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Chapter One
0

Lydia Troyer smoothed the wrinkles in her dress with a quick 
brush of her hand as she watched Ezra Wagler’s buggy pull 

into Deacon Schrock’s lane on Kelley Road. Now Ezra would put 
his horse, Midnight, in the barn and join the other St. Lawrence 
County Amish young people with the work at hand.

They had all gathered on this Friday evening to help clean the 
house and yard of the recently arrived deacon and his frau, Ruth 
Ann, who had both just joined the community. After their tiring 
move from Holmes County, Ohio, the couple appeared happy and 
had settled easily into the North Country in upstate New York. 

Lydia gave her dress another quick brush and glanced at the barn 
door, hoping to catch Ezra’s attention as he joined the young work-
ers. A minute later and still no Ezra, Lydia looked across the yard 
to where her cousin Sandra Troyer was on her knees in the garden, 
pulling weeds with several of the other girls. Lydia allowed a smile 
to creep across her face. Tonight she had the advantage over Sandra. 
Her brush-cutting assignment wouldn’t leave smudges on her dress 
or dark streaks on her hands. Sandra, too, was looking at the barn 
door for the same reason she was. As were a few of the other young 
girls with similar aspirations.
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That was one of the things so maddening about Ezra, besides 
his handsome goot looks. He was the young man many of the com-
munity girls set their kapps for…though everyone knew she and 
her cousin Sandra had the inside track. The two had vied for Ezra’s 
attentions ever since they finished their rumspringa days—about the 
same time Ezra and his family joined the community.

The rivalry of the two cousins had begun in their school days, 
long before Ezra had arrived. Even as rivals, they had managed to 
stay steadfast friends, though lately things had become a little grim. 
What had begun as a healthy competition—such as who could get 
the most 100s in school—had turned into something more seri-
ous after their rumspringa convinced both of them to be baptized 
and settle into Amish life. The cousins had wasted no time mak-
ing their interest in the newcomer known. And Ezra, seeming to 
enjoy the attention, was obviously in no hurry to choose between 
the two cousins.

“Maddening!” Lydia muttered aloud.
“I know,” Rosemary said from a few feet away. “These weeds are 

stubborn as all get-out.” Lydia took another whack with her hoe 
as she gave Rosemary a smile. Thankfully the younger girl couldn’t 
read her thoughts. 

Though Lydia’s rivalry with Sandra descended to low depths at 
times, neither she nor Sandra seemed able to back off. On this point 
they were equally determined. Whoever won Ezra’s hand in marriage 
would have won the most important competition between the two 
girls.  

For this contest they were evenly matched indeed. Both San-
dra and Lydia had decent looks—among the best in the St. Law-
rence County Amish community. Lydia had heard whispered more 
than once by one of the younger girls in frustration, “Those pretty 
Troyer cousins!”
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Lydia stood up straighter as she caught sight of Ezra’s smiling 
face. He walked her way, but then he glanced across the barnyard 
to where Sandra was working and waved toward her. Sandra waved 
back, but stayed on her knees. Lydia grinned as Sandra tried in des-
peration to tuck a few loose strands of hair under her kapp with one 
hand. The attempt, no doubt, left further smudges of dirt on San-
dra’s face. 

Ezra hollered something toward Sandra she couldn’t understand. 
Sandra appeared to smile and hollered something back as Ezra moved 
closer. Lydia could see the girls near Sandra giggle at this exchange 
between the two. After a few words, Ezra moved on, walking toward 
Lydia. 

“Looks like you get your chance now,” Rosemary said with a 
wicked smile. “When are Sandra and you going to settle this matter?”

Lydia didn’t answer. There wasn’t anything to say. Ezra would 
choose soon. He would have to. She so wanted to win this compe-
tition. It had always been difficult to tell who would gain the upper 
hand, whether Sandra or herself. Back in their school days Sandra 
would have the best average grade one week, and the next week 
Lydia would be ahead. But with this contest, someone would be 
left heartbroken. That would hurt worse than any defeat they’d suf-
fered at school. 

Lydia rallied her emotions as Ezra drew near. 
“Hi there, Ezra,” Rosemary chirped before Lydia could speak. 

“We’ve been needing a man on this fencerow for some time.”
Lydia gave Ezra a sly smile, but remained quiet now that Rose-

mary had spoken up first. She used a low-key approach. Sandra, on 
the other hand, could chatter a hundred miles a minute when she 
had the opportunity.  

“Well, then. It looks like I’ve come to the right place,” Ezra said 
with a chuckle. 
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Lydia gave Ezra an admiring look. “You should be able to han-
dle the rest of this fencerow all by yourself then.”

“Oh no,” Ezra protested. “I wouldn’t want to lose the company 
of two such pretty females. Please stay.”

Rosemary gave a sly grin. “Your sugar tongue will get you 
nowhere with me, you know.”

Ezra grinned. “A man’s gotta try, doesn’t he?” 
Lydia joined in their laughter. That was what she loved about 

Ezra. He could joke and laugh with any of the young people and 
make everyone feel special and appreciated. 

Rosemary handed her hoe to Ezra. “Here, I’ll go get another one.”
“Thanks,” Ezra replied, seemingly pleased with the offer. 
Lydia worked on a tall thistle as Rosemary hurried away. This 

gave her a few moments alone with Ezra. Giving him a quick glance, 
she said, “You look handsome tonight. Did your mamm make that 
new shirt for you?”

Ezra grinned and said, “Yah. Thanks for the compliment. Now 
I can relax for the rest of the evening knowing everything’s fine. 
There’s nothing like arriving at a gathering and finding out your 
mamm forgot to sew a seam.”

“You’re mamm wouldn’t do that,” she chided. “She’s among the 
best seamstresses in the community.”

“Yah, I was teasing.” Ezra whacked away at the weeds again before 
he looked up to say, “I heard there was another new family moving 
into the community. Have you met them?”

“No.” Lydia busied herself with a stubborn root. 
“The oldest boy is around our age, I was told.” Ezra gave Lydia a 

quick glance. “His name’s Clyde Helmuth. He’s the boy right over 
there—the one with the pitchfork.”

Lydia looked toward where Ezra had motioned with his chin. 
There was indeed a new boy near the barn. She had been too 
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wrapped up in Ezra to notice. His straw hat cast shadows on his 
face, but he looked handsome enough. 

“I imagine you girls will have him matched up with someone 
before long,” Ezra teased.

Lydia teased back by saying, “Maybe so. Maybe it’ll be me. I seem 
to be available.” She gave the weeds in front of her another wallop. 

“Surely you wouldn’t fall for a strange man so quickly,” Ezra 
scolded. 

“Maybe I would and maybe I wouldn’t,” Lydia said. “And who 
knows. My cousin Sandra might fall for him.”  

“Are you wishing she would?” Ezra’s eyes twinkled. He was on 
to her now.

“Yah,” Lydia admitted. She knew she might as well say the truth. 
“That might help you make up your mind.”

Ezra grinned from ear to ear. “Maybe it would and maybe it 
wouldn’t,” he teased back. 

Ezra was still grinning when Rosemary returned with her new 
hoe. She gave them both a quick look and said, “Is something funny 
going on that you want to share with me?”

“No,” Ezra said, teasing again. “We thought maybe you got hung 
up talking with the new fellow over by the barn. Young and hand-
some Clyde Helmuth?” 

Rosemary colored a little. “Clyde who?” 
Ezra laughed. “I can go tell him you’re available.”

“No need,” Rosemary snapped. “He already knows that. Clyde 
and I go way back. Our families have been friends for years…before 
his family moved here.” 

Ezra’s tone softened. “I didn’t know that. Did something happen 
between the two of you?”

The look on Rosemary’s face was enough of an answer, but she 
still said, “I used to date him, but we broke up.”
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“I’m sorry to hear that.” Lydia reached over to give Rosemary a 
quick squeeze on the arm. “I had no idea.”

Rosemary shrugged. “Most people don’t know. It was only for 
a few dates. Clyde felt like the relationship wasn’t what he wanted.”

“There will be someone for you, I’m sure,” Ezra encouraged her.
“I can see why your heart is still attached to the man,” Lydia 

whispered to Rosemary, loud enough for Ezra to hear. “He’s quite 
handsome.”

“Yah.” Rosemary bit her lip and attacked a thick weed with her 
hoe. 

Ezra gathered up an armful of thornbushes and headed toward 
the garden where Sandra was working. Lydia tried to keep busy and 
not pay attention to what Ezra was doing. The burn pile was near 
the garden’s edge, and Lydia was sure Ezra would stop to speak with 
Sandra.

Lydia turned her attention to Rosemary. “Is it hard for you, then? 
With Clyde now living right here in the community?”

“No, it’s fine.” Rosemary put on a brave face. “I have to get over 
him, that’s all. And I will. He and his daett just moved here after his 
mamm died. He’s carrying a heavy load now.”

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that,” Lydia said.  
Rosemary paused with her hoe in one hand. “And as for me, 

you or Ezra don’t need to feel bad. It’s not as though I want another 
chance with Clyde. That’s clearly in the past.”

Lydia didn’t respond, and the girls turned their attention to their 
work. Their tools rose and fell in unison as they attacked the thorn-
bushes. The simple peace and camaraderie of their shared disap-
pointments was comfort enough for the moment. But before long, 
both of them glanced toward the garden where Sandra and Ezra 
were engaged in a lively conversation. 

“See what I mean?” Lydia muttered. “It’s maddening.”
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Rosemary choked back a laugh. “Yah, I see what you mean. So 
that’s what you were muttering about earlier. I thought it was the 
weeds.”

“Maybe it is a weed,” Lydia said, but she knew it was the bitter-
ness in her heart speaking. The truth was, she loved Ezra.
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Chapter Two
0

The following Saturday evening, Lydia ran to the front window 
of the Troyers’ living room and peeked through the drapes. A 

buggy had rolled into the drive a few moments earlier, and Lydia 
watched as the lengthy form of Deacon Schrock climbed out. The 
deacon tied his horse to the hitching post, but he made no move 
to go any farther. Rather, the deacon stood beside his horse with 
clasped hands. Lydia pulled back from the window. Did Bishop 
Henry already have the deacon busy on church work—even though 
he’d only recently arrived in the community? That was possible, but 
what anyone in the family could have done to provoke a visit from 
the deacon was beyond her. All of her older brothers and sisters were 
married. The deacon would visit their homes if there was a problem, 
and she certainly hadn’t disobeyed the ordnung. Her younger sisters, 
Emma and Rhoda, were still in their rumspringa time. They would 
be gone for the evening in thirty minutes or so, but they weren’t 
subject to the deacon’s jurisdiction. Unless her sisters had brought 
embarrassment to the community. She should check with her sis-
ters more often, Lydia told herself. Maybe the two were up to some-
thing that had aroused the community’s concern. Everyone kept 
close tabs on the young people in the North Country. 
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Rumspringa in St. Lawrence County wasn’t quite the loose affair 
it was in other Amish communities. All of the families had made 
sacrifices to move this far upstate in New York, and they didn’t want 
the problems from the old community to follow them. Lydia hes-
itated but looked past the drapes again. Daett had just come out 
of the barn. She watched as he walked up to the buggy and shook 
hands with Deacon Schrock. The two were soon deep in conver-
sation. Did Deacon Schrock want something with Daett after all? 

Lydia ducked behind the drapes again. Come to think of it, 
Daett had seemed distracted lately and so had Mamm. But what 
could Daett have done wrong? Lydia peeked out and saw Daett and 
Deacon Schrock still talking beside the buggy. The deacon’s visit 
must have involved some other member of the family. She dropped 
the drape’s edge from her fingertips and walked toward the kitchen, 
where Emma and Rhoda were busy at work with supper prepara-
tions. Neither of them looked up—which wasn’t necessarily a sign 
of innocence. Her sisters always rushed through the supper prepara-
tions on a Saturday night so they could leave sooner for their week-
end’s taste of the world’s freedom.

“What have you two been up to?” Lydia demanded. “The dea-
con’s here.”

The girls acted as if they hadn’t heard. Emma hummed a worldly 
tune she must have learned from her Englisha friends. If Mamm 
had been in the kitchen, Emma would have quit this nonsense at 
once. But Lydia was too soon out of her own rumspringa to com-
plain about an Englisha tune being hummed. At least she’d had the 
decency not to bring anything from the world into the house. 

Lydia sighed and glanced toward the living room window again. 
Maybe one of her sisters had hidden a radio upstairs and had let the 
fact slip at the Sunday evening hymn singing. That could provoke 
a visit from the deacon. There would be no discipline for her sisters, 
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but Mamm and Daett’s reputation would suffer if they failed to 
keep control of their children’s rumspringa time. The parents were 
expected to draw the lines clearly between the world and their home. 
Nothing but trouble would come from such a situation, and trou-
ble was something Lydia didn’t need right now. Everything needed 
to be in order at the Troyer’s house so Ezra Wagler would have no 
excuse to choose Cousin Sandra over her. After all, Ezra came from 
a well-thought-of family, and his parents would see to it that Ezra 
chose a frau who would uphold the family’s tradition as faithful 
Amish church members. 

Lydia tried again in a louder voice. “Why else would the deacon 
be here if you’re not up to no good?”

Emma ceased her humming long enough to say, “I don’t know 
and I don’t care.”

“That’s not a decent attitude,” Lydia scolded. “Sounds like the 
deacon should speak with you while he’s here anyway.”

Rhoda added her two cents. “That’s why I’m in no hurry for 
church membership. And you wouldn’t have been either if you 
didn’t have Ezra Wagler on the brain.”

Emma and Rhoda giggled and high-fived each other. That was 
another thing they wouldn’t have dared to do with Mamm around.

Lydia exploded. “I didn’t join the church for Ezra’s sake, and 
don’t do that silly gesture in the house.”

“You used to act just like this yourself,” Emma shot back. “So 
don’t go all high-and-mighty on us.”

“At least I had enough sense to leave that Englisha stuff out there,” 
Lydia snapped. “If you two get too silly, you’ll never make your way 
back into the faith.”

“Maybe we don’t want to,” Emma said with a glare. “Look how 
we work ourselves to the bone when a little electricity in the house 
would save so much labor. Benny Coon’s sister, Avery, had us in her 
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house for a party last weekend, and you should have seen all the 
fancy things she has. Even the clothes dryer is inside the house and 
runs on electricity.”

“You should be ashamed of yourselves with such talk!” Lydia said, 
trying to keep the tension out of her voice. “You’re supposed to taste 
the things of the world and get them out of your system, not get 
used to them or bring them home with you.”

“Speak for yourself.” Rhoda gave Lydia a rebellious look. “Be 
thankful we made supper so you can work on that new dress to 
impress Ezra Wagler with tomorrow.”

Lydia winced but kept the confidence in her voice. “Yah, and 
maybe I’ll be sewing his shirts soon—if the two of you don’t destroy 
the family’s reputation first.” 

The two girls were silent, and Lydia refrained from any further 
protest. Where was Mamm? Without Mamm around, Lydia always 
seemed to stoop to silly arguments with her younger sisters. If her 
two older sisters, Lucy and Betty, were still at home instead of mar-
ried, they’d know how to handle Emma and Rhoda. Lucy was wise 
beyond her years and a true asset to the family’s standing in the com-
munity. And Betty had married Bishop Henry’s son, Lonnie. Lydia 
could never match the reputations of her older sisters, but that didn’t 
mean she had to descend to Emma and Rhoda’s level.

“I’m going to find Mamm,” Lydia mumbled. The two girls gig-
gled as Lydia walked off. Clearly Emma and Rhoda thought they 
held the high ground. More like the low ground, Lydia told her-
self. But she had other concerns at the moment. Why was Dea-
con Schrock there? That question still wasn’t answered. Her sisters 
acted too confident. They obviously hadn’t done anything wrong—
at least that they knew of.

Lydia peeked out of the living room window again as she passed. 
Daett had his head bowed, and Deacon Schrock appeared to be in 
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the middle of a lecture. Could Daett have done something wrong 
after all? Fear stabbed at Lydia. But what could that be? Daett didn’t 
bend the ordnung in any way, and both of her parents gave the com-
munity their full support. Betty couldn’t have married Bishop Hen-
ry’s son under any other circumstances.

Lydia opened the stair door and glanced up the steps. Only 
silence greeted her, so Mamm must have finished the Saturday 
cleaning and was no longer upstairs. Had Mamm gone outside? 
Maybe she was in the garden? But that was unlike her on a Saturday 
evening. Lydia closed the door but paused to listen. She had heard 
something—a faint sob coming from the first-floor bedroom. Lydia 
held her breath as she tiptoed in that direction. Did Mamm know 
why Deacon Schrock was there? 

The bedroom door was ajar, and Lydia entered to find Mamm 
seated on the edge of the bed, her face in her hands. 

“Mamm, what’s wrong?” Lydia sat down beside her.
“We’re ruined,” Mamm whispered. 
“Ruined?” Lydia tried to breathe. “Why are we ruined?”
“We just are. That’s why Deacon Schrock is here.” Mamm sti-

fled a sob.
Lydia gripped Mamm’s arm. “How can we be ruined?”
Mamm stared blankly across the room. “Daett made some bad 

business investments and all our savings are gone. He still owes 
much more than we can ever pay back.” Mamm placed her head 
back in her hands, but the sobs had ceased.

“But Mamm.” Lydia slipped her arm around Mamm’s shoulder. 
“Deacon Schrock is here to help in our time of trouble. You mustn’t 
let this shame overcome you. Others in the community have had 
financial problems. It’s not like this is—”

Mamm stopped Lydia with a shake of her head. “Deacon Schrock 
isn’t here to help, not after Daett tells him everything.”
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“There’s shame, yah,” Lydia allowed. “But you shouldn’t take this 
so hard. Money isn’t everything. You know this.”

Mamm lifted her face and sat up straight on the bed. “The shame 
is too great. Daett is telling the deacon because he must. I didn’t 
want him to, but I know that’s not possible. Not if we’re to get sup-
port from the church, which we must. We can’t go bankrupt. That 
would bring an even greater shame on the community.”

“I still don’t understand,” Lydia said. “But then what do I know 
about money?”

“Thank the Lord you don’t,” Mamm whispered. “I have learned 
so many things the past few weeks that I think my hair must have 
all turned white.”

Lydia glanced over at Mamm’s hair. “Your hair is not white,” she 
said as she reached over to hug Mamm. “It will turn out okay, I’m 
sure.”

Mamm didn’t look convinced as she got up from the bed, wiped 
her eyes, and headed toward the kitchen with Lydia following her. 
Thankfully Emma had begun to hum the Sunday morning praise 
song by the time they walked in, and Mamm joined in the supper 
preparations as if nothing was wrong. 

Lydia returned to working on the new dress she had started that 
morning. She focused on the pieces of cloth as the foot-pedaled sew-
ing machine hummed under her. Emma and Rhoda had been cor-
rect about her interest in Ezra. Her failure to keep Ezra’s attention 
at the youth gathering this week troubled her more than her fami-
ly’s financial problems. Ezra couldn’t go on forever in his undecided 
state. If she wore a new dress this Sunday at the services, it might 
push him in her direction. Of course, Sandra likely had the same 
idea. They thought alike in most areas—maddeningly so.

The sewing machine hummed again. This competition was 
so silly and beneath both of them, Lydia told herself. Maybe the 
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seriousness of Deacon Schrock’s visit would stop some of this 
foolishness. Sandra would certainly find out about her family’s 
problems—eventually, at least. Maybe she should have a talk with 
Sandra on Sunday to settle the matter of Ezra between them. But 
how would they do such a thing? They had never been able to settle 
even the simplest matter before. Now their competition involved 
love. You couldn’t divide a man’s heart, or your own, for that matter. 
They both couldn’t marry Ezra, so one of them would have to back 
down. But who? She wasn’t ready to give in, and she was sure the 
same was true of Sandra. They both wanted Ezra’s hand in marriage. 
A King Solomon was needed to decide between them, but King Sol-
omon had long ago passed from the earth. 

Behind Lydia, Emma and Rhoda burst out of the kitchen and 
raced upstairs. Moments later they came back with carry-on bags 
in their hands. 

“Have fun tonight working on that dress,” Emma chirped. 
“’Cause we’re sure going to have fun!”

“Behave yourselves,” Lydia chided, but both of them were already 
out the door. Her sisters had some nerve to set out in their open 
buggy right in front of Deacon Schrock. She would have waited 
until Deacon Schrock had left before dashing outside, broadcast-
ing her intentions for the evening. Not that Deacon Schrock dis-
approved of a rumspringa time, but a little discretion was called for. 
That was a lesson her younger sisters had obviously failed to learn. 
Lydia laid down the dress with a sigh. She would finish after supper 
when things had calmed down. Whatever the extent of the prob-
lem Daett was discussing with Deacon Schrock, his mood wouldn’t 
be improved by his two youngest daughters spiritedly bursting out 
of the house to set out for a night on the town. 

Lydia peeked out of the drapes again. Sure enough, Daett 
still stood with his head bowed as Deacon Schrock glared in the 
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direction of her sisters. Daett made no effort to help Emma and 
Rhoda as they giggled and hitched Archer, the oldest driving horse, 
to the open buggy. Emma and Rhoda soon climbed in and drove 
off, without a backward glance.

Copyrighted material


	Cover
	Title Page
	Copyright Page
	Sample Content



