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5

O N E

Colin Zook woke, startled. He sat up, glanced around his 
bedroom, and peered into the darkness before scrub-

bing a hand down his face. The green lights on his battery- 
operated digital clock read twelve thirty.

With a sigh, he laid back down, rolled onto his side, and 
closed his eyes. He had fewer than seven hours before his 
alarm would announce it was time for him to rise and get 
ready for church. Just as he felt his body relax, a sob tore 
through the air.

“My quilt! My quilt!” his grandmother’s voice hollered 
from the room next door. “I’ve lost it!”

Colin groaned, and dread pooled in his gut as he sat 
back up. “Not tonight,” he mumbled to himself.

He pushed himself out of the bed, and his feet hit the 
cool linoleum as he grabbed his flashlight from the night-
stand and rushed out to the hallway. He entered his grand-
mother’s bedroom next door, where Mammi sobbed, curled 
up in the fetal position in her bed.

He kept the flashlight pointed toward the new tan 
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linoleum as he stood beside her bed and touched her arm. 
“Mammi, it’s okay. I’m here now.”

“No!” She rolled over and peered up at him, shadows 
falling on her wrinkled face as tears poured from her hazel 
eyes. “I lost my quilt. You have to find it, Elvin! I need it. I 
can’t sleep without it, Elvin. I need it. I can’t sleep without 
it.” Her voice warbled like water over a creek bed.

Colin’s chest seized as Mammi hiccupped and continued 
to cry.

“I’ll look for it,” he said, even though he was certain she 
couldn’t hear him over her sobs.

The flashlight beam bounced off the new floor as he 
padded back to his bedroom. He stood in the doorway as 
Mammi’s wailing echoed through the small house. He took 
a deep breath, hoping to calm his frayed nerves.

Give me strength, Lord. Grant me patience too.

Then he moved the flashlight beam around his bedroom, 
racking his brain for a solution to this persistent problem. 
Ever since the house fire they had endured more than a month 
ago, Mammi had suffered from fits almost every night. She 
would cry for her family heirloom quilt that had been lost 
in the fire.

He’d become accustomed to her occasionally calling him 
by his father’s name when her dementia began sneaking into 
her mind two years ago after his father had passed away. 
Although, it didn’t make much sense to him since he and 
his father had shared few similarities. While they were both 
tall, standing at an even six feet, his father had light- brown 
hair, while Colin’s hair was sandy blond, but they both had 
blue eyes.
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Still, he could handle his grandmother forgetting his 
name, but the nighttime breakdowns for the quilt, which had 
be  come more and more frequent during the past couple of 
weeks, had become unbearable.

When he couldn’t locate anything in his room that might 
help her, the muscles in his shoulders began to coil. He moved 
to the linen closet in the hallway and opened the door— 
pulling blankets off the shelf, sifting through the ones he’d 
tried previous nights, and praying for one that resembled 
her beloved quilt. He settled for a blue and green quilt his 
mother had made for him before she’d succumbed to pneu-
monia twenty- three years ago, when Colin was only three 
years old.

“Please, Lord, let this quilt soothe Mammi as it once 
soothed me,” he whispered as he headed back into his grand-
mother’s bedroom. “I found it, Mammi.” He raised his voice 
over her wails.

Her crying ceased, and she looked over at him, her ex-
pression incredulous. “You did?”

He swallowed. Lord, forgive me for lying to my precious 

grandmother.
He held it up. “Here you go.”
Her wrinkled temples puckered even more as she exam-

ined the quilt, and he held his breath, awaiting her reaction. 
When she remained calm, he handed her the quilt, hope 
igniting in his soul.

Mammi ran her fingers over it, and then her eyes narrowed. 
When she met his gaze with a frown, his hope dissolved.

“This isn’t my quilt!” Her lower lip trembled. “Where is 
it, Elvin?”
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His irritation melted away, and his posture wilted. “I 
don’t know, but I will sit beside you. Will that help?” His 
grandmother had cared for him in his time of need; at the 
very least, he could stay with her as she grieved.

While Mammi began to cry again, Colin pulled his 
father’s favorite wing chair over beside her bed, switched 
off his flashlight, and retrieved the pillow and blanket he’d 
used the previous night.

Then he sat down on the chair, covered his lap with the 
blanket, took his grandmother’s hand in his, and stared out 
toward the dark doorway. It would be another long and 
sleepless night, but he would do his best to calm her. Perhaps 
they would both get some sleep before it was time to get 
ready for church.

rst

“Gude mariye!” Joanne Lapp waved to her group of friends 
as she and her younger sister, Becky, approached them stand-
ing by the Glick family’s back porch the following morning.

The early- September sun kissed her cheeks, and a warm 
breeze brought with it the aroma of flowers, moist earth, 
and animals. It was another beautiful late summer day in 
Bird- in- Hand, Pennsylvania. The buzz of conversations swept 
through the air, while members of her district visited before 
the church service began in the barn.

“There the Lapp maed are!” Annie Smoker, Joanne’s best 
friend since first grade, pulled her in for a quick hug. Her 
sunshine- colored hair peeked out from her prayer kapp, and 
her powder- blue dress matched her bright eyes. Joanne had 
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always considered Annie, with her small nose, pink lips, and 
ever- present smile, one of the prettiest young women in their 
district. Annie was also a few inches taller than she was, but 
everyone was taller than Joanne, even her younger sister.

Joanne looked around the circle at her other friends. 
“What’s the latest quilt news?”

“Mary Ellen was just talking about the projects we need 
to complete before the Christmas Bazaar.” Barbara Ann 
Fisher smiled. She looked pretty today in a pink dress that 
complemented her blonde hair and hazel eyes. She gestured 
at Mary Ellen Beiler. “Plus, we have our Christmas orders. 
We need to get working on those. I wonder if we should meet 
twice a week until we’re caught up.”

Mary Ellen shook her head, and the ties on her prayer 
covering fanned her face. “Oh, I don’t know. You know I have 
so many chores to do, and mei mamm expects me to help 
with the younger kinner.” With her brown hair and green 
eyes, Mary Ellen was twenty- two, which was the same age 
as Joanne’s sister, and she was one of seven siblings.

Joanne always wondered what it would be like to have 
more siblings. She hoped to one day have a large family of 
her own, but she was grateful for Becky, who was not only 
her sister but also her confidante.

“I understand.” Joanne nodded. “I’m not sure Becky and 
I could meet more than once every week either. We also have 
a lot of chores at the farm.”

“That’s true.” Becky came to stand beside Mary Ellen. 
Like Joanne and Annie, Becky and Mary Ellen had been 
close since first grade.

Lena Esh, who was twenty- five like Joanne and Annie, 
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shrugged. “So that means we need to make the most of our 
quilting bees and then also put in extra time at home when 
we can. We made the deadline for the Christmas Bazaar last 
year, so why wouldn’t we this year?” She was the practical 
member of their group, and she was attractive with her light- 
brown hair and blue eyes.

“That will have to work,” Joanne agreed.
“We’ll have to make the Christmas Bazaar quilts the pri-

ority since the bazaar is in November. We’ll still have time to 
finish the quilt orders we have too.” Annie smiled at Joanne.

“Right. I think as long as we focus, we can make it,” 
Becky chimed in.

They continued to discuss the Christmas quilt deadlines 
until nine o’clock, when it was time for the service to start.

Joanne stood between Becky and Annie as the young, un -
married men in the congregation filed toward the barn. She 
turned to say something to Annie just as someone bumped 
into her, causing her to stumble. Then a large, heavy foot 
landed on her black shoe, crushing her toes. She yelped in 
pain as she spun and found Colin Zook looking down at her.

“I’m sorry, Joanne,” he grumbled. “I didn’t see you 
there.”

She blinked up at him as he stood nearly a foot taller 
than she was. Her chest clenched as she took in the dark 
circles under his blue eyes, which were bloodshot. “It’s all 
right. Are you okay, Colin?”

But he had already moved past her, ambling beside 
another man, Marcus Swarey, as they followed the line of 
men into the barn for the service.

“Jo.” Annie grabbed her arm. “Is your foot okay?”
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“Ya.” She’d already forgotten about the discomfort. In -
stead, concern for Colin had overtaken her heart.

Becky touched Joanne’s arm. “That looked painful.”
“Oh, I’ll be all right. But did you see his eyes? The look 

on his face?” Joanne asked.
Annie steered Joanne toward the barn as the other young, 

unmarried women started toward it. “What do you mean?”
“He looked as if he hasn’t slept in a week.” Joanne 

kept her voice low while they padded inside and toward the 
unmarried women’s section of the congregation.

“I didn’t notice.”
Joanne sat down on a bench between Becky and Annie. 

She picked up her hymnal and then gazed across the barn to 
where Colin sat next to Marcus. He stared down at his lap 
while Marcus spoke.

“That family has been through so much,” Joanne said. 
“First he lost his mamm when he was a toddler. Then his 
father passed away from a massive heart attack two years 
ago. Then his grandmother started showing signs of demen-
tia. He’s all alone on that dairy farm caring for his mammi 
and everything else. And do you remember how their haus 
was hit by lightning a couple months ago?”

“It’s a lot to bear.”
Joanne kept her eyes focused on Colin. Although he was 

a year ahead of her at school, and he had attended her youth 
group for some time, he wasn’t much more than an acquaint-
ance. Still, she couldn’t help but worry about him and his 
grandmother. She glanced toward the back of the barn, 
where his grandmother sat with the other elderly women 
in their congregation. Hettie smiled as she glanced around.
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When Joanne’s gaze moved back to Colin, he looked up 
at her and then quickly looked away. She opened her hymnal 
and turned to the opening song.

The song leader began the first part of the verse, and 
Joanne and the congregation joined him. While she sang, 
she turned her attention to the service, leaving thoughts of 
Colin behind her.

rst

Marcus peered across the table at Colin and picked up a 
pretzel. “I’m sorry your mammi kept you up last night. You 
look terrible.”

“I feel terrible too.” Colin cupped his hand over his 
mouth to cover his yawn as lunchtime conversations buzzed 
around them in the barn. “But it’s not her fault. I just wish I 
could do a better job of comforting her. After all, she com-
forted me when I lost mei mamm and then mei dat. She’s 
always been there for me. I’m just so exhausted all the time.”

“How often is she waking you up?”
Colin looked up toward the ceiling and tried to remember 

the long week. “I think she slept through the night Tuesday. 
Other than that, I spent every night this week in her room.”

“You slept in her room?” Marcus leaned forward.
“I started out on mei dat’s wing chair, but I wound up 

on the floor.”
“Why did you sleep on the floor?”
Colin snorted as he smothered a piece of bread with pea-

nut butter spread. “Because the wing chair hurts my back 
and neck.”
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Marcus gave him a palms- up. “Have you tried giving her 
another quilt?”

Colin put the piece of bread on his plate and set his 
jaw. “I’ve given her every quilt I could find that survived 
the fire. I even went to that Log Cabin Quilt Shop up on 
Old Philadelphia Pike in Bird- in- Hand but couldn’t find one 
with similar colors. I considered buying one anyway, but 
what’s the use if she’s just going to say it’s the wrong one? 
Then I’ll be stuck with a quilt that she won’t accept. I don’t 
know what else to do to help her. It’s heartbreaking when 
she cries.”

When another yawn took him by surprise, Colin covered 
his mouth with his hand. He couldn’t wait to get home so 
he could sleep while Mammi took her usual afternoon nap.

Marcus ate another pretzel and then began piling lunch 
meat on a piece of bread. “Mei mamm used to quilt. I could 
ask her if she’d make a copycat quilt for you.”

“It probably won’t work.”
“Why not?’
Colin shook his head. “Nothing else has worked, and 

I’m starting to lose hope.”
Marcus smiled at something behind Colin, and when 

Colin turned, he found Joanne holding a coffee carafe.
Her face also lit up with a smile. “Kaffi?”

“Ya, danki.” Colin handed her his cup, and as she filled 
it, guilt suddenly swamped him as he recalled accidentally 
walking into her earlier and stepping on her foot. What a 
klutz! “How’s your foot, Joanne?”

“Huh?” Her dark- brown eyes met his. “Oh, right! My 
foot.” She laughed a little. “It’s fine.”
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“I’m sorry for stepping on it.”
“No problem. Accidents happen.” She reached over and 

took Marcus’s cup. “How are you doing?” she asked as she 
filled the cup.

Colin sipped his coffee, assuming she was addressing 
Marcus.

Joanne pivoted toward him. “Colin? How are you?”
“Me?” He pointed to his chest.
Her eyes seemed to assess him, and he felt itchy under 

her stare. “Ya,” she said. “You look exhausted or maybe 
krank.”

“I’m okay.” He shrugged and took another sip of coffee.
She nodded and lifted the carafe. “Duty calls.”
Colin watched as she moved on to offer coffee to others. 

Curiosity nipped at him. Why would Joanne Lapp be con-
cerned for his well- being? If he hadn’t stepped on her foot, 
she probably wouldn’t have even noticed him.

Shaking off his curiosity, Colin turned back toward 
Marcus, picked up a pretzel, and popped it into his mouth.

“She’s schee.” Marcus grinned.
“Who?”
Marcus gave him an incredulous expression. “Joanne, 

of course.”
Colin shrugged, even though he did think she was pretty. 

Her eyes and hair reminded him of a dark- roast coffee, and 
he had always liked the smattering of freckles marching 
across her small nose.

But it didn’t matter. He didn’t have time for a relationship.
After all, his hands were full with running a dairy farm 

alone and also caring for his sweet grandmother, who seemed 
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to get more and more confused as the months wore on. And 
while the women in the congregation tended to Mammi on 
church Sundays during the service, no one ever stopped by 
to check on him or to ask if he needed anything during the 
week or on off- Sundays without a service.

Of course, the community had come out in droves when 
his house burned down two months ago. Colin and Mammi 
had stayed with neighbors while the men helped to clean 
up the rubble and rebuild the house. When they returned 
to their rebuilt home, the women delivered more casseroles 
than Colin and Mammi could eat in a year. But after a few 
weeks, the aid and concern stopped, leaving him to pick up 
the pieces and try to balance life as a caregiver and a farmer 
alone.

Colin frowned as irritation, exhaustion, and resentment 
coiled in his gut like a snake.

“You should come to youth group and talk to her.” 
Marcus’s words crashed through Colin’s thoughts.

Colin shook his head. “I’m too tired, and I need to get 
Mammi home and settled for her afternoon nap.”

“You need an afternoon off. I could ask mei mamm to 
care for your mammi.”

“I don’t think so.”
Marcus held his hands up. “Just listen. Mei mamm could 

tell your mammi that she wants her to come visit. Then we 
can go to youth group, and you can pick up Hettie on the 
way home.”

“We’re twenty- six.” Colin set a pile of lunch meat on a 
piece of bread. “Don’t you think we’re a little too old for 
youth group?”
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“We need to spend time with people our age.”
“I appreciate the thought, but mei mammi is my respon-

sibility. She and mei daadi moved in after mei mamm died, 
and she raised me. I still remember how she would read to 
me and play with me when I was too little to help mei dat on 
the farm. She was always there to dry my tears when I fell or 
comfort me when I had a bad dream. She’s my only family 
left, which is why I want to take gut care of her. Besides, mei 

dat would expect me to.”
“Would your dat also expect you to be alone the rest 

of your life?”
Colin sighed. He was too tired to argue. “Maybe I’ll go 

next time,” he said, hoping to appease his best friend.
Marcus seemed satisfied with that. “Today we’re going 

to play volleyball at Marvin Blank’s haus.”
Colin stifled a yawn as Marcus talked on about the 

youth gathering. He couldn’t wait to get home and take a 
nap, but until then, he’d do his best to enjoy his time with 
his best friend.
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O N E

That couldn’t be him . . . could it?

Butterflies danced in Susie Glick’s stomach as she watched 
the man search for an empty seat on the crowded bus. She 
tried not to stare at him. For some reason, he re  minded her 
of Alex Lehman. And that was why this man couldn’t be 
someone she recognized. Alex had left their Middlefield 
community a little over two years ago. Two years and three 
months, to be exact. He had wanted to travel the US, and 
everyone assumed he would never come back home, includ-
ing her.

She dared another glance, then stared at her lap, the 
butter flies now crashing into one another. Whoever this man 
was, he made her feel the way she used to when she was 
around Alex. How confusing. She’d thought she’d gotten 
over him.

But did anyone really ever get over their first love?
“Mind if I sit here?”
Her head jerked up, and she met his gaze. His eyes were 

the same honeyed brown color as Alex’s, and so was his 
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auburn hair. But that’s where the similarities ended. This 
man looked like he’d lived in the wilderness for the past dec-
ade. He wore a plain white T- shirt and faded blue jeans, a far 
cry from broadfall pants and an Amish shirt. His long hair 
hung past his shoulders, the sides pulled behind his ears. He 
also had a full russet beard and mustache, and his skin was 
golden tan, as if he’d spent years out in the sun.

Although she rarely gave Yankee men a passing glance, 
she couldn’t ignore this handsome one, and her heartbeat 
kicked into overdrive knowing he wanted to sit next to her. 
Then she remembered there wasn’t another empty seat on 
the bus, and that tempered her emotions. It also made more 
sense. Good- looking men— or men in general— didn’t just 
plop themselves down next to Susie for no reason, especially 
in public. Her Amish clothing and shy demeanor usually 
kept them away, and normally she was fine with that.

“Hallo?”
He spoke Amish? That was a surprise.
“Are you saving this seat for someone?”
She was still caught off guard by his Amish greeting and 

couldn’t find the words to respond.
He looked around the bus. “I guess they overbooked the 

trip,” he mumbled.
His comment made her realize she hadn’t answered him, 

and when he looked at her again, she nodded and quickly 
pointed to the empty seat.

“Danki.” He smiled and sat down as the driver shut 
the door and shifted the bus into gear. He set his backpack 
underneath the seat in front of him. “For a second there 
I was worried I’d have to get off the bus and wait for the 
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next one.” He turned to her. “I’m running late as it is— ” He 
stopped short and his eyes grew wide. “Susie?” Before she 
could say anything he added, “Wow, what a small world. 
Re  member me? Alex Lehman?”

She could barely breathe. It really was Alex. And he’s sit

ting next to me! She almost laughed at the idea that she 
wouldn’t remember him. She had never forgotten.

Her mouth felt like she’d gargled with sawdust. He was 
still looking at her, as if waiting for her to reply. But she 
couldn’t find her words. Any words would do, but her lips 
wouldn’t move.

Then his brow started to furrow, a look she recognized 
and not just from him. She was waiting too long to respond 
to a simple question, something that happened to her when 
she was nervous. Alex wasn’t just making her nervous. She 
was also giddy in a way she hadn’t been since she last saw 
him before he left Middlefield. Not a good combination. 
Attempting to act nonchalant, she gave him a quick nod, 
then turned to look out the window as if the bus station was 
the most interesting place she’d ever seen.

“Uh, Susie? You’ve got something on the back of your 
kapp.”

Surprise overcoming her nerves, she touched the back of 
her white prayer kapp . . . and felt something sticky on the 
fabric. When she looked at her fingers, she gasped. Oh no. 
They were covered in melted chocolate.

Alex frowned. “Lean forward.” When she complied, he 
said, “Great. Some kid must have wiped his fingers on the 
back of the seat during the last ride. Let’s just be glad it’s 
only chocolate and not something worse.” He grinned.
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But Susie didn’t return his smile. She had leaned back 
against the seat when she first got on the bus, exhausted 
from her two- day trip to Berlin, and hadn’t thought to look 
at her seat to see if there was anything on it. Didn’t bus driv-
ers wipe down the seats between stops anyway? Apparently 
not this driver. She opened her purse and took out a hand-
kerchief and wiped her fingers, but what was she supposed 
to do about her kapp? How could she walk around with a 
big brown splotch on the back of her head? She also couldn’t 
take the kapp off. An Amish woman’s head must always 
remain covered, especially in public.

As she tried to figure out what to do, she turned to wipe 
the chocolate off the back of the headrest. The bus suddenly 
lurched forward, and she fell against Alex, almost landing 
in his lap.

“You okay?” He put his hands on her shoulders, then 
helped her back to her side of the seat.

“Sorry,” she squeaked out. Here she was sitting next to 
her teenage crush, a man she never expected to see again, 
her kapp and her dignity in ruins. She couldn’t be making a 
worse impression.

“Nee worries.” He smiled again.
She nearly melted in the seat, her attraction to him grow-

ing stronger. She was glad to see he hadn’t changed. He had 
always been in a good mood, always smiling, and always 
ready to help someone in need. Those qualities and more 
were why she had fallen for him when she was sixteen, 
even though he was five years older than her and one of her 
brother Ben’s friends. His good looks were a bonus.

Ach, she had to get it together. They had a two- hour- plus 
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bus ride to Ashtabula, and they hadn’t even left the station 
lot yet. She needed to focus on the problem at hand— her 
chocolate- stained head covering. Never mind mei racing 

heart. She tried to rub out the spot again, a difficult task 
since she couldn’t take off the kapp and see what she was 
doing.

Alex picked up his backpack and unzipped the front 
pocket. Then he pulled out a bright- red handkerchief. “You 
can use this. Don’t worry, it’s clean.”

She wasn’t worried about whether the handkerchief was 
clean or not. She marveled that he knew exactly what she 
needed— a hair covering, or else she would have had to wear 
her chocolate- stained kapp all the way home to Middlefield. 
Then again, he did have seven older sisters, so she shouldn’t 
be that surprised that he’d thought about offering her his 
handkerchief.

“Danki,” she said, taking the handkerchief from him. 
He was rummaging in his backpack for something else while 
she slipped down in the seat, quickly pulled the clips from 
her kapp, and then removed it. She glanced at the back of 
the kapp. Ugh. The spot definitely could be confused for 
something else other than chocolate. Grateful he’d given her 
the kerchief, she tied it over her hair, getting a whiff of the 
outdoors from the red cotton fabric. As she sat back up and 
settled into her seat, the full force of what just happened 
hit her. I’m wearing his handkerchief. I’m wearing Alex 

Lehman’s handkerchief. She couldn’t keep from smiling.
“Glad yer taking this so well.” He handed her a small 

bottle of hand sanitizer, which was what he must have been 
searching for in his backpack while she attended to her head 
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covering. “Martha would have flipped out if her kapp had 
been messed up like that.”

He sounded more English than Amish, and she didn’t 
mind as she squirted some in her palm. She didn’t mind any-
thing about Alex, other than the fact he had left Middlefield 
so long ago and hadn’t been back for even a visit. She did 
know that he was still in touch with his family, as their 
mothers were friends.

Then she realized something. Maybe he wasn’t returning 
to Middlefield. He hadn’t said where he was going, and there 
were several bus stops on the way to Ashtabula. He could 
get off at any one of them and disappear . . . like he had two 
years ago.

“You should probably rub that sanitizer into your 
hands,” he said, his smooth voice diving into her train of 
thought.

Blinking, she looked down at the glob of sanitizer in her 
left hand. “Oh. Right.” She handed him the small bottle and 
quickly rubbed her hands together until her palms started 
to heat.

Alex put the sanitizer back into his backpack. He started 
to lean against the back of his seat, then stopped. He did 
a quick check of his headrest, which was clean, and he sat 
back, relaxed. “How crazy is it seeing you here after all this 
time,” he said, turning his head toward her.

“Ya.” Why couldn’t she speak more than one- word 
sentences?

“Ah, Susannah Glick. Still quiet as always.”
Her cheeks heated. He had noticed that about her? He had 

noticed her? She didn’t think that was possible, considering 
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their age gap. When he left, he’d been twenty- one years old 
at the time— a real man in her eyes. But now that she was 
this close to him, she could see there was a difference. He 
had changed, at least physically, and even through the wild 
hair and full beard she could see that he had matured. “Now 
this is a man.”

“Excuse me?”
Oh nee. Had she really said that out loud? What is wrong 

with me? She tried to come up with something that wasn’t as 
embarrassing as her previous statement. “I— I can’t wait to 
see mei mamm,” she blurted, then wished she could disap-
pear into the bus seat. Way to sound like a mature woman. 
For sure he thought she was ab im kopp by now.

But his expression grew serious. “Me too. To see mei 
mamm, I mean. It’s been a while since I’ve seen her.”

His words made her forget her embarrassment. “You’re 
going to Middlefield?”

He nodded. “Ya. I’ve been away long enough.”
A warm feeling of joy came over her. She’d been right all 

along. After two long years. Alex Lehman was coming home.

rst

Alex didn’t believe in luck, so the fact he was sitting next 
to Susie Glick on the final leg of his return to Middlefield 
had to be providential. When he’d jumped on the bus at the 
very last minute, he hadn’t realized how full it was, and 
when he saw that the only empty seat on the bus was next 
to an Amish woman, he wasn’t thrilled. He looked like a 
disheveled mess since he’d lost the one ponytail holder he 
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left somewhere between his hotel room and the bus station. 
Even though he’d given his hair and beard a quick brush be -
fore he hopped on the bus, he didn’t want to make the young 
woman nervous when he sat next to her. Then he’d realized 
it was Susie, and he said a short silent prayer of thanks that 
he would be sitting next to someone he knew from home.

He glanced at her again, their conversation screeching to 
a halt when he told her he was coming back to Middlefield. 
He wasn’t surprised they had stopped talking. Susie had 
always been a shy, cute girl, and he could see that hadn’t 
changed. Well, the shyness hadn’t. But she wasn’t a cute girl 
anymore. She was downright pretty, with the biggest, soft-
est brown eyes he’d ever seen. The round cheeks she used 
to have had thinned out a little but were still as rosy as 
he remembered. Odd, he hadn’t paid any attention to Susie 
when she was a teenager, but he could barely keep his eyes 
off her now. Hopefully, she hadn’t noticed.

“Susie?” That name suited a kid. She wasn’t a kid any-
more.

“Ya?”

“How are things back home?” The question was only 
partly necessary. He knew a lot about his community, thanks 
to regular correspondence with his mother— mostly phone 
calls. They never talked long, since idle chitchat was frowned 
upon, and even though he wasn’t Amish, he respected her 
adherence to the faith. He also made sure to send lots of 
postcards to his sisters and their kids during his travels 
around the country. There were times when he had stayed 
in one place long enough to have an address, and then 
he would exchange letters. Because of his commitment to 
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keeping in touch, he had been kept in the loop. But it would 
be nice to get another perspective.

Susie looked at her lap and fiddled with the hem of one 
of the long sleeves of her light- green dress. “Things are gut.” 
She didn’t look at him.

“Just gut?”
Her gaze jumped to his for a split second, then she fixed 

her eyes on her sleeve again. “Nix has changed much lately.”
But you have. Oh boy. This wasn’t good. What was he 

doing thinking about Susie— Susannah— Glick like this, and 
after all these years? His nerves must be getting the best of 
him. Even though his parents had remained understanding 
about his need to travel before he joined the church, that 
didn’t mean he wasn’t anxious about coming back. So anx-
ious he hadn’t told them about his arrival. Partly because 
he wanted to surprise them, and partly because he needed a 
little more time to get himself together. Once he stepped into 
his parents’ home, there was no turning back. He had made 
the mental commitment to join the church, and he was deter-
mined to see it through.

Still, there was a tiny part of him that held back. Not from 
being baptized, but from facing the rest of the community, 
who he was 100 percent sure weren’t going to be as under-
standing as his parents. That was the one thing he dreaded. 
While he’d kept in touch with his parents, he hadn’t done the 
same with his friends, and he wasn’t sure how they would 
react after not hearing from him for so long. Ben was one of 
those friends. “How’s your bruder doing?”

“Okay. He’s married.”
“To Priscilla Mast?”
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“Nee. He married a woman from Lancaster.”
He was a little surprised Ben hadn’t married Priscilla, the 

girl he was dating when Alex left. But as long as he was happy, 
that's what mattered. “Is he still living in Middlefield?”

“Ya. One street over.”
Getting information out of her was like trying to open 

a locked door without a key, but he didn’t have a problem 
be  ing patient with her. He also didn’t blame her for being 
guarded with him. Leaving for two years was unusual to say 
the least.

“How long are you visiting Middlefield?” she suddenly 
asked.

Glad that she finally asked him a question, he quickly 
answered, “Permanently.”

Susie’s large eyes grew even wider, something he didn’t 
think was possible. “You’re staying for gut?”

“Ya.” The hum of the bus and the low chatter of the rest 
of the passengers faded away as he continued to talk to her. 
“I’m joining the church in two weeks. I already talked to the 
bishop about it.”

“That’s wonderful. I know yer mamm and daed will be 
so happy.” She smiled.

Had she always had such a pretty smile? He settled his 
emotions and cleared his throat. “I hope so.”

The smile disappeared. “You haven’t told them yet? Don’t 
they know you’re coming?”

He shook his head, wondering for the dozenth time if he 
had made the right decision not to tell his folks. “I wanted 
to surprise them,” he said, feeling the need to explain. “I’m 
staying at a bed- and- breakfast close by on Route 86 for a 
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couple of days. I have to get some Amish clothes and get rid 
of all this.” He gestured to his hair and beard. “I can’t show 
up looking like a hermit.”

“That wouldn’t be a gut idea.” She looked at his hair. 
“When was the last time you cut it?”

“Almost two years ago. I think it was when I was in 
Montana.”

“You went all the way to Montana?”
“I went all the way to Alaska.”
Excitement sparked in her eyes. “Oh, how was Alaska? 

Is it as cold as everyone says it is? Did you see a bear?”
He almost laughed. Her enthusiasm was genuine, and 

her shyness had disappeared. He didn’t want her to turn silent 
again, and she would surely do so if she thought he was mak-
ing fun of her. He remembered she could be sensitive. “Ya, it 
was cold. Nee, I didn’t see a bear, thank goodness. Al  though 
it was a possibility when I was camping outside Fairbanks.”

“Where else have you been?”
The bus ride flew by as he told her about his adventures 

traveling the fifty states, which had been his dream since he 
was a young child. “I would spend hours looking at travel 
books at the library,” he said, explaining what had started off 
his interest. “Fortunately Mamm and Daed were supportive.”

“They didn’t mind you leaving and not joining the 
church?”

“Ya, they did mind, but they also knew they couldn’t 
stop me. It helped that I didn’t leave because I wasn’t sure 
about being Amish. I always knew I would come back and 
join the church. But before I joined, I wanted to get the 
wander lust out of mei bones.”
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“Did you?” She touched the side of the kerchief, as if 
checking to see if it was still in place.

The red color looked good on her, even though it was a 
uni  sex handkerchief. “Ya. I’m done traveling. I saw what I 
wanted to, and I filled out a bunch of journals with my trav-
eling adventures. When I have kinner, I’ll share those with 
them.”

“Ah.” She looked down at her lap again. Her cheeks 
turned cherry red.

The sound of the bus driver announcing they would be 
arriving in Ashtabula soon diverted his attention. Susie gazed 
out the window, and Alex became lost in his own thoughts. 
They didn’t say anything else for the next fifteen minutes or 
so until their ride ended.

When the bus jerked to a halt, Alex’s nerves shifted into 
high gear. This was it. He was home, or at least he would 
be in a day or two. He had to get ready to meet his parents 
before that. He turned to her.

“Do you know where I can get some Amish clothing? 
And an Amish haircut?” He couldn’t go to a regular store 
and buy the clothes or to a barber to get the proper haircut. 
If he could, he would have done that before returning home. 
While he had gotten on the bus in Berlin, he’d arrived only 
a few hours before his connection to Ashtabula. Before that 
he’d been in Cincinnati, and there weren’t any Amish settle-
ments close by where he was. He hadn’t planned his trip 
home too well. Then again, he hadn’t planned anything for 
the past two years.

She paused, then said, “What about Ben’s clothes? He 
left a few things at home after he got married, and I guess 
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he’s forgotten about them. Mei mamm was supposed to pack 
them up but she hasn’t gotten around to it.”

Alex nodded. “How is yer mamm?” He knew better than 
to ask about her father. It wasn’t a secret that he had aban-
doned Susannah, Ben, and their mother over fifteen years 
ago. His jaw clenched. How could a man leave his family 
like that? That was something he would never, ever do, and 
another reason why he had wanted to finish traveling before 
he settled down and got married.

“Mamm’s doing fine. Still working at Jane’s.”
“The Yankee seamstress?”
“Ya. When Mamm first took the job, she thought busi-

ness would eventually slow down, and Jane would have to 
let her go. Instead, they keep getting busier. Mamm said the 
other day Jane might have to hire a part- time seamstress 
soon.” She looked at him. “You’re welcome to borrow Ben’s 
clothes if you want.”

“That would be great, but how would I get them? I don’t 
want anyone to know I’m here.” He didn’t even have to ask 
her to keep that information to herself. For some reason, he 
trusted she would.

“I can bring them to you.” She pressed her teeth against 
her bottom lip. “I, uh, can also give you a haircut.”

“You would do that for me?”
She nodded. “If you’re okay with that.”
This was better than he expected. “I’m totally okay with 

it.” Then he looked around at the empty bus. He’d been 
so busy talking he hadn’t realized everyone had left. “We 
should leave before they kick us off.”

He grabbed his backpack and stood, then slid out from 
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the seat and gave her room to move to the aisle before they 
headed toward the head of the bus.

After disembarking, they went to get their luggage. Al -
though it was late June, the day was cooler than usual, with 
a few warm rays of sunshine peeking through thick, fluffy 
clouds. “I’m staying at the Concord Inn,” he said. “Do you 
know where it is?”

“Ya. I can meet you there sometime after ten tomorrow.”
“Danki, Su- Susie.” He almost said Susannah. “I owe 

you one.”
“You’re welcome. And you don’t owe me anything.” She 

looked down at the ground. “I better get mei suitcase and 
get going,” she said. “See you tomorrow.”

Before he could offer to get her suitcase for her, she dis-
appeared into the crowd of passengers fighting to get their 
luggage. He knew from experience to wait until the rush 
died down before getting his bags. When the crowd cleared, 
Susannah— he couldn’t bring himself to call her Susie 
anymore— had disappeared.

He smiled. It didn’t matter, though. He would see her 
to  morrow, and she would help him get ready to reenter the 
Amish community. Suddenly he wasn’t as nervous as he had 
been. He was excited to get home.
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I think this quilt might be your best one yet,” Rosie Raber’s 
sister Bethany said as she carefully spread the pieced sec-

tions of fabric on the worktable. Running a finger along the 
center of one of the compass blocks, she added, “There are 
so many parts to this design. I think I’d go blind before I 
finished even two blocks.”

Rosie chuckled. “You’re always too modest. I’m sure 
you’d have no trouble making this quilt.” Privately, though, 
Rosie wasn’t sure if her statement rang exactly true. Her 
lovely sister was talented in many things, but Rosie’s current 
project was a difficult one. She had made many, many quilts, 
but this one had certainly stretched her skills. Three months 
ago, when she’d been only halfway through the blocks, she’d 
felt like throwing up her hands in surrender. It had been that 
challenging.

Still examining the intricately pieced compass pattern, 
Bethany frowned. “I might be able to stitch this . . . but even if 
I did get up the nerve to try it, we both know it wouldn’t look 
as gorgeous. You really have a gift, sister. I’m proud of you.”
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“Danke. However, if I ever do finish this thing, I’ll know 
that I didn’t make it alone. Got blessed me with a talent for 
sewing,” Rosie replied. “I’m grateful for His generosity— 
especially when I can use my gifts for good.”

Leaning back in one of the Sewing Shop’s comfy bright- 
green chairs, her sister seemed to think about that for a spell. 
Since it was the end of the day and they were the only two 
people left in the shop, Rosie sipped her peppermint tea and 
relaxed.

All in all, it had been a good day. Just like every February, 
the streets in Pinecraft, Florida, were busy with tourists 
and snowbirds happy to spend the winter months in warm 
sunshine instead of the cold and snow. Though some of the 
other locals made no secret that they dreaded the arrival 
of the first wave of Pioneer Trail buses, Rosie always found 
the influx of newcomers exhilarating.

Of course, she didn’t know any different. Rosie was one 
of the few in the Amish community who’d been born in the 
middle of Sarasota, Florida. And she rarely ventured farther 
from Pinecraft than her weekly sojourns to Siesta Key, the 
gorgeous white- sand beach just a thirty- minute ride on the 
SCAT— the Sarasota County Area Transit. The quick and 
inexpensive bus service had stops everywhere. There was 
even a stop right outside her shop.

After setting her own mug of hot tea down, Bethany 
said, “Rosie, tell me true. Do you think you might win this 
year?”

Rosie knew she was referring to the award given by the 
Mennonite and Amish community club just hours before 
the large quilt auction was held for the public. For almost 
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two decades, one of the biggest churches in the area had held 
the auction to raise funds for their mission work in Haiti.

“I couldn’t say.”
“Come now. Don’t you think you’re being too modest? 

You’ve been spending most of this year working on your 
quilt. It must be special.”

“I like my design, but I’m running behind this year. I’m 
starting to worry it won’t get done. And don’t forget— only 
the top ten quilts get put in the running for the prize.”

And out of those ten, one of them was always chosen to 
be the Quilt of the Year. Though Rosie had sewn many quilts 
for the show, and her last four had been chosen to auction, 
none of them had ever received that highest honor.

Bethany placed her mug on the table. “Oh, come on, 
Rosie. It’s just the two of us here,” she half whispered. “I 
won’t accuse you of bragging or anything either. What do 
you really think of your chances?”

“I think  .  .  .” She looked around, just to be sure no 
one could overhear her. “I think I might have a really good 
chance this year. If I ever get it done.” She felt her cheeks 
grow warm in embarrassment, both because she was being 
so prideful and because she couldn’t figure out what was 
wrong with her. Usually, all she ever did was work on her 
quilts and dream of winning the biggest prize. However, this 
year, life seemed to be getting in the way.

“Oh, you’ll get it done,” Bethany declared. Her eyes lit 
up as she continued. “And won’t it be so exciting when you 
do win? Why, from that point on, you could always say 
you’ve sewn a Quilt of the Year.”

Allowing herself to imagine that, Rosie smiled. “I could.” 
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But just as quickly she tamped the vision down. Not only was 
it not right to want to be the winner but there was a good 
chance the quilt might not turn out as she hoped. “Win  ning 
a prize doesn’t really matter. I mean, we all do make the 
quilts for charity, you know.”

“Oh, I know.” Bethany’s sarcastic tone relayed every-
thing she wasn’t saying. “So, have you seen the competition?”

“You know it’s not a true contest,” Rosie chided. It might 
be one thing to secretly imagine winning, but it was another 
to think of the other women’s works as competition.

“It’s close to one, though . . . right?” When Rosie nod-
ded, Bethany grinned. “So, what are Allison and Mary Jo’s 
quilts like?”

“I haven’t seen their work, but I heard Allison is making 
hers in an abstract design out of remnants. Mary Jo, on the 
other hand, has designed a children’s quilt with blocks and 
letters.”

Bethany inhaled sharply. “Have you seen it? Mary Jo is 
mighty talented.”

“I haven’t seen it yet, but I heard it’s eye- catching and 
unique. She’s a very gifted quilter.”

Her sister bit her lip before smiling. “I guess we’ll see what 
happens.”

“As long as we have buyers for all the quilts, the day will 
be a success. The money is for a good cause.” Seeing that 
it was already after six o’clock, Rosie carefully folded the 
quilt and placed it on the coffee table. “Are you ready to go 
home?”

“Yep.” Getting slowly to her feet, Bethany yawned. “I’m 
so tired all of the sudden. This pregnancy seems harder than 
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the last one, which makes no sense. I’m only having one bop

pli this time. Not two.”
“You told me the midwife says every pregnancy is 

different.”
“Nan did say that, though I’m starting to think maybe 

my age has something to do with it.”
“You’re only thirty- two, Beth. I reckon you’re more tired 

because of the girls.”
“Probably so.” Her sister’s voice brightened as they gath-

ered their belongings. “Maybe Joe will have started working 
on supper with the girls. What do you think the chance of 
that is?”

“Not too gut, I’m afraid,” Rosie said. She led the way out 
of the shop and locked the door. The early evening was still 
rather warm. Their sweaters over their dresses were more 
than enough to guard against any chill. “Lydia and Becca 
are darling girls, but . . .” She let her voice drift off.

“Don’t tiptoe around the truth, Rosie. We both know 
they’re a handful.”

Saying they were a handful was like saying the sand at 
Siesta Key was pleasant to walk on. Neither description did 
the actuality justice. “They are twin four- year- olds, Bethany. 
You know I love them.” They also had a lot of energy and a 
penchant for destruction.

“I love them too.” A small frown formed between 
Bethany’s brows. “Perhaps they have gotten a little bit better. 
I mean, they were very naughty two- year- olds.”

“And three- year- olds,” Rosie teased.
Bethany brightened. “You’re right. They were worse last 

year. Maybe they’ll be even better behaved when the new 
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baby comes.” Looking down at her tummy, she frowned. “If 
I last that long.”

Rosie chuckled. “You poor dear. You need to stay off 
your feet as much as you’re able. I’d be happy to come over 
and cook supper for all of you tonight.”

“Danke, but I don’t want to take advantage of you any 
more than I already do. You cooked for us two nights ago.”

“I didn’t mind.”
“I think we’ll be okay on our own. You can go home 

and work on your quilt. I know you’re anxious to do that.”
Rosie smiled at her sister, though her heart wasn’t exactly 

in full agreement with her expression. The truth was that she 
wasn’t exactly looking forward to going home to her own 
quiet house or spending the whole evening piecing together 
a complicated pattern. For the first time, she was starting to 
doubt her motivation. After all, the quilts were supposed to 
keep people warm— that was what mattered at the end of 
the day. And yet she’d been so caught up in making the most 
intricate pattern she could that, truth be told, she wasn’t 
enjoying it very much.

Struggling to shake off her sudden onslaught of dol-
drums, she smiled at a courting couple passing by on a bicy-
cle built for two. “It will be good to sit down for a spell.” 
That wasn’t a lie.

“Don’t forget, you said you would greet the Pioneer Trails 
bus tomorrow morning.”

“I haven’t forgotten.” Though she was always happy to 
help Bethany and Joe, Rosie wasn’t exactly excited about 
waiting with the throng of people for the bus from Ohio 
to arrive. She enjoyed the arrival of winter visitors, and the 
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crowds always had a festive air. But everyone would be ask-
ing one another questions about who they were waiting to 
see. She’d have to admit she was only doing a favor for her 
older sister.

Then, too, there was her lack of enthusiasm about meet-
ing the elusive Tim. All she knew about the man was that 
he was Joe’s older brother and that he seemed to care more 
about his mission work than his own family.

But, of course, Bethany didn’t need to know any of that. 
“I promise I will bring Tim to your house safe and sound.”

“If he’s hungry, take him out to get a pizza or to Yoder’s 
for a real meal.” When it took Rosie a minute to wrap her 
head around that, her sister looked at her plaintively. “Or . . . 
take him somewhere else. Wherever you want. Will you do 
that, please?”

“I will. I’ll make sure he feels welcome.” Instinctively, 
she knew Joe’s mystery brother wasn’t going to want a quick 
slice of pizza. No, she was probably going to have to stand in 
line with him at Yoder’s and then share an hour- long lunch 
before walking him to his brother’s house. The whole event 
was likely to take at least three hours, which wouldn’t be a 
problem if she were visiting with someone she cared about. 
But since it was this stranger, Tim Christner, all she felt was 
annoyed. She bit back a sigh.

Bethany noticed. “We do appreciate your help. Joe didn’t 
feel he could say no to the overtime wages.”

Oh, why couldn’t she just be kind? Hurrying to ease 
her sister’s concern, Rosie said, “Of course Joe couldn’t say 
no. You know I don’t mind, dear. I’m always happy to help  
you.”

Amish Quilting Bee_content.indd   223Amish Quilting Bee_content.indd   223 9/8/21   3:41 PM9/8/21   3:41 PM



Shelley Shepard Gray

224

“Danke. I promise, even though you’ve never met Tim, 
you won’t find being with him a hardship.”

That drew her up short. She didn’t find being around 
goats to be a hardship either  .  .  . but she didn’t want to 
spend an afternoon with one. “What is Tim like?” she said 
in an effort to appear more accommodating. Joe’s brother 
had been in Mexico on mission work when Bethany and Joe 
got married.

“He’s easygoing and nice.”
That told her nothing. “Anything else?”
“He’s rather attractive.”
Rosie mentally raised her eyebrows. Bethany wasn’t usu-

ally one to comment on a person’s looks. “Well, I’ll look 
forward to meeting him.”

Halting at the stop sign where they always parted, 
Bethany hugged her tight. “I love you, Rosie. Have a good 
evening.”

“Love you back,” she said before she turned left and 
Bethany turned right.

She kept her smile firmly in place for a full block. It wasn’t 
until her small cottage came into sight that she allowed it 
to slip. Her little home was snug and pretty and had a nice 
outside patio and garden. She kept it immaculate and neat, 
with everything in its proper place. But as she unlocked her 
front door and stepped inside, all she could think about was 
how Bethany was being greeted by a loving husband, two 
adorable girls, and a long- haired dachshund named Prince. 
Rosie knew their house would be messy, supper would be 
likely late, and there might even be a fine layering of sand 
on the floor since the girls loved going to the beach at Siesta 
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Key and neither of their parents was very good at sweeping 
it up. But there would be love and laughter and hugs.

In contrast? Well, all she had were thoughts about what 
had almost been, a hamster named Butch, and utter, com -
plete silence.
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