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Chapter One

Th e early morning sun was rising over the well-kept farms of 
Delaware’s Amish country as Katie Raber drove her buggy toward 
Byler’s Store near Dover to begin her day’s work. She squinted 
when she spotted an approaching buggy in the distance. Th e horse 
had its neck arched high in the air. Katie didn’t have to think long 
before she decided who was coming toward her. Ben Stoll would 
be holding the reins. It was his buggy. She was sure of that. Ben was 
one of the best-looking Amish boys around. Blessed was any girl 
who was invited to ride with him in his buggy—something Katie 
fi gured she would never experience. Ben was without a doubt 
the catch among the community’s Amish young men. A cloud 
crossed the sun, and Katie held the buggy lines tight as she kept 
her eyes glued on the approaching buggy. Perhaps she could catch 
a glimpse of Ben this morning. Th at was all she could hope for. 
He was from another world. Ben never spoke to her, and she only 
saw him at the Sunday meetings and the Amish youth gatherings 
Mamm allowed her to attend. Th ere he would be laughing and 
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talking with someone else—someone more suited to his taste 
than “plain Katie,” the out-of-step daughter of the odd widow 
Emma Raber. Katie could walk right under Ben Stoll’s nose, and 
he wouldn’t even know a shadow had gone by.

Yah, she was Emma Raber’s daughter. That’s how most people 
in the community thought of her. She even thought of herself 
that way—just an extension of her mamm. Mamm was nice 
enough, and Emma really loved her. So, nee, she wasn’t really 
complaining. But sometimes her mamm did unusual things, and 
that made Katie seem so…well, weird to the other young adults 
in the Amish community. For one thing, there would be no rum-
springa for Katie. Everyone else she knew among the Delaware 
Amish would have their time to run around and try out the ways 
of the world. But not Katie. Emma Raber wouldn’t even consider 
such a thing for her daughter. And the Amish youth gatherings 
she was allowed to attend were few and far between. Mamm was 
suspicious of even those. “Too much socializing,” she had said.

She could live without rumspringa. Or without Ben Stoll, for 
that matter. So what, Katie told herself, it might even be best for 
her if Ben were unobtainable. He might not be all that wunder-
bah if she ever got to know him. Katie sighed. These were des-
perate excuses, and she knew it, but lately Mamm’s restrictions 
were becoming harder and harder to bear. She was only trying 
to make herself feel better. Ben was wunderbah. Even her friend 
Arlene Miller wasn’t above stealing a glance at Ben—and that 
with her boyfriend, Nelson Graber, sitting right across from her 
at the Sunday night hymn singings!

Katie wondered if all the girls were as taken with Ben as she 
was. She was aware of everything about him. She noticed when 
he wore a new black suit at communion time every spring. She 
noticed the way his buggy shone when the sun rays bounced off 
the sides at the Sunday meetings. The boy must spend hours 
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waxing the black vinyl of his buggy, she thought. And most of all, 
she noticed the way Ben smiled when he was happy, which seemed 
like most of the time. What would it be like to be the kind of girl 
who made Ben smile that smile? Ha! Certainly a simple, plain soul 
like Emma Raber’s daughter couldn’t be such a girl…ever.

Katie tried to look away from the fast-approaching buggy. She 
was way too fascinated with the boy. If Mamm knew her feelings, 
Katie knew she’d be given a lecture the size of the state of Delaware 
and right at the kitchen table after supper. Yah, Mamm would not 
understand how she felt. Life had been hard for Mamm, especially 
when it came to men. Hadn’t Daett passed away when Katie was 
still a young girl? The loss had been so painful for Mamm that she 
might never marry again.

The beat of horse hooves on pavement grew louder. Katie eased 
open her buggy door just enough to make sure that whoever was 
in the passing buggy could see it was her in case a greeting was 
forthcoming. With her hands on the reins, Katie held her breath 
as the buggy approached and passed without its buggy door open-
ing even an inch. Katie saw the unmistakable outline of Ben’s face 
through the small window. His hat was tight on his head, and his 
eyes were looking straight ahead. The moment passed in a flash 
without the smallest flicker of a hand wave through the window. 
And then the buggy was gone.

It was the sun in his eyes, Katie told herself. That’s why Ben 
hadn’t slid open the buggy door or bothered to wave. But she knew 
better. Ben wasn’t being mean. No, she just wasn’t worth the effort. 
He had greater and better things on his mind than paying atten-
tion to Emma Raber’s odd daughter. Now if she were beautiful, or 
charming, or funny, or even talkative at the Sunday-night hymn 
singings, it might be different. With such qualities, perhaps her 
plainness could be overcome. But all that was a dream that would 
never come true. She couldn’t be what she wasn’t.
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Perhaps she should settle for Joe Helmuth from down the 
road. Joe walked with a limp from a hay wagon accident when 
he was five. He would take over his daett’s farm someday, but the 
scars from that long-ago day would never leave him. The prob-
lem was that Joe didn’t pay Katie any attention either. 

Well, at least thinking about Ben Stoll helped ease the pain a 
little, Katie decided. She was only Katie Raber, after all. The girl 
who could barely open her mouth without dumb words falling 
out all over each other. If she could only be more like the rest of 
the Amish girls in the community. But that could never be either, 
not with how Mamm felt about things.

Katie slapped the reins against her horse as her thoughts 
swirled through her mind. She couldn’t remember much about 
Daett. He’d been gone since she was three years old. She could 
remember happy times though. Going to the barn with him 
when they did the evening chores. But that was so long ago. If 
she only had a daett, Katie decided, life would be different. If 
Mamm married again, Katie figured both of them would be bet-
ter accepted in the community and Mamm might change her 
ways. The most obvious possibility was widower Jesse Mast. And 
he’d come calling on Mamm again just the other evening. Mamm 
hadn’t said anything about the visit, but Jesse had surely spoken 
of marriage.

Yah, Mamm should marry again, Katie decided. Mamm’s sor-
row over losing her husband was still written on her face after all 
these years. Was it not high time things changed? Yah, and Katie 
would pray about the matter.

Da Hah must already be thinking the same thing if He was 
sending Mamm a suitor in the person of Jesse Mast. So why 
couldn’t Mamm see this and accept Jesse’s offer of marriage? Was 
she turning him down because he wasn’t much to look at? Yah, 
he was a little rough around the edges. But it wasn’t like Mamm 
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to be so concerned with outward appearance. She went more by a 
person’s kind heart than how he looked on the outside. Perhaps it 
was the fact that Jesse’s frau, Millie, had died and left him with a 
family of five children. Was that why Mamm objected? She didn’t 
want her household increased so dramatically?

Nee, Katie decided that couldn’t be the reason either. Mamm 
didn’t mind hard work. And if a large family was the problem, she 
should have been happy after turning down Jesse. Instead, Mamm 
had walked around the house with the lines on her face running 
deeper than ever. So why had she turned Jesse down? That was 
assuming Mamm had turned him down. The proposal of marriage 
was just a guess on Katie’s part, but she was sure she was right. It 
couldn’t have been anything else. The two had talked for a long 
time while sitting on the porch swing. Afterward, Jesse had stood 
in the yard for a few moments longer, still speaking with Mamm. 
He’d held his hat in his hand, the sweat ring in his hair still appar-
ent from where the hat had been pressed tightly on his head. Then 
Jesse had walked back to his buggy, his head bowed. Even Jesse’s 
horse, Lucy, had looked depressed as they drove down the lane.

Katie had been ready to ask Mamm what Jesse wanted, but one 
look at her face caused her to change her mind. Mamm looked 
troubled and yet, at the same time, ready to give someone a piece 
of her mind. A question from Katie could easily have resulted in 
another lecture she didn’t want to hear. A lecture about being sat-
isfied with one’s lot in life and not reaching for the stars. That was 
the standard lecture Mamm always gave when Katie dared com-
plain about attending more of the Amish youth gatherings.

“You don’t know how nice you have it,” Mamm would say. “We 
have enough to eat, a roof over our heads, and horses to drive us to 
work and church. What more could we ask for?”

Well, Katie thought, there was plenty more to ask for. All kinds 
of things a young woman could want. Things that were out there 
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just waiting to enrich one’s life—and, happily, things that were 
not forbidden by the Ordnung. Like liking a boy. Like some-
day loving a man who would love her back and consider his life 
empty without her. Someone who’s eyes would light up when he 
saw her. Someone who called her sweet things on Sunday nights 
as he sat on the couch beside her. Wasn’t that what dating couples 
did? Mamm wouldn’t say when Katie asked, other than mutter-
ing something about useless talking until all hours of the night.

How could such time be considered wasted? Katie wondered. 
It would be glory indeed to sit beside a boy—a soon-to-be man 
so near she could touch him. What delight it would be to hear 
his deep voice rumble when he spoke or feel his eyes watching 
her long before she looked up to meet his gaze. Nee, this couldn’t 
be wasted time. It would be a touch of heaven, and the most 
worthwhile thing a girl could set her heart on. Especially if the 
boy were Ben Stoll…

Katie sighed. So had Jesse Mast asked for Mamm’s hand? Had 
she turned him down? She’d sent him away looking disappointed, 
so something was going on. And then there was that look on 
Mamm’s face in the evenings after the sun had set and the house 
was quiet. Mamm didn’t like the loneliness of their house either—
the hours without a man’s voice being heard. She’d been silent 
after Jesse left that night, staring at the kitchen wall and seem-
ingly more troubled than usual.

What could she do to help? Katie wondered. She should do 
something, yah.

A car passed Katie’s buggy, its engine roaring. Katie forced her 
mind back on the road ahead. Her horse, Sparky, knew the way 
to Byler’s Store. He should after all this time she’d worked there. 
But even so, he mustn’t be allowed to go his own way.

Ahead of her, Bishop Jonas Miller’s place was coming up. His 
wife, Laura, was out in the yard hanging wash on the line. Katie 
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leaned out of the buggy to wave, and Laura paused long enough 
to wave back before bending again to her work. At least the older 
Amish folk didn’t think she was strange, even with Mamm the 
way she was.

Katie settled herself in the buggy seat again. If Mamm married 
Jesse, she might have to stay home from her job at Byler’s and help 
with the added work five children entailed. But that would be an 
attractive kind of work—more normal almost. And it could lead 
to other kinds of normalness in her life. And perhaps even to a boy 
sitting on the couch beside her some Sunday night after a hymn 
singing. Yah, somehow Mamm must be persuaded to accept Jes-
se’s offer of marriage.

Katie turned into the parking lot at Byler’s and pulled Sparky 
to a stop at the far end of the hitching rail that was located on one 
side of the store. She climbed down, unhitched the buggy, and led 
Sparky around to the back where he could munch at stray pieces 
of grass during the day. She tied him to the fence with a long rope 
before walking back to the buggy. She pushed both doors shut 
before heading to the employee entrance of the store.
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Chapter Two

Katie’s day moved slowly. Every so often she would glance at 
the clock, which seemed to be stuck. Wasn’t it 3:15 the last time she 
looked? How could it be only 3:20 now? It wasn’t that Katie dis-
liked her job. She really did enjoy seeing people—mostly the reg-
ulars who came once or twice a week. Her present customer, Beth 
Kallen, was one of those. Her full shopping cart would probably 
last only a few days with her husband and their six children—two 
of them teenagers.

Katie fi nished scanning and bagging the groceries. She waited 
while Beth wrote out a check. Behind Beth, the line of customers 
stretched into the aisle. At the register across from Katie, Arlene 
Troyer was also ringing up customers. Her line was just as long, 
and there were no other clerks to summon for help. Katie and 
Arlene would have to hurry, and those in line would just have to 
wait.

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” Beth said as she handed Katie the 
check. “Seems like these middle-aged hands don’t move very fast 
anymore.”
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“That’s okay.” Katie gave her a warm smile. “Shall I put these 
bags in your cart so you can push them out to your buggy?”

“That would be so nice of you,” Beth said. “That’s what I like 
about this place. All of you girls give such good service.”

“That’s what we’re supposed to do,” Katie said. “We don’t want 
you all leaving us for one of those fancy chain stores in town.” She 
left her register for a moment to put the sacks in the cart and hold 
open the door for Beth as she pushed the cart through.

Katie returned and gave the next customer a greeting. The 
man only had a pound of cheese in his hand, and he gave her a 
quick nod as she rang it up. At least he wasn’t angry with the wait, 
even though he hadn’t said anything. Now, if the man had been 
at Arlene’s register, he would have taken the time to smile and 
say something sweet like, “My you look sunny today” or “How 
lovely you Amish girls are.” Men were funny that way when it 
came to pretty girls.

Katie pushed the thought away as she greeted the next person 
in line, an Englisha woman with a cart full of baked goods. She 
smiled and chatted while Katie rang up the purchases.

“I can’t believe I was so fortunate today. I tell you, I arrived just 
as these rolls were coming out of the oven. The girl back there 
told me so herself. And I knew it was true because I’d seen her 
brush the frosting on just moments earlier. Not that I would have 
doubted an Amish girl’s word, believe me. Honest folks they are, 
if ever there were honest folks walking under God’s great heaven. 
Aren’t you Amish yourself, darling?”

The woman didn’t pause for Katie’s answer. “I do believe you 
are Amish from the way you look. I was expecting non-Amish 
girls up here working the registers. Why, I don’t know. I guess 
I always think of Amish girls working with baked goods and 
heaving hay into hay mows in barns.” The woman stopped for 
a breath.
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Katie smiled and said, “We do get off the farm once in awhile.”
The woman laughed. “Of course you do! That’s just my way 

of thinking.” She waved her hand over the baked goods. “And 
I’m not eating all this food myself. I know I look like I could hold 
all of it, like I’ve been eating all my life, but believe me I haven’t. 
My husband, he’s thin as a rail, and we’ve taken up healthy eat-
ing lately. Sort of a craze he’s insisted on. I hold out on one thing 
only—Amish baking. This stuff is healthy, I tell him. Look at the 
Amish. They live to ripe old ages, happy as clams in their plain 
homes. Ralph isn’t convinced though. Flawed logic, he says. But 
that doesn’t keep him from eating his share. And the children…
Why they would carry off rolls and pies before I get them on the 
counter at home if they could. They should come down to Byler’s 
themselves, but they’re too busy they say. What with their jobs and 
all. But not too busy to stop by Mom’s place and load up on good-
ies. They even know the days I come down here. Figure that! And 
this from children who don’t even remember my birthday!”

The woman stopped for a breath again just as Katie bagged the 
last pie. The total on the register was high, but the woman never 
blinked as she slid her Visa through the credit card processor. Katie 
waited until the woman moved away from the counter before she 
turned to the next customer.

This one was an Englisha man about her age. He was tall, and 
his blue eyes twinkled as he smiled. Katie managed a quick smile 
as she ran his items over the scanner. Why was he looking at her 
that way? Katie wondered. Young, good-looking guys like this 
one never paid her any attention. Maybe he’s just having a very 
good day.

“That was kind of funny,” he said. “The way she never let you 
get a word in edgewise.”

Katie took a moment to look up before she answered. “Oh, I 
didn’t mind.”
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“You must be very patient,” he said. “I find people like her 
interesting. Do you find people interesting?” He sounded curious.

Katie looked down and forced her hands to move, entering 
the amount for his sandwich manually. “Most people,” she finally 
managed, not looking at him.

Esther Kuntz had fixed this sandwich only minutes ago at the 
deli counter. That would mean this boy had talked with Esther. 
He probably was still under the spell of her many charms. That 
girl could spew out words like water from the rock Moses hit 
with his staff. So why was this boy speaking with her, with plain 
Katie, who usually couldn’t get an interesting sentence out if her 
life depended on it?

“You look like a person who is a good listener,” he said with a 
short laugh.

Her voice barely a whisper, Katie asked, “Will that be all?”
What a stupid thing to ask, she thought. Of course that was 

all he wanted. She was working the register, not the deli counter 
where customers often did want more. Esther would roll on the 
floor laughing if she saw this exchange. “No wonder you never 
get a date,” Esther would say. “Your verbal skills are on the level 
of a farm horse.”

“I think this will do just fine,” the young man replied, acting 
like Katie had just said something brilliant.

Katie took his offered money. The change came to a dollar ten, 
and she handed it to him.

He smiled but didn’t move on. “Do you work here regularly?”
“Most days.” Katie’s voice squeaked. “On weekdays, that is. 

Unless, of course, I’m sick, which is hardly ever. And sometimes 
on Saturdays.”

“I’ve seen you here before,” he said, eyes twinkling again. 
“Well, have a good day. And maybe you will listen to me chat-
ter sometime.”
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“Of course. I–I’d l–love to,” Katie stammered out.
The young man left then, the double doors swinging behind 

him. Katie stood still for a moment. Had she really spoken to an 
Englisha boy? Had he actually noticed she existed? She turned to 
the next customer and began scanning her purchases. This woman 
didn’t seem to mind her silence. She paid with cash when Katie 
announced the total.

As the woman left, Katie quickly glanced at Arlene. She was 
looking at her with a slight smile on her face. Ugh, Katie thought. 
Arlene had noticed the exchange with the Englisha boy. Did Arlene 
know him? It was possible. Arlene was in her rumspringa, and 
she seemed to know everyone in town—Amish and Englisha. 
Now there would be no end to Arlene’s teasing. Thankfully the 
customer line was still full at both of their registers, but this was 
bound to change soon.

Sure enough, twenty minutes later the lines had died down. 
Katie knew what would happen.

Arlene glanced around, and seeing no one approaching, 
sneaked over to whisper to Katie. “I can’t believe what I saw! You 
were chatting with Mark Bishop like he was your best friend.”

“Who’s Mark Bishop?” Katie asked, trying to keep her blush to 
a minimum.

Arlene rolled her eyes. “He’s an Englisha farmer’s son who lives 
a little ways toward town. He’s a looker, as I’m sure you saw. I wish 
he’d stop by and chat with me like that.”

“He wasn’t chatting with me,” Katie protested.
“You could have fooled me,” Arlene shot back. “And your face—

it’s fiery red.”
“I’m…just warm, that’s all,” Katie reasoned.
Arlene didn’t look convinced. “I do declare. Who would have 

thought it? Where have you been, Katie? And you’re not even in 
your rumspringa! What will your mamm say?”
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“She will say nothing,” Katie said, “because there’s nothing to 
say. That boy went through my register line like a lot of people 
have today. That’s all there is to it.”

Arlene shook her head. “You’re not fooling me, Katie. I heard 
what he said. ‘And maybe you can listen to me chatter sometime.’ 
And you said, ‘I’d love to.’ I’ve never heard that from you before.”

“You’re overreacting,” Katie retorted.
A customer walked up to her register with his purchases. 

Arlene glanced back at her own register, and when she saw no 
one in line, she stayed to bag the man’s items.

When the man left, Arlene began again. “Did Mark say any-
thing more that I didn’t hear?”

“Nee, of course not! You ought to know by now I don’t know 
how to talk to boys. Especially Englisha boys. I was so astounded 
he was speaking with me. Really…it didn’t mean a thing.”

“I’m not so sure. I know lots of girls—Amish ones included, 
who would love to get even a ‘hi’ from Mark Bishop. You’ve 
been changing, and I guess I haven’t been paying attention. You 
go, girl!”

Nothing has changed in the least. Ben Stoll wouldn’t even give 
me a wave this morning, Katie almost said. Instead she pressed 
her lips together. There was no sense adding fuel to Arlene’s over-
active mind. Arlene might think she’d received some attention 
from Ben before and was looking for more. That wasn’t possi-
ble. Katie was still Emma Raber’s daughter. That wasn’t chang-
ing anytime soon. Or if it did, it certainly wouldn’t happen in a 
moment of time while tending a cash register at Byler’s.

“You have a customer,” Katie whispered.
Arlene hurried away. She was soon back, though, to help bag 

groceries for the customer Katie was waiting on. Arlene obvi-
ously was waiting to continue their conversation.
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“He didn’t even know my name,” Katie said, anticipating 
Arlene’s curiosity. “And he had to ask whether I work here regu-
larly. He doesn’t know me.”

“Well, you’ve never lied to me, so I guess I have to believe you,” 
Arlene allowed. She returned to her register. “I’ll be keeping an eye 
on you though.”

And she would, Katie knew. And now she was going to turn 
red every time an Englisha boy her age came through her register 
line. What if another one paid her attention today? Arlene would 
never let her live it down! Katie forced herself to think about some-
thing else. She had worse things to worry about than an Englisha 
boy paying her attention. That had been a once-in-a-blue-moon 
happening.

“Hi.” A man’s voice broke into her thoughts and Katie jumped.
“Nice day outside,” he continued.
Katie’s eyes flew up, taking in his face. He was young and smil-

ing, and his hand was pushing a sandwich and drink forward.
“Oh! I’m sorry.” Katie drew in a quick breath. “Is this all you 

have?” Of course it was all he had, Katie thought, her mind racing. 
What a dunce she was. She was still nervous from the encounter 
with the other Englisha boy. Surely this one would soon move on.

“Yep!” the boy said. “Just had to grab something quick for lunch. 
I was told the sandwiches here are really good.”

Katie scanned his items. The world was indeed coming to an 
end. Two Englisha boys paying her attention on the same day? 
What had she done to garner this?

“Thank you,” Katie said quietly as she took the boy’s money, her 
eyes avoiding his face.

“You’re Amish, aren’t you?” he asked.
Katie nodded, afraid to speak up as she handed him his change.
“Well then, have a nice day,” the boy said with a smile.
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Katie managed a smile in return as the blood pounded in her 
head. “I hope you enjoy the sandwich,” she said, wishing she 
hadn’t as soon as the words were out of her mouth.

“Th anks, I will!” he said, waving over his shoulder.
Katie dared glance toward Arlene’s register. Perhaps by some 

miracle Arlene had missed this encounter. After all, the boy 
hadn’t lingered that long. But Arlene was staring across the aisle 
with her mouth open. She’d heard everything.
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