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Gardening is a way of showing that 
you believe in tomorrow. 

Amish Proverb

Verily, verily, I say unto you, Except a corn of 
wheat fall into the ground and die, it abideth 

alone: but if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit. 

John 12:24 

I needed the quiet so He drew me aside,  
Into the shadows where we could confide  

Away from the bustle where all the day long  
I hurried and worried when active and strong.

I needed the quiet though at first I rebelled,
But gently, so gently, my cross He upheld,

And whispered so sweetly of spiritual things.
Though weakened in body, my spirit took wings

To heights never dreamed of when active and gay.
He loved me so greatly He drew me away.

I needed the quiet. No prison my bed,
But a beautiful valley of blessings instead—

A place to grow richer in Jesus to hide.
I needed the quiet so He drew me aside.

Alice Hansche Mortenson
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Prologue

Emma Sutter lifted the ice cream cone to her lips, took another 
lick, and licked her fingers too. It was chocolate, her favorite, 

and she wondered if Aenti Ruth Ann would let her have it every 
day. Sometimes things like that happened, mostly because she’d 
lost her momma. Even though it had been two years, Emma still 
got two scoops of ice cream when most other kids just got one. 
Two scoops was a lot for her only being eight years old, and some-
times her stomach hurt when she was through, but she didn’t 
want to tell Aenti Ruth Ann that.

Dat said that people wanted her to feel happy again, and some-
times she was. Sometimes ice cream did help… just not deep 
down where it hurt the most. Not in the hole inside that she was 
saving for a mother.

Emma took another lick and then glanced up at Aenti Ruth 
Ann to see if she noticed the drips trailing down her fingers. 
Thankfully, her aunt was too busy chatting with her friend near 
the front door of the pie shop. Too busy to notice how sticky 
Emma had become.

The sun was warm overhead—much hotter than it had been 
in Kentucky. She’d asked for ice cream instead of pie. She’d prom-
ised to eat it all, but now it was melting faster than she could lick.

d
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Tricia Goyer & Sherry Gore8

Footsteps sounded behind her, and Emma turned. A pretty 
woman approached, tall and thin, with red hair. Not a bright 
orange-red, but a light red that looked almost golden in the sun. 
The woman had a nice smile too. She paused, pulled a wipe from 
a plastic package, and handed it to Emma. “I thought you could 
use this.” 

“Danke.” Emma nodded and then quickly wiped her hand, 
glancing at her aunt from the corner of her eye. When she fin-
ished wiping, the woman took it back, holding it by the corner. 
It hung limply in her hand.

She handed Emma another clean wipe and pointed to her lips, 
making a wiping motion. “I always get two scoops at Big Olaf    ’s 
too, but I’ve learned to get them in a cup so I don’t end up with 
drippy hands and an ice cream mustache.” The woman laughed, 
and her eyes twinkled. “This Florida sun is twice as warm as the 
sun up north, don’t you think?” 

Emma wiped her mouth, and then she handed the wipe 
back. “Ja. Hotter than the hot side of a wood burning stove.” 
The woman smiled. Then, looking around, Emma saw the large 
pots of flowers near the front door of Me, Myself, and Pie. “Are 
you the gardener? What is your name?”

The woman tucked a strand of hair that had slipped from her 
kapp behind her ear.

“My name is Hope, and I guess you can call me a gardener, but 
I’ve personally given up my title.” Hope sighed, placed a hand on 
her hip, and looked at Emma. Hope didn’t have the sympathy in 
her eyes that Emma usually saw when people looked at her, and 
she liked that. 

Emma took three quick licks. “Did you used to be a gardener?”
“Ja, I guess you can say that.”
“Do you wish you could be a gardener again?” 
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Planted with Hope 9

“I do. Very much.” Hope cocked an eyebrow. “You sure ask a 
lot of questions.”

Emma took another lick of her ice cream, but it was impossible 
to keep up. “If I had a garden I’d let you come and pull my weeds.”

Laughter spilled from the woman’s mouth, and Emma smiled. 
Seeing smiles was better than seeing tears.

“You would, would you?” Hope shook her head. “I’m not 
sure if I’d pull someone else’s weeds—it wouldn’t be fair to them. 
That’s part of the joy of gardening—seeing your hard work pay 
off in your own space. Standing back and noticing that what you 
did really mattered.”

Emma nodded, even though she didn’t understand what 
Hope was talking about. “My dat likes to work in the garden too. 
My mem used to… ” Emma let her voice trail off, remembering 
the she was in Pinecraft now. Remembering that people didn’t 
know her mother here. Remembering that she didn’t want to tell 
Hope what had happened to her mem, otherwise she’d look at 
her with sadness too.

The woman moved a few steps closer to the large pot of flowers. 
Two large, empty buckets sat there. Hope turned them over. She 
sat on one, and then she patted the other, motioning for Emma 
to join her. Emma looked to her aunt, took a few steps, and then 
did just that.

Hope reached into the pot and used two fingers to pull a small 
weed. “What does your dat like to plant?” 

“Oh, just ’bout everything. Except beets. Says he hasn’t much 
use for those.”

The woman wrinkled her nose, and then she leaned close. 
“Don’t tell anyone, but I tend to agree.” She shrugged. “I’d still 
plant beets, though, if I had a garden again. It wouldn’t seem right 
if I didn’t. What good is a garden without beets, carrots, potatoes, 
corn, cabbage… ” Hope’s voice trailed off. She swallowed hard, as 
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Tricia Goyer & Sherry Gore10

if something was stuck in there. Hope reached down and pulled 
up another weed, harder this time. 

Emma leaned forward and looked more closely at Hope’s 
face. The twinkle in her eyes was gone. Hope still smiled, but her 
eyes weren’t smiling. It reminded Emma of all those days when 
Dat took her fishing or for a pony ride back on their farm. Even 
though he smiled she could tell he was really thinking about Mem. 
He still got that sad look, but not as much. And Emma wondered 
if this woman had lost someone too. She also decided she liked 
this woman. Liked her very much. Maybe this woman could be 
Dat’s friend since they had both lost someone.

“What is your last name?”
“Miller.” The woman turned to her, meeting her gaze. “Hope 

Miller.”
“I’m Emma. Emma Sutter.”
“And where do you live, Emma Sutter?”
Emma shrugged. “Here in Pinecraft now. My dat’s—”
“Emma, time to get going.” Her aunt’s voice interrupted. “I 

promised Hannah I’d make her lunch, and I’m afraid I’ve been 
chatting far too long.” Aenti Ruth Ann approached. She smiled at 
Emma, then tilted her head and looked at Hope. She also leaned 
forward a little, as if taking a closer look. 

“Are you one of the Miller girls? One of the younger four?” 
Aenti Ruth Ann asked, obviously forgetting she’d just told Emma 
they had to leave.

“Ja, I’m Hope, the second oldest. My older sister Lovina 
opened the pie shop here.” Hope pointed. “And my younger sis-
ters are Joy, Faith, and Grace. Grace is one of the new scribes in 
Pinecraft. Maybe—”

Aenti Ruth Ann cut off Hope’s words. “And Lovina will be 
married soon from what I hear?”

Hope pressed her lips together, and her eyes darted from the 
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Planted with Hope 11

front door of the pie shop back to Emma’s aunt. “Well, nothing’s 
been published yet… ”

Aenti Ruth Ann fiddled with her kapp string, twisting it 
around her finger. It was what Emma’s aunt always did when she 
was thinking hard. 

“And the rest of you are single?” 
There was something in her aunt’s eyes that Emma hadn’t seen 

before. Interest? Curiosity? No, something different. It was the 
same look that her dat got when he was baiting his fishing hook. 
It was excitement over what he expected to come.

“Aenti Ruth Ann, Hope is a gardener. Hope likes ice cream 
too.” Emma lifted her cone. Her fingers were once again covered 
with drips.

“My, you have a big mess there.” Aenti Ruth Ann pointed at her 
cone. “Why don’t we throw the rest of that cone away and wash 
up, and I’ll share my pie after lunch?”

Emma nodded excitedly. Ice cream, pie, and a new friend all 
in the same day. A new friend Dat just had to meet. He needed 
someone to look at him, too, with eyes not filled with sadness.
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Butter Pecan Ice Cream

2 envelopes Knox gelatin
½ cup cold water
4 cups whole milk
2 cups granulated sugar
2 tsp. vanilla extract
1 tsp. salt
3 cups heavy cream
1½ cups pecans, pieces or whole
1 cup butter
1 cup brown sugar

Soak gelatin in cold water. Heat milk till just before boiling. 
Remove from heat. Add gelatin, sugar, vanilla extract, and salt. Let 
cool. When cooled, stir in cream. Place in freezer. 

In a saucepan, melt butter and heat nuts until crisp. Stir in brown 
sugar. Mix well. Add to ice cream once mixture has partially frozen. 
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Chapter One
When the outlook is not good, try the uplook.

Amish Proverb

Hope, can you scoot down a bit more? Faith has yet to find a 
place to sit,” Mem called to her.

Hope Miller forced a smile and scooted farther down the pic-
nic table’s bench. Ten people were squeezed around the table 
already, and even though a cool breeze ruffled her kapp strings, 
the press of bodies nearly suffocated her.

She picked up her fork and attempted to scoop up another 
bite of sausage, sauerkraut, and creamy potatoes.

She’d heard the murmurs around the park that it was Becky 
Fisher’s sauerkraut recipe. The older woman had passed away, 
but thankfully her recipe continued. The food smelled good, but 
Lovina pressed so closely against Hope that she had no room to 
extend her elbow to get a scoop of food. Hope tried to adjust her-
self—lifting her arm a little—but it did no good. The people were 
too tightly packed around her. 

Take a breath. Take a breath. You’re all right, she told herself. 
The words did no good. The jumble of voices and press of bod-

ies overwhelmed her. She put down the fork and placed her hand 
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Tricia Goyer & Sherry Gore14

to her chest. Beneath her hand her heartbeat pounded through 
the thin cotton fabric of her dress and apron. From the corner of 
her eye she glimpsed Mose Yoder eyeing their table as if prepar-
ing to ask to squeeze in. Please no.

Even though she’d just started on her meal, Hope pushed her 
plate away. She needed space. She needed quiet. The hundreds of 
voices of Plain people attending the New Year’s fund-raising Sup-
per at the Park swirled around her head. She didn’t have a gar-
den to escape to—not here in Pinecraft—but she did have the 
park. Pinecraft Park was packed with people near the pavilion, but 
beyond that the green grass and canopy of lush trees beckoned her.

Hope straightened in her seat. “Excuse me, Lovina. Can I get 
out?”

Lovina turned to her and her dark eyes widened, filling with 
questions. “Is everything all right? You’re not coming down with 
something, are you?”

Hope forced her lips into a smile. “Me? Ne. I shouldn’t have 
eaten that piece of pie so close to the meal.”

Lovina cocked one eyebrow, and Hope knew her sister wasn’t 
buying it. The taste-testing of Lovina’s newest pie had been three 
hours ago, and Hope hadn’t eaten more than a sliver.

“Really now. It’s the pie that stole your appetite?”
“Ne.” Hope leaned close to Lovina’s ear, and then she lowered 

her voice. “It’s just that there are so many people. Everyone is 
talking at once. I just need some fresh air for a moment. I prom-
ise to be right back.”

Lovina nodded, and she then whispered something in Noah 
Yoder’s ear. The two had been inseparable ever since they’d worked 
together to remodel the old warehouse into a pie shop. Me, Myself, 
and Pie had been up and running nearly two months already, and 
it was doing better than anyone had expected.
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Planted with Hope 15

Whatever Lovina said caused Noah to glance over and look at 
Hope with concern, but he didn’t say a word. Instead, he slid off 
the end of the picnic table bench, making room for Lovina and 
Hope to stand.

“Danke.” Hope took a step back. “I’ll be right back, I promise. 
I’m just going to stroll down to the creek.” 

Noah sidled up to Lovina, as close as they could be without 
touching. “Watch out for gators.” He grinned.

Hope nodded. “I will. Don’t worry now.” And without hesi-
tation she moved away from the table. 

No one else seemed to notice her leaving. Mem was busy in 
conversation, talking to her friend Regina who was still in town 
for the season. As they talked, they also eyed a group of bache-
lors who’d just arrived last week—no doubt attempting to choose 
ones for the remainder of Mem’s single daughters. Thankfully, 
Mem now approved of Noah Yoder. No, more than that, she 
acted as if he’d been her choice all along. But Mem still had four 
more daughters to worry about. She acted as if getting her daugh-
ters married was her only purpose in life. 

Hope had heard Mem and Regina chatting over coffee this 
morning. They’d been talking about one of their neighbors, Han-
nah Wise. Not only had Hannah just been married eight months 
ago, but she was already expecting twins. As she spoke, Hope 
noted the longing in Mem’s voice. After all, most of her friends 
were grandmothers many times over now.

Just as long as Mem and Regina didn’t concern themselves 
with her love life next. With each passing day, Hope had a grow-
ing desire to leave Pinecraft, return up north, and find a job that 
could support her. Mostly, she just wanted to find a garden to 
tend. 

Since it was only January, she still had four months to find 
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Tricia Goyer & Sherry Gore16

such a garden. Even though the sun shone brightly in Pinecraft, 
most of Ohio and Indiana was still covered in snow. And hope-
fully by the time the ground thawed she’d know just where to go. 
Did God have a good place for her? She’d been thankful to be here 
for her family, especially during Dat’s illness, but with each pass-
ing day Hope longed for a farm with squealing baby pigs, black-
and-white dappled calves, and a large garden in need of a gardener.

With quickened steps, Hope moved away from the table, and 
instead she fixed her eyes on the creekside trees in the distance. 
Heavy, dark moss hung from the limbs, and she smiled, remem-
bering something she’d overheard last week from a young boy 
new to Pinecraft. “Look Dat, even the trees have beards down 
here.”

Maybe those weren’t true beards, but Hope knew one bach-
elor who’d no doubt be growing one soon, just like all married 
Amish men. In the dark of the night, in the quiet of their bed-
room, Lovina had shared that she and Noah were discussing wed-
ding dates. They’d wait until after the busy winter season, when 
things at the pie shop slowed down, but it brought joy to Hope’s 
heart that one of the sisters had found love. 

Hope was also excited to hear that Hannah would be a mother 
of not only one, but two babies, but those things just added to the 
list of all the ways she fell short. She wanted all that, but she also 
wanted space—space Pinecraft couldn’t offer her.

As Hope left the crowds behind, her heartbeat slowed to its 
normal pace, and a memory filled her mind. Just before she’d 
sat down with her plate, her youngest sister, Grace, had told 
Hope that she wanted to introduce her to someone—the new 
schoolteacher. A male schoolteacher by the name of Jonas Sut-
ter. Hope had nodded, and then she’d quickly forgotten about it. 
Her guess was that Grace had been simply trying to pull her into 
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Planted with Hope 17

the conversation—since she’d never met the man before. No one 
seemed to understand that Hope rather enjoyed listening with-
out having to insert her opinion. She just hoped that Grace hadn’t 
seen her leave and planned to track her down.

“Five minutes’ peace, please.” Her words escaped in a whisper. 
And then she quickly said louder than she should. “And if you try 
to follow, Grace, I can run faster than you!”

As if on cue, laughter filled the air behind her, and she paused 
and turned back. There wasn’t an inch of space left in the steel 
pavilion, and even the volleyball bleachers were filled with teens 
sitting and eating with plates on their laps. Mostly there were 
families clustered together, enjoying the sun, the event, and just 
being together. Being part of a family like that was something she 
wanted… but as Mem had told her it was something she’d never 
find if she kept hiding away.

Hope clenched her fists at her side as she walked on. What’s 
wrong with me? Why do I always run? Hide?

From the time she was a child she wanted to find a good man 
to love and become a wife and a mother. Yet even as she yearned 
for those things, she yearned for them from afar. As much as she 
longed for a family of her own, it was the noise and the busyness 
of her own family that pushed her from their midst. Being one of 
five girls, there was always movement, always noise, and always 
conversation in their home. As a child she’d run to the barn to 
watch the quiet cats or to the cool well house where she kept a few 
lumba babba, or rag babies, to tend to in the quiet. 

But then, at the age of eight, she discovered the garden. Weed-
ing the garden had become her chore that summer, and it was one 
she never gave back. The next year Dat had given her a plot of 
ground to call her own, and each year her plot had grown bigger. 
By age fourteen she’d taken on the complete garden as her own. 
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Tricia Goyer & Sherry Gore18

Not only did she enjoy the straight, neat rows and the peace and 
quiet, but she also soon came to appreciate the harvest and the 
satisfaction of a job well done.

As Hope continued on through Pinecraft Park, the aroma of 
sausage faded away and the musky scents of the grass, trees, moss, 
and brackish water filled its place. Hope still could hear voices 
behind her, but they were quieter now. Hope released the breath 
she’d been holding. At least out here she had the ability to think.

“Emma!”
From the edges of the gathering a tall man with a dark beard 

cupped his hands and called into the woods. He wore an Amish 
hat, and his voice called out as if trying to chase Emma down.

Hope smirked. “Good luck trying to find her.”
There had to be no less than fifty Amish children in the park 

today. Each of the young girls wore similar dresses and kapps. It 
was like trying to find the right bobbing head in a sea of others 
just the same.

Hope scanned the area near her, just to make sure there was 
no little girl, and then she continued on. She walked parallel to 
the creek, taking in the shimmer of sunlight on the greenish-blue 
water. 

It was then that Hope noticed something out of place—
noticed her. Down at the bottom of the concrete boat ramp a 
small girl was climbing into a canoe. Hope gasped as it swayed 
with the movement of the water. The girl had somehow untied 
the rope and was swinging it above her as she fearlessly climbed in.

“No, no. Stop!” Hope rushed to the edge of the river’s bank 
and peered down. “You’d better not do that. Those canoes aren’t 
so sturdy, and look, there’s a current. It could sweep you away.”

The girl froze and turned. She shielded her eyes, trying to 
make out Hope’s face. “I’m just looking,” she said. “I’ll get off.”
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Hope recognized the girl. It was the same child she’d talked to 
in front of the pie shop a few days ago. The girl couldn’t be more 
than seven or eight. Emma, yes, that was her name.

“Emma, I heard your dat. He’s calling for you.”
Hearing that, Emma froze. Then her whole body seemed to 

move at once. With a jerky motion she turned, trying to scram-
ble to dry ground before she was caught.

“Emma, wait!”
The girl scurried faster. The canoe rocked and swayed. Emma 

reached out, grasping for something to hold on to, but there was 
only air. She cried out and her eyes widened. She took another 
step toward the bank, but the movement caused the canoe to shift. 
Then, in one smooth motion, the canoe turned.

“Emma!” Hope’s voice rose and then caught in her throat as 
the young girl slipped into the dark brackish water, kapp and all.
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Becky Fisher’s Sauerkraut

Cabbage
1 Tbsp salt

Shred cabbage and pack in quart jars, not very tight. Make a hole 
through the middle with a wooden spoon. Put one Tbsp of salt into 
each jar. Fill jars with boiling water and seal jars real tight. It will 
be ready to eat in 6 weeks. More salt may be added if desired. The 
cabbage is delicious served hot over mashed potatoes with cooked 
sausage.
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Chapter Two
Trying times are times for trying.

Amish Proverb

Hope darted down the grassy bank toward the water. She 
rushed toward the canoe—toward the ripples where Emma 

had disappeared. The canoe righted itself and rocked gently, but 
there was no sign of the girl. 

Hope half ran, half dove into the water. She reached out her 
arms, searching, grasping for the small body. The water rushed 
up to her waist, and she struggled to find her footing on the slimy 
bottom. Hope searched, and her hands found nothing. Then, to 
her right, she spotted the white of Emma’s kapp. 

She lunged for it, reaching down at the exact moment Emma’s 
face emerged. The girl’s eyes were wide and filled with fear. She 
gasped for air, choking. Hope grabbed Emma’s arm first. Then, 
with all the strength she could muster, she grabbed under her 
armpits, hoisting her up.

Emma gagged and coughed, reaching for Hope. Wet arms 
stretched around her shoulders. Emma’s hands found each other 
behind Hope’s neck and intertwined. Her legs wrapped around 
Hope’s waist. Hope cocked her face to the sky, trying to breathe. 
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But the tightness of the girl’s hold and the fear that still coursed 
through her at the sight of Emma going into the water made it 
difficult to catch a breath. The girl clung to her, and again Hope 
struggled to keep her balance. Dear Lord, help. 

Hope kicked off her flip-flops, using her toes to grasp for foot-
ing. Then, with as much balance as she could muster, Hope strug-
gled back to shore.

Emma’s vise grip tightened, and a small sob emerged.
“Shh, I’ve got you. I’ve got you.” Hope’s arms circled the girl’s 

body as she slogged to the boat ramp. Relief flooded over her as 
her feet found the concrete. She released a breath, the salty taste 
of the creek on her lips. “See, we’re okay. Almost to shore… ”

Another small whimper emerged from Emma. Hope contin-
ued up the ramp, finally leaving the water behind.

The girl’s weight pulled on Hope. Water poured off of them 
both. A trembling started in Hope’s knees and moved up her legs, 
and she took a few more steps.

Feeling as if all the energy had just been drained from her, 
Hope turned and sank down on the concrete. Emma was soaked, 
and Hope was too except for her kapp. Somehow she’d managed 
to rescue the girl and keep her head above the water. 

The girl’s whimpering turned into a soft cry. 
“It’s okay, I’ve got you. I’ve got you.”
Hope pulled the small girl tight to her chest, cradling her like 

a mother would comfort an infant. Emma’s legs hung down and 
her soggy tennis shoes rested on the concrete. Emma’s whole body 
trembled—more from fear than cold, Hope thought.

“It’s okay, Emma. You’re all right now. There is nothing to be 
upset about. You’re going to be all right.”

“I—I almost drowned.” Emma’s chin quivered. “I was just 
looking—”
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“I know you didn’t mean for that to happen, and now you 
know it’s not safe. I’m sure you won’t do it again.”

Emma shook her head. “Ne.” Then she looked at Hope with 
large, brown eyes, appearing so frail and small. “I won’t… ”

“Emma!” A man’s voice called again, and Hope jumped.
“Is that your dat?” Hope asked in a low whisper.
Emma nodded.
Then a woman’s voice joined in. “Emma!” Her mem?
“Over her! She’s over here!” Hope called, and then imme-

diately regretted it. Her wet dress clung to her, and she pulled 
Emma closer, hoping to hide her form. How inappropriate to be 
seen like this, and by a married man. Thankfully, Emma snug-
gled in.

The man approached the boat dock and looked down. 
“Emma!” Relief flooded his voice, and he hurried to where they 
sat. “What happened?”

Instead of answering, Emma buried her face under Hope’s 
chin and tightened her fingers around the back of her neck.

Hope swallowed hard, wishing the man would step back. 
Wishing he’d give them space. The shape of her legs was clear 
under her dress, and she’d never felt so exposed. Still, she had to 
explain.

“I was taking a walk, and I saw her.” Hope pointed to the 
upturned canoe. “She was exploring.”

“What on earth, Emma?” It was a woman’s voice this time. 
“Whatever did you do that for? Don’t you know how danger-
ous that is?” The older woman hurried toward them. It was the 
same woman who’d been at the pie shop. The woman scowled 
and stopped at Hope’s bare feet. Emma’s dat stepped back, as 
if almost afraid to hear about what had transpired. Or maybe 
because Hope’s clothes clung to her.
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“It’s as much my fault as hers,” Hope quickly explained. 
“Emma was on the canoe, and I startled her. I told her that you 
were looking for her, and I urged her to get off. My words fright-
ened her and… well, she tried to hurry… ” Hope couldn’t look at 
the man, so she turned to the woman. “Don’t be too upset.”

“She fell in the water? All the way in?” The woman’s tone was 
sharp. “Emma Sutter, don’t you know there are sharks in there? 
Come here. We need to get you home. Need to get you cleaned 
up.”

Emma still clung to Hope, and Hope wasn’t sure what to do 
next. The girl had to go with her dat, but prying the girl off would 
leave her completely exposed.

“Thank you for saving her. I’ll wait over the hill.” The man 
backed away, refusing to meet Hope’s gaze. “Emma, thank the 
lady and then come. We must get you home.”

Emma whimpered and pressed her cheek against Hope’s chest. 
Hope gave her a quick squeeze. “Go on now. Your dat is waiting.”

The woman—her Aenti Ruth Ann, wasn’t it?—cleared her 
throat. “Didn’t your dat say to thank Hope?” Her voice was stern, 
and Hope had no doubt that young Emma would hear more 
from her aunt after she got home.

“Thank you, Hope.” Emma pulled away. She struggled to 
stand, and Hope helped her to right herself. 

As Hope stood, she looked down at herself and heat rose to her 
cheeks. She was thankful that the boat ramp sloped downward so 
no one could see her from the park. 

She was a dripping mess. Her dress and apron clung to her. 
She crossed her arms over her chest, unsure of what to do. Unsure 
of how she was going to get home. The park was full of people, 
and she’d have to walk right through the middle of them to get 
out of the park. 
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Ruth Ann must have been wondering the same thing. She 
took Emma’s hand and eyed Hope.

Then, just as Hope decided she would hide out and wait until 
the crowd left, a voice called out.

“Ruth Ann, can you come for a minute?” a man’s voice called.
Hope couldn’t see Emma’s dat, but she could tell he was just 

over the hill.
“Just a minute, Jonas.” Ruth Ann walked up the boat ramp and 

paused near the top. A smile filled her face. “What a good idea,” 
she said. “Emma, go with your dat, and I’ll help Hope.”

Ruth Ann disappeared for a moment and returned with a 
thin quilt.

Relief poured through Hope, and she gladly accepted it. 
“Thank you so much. Where did he get this?”

“Jonas said that Elizabeth Bieler from the fabric store brought 
it with her. She said there’s always more people than seats, and she 
thought someone might be able to use it.”

Hope took the blanket from Ruth Ann’s hands, unfolded it, 
and then wrapped it around herself. “I’m so thankful that she 
did.” It was a light quilt that had seen many years, many picnics. 
Thankfully there was enough room for her to wrap it around her-
self and hold it tight in front. Hope let out a soft sigh, feeling hid-
den once again.

“Would you like me to walk with you—at least out of the 
park?” Ruth Ann said.

“Ja, danke, but let’s walk around the edges. I want as few people 
seeing me as possible. I don’t want to make a big deal out of this.”

“No, of course not. I’ll try to keep you out of view. I’m sure that 
everyone will be so busy socializing and talking that they won’t 
even notice.”

Hope breathed out a sigh of relief. “I hope so.” She stepped 
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forward, her bare feet on the rough concrete. Her flip-flops were 
somewhere in the creek, but thankfully it wasn’t much of a walk 
to get home. 

She moved from the boat ramp into the grass, and it felt cool 
under her feet. The quilt around her shoulders smelled of spring 
and sunshine, but Hope also could still smell the fishy, salty odor 
from the brackish water. A shiver ran down her spine when she 
replayed Ruth Ann’s words in her mind. Nearly as soon as a visi-
tor got off the bus in Pinecraft they’d hear about Phillippi Creek, 
especially the sharks or alligators that were spotted every now and 
then in the murky waters.

As she continued forward, water dripped from her dress and 
squished between her toes, yet a prayer of thanksgiving rose in 
her heart. Thank You, Lord, for protecting Emma and protecting me. 
Thank You for leading me to the creek at the right time. A shudder 
moved up her spine. I hate to think of what could have happened 
if I wasn’t there.

They neared the park, and Hope attempted to steer as far away 
from the crowd as possible, but it wasn’t to be. As she neared the 
gathering, most of the eyes were on her. In the middle of them 
stood Jonas with Emma on his hip.

“There she is. There is my Hope.” Emma’s voice rose above the 
din of voices. She pointed. “She saved me from sinking!”

Grace pushed through the crowd and rushed forward. Mem 
and Dat followed, and soon Faith, Lovina, and Noah rushed 
up, circling around her. The only one who was missing was her 
sister Joy. Joy was working at the quilt shop, filling in for Eliz-
abeth Bieler so the older woman could be at the gathering at 
the park. Hope’s shoulders straightened as she tucked the quilt 
tighter under her chin. The muscles in her neck tightened, and 
she wished she could disappear into the blanket’s folds.
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Grace stopped in front of her, grasping her shoulders. “Are 
you all right?”

“Ja, I’m fine.” She forced a smile, wishing she were anywhere 
but there.

“That little girl said that you saved her. She said she fell into the 
creek and you dove in and pulled her out.”

“Ja, I did… Well, it was more wading than diving.” Hope took 
a step back. The press of people caused her chest to tighten, and 
their stares nearly stole her breath. “It really was not a big deal. I’m 
just thankful I was there. I should get home… ”

“I’m thankful too.” Jonas stepped forward. “I still don’t know 
how to thank you.”

She dared to look at him now. He wore a beard, evidence 
of being a married man, and she wondered where his wife was. 
Maybe she’d stayed home today? If she were here she could have 
done a better job watching the young girl than he had. 

Anger mixed with embarrassment, and it was directed at him. 
If this man, Jonas, had been paying better attention to his daugh-
ter none of this would have happened. She wouldn’t be standing in 
the midst of this gathering, a dripping mess, hiding under a quilt.

Hope shot him what she hoped was an angry glance, but the 
emotions in his gaze caught her by surprise. Appreciation filled 
his gaze, but there was something more. Hope sucked in a breath 
and took another step back. She’d only seen that look in a man’s 
eyes a few times before, but never so intense. And from a mar-
ried man of all things. Jonas Sutter should be ashamed of himself    !

Hope turned toward Grace and fixed her eyes on her sister. 
“Would you walk home with me? I don’t want to walk by myself.”

 Grace wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “Ja. Of course.” 
Hope leaned forward and whispered in her sister’s ear. “I—I 

just want to be alone. Get me out of here.”
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Even though Grace was the youngest, she had a boldness 
the other sisters didn’t have. With Grace by Hope’s side, no one 
would get to her.

Grace waved her hand in the direction of the crowd. “Please 
let us by. My sister is shaken up. I’m sure you understand.” 

“Hope, we can walk with you too.” Mem’s voice behind them 
held a note of concern.

Hope paused and looked over her shoulders. “Ne, Mem. 
Please stay. Please enjoy yourself.”

Mem nodded, but she didn’t seem happy. They continued 
on, Grace leading the way, motioning people to give them room. 
Before them the crowd moved to both sides, just like the parting 
of the Red Sea.

When they were nearly out of the park, a hand touched her 
arm. Hope paused and glanced over her shoulder to see the young 
girl.

Emma’s lower lip quivered. “Dat telled me to say that I’m sorry. 
I didn’t mean to cause so much trouble.”

Hope leaned down so her face was close to the girl’s. “I know 
you didn’t mean to, but please be careful from now on. I don’t 
want to see you hurt.”

Emma nodded, and then gave Hope a quick squeeze, which 
was gladly accepted.

“Dat also said we can stop by later to see if you are all right.”
Even though she did not look back, Hope could feel Jonas’s 

presence behind her. “Well, please tell your dat that isn’t neces-
sary. I am fine.”

Emma jutted out her chin. Determination narrowed her gaze. 
“But I caused trouble. I need to make sure… ” 

Hope sighed. How could she make the girl understand? The 
real trouble was the way Emma’s dat had looked at her—in a way 
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no married man should. That wasn’t anything she wanted to be 
a part of.

“I’m sure I’ll see you around town. Maybe we’ll run into each 
other at the pie shop. I can show you the new flowers I planted. 
Will that work?”

Emma nodded, but her lips curled downward in a frown. She 
clung to Hope’s arm as if Hope was her mother and she didn’t 
want to let go. Compassion filled Hope’s heart. Poor thing, she 
must not get much attention from her parents. 

Hope supposed not every young girl had what she had grow-
ing up—lots of love, lots of attention. Hope made a mental note 
to offer the young girl all the attention and affection that she 
could… just as long as her father wasn’t around. The type of look 
he’d given her would not get past her mem, Regina, or any of the 
other women. And then they’d try to solve the problem by find-
ing Hope a suitable husband. 

The whole community prying into the matters of her heart 
was the last thing she wanted. Hope was someone who wanted to 
be left alone in the quiet of a garden. Someone who would rather 
be hidden than seen. Someone who felt perfectly happy with her 
own thoughts, her own plans. 

Hope walked home with determined steps, happy to never 
talk to Jonas Sutter again.
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Sunshine Pie

A pound of patience you must find
Mixed well with loving words, so kind
Drop in two pounds of helpful deeds
and thought of other people’s needs

A pack of smiles, to make the crust
then stir and bake it well you must,

And now, I ask you must try,
the recipe of this Sunshine Pie.*

* “Sunshine Pie.” California Cultivator and Livestock and Dairy Journal 20 (January 16, 1903):45.
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