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If you are reading this book without having read the others in the series, please be aware that this series is complete and there is a boxed-set collection HERE. This will help keep a few more sheckles in your pocket (40 percent of them to be exact!)
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CHAPTER ONE

Jemima waited until night had fallen and the moon began its slow arc across the sky. When its smiling silver face appeared in the corner of her bedroom window, when the house had been quiet for hours, and when everyone else was asleep – she crept downstairs and out onto the front porch.

The moon was so bright that it cast shadows across the front yard, and the crickets hummed invisibly from the meadow. 

Jemima sat down on the porch steps and looked out across the soft darkness, fragrant of mown grass and roses. She had always come to this spot as a child when she had been confused or upset because it was safe and quiet, and a good spot from which to watch the stars. 

She looked up into the infinite night sky and questioned it with her eyes.

The George Washington letter was worth a million dollars – that was what the experts had said. And she’d been sure that once she’d given it to him, Brad Williams, the Englischer reporter, would’ve grabbed the letter and run. She’d been sure that he’d have sold it and gotten rich and never bothered her again.

But he hadn’t done that.

She was still in shock.

Instead – unbelievably – he had thrown it right back into her lap.

Jemima had a fleeting suspicion that his gesture might still be some clever reporter’s trick, but what could he hope to gain by giving the letter back – and giving up a fortune? 

She had been taught to be wary of the Englisch, but what could she say when the Englisch fellow could simply have taken the million dollars – and yet chose instead to give it back to her? Who would ever have guessed that an Englischer could pass up the chance to be rich?

A strange tingling danced down her neck. What if the Englisch reporter really did mean what he said about wanting to see her again – for her own sake?

She pressed her brow against her arms. But of course, that was impossible, and would be wrong, anyway. He wasn’t Amish, and so they had nothing in common.

Her thoughts returned to the thick, official-looking letters from the appraisers. They were a secret that she’d tucked away in the little hidden space behind her bedroom wall. She had told no one about them, not even her mother.

The ghost of a smile played across her lips. No matter what else happened, she was glad that the love letter itself had turned out to be real. It had been so sweet – so much the words of a man in love. Who would have thought it?

She wondered briefly if Martha Washington had been as pierced by its beauty as she had been herself.

Wouldn’t it be wonderful to have a husband who wrote you such letters?

She looked up at the sky, and just because there was no one there but her and God, and because there wasn’t another soul awake within miles, she allowed herself to dream.

A tiny star trembled in the unfathomable distance and she watched it wistfully. If only there was a man who would tremble like that when she kissed him. 

And who would tell her about his feelings so she didn’t have to guess!

She closed her eyes. That was why the letter had been so beautiful. It had been written by a lover, not just a husband. A man who knew how to make himself vulnerable. A man who was strong enough to risk showing his heart without any attempt to protect it.

There were many boys who were willing to chase her, to kiss her, and do things for her. But not one of them, so far at least, had been willing to be naked in front of her –emotionally naked – and wasn’t that what it truly meant to be intimate?

Wasn’t love all about becoming vulnerable? Wasn’t that...how you knew what it was?

That was what she dreamed of, at any rate: a man who was strong enough to let love make him vulnerable. Who would open his heart and share his feelings. And none of the boys who were chasing her had made the faintest attempt. Clearly, that was because they didn’t know that was what she really wanted.

But if she told them, then they’d all say what she wanted to hear,  and she’d never know if it had been real or not.

Jemima opened her eyes. She knew that Mark and Samuel and Joseph were all capable of making themselves vulnerable to her. Maybe they were just too busy competing with each other to notice that she was looking for a man who knew how to lose his heart.

Not win a contest.

She sighed.

But, of course, that was just wishful thinking. Her mother had told her many times that romance was not the same as happiness, and Jemima knew that she was right. A man’s integrity – his devotion to God and to his family – was what really made him a good husband.

And that was what made it so hard to choose between Mark and Samuel and Joseph. They were all good, they all had integrity, they all loved God and they would all be good providers. 

And since they were all equally good, and all of them would likely make good husbands – would it be sinful of her to hope that she could find one who would make a good lover, as well?

Her mouth turned down gently. Not one, so far, had even told her that he loved her.

She had no doubt that all of them did – but they were Amish boys, and had been raised to show rather than tell. 

Mark especially. She knew that he would do anything on earth for her, but he wasn’t one to talk about it. Her lips curved, as she remembered all the ways he had shown her that he loved her: he never let her carry anything, he gave her candy and bites of his lunch and little gifts he had made with his hands – a carved wooden box, a tiny bird made out of copper wire, and pressed flowers. But Mark felt deeply, she knew.

And Samuel – he was far more likely to kiss her, than to murmur sweet nothings in her ear. But sometimes he looked at her with so much love in his eyes that it wasn’t really necessary to hear the words. They were all there – right on his face. And when he took her hand, his touch was so tender and gentle that she would have had to have been a fool not to know that he loved her.

Joseph Beiler had big, melting brown eyes and thick dark hair and was as handsome as any movie star. But he was so shy that he was hardly able to string two words together in front of her – poor Joseph! Then he tried to make up for it by writing her poetry. She made a face, remembering his last effort: he had compared her to a beautiful cow. Her sister Deborah had been rude, but right: Joseph’s heart was pure, but he was a terrible lover.

She looked up at the stars wistfully. Just now and then, it would be so nice to have a boy tell her what he felt when he looked at her. To let her see inside his heart. 

And it wouldn’t hurt at all, if he did it well.

Jemima brushed a tendril of hair out of her eyes. Her mother had told her many times that it was foolish to have your head turned by flowery words and pretty gestures.

“A good man shows love by what he does, Jemima,” had been her teaching. “Not by what he says.”

Jemima frowned. Her mother’s wisdom had seemed so clear and right just a few days ago, and she knew that it was the truth. But even so, she was confused. 

Because by that reasoning, her childhood friends and current suitors weren’t the only ones who loved her. A strange Englisch reporter that she hardly knew had just shown her love. 

Sort of.

And that made no sense at all.
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Five o’clock came far too early the next morning, at least for Jemima King.

She dragged herself out of bed while it was still dark, dressed, and helped her mother cook breakfast; but she nodded over the stove as she cooked the eggs.

“Mind your hand, Jemima!” her mother cried sharply, and Jemima jerked her fingers back just in time to keep them from being burned on the hot metal. “Good heavens, child, you’re sleepy! Didn’t you get your rest?”

Jemima looked up at her apologetically. “No, I-I didn’t get enough sleep last night,” she confessed, blushing. 

“Are you feeling all right?” her mother frowned, and put a hand to her cheek.

Jemima nodded, and the cloud lifted from her mother’s brow. “Well, you must go to bed earlier tonight,” she told her. “Now help me set out breakfast. We can’t be late for worship.”

It was a Sunday morning, and worship was being held at the home of Aaron Kauffman, Samuel’s father. It was on the far side of their church district, and it would therefore be necessary to get an early start.

Jemima set out a platter of sliced ham, and a bowl of biscuits, and fried potatoes. She was grateful when it came time to sit down, but she wondered how on earth she would ever stay awake through a two-hour sermon when she was starting out so tired.

Jacob King came walking in, stretching and yawning. “Good morning, my girls!” he told them, and leaned over to give their mother a peck on the cheek. “Ready for worship? It’s a fine, fair morning, and not too hot. Are we set to eat?”

Rachel nodded, and sat down quickly. They all said a silent prayer, and then ate. Everyone but Jemima seemed to be in a good mood. Even Deborah wore a neutral expression through the meal, and for her that was as good as a smile.

But Jemima was worrying about the letter and chewed her thumbnail instead of her food. She could hardly concentrate on eating, wondering what on earth she was supposed to do now that she owned a document worth a million dollars. Nothing like that had ever happened to anyone she knew, or to anyone she had ever even heard about. What was she supposed to do now?

It felt sinful and greedy to keep such a thing. Surely such an important letter should be in a museum somewhere, not hidden away in a bank vault in her name.

But it would also feel sinful and greedy to sell it. A million dollars! What would an Amish girl like her even do with all that money? She already had all she needed, and it wasn’t right to want more than that.

But, on the other hand, she had already tried to give it away, and to her total amazement that hadn’t worked.

“Jemima!”

Jemima came to herself with a start. When she looked up, everyone at the table was staring at her. 

“I-I’m sorry, I was-I was daydreaming,” she stammered.

“About one of those silly pups, I suppose,” her father replied, shaking his head. “Never mind, Mima! Just come along. It’s time to get on the road.”

Jemima followed them as they left. She climbed up into the buggy, and settled into the back seat, and watched the passing countryside without seeing it. 

Maybe she should ask her parents what to do. But she dreaded the scolding they were sure to give her about talking to the Englisch reporter in the first place. 

Then, too, if she told them what had happened, it would be the end of her own choice in the matter: they would forbid her to talk to any Englischer, ever again, as long as she lived.

And she would never find out if the Englisch reporter had meant what he’d said – or not.

She nibbled off another corner of her nail.

When they arrived at the Kauffman’s home, she drifted alongside her family, nodding in response to greetings and keeping her eyes on the ground. 

But soon Samuel appeared at her elbow, looking love at her out of those beautiful blue eyes.

“I missed you,” he smiled, and a tender look was on his face. “Is your family staying for lunch, Jemima?” he asked in a lower voice. “I was hoping you and I could talk somewhere privately afterwards.”

She looked up at him, and was about to answer, when her father noticed them. “Good morning, Samuel!” he said loudly. He clapped Samuel on the shoulder, pushed right in between them, and smiled broadly. “Beautiful morning, isn’t it?”

“Yes, sir,” Samuel replied, much less enthusiastically.

“And so much friendliness, everywhere I turn!” he added, shaking Samuel’s shoulder. Samuel looked up at him with a chagrined expression.

“Jemima, go and find your mother and sister a place to sit and hold it for them,” her father commanded, and she nodded submissively. She shot Samuel an apologetic look over her shoulder, and was grateful to see that his eyes were still fastened to hers.

But when she looked back again, just before entering the Kauffman’s barn, she saw with a sinking heart that her father was talking earnestly to Samuel, and that her handsome blond admirer looked as though he’d been rained on.

She found a nice empty spot at the end of a bench, and waited for her mother and sister.

And sighed.

Soon her mother and Deborah arrived and settled in beside her, and the benches began to fill up. Jemima noticed Samuel took a seat just across from them on the front row of the men’s benches. His eyes were on hers, and she smiled at him faintly. His eyes sparkled, and he winked at her – just once. It was over like lightning, and she doubted that anyone else even saw it. She lowered her head, to hide her laughter, but when she looked up again, she noticed that her father’s eyes were on her and she assumed a more pious expression.

The service started with the singing of hymns, and after they were over, the sermon. The minister opened his Bible and began talking.

Jemima felt herself beginning to zone out. She was sleepy, she was confused about the letter, and she was distracted by Samuel. Because now and then, when she looked up, he would catch her eye. And do something silly.

Like flick his tongue out over his lower lip, like a snake. And she would have to lower her head again and try not to laugh.

Or roll his eyes up toward the ceiling, as if he were about to pass out. That time, she had to bite her lip to keep from laughing.

But eventually her father noticed where she was looking and gave Samuel such a freezing look that he had to stop playing. 

The preacher talked and talked, and to Jemima it seemed that the sermon would never end. But at some point, after she had gotten quiet and had settled down, the words that the preacher was saying started to reach her.

He was talking about being a good Christian, and how that meant being kind to the poor. Jemima sighed and crossed her legs and looked through a window at the beautiful summer afternoon outside. She had heard this many times before.

But suddenly he raised his Bible in the air, and said: 

“What if a miracle happened? What if I suddenly had a million dollars and yet kept it all for myself? What kind of a Christian would let a neighbor stay hungry? Or cold, or sick, if he had the power to help him?”

Jemima gasped, and rolled stricken eyes to the man’s face. He was looking right at her.

“It’s the duty of a Christian to do as Jesus would do,” the man said earnestly. “And Jesus fed the hungry, and took care of the sick.”

Jemima’s eyes filled with quick tears.

“If we follow Jesus, we must do those things, too.”

Jemima felt herself going hot. She lowered her face, to hide the tears in her eyes. 

The man’s words had pierced her heart like a sharp arrow. It was like God had spoken through him, straight to her. 

She had prayed to God, asking Him what she should do with the letter. And she hadn’t heard any answer.

Until now.

Now it was crystal clear. This, this was her answer: she was to sell the letter, and give the money to people who needed it. 

It answered everything. She would not be selfishly hiding the letter away; she would not be greedily spending the money on herself. The money could be used to feed her hungry neighbors, and help those who were sick and needed medical help.

And that would even explain why the Englischer had given the letter back to her against all reason: it had plainly been the will of God – a miracle.

She lifted her eyes to the ceiling and put her palms up, in a gesture of pure gratitude to God. She mouthed silent words of worship, and smiled to herself.

And when she opened them again, she noticed that Samuel Kauffman was staring at her face. The silly look was gone. 

His eyes were dead serious now. And the look in them was that of a man who would run through fire.
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After the service, there was always a light lunch served inside the house and outside on the lawn. Jemima, like all the other girls, helped serve her elders until it was her own turn to dine.

It was a fine, clear morning with a blue sky and green grass and white tablecloths and people talking and laughing. Many of Jemima’s elders greeted her pleasantly as she brought plates or pitchers to their tables. 

Most of the boys stole shy glances at her face. She dimpled, and smiled at them, and watched in amusement as their faces went pink.

Afterwards, she joined her family and listened in dutiful silence as her father and their next-door neighbor talked crops. When she let her gaze wander, she noticed that Samuel was sitting at a table nearby. He was hard to miss when he took his hat off, his blond hair shone like corn silk against his black jacket. She noticed some of the other girls looking at him when he turned away, and she felt a little glow of gratitude. She was a lucky girl to have such a handsome young man pursuing her.

And he was pursuing her. It didn’t take him long to sense her eyes on him. He smiled, and then got serious again and looked at her with such frank intent that she felt herself going hot. Samuel had beautiful blue eyes, and they expressed every feeling going through his heart as clearly as any sign.

She
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