The horse!”

Zeb jumped to a standing position, yanking his tilted hat off 
his head, ready to run again even though his chest still burned 
from exertion. “Where is he?” he shouted.

“There!” She pointed toward the field across the road from 
the inn. Job was peacefully munching on the grass as if he’d been 
there all morning. He lifted his head, snorted at them, then re-
sumed his snack.

Zeb bent over and placed one palm on his knee, his hat 
dangling from his other hand. “At . . . least . . . he . . . stopped . . . 
running.”

“He’s yer horse, I take it?”
Zeb lifted his gaze and looked into a pair of beautiful blue- 

green eyes. “Ya,” he said, breathing in a gulp of air, then stood. 
“Unfortunately.”

“He’s a beautiful animal.”
“Ya, he’s a fine horse. Just needs a personality adjustment.” 

Zeb took in the rest of her face. Not only were her eyes striking 
and the hair showing from beneath her kapp a beautiful blond, but 
she was a downright attractive woman all around— and about 
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his age. He shoved his observations aside, more concerned about 
making amends for tackling her on the ground than about focus-
ing on her looks— although the latter was easy to do.

“I’m sorry about knocking you over,” he said. “I tried to stop, 
but I couldn’t slow down enough to get mei bearings. I didn’t 
mean to drag you down with me.”

She brushed the dirt and a few bits of gravel off the back of 
her dress’s skirt, but he had a feeling the back of her sweater was 
still a mess. “I’m nee worse for wear.”

Her reaction surprised him. Nettie would have been upset, 
and she probably would have spewed a few choice words. But 
this woman acted as if nothing much had happened. He pushed 
back his hat. “I haven’t seen you around here before. Are you 
staying at the inn?”

“Ya.”
“Sorry about the introduction to Birch Creek. That’s prob-

ably the most excitement you’ll have while you’re here, though.”
She pushed the white ribbons on her kapp over her shoulders, 

and her striking eyes turned to ice. “I’m not planning to be here 
long, so I’m sure you’re right.”

“Okay.” He wasn’t sure what else to say. The jarring change 
in her attitude made him pause, and he wasn’t in the mood to deal 
with both a fickle horse and a fickle woman. “I better get Job back 
to the corral.”

She nodded, then turned and walked toward the inn without 
another word.

He watched her go, frowning. Had he said something wrong? 
He didn’t think so. Maybe she wasn’t as easygoing as she’d seemed 
a moment ago.
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Why was he wasting time thinking about this woman, let 
alone Nettie? He shrugged, then put on his hat and crossed the 
street. What mattered was getting his wayward horse back to the 
farm. Zeb quietly approached him, and when Job lifted his head, 
Zeb paused, looking straight into the horse’s large, deep- brown 
eyes. After they’d stared at each other for a minute or so, Zeb 
grabbed Job’s reins and led him toward home. “Guess I’ll have to 
make that gate stronger,” he said. Job snorted again, as if daring 
Zeb to do just that.

Zeb shook his head. Once he got this horse under control, 
he’d be a good animal. He just hoped Job didn’t drive him nuts 
first.

a

“Who was that?”
Amanda walked up the porch steps as her sister exited the 

inn. She’d shed her sweater as well.
“Nee one,” she told her, resisting the urge to look back at the 

horse . . . and its owner. What was wrong with her? Men were bad 
news, and here she was wanting another look at the handsome, 
clean- shaven man who’d tackled her to the ground. Her back was 
aching a little bit, but she was fine. At least physically. But when 
her eyes met his, she’d felt something she’d hoped to never ex-
perience again— attraction. Besides, he could be one of the men 
who’d had a hand in advertising for a mail- order bride.

“He doesn’t look like nee one to me.” Darla leaned on the ban-
ister as she gazed at the field next door.

Amanda looked in the same direction and saw him leading 
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the horse away, holding his hat in one hand, his profile in full 
view. Good. He was leaving. Hopefully, she wouldn’t see him a 
second time. She didn’t need that distraction.

“I hope we’ll run into him again.” Darla sighed. “He looks 
handsome even from here.”

“He’s not,” Amanda said, compelled to fib.
“Do you think he’s got a girlfriend?”
“I hadn’t thought about it.” Another fib. She’d wondered that 

very thing.
She joined her sister on the porch. “Look, you can’t just fall 

for the first mann you meet.” Oh boy. That sounded a little hypo-
critical, considering her reaction to the man with the horse.

“I’m not falling for him. I’m just making an observation. Be    -
sides, technically, Jackson was the first mann I met, and I haven’t 
fallen for him. Not to say he isn’t nice, but I don’t like his haircut.”

Amanda almost smiled.
Darla turned around, then frowned when she looked at her 

twin. “You were out here a long time. What happened to you?”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, for one thing, yer kapp is crooked, and for another, yer 

dress is all rumpled.” Darla removed the silver clip on the right 
side of Amanda’s prayer covering, then straightened it before re-
placing the clip. “That’s better.”

Amanda was eager to change the subject, and she made sure 
her sister couldn’t see the back of her sweater. “Did you get our 
room?”

“Ya. It’s really pretty. The walls are a light- green color. Yer 
favorite.”

“I don’t care about the wall color.” She hadn’t meant to say 
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that out loud, but she couldn’t help herself. She didn’t want to be 
here, exhausted after leaving Walnut Creek so early in the morn-
ing following a sleepless night. She’d also just been tackled by a 
strange man. A strange, handsome man, no less, and it was taking 
everything she had not to turn around to see if he was still within 
her sight.

“Fine.” Darla bounded down the steps.
“Where are you going?”
“For a walk. I was going to ask if you’d like to come, but I 

don’t want to catch yer bad mood.”
Amanda let out a long sigh as Darla strode away, fortu-

nately in the opposite direction the man and horse— apparently 
named Job— had gone. She didn’t feel like chasing after her sister 
running after a man she didn’t even know just because he was 
handsome.

Her first hour in Birch Creek had been stellar.
She pinched the bridge of her nose, then looked around the 

property again. Although she didn’t want to admit it, the inn and 
its grounds really were beautiful, and she could just imagine what 
the landscape would look like when the flowers and plants were 
in full bloom. But she couldn’t bring herself to enjoy the thought. 
Darla was right. She was in a bad mood and couldn’t be pleasant 
to be around.

The man and his colt came back to mind, and she forced her-
self to think about . . . Job. Just Job. She loved animals, especially 
horses, and he was a beauty. Better to think about the horse 
than . . . Amanda reined in her thoughts again. She wasn’t here 
to appreciate a fine horse— or a fine man. She was here to watch 
over Darla and convince her to return home.

Double Dose of Love_5P.indd   41 9/25/20   4:49 PM



Kathleen Fuller

42

“Stop it,” she said just as an Amish woman about her age 
stepped outside.

“Are you all right?” the woman asked, both confusion and 
con cern in her eyes.

Not really. “Ya,” Amanda replied with a smile, pretending she 
hadn’t been caught talking to herself and that she didn’t know 
her clothes were a bigger disaster than she’d told the guy who 
knocked her down. “Just getting some fresh air.”

“It’s definitely a nice day. I thought you were going for a 
walk, though.”

Amanda shook her head, glancing down at her dusty blue 
dress. She and Darla tried to never wear the same color clothes 
at the same time. It was surprising how few people took note of 
that. Darla was wearing a pale- green dress today.

“That was mei schwester, Darla, and she did leave. I’m 
Amanda.”

“Oh.” She smiled. “I just showed her to yer room— number 
three near the top of the stairs. She left yer key at the front desk 
for you when we came back down since she wasn’t sure where 
you were. But I didn’t realize you’re twins. I’m Selah Stoll. Mei 
husband, Levi, and his familye own the inn.”

“Nice to meet you.”
“I hope you both enjoy yer stay. You’ll see mei husband work-

ing around here, along with his daed, Loren, and his gross mutter, 
Delilah— although she’s on vacation right now. She’ll be back 
later today. We also have a new handyman and groundskeeper. 
His name is Lester.”

Amanda nodded. “I think I saw him a little while ago, sweep-
ing the porch.”
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“He probably was,” Selah said. “If you need anything, please 
ask any of us, including one of our maids. We’re all here to help.”

“Danki.” Selah’s welcoming words did calm Amanda down 
a bit, which she’d needed. She couldn’t convince Darla of any-
thing if she didn’t want to be around her own sister.

She listened as Selah gave her some additional information. 
“As I told yer schwester, we serve only breakfast and snacks here. 
But there’s a diner about a mile down the road. It’s brand- new. An 
English couple moved here and opened it, thank goodness.”

“Jackson mentioned it to us.”
“Of course he did. He would make a gut tour guide.” She 

grinned. “It’s nice to have a restaurant nearby, and it’s been great 
for our business.” After a pause, she added, “Here I am jabbering 
while I’m sure you’d like to get settled.” She gestured toward the 
bottom of the porch steps. “May I take yer suitcase for you?”

“No. I can get it, danki.” But she didn’t move.
“All right.” Selah had a questioning look in her eyes, but she 

turned around and stepped inside. She was probably thinking 
Darla was the friendlier twin— which she was. At the moment, 
she was the cleaner one as well.

Amanda glanced back at the road and considered trying to 
catch up to her sister. But Darla would be back soon enough. Then 
Amanda would try to persuade her to keep their stay in Birch 
Creek short. She’d be nice about it, though. She didn’t like be-
ing at odds with her.

As she lifted her suitcase, she couldn’t resist taking one more 
look at the field the man had walked through, allowing his hand-
some face back in her mind. For the last time, stop it.

And this time she forced her mind to obey.
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