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Mandy Hostetler took a deep breath and let it out slowly.  Raising the bat to her shoulder, she narrowed her eyes and watched the ball carefully as Sam released it from his grasp and sent it sailing through the air.  Mandy lifted the bat and gave it a fast swing, her heart beating fast as she heard the wood make contact with the hard, leather ball.  

“Look at it go!” One of the boys yelled as the ball went flying up over the trees and into a nearby field.  

Mandy lowered the bat to her side and smiled triumphantly.  

“Good job, Mandy!” Levi exclaimed.

Mandy threw her head back and laughed as the twelve-year-old boy gave a little dance.

“Mandy!” In the distance, she could hear her mother calling to her from their large, two-story white house, “Mandy kumm!”

With a deep sigh, Mandy handed Levi the ball bat and slowly shook her head, “Sounds like mamm needs me for something.”

Making the short trip to the back door of the Hostetler home, Mandy passed several Amish men who were standing in the front yard enjoying their time together after the church service.

Stepping in the kitchen, Mandy immediately found her mother standing at the kitchen sink washing a pile of dishes. 

“Ach, child, where have you been?” Mrs. Hostetler exclaimed, giving Mandy a look of semi-disgust.

Reaching down to knock some dried mud off the bottom of her dress, Mandy laughed and braced herself for a sharp reproof from her mother, “Oh, the boys wanted me to play some softball with them.  I didn’t intend to be gone for long.”
Glancing at the group of Amish women buzzing around in the kitchen, Mrs. Hostetler lowered her voice and whispered, “Can’t you behave yourself like a lady at least on Sunday?”
Suzie Christner reached out to grab a clean dish, wiping it with a dish towel, “Mandy, when are you going to drop the wooden ball bat long enough to grab onto a boyfriend?”

Mandy smirked as she washed her hands in the wash basin and then started to put away a pile of dried plates, “Of all the things I need, a boyfriend is not one of them!” She declared, “I’m twenty-five-years-old and I’ve been fine without one this long....I don’t see why that would change.”

Lizzie Eicher said, “Oh, Mandy, you don’t know what you’re missing out on!  A man is gut for so much.  I know you’ve caught plenty of attention too!  If the men aren’t won over by your looks, they certain are interested once they taste your cooking!”  

Mandy shook her head, “I’m good with a hammer and I can break a horse.  I can spend my day out in the fields and then come in at night to cook my own supper.”  Giving a shrug, she announced, “There’s nothing a man can do that I can’t.  So why would I need one?”
Hoisting her chubby baby up on her hip, Lizzie tossed in, “You can’t have a family on your own.”
Mandy narrowed her eyes and shook her head, “That’s fine...because children are another thing I simply don’t want!”

The group of women all laughed – all, that is, but Mandy’s mother.  Mrs. Hostetler muttered, “I had hoped that sending her to stay with her grandmother during the week would help calm her down some.  But, since I sent her, she’s spent her time not only reading Granny books and cooking her meals...but has also been up on the roof patching the shingles.”

Although Mandy could tell her mother was disgusted, her announcement brought another round of laugher from the women.

Mandy smiled to herself.  Let her mamm fret and fuss as much as she wanted.  Mandy wouldn’t be getting married.  Ever!  

Each Sunday night, Mandy would hitch up the buggy and travel the short two-mile trip to her granny’s house where she would stay until Friday afternoon.  While Mandy’s granny was strong and healthy, she was nearing her ninety-sixth birthday and needed a lot of help around her house.  

When Mandy entered her granny’s house that Sunday afternoon, Granny was sitting in her rocking chair, a quilt thrown across her knees and her Bible spread across her lap.

“Gut evening, Granny!” Mandy exclaimed as she hurried to hang up her shawl, “Have you had anything to eat?”
Granny shook her head, “I just started one of your delicious cinnamon rolls.” She motioned toward a sticky sweet treat on a plate beside her, “That’s plenty for me.”
Mandy smiled, “I’m glad you like them.”

“Child, your cooking is better than that of anyone else!” Granny exclaimed, reaching up to readjust her glasses, “I’ve heard people in the community brag on your treats.”

Mandy let out a sigh as she sat down in another chair opposite her grandmother, “Ugh, I’ve heard plenty about that today.  All the women kept teasing me about catching a husband with my cooking.”
Granny laughed and then shook her head, “Ach, child, things never change!  As long as I can remember, the married women aren’t happy as long as an unmarried woman is in the community.  A bunch of matchmakers, they are!”
Mandy jutted out her bottom jaw, “Well, they’re just going to have to learn to be happy now, because I’m not getting married!”  

“Ah, sweet child,” Granny smiled as she reached out and patted a weathered hand on top of Mandy’s, “What will you do if the Lord has a man in store for you?”

Mandy shook her head stubbornly, “I’m pretty much certain the Lord has nothing like that planned for me.  There are no men who have ever caught my attention.  I’d be a bad wife to anyone.”
Granny chucked and sighed as she looked down at her Bible, “As you say, dear, as you say.”
Mandy wasn’t enjoying Granny’s conversation.  She could handle a lot of things, but she didn’t appreciate it when Granny started bringing God into these discussions. Quickly excusing herself, she hurried upstairs to get ready for bed.  
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Monday morning found Mandy on top of the kitchen roof with a nail gripped between her teeth and a shingle in her hands.  The hot August sun beat down on her head, causing her to reach up and wipe sweat from her brow.  

The sound of a vehicle pulling into the driveway caused Mandy to sit up straight and become alert.  A shiny blue Ford truck stopped in front of the house.  Through the tinted windows, Mandy couldn’t make out the driver.

“Hello!” Mandy called down when the driver’s door opened.  A strange man stepped out.  Dressed in a button-up shirt and khaki pants, he seemed oddly out of place.  

Glancing up at the roof, he nodded in her direction and called out, “Is this the home of Anne Hostetler?”
“Wait just a minute!” Mandy replied as she scampered across the roof and to the ladder that was leaned against the side of the house. 
When she reached the ground, Mandy wiped her hands across her dress and worked to tuck her hair back under her prayer cap.  

“Is Mrs. Hostetler home?” The stranger asked.

Mandy viewed him in suspicion, “Who are you?”  

“Dr. Matt Byler,” he threw out a hand in Mandy’s direction, “The last time Mrs. Hostetler was at the hospital, the doctors had some concerns and asked me to come out to check on her.”
Something about the stranger unnerved Mandy.  He didn’t have a particularly bad feeling to him, but he made her uncomfortable.  His brown eyes were too solemn and, as she took his hand in her own, something about the feel of his smooth skin felt unfamiliar and strange.  He certainly wasn’t like the men she was used to within the Amish community.
“She’s inside,” Mandy managed to mumble, “Come on in.”
Leading Dr. Matt into the house, Mandy directed him to the sitting room where Granny was napping in her rocking chair.  
“Granny,” she spoke up, “Someone is here to see you!”
Opening her eyes, Granny sat up in surprise. 
“Hi there,” Dr. Matt said with a smile as he squatted down beside her chair, “I’m Dr. Matt Byler.  The hospital suggested that I stop by and see how you are doing.  I hear you had some problems with your heart a few weeks ago.”
As Dr. Matt talked more about Granny’s recent health scare that turned out to be nothing serious, Mandy went to the kitchen to bring out some of her fresh apple pie.  Dishing it out onto a plate, Mandy wondered if this Englischer had ever tasted anything quite like her pie.  Just the thought of it brought a haughty smile to Mandy’s face.  
Stepping into the sitting room, Mandy listened as Dr. Matt looked Granny over and announced, “I hope I’m in as good shape when I’m sixty as you are at ninety-five.”  

Rising to his feet, Dr. Matt turned and sat down in the other rocking chair, “Your bouts of breathlessness do worry me.  I would like to keep a close eye on this and possibly hook you up to a heart monitor so we can make sure that your heart is functioning properly.”

“Here,” Mandy took the opportunity to pass him a plate of pie, “Have some apple pie.”

“No, thank you,” Dr. Matt returned with a shrug, “I don’t like apple pie.”
Raising an eyebrow, Mandy said, “Perhaps that’s because you’ve never had my apple pie.”
The doctor opened his mouth to protest but then reached out to take the plate in his hand.  
“How long have you been practicing medicine?” Granny asked.

Dr. Matt took a bite of the pie and swallowed, “I graduated last year.  I used to live in this area and decided to move back to start my practice.  Once I get established, I plan to quit working with the hospital and start a small clinic nearby.”
“Do you make house calls often?”
Dr. Matt set his plate aside, the rest of his pie untouched, “I would like to work closely with the Amish community and I know that house calls would be beneficial, so yes, I plan to ultimately offer house visits on a regular basis.”
Granny clapped her hands together in surprise and smiled, “Ach, how wonderful that will be!  We have such a time trying to find drivers to take us places and driving to the doctor on a buggy can be such a difficult
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