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This book—Amish Rogue—is the final in the series and takes place ten years after Amish Renegade. While each book contains its own, separate romance, these stories are entwined.

This is Sarah Bieler and Mark Fisher’s romance. Sarah and Mark were children in the earlier Amish Vows books—Sarah was greatly affected in Amish Renegade by the tough situation in which her father’s death left she and her mom. Mark was the surly young boy that Daniel Stoltzfus befriends in Amish Heartbreaker.

The romance between spunky Sarah and unsettled Mark takes place ten years after Amish Renegade, the first in the Amish Vows Series, when Sarah and Mark are grown and establishing themselves. In the process of finding their way, these two interact with all the previous couples in the Amish Vows Series, ten years later...
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Ooph!! 

Knocked suddenly off her feet—the volleyball net swimming a little before eyes she blinked open—Sarah felt strong hands reach out to bracket her upper arms.

“Are you all right?”

Blinking again to clear her gaze, she looked up into the handsome face of Mark Fisher.

Bent over her, he looked decidedly cheerful, despite his solicitous question. The fading daylight glinted off his blond head.

“I didn’t realize you were so close,” he offered, but he looked so cheerful that his words didn’t seem like much of an expression of regret.

Feeling a scowl descend onto her face, Sarah retorted, “I’ll take that as an apology and point out that I stood no closer than team members usually stand during games.”

“Neh, really?” His greenish eyes seemed to be laughing at her. “The save was good, though. Did you see it?”

Pulling away from him, Sarah stood and shook sand from her long, full skirt. She responded in a dry voice, “Neh. I was too busy falling on my backside to take notice.” 

Going back to his place to her left, facing the volleyball net, Mark responded with unimpaired satisfaction, “Well, it was gut.”

“I’m sure it was.” She moved back to her spot, trying to discreetly rub the bruised area on her behind. “Remind me to ask not to play next to you again.”

From his place, Mark laughed.

Responding to the call for team members to rotate, Sarah shifted.

“Are you okay?” Able Bichsel called from across the net, his face concerned. In the first row of players on the other team, he’d obviously seen Mark bump into her.

“I’m fine.” She brushed off the folds of her dusty green skirt. She and Able had gone to school with Mark and she figured Able most likely wasn’t surprised at Mark’s style of play.

Drat Mark.

The game went on with shrieks from different players as they volleyed the ball back and forth.

Acutely aware of the muscular player to her left, she couldn’t help shying away when Mark bounced in her direction. This really annoyed her as she liked the game and was usually the first to go after the ball.

When the players shifted before the next serve, she cast Mark a baleful look as she went to the next row back, positioned now behind Mark Fisher and to his left. Gott help her be nice.

Caught up soon in thwacking the volleyball across the net when it came her way, Sarah focused on the game, grinning suddenly when the orb came flying back across the net right toward her. With a flash, she saw how she could execute her revenge. Shifting to meet the ball at just the right angle, Sarah hit it toward where Mark stood.

He could have easily hit the ball to send it back across the net—if he’d been looking. If she’d called out a warning that the ball was coming his way. Players often assisted in this way to send the ball over the net when it came from the back row. Remembering his earlier attitude about knocking her over, she didn’t give the signal.

Mark wasn’t looking for the incoming ball and obviously wasn’t expecting it.

She had no intent to send it flying into his head, but that’s just where the ball hit, bouncing off the back of his skull with the thunk of knuckles on a ripe melon. Clearly, he hadn’t suspected this play from a member of his own team. Rubbing his head where the ball had hit, Mark swung around as the team members around him went after the ball.

From across the net, several members of the other team called out for her to join their team.

“Oops,” Sarah said with a snigger when she met his scowling gaze. Smirking, she again rotated to allow a new server at the rear.

Ahhh, that had felt gut.

*
[image: ]


Later that evening after the singing, Sarah glanced at her friend, Anna, and then back at the two Menner standing across the room. “Yah, Mark Fisher is a fine enough Mann, I suppose, but he isn’t...he doesn’t....”

Stopping, she wrinkled her nose at her friend.

Around them, the Youngies of their congregation gathered in clustered groups in the plain, serviceable Hochstetler living room, several of the younger Menner practicing their corner ball moves at the back.

Every now and then different Menner walked past, shooting glances and smiles at Sarah. For the most part, she ignored them, not impressed or interested.

“...but Mark knocked you over in the volleyball game and, besides, he doesn’t have a farm or a business to support a Frau,” the older girl concluded with an astute summation.

“You can say it like that,” Sarah retorted, “but I don’t care that much about the game.”

She rubbed at her bruised bottom. “I got him back for that, but a Maedel needs to think about the future when she chooses a husband. What girl doesn’t need to know a Mann can support her Kinder?”

Stopping, she looked again at the Fisher brothers. “I want to feel safe in my home. To have my eventual children have a home and Daed who can care for them.”

Glancing at Anna before turning back to look at Mark Fisher and his Bruder, she added defensively, “Mark is fun to play a game of volleyball with or to joke with, but he seems aimless and doesn’t even care that he has no direction! He may have joined the church, but nothing more. Did I tell you he’s taken a job on our farm as a seasonal worker? Yah, he’s helping my Daed plow and plant this spring.”

“That should give the two of you plenty of time together,” her friend’s sideways glance accompanied a small smile.

Readjusting folds of her skirt that still had a smudge on one hip due to Mark Fisher’s outrageous playing style, Sarah retorted, “We have more than enough time together for me. Enoch praises him, saying he’s so helpful and schmaert. Like it takes a miracle to think of plowing the fields in a different order.”

“He suggested a different way Enoch could plow?”

Sarah hunched a shoulder. “I guess. It’s not like he’s saving for a farm, though. I’d be surprised if he’s saving, at all.”

“He might be and just hasn’t mentioned it. Gott has told us to be kind to others.”

Pulling her mouth into a skeptical expression, Sarah said nothing. The noise in the room rose as the Frau of the house and her Dochders brought in refreshments now that the singing was over. Several pies and cakes sat at one end of the snowy clean tablecloth while large soft molasses cookies jostled for space at the other end with plates of apple fritters.

How she and Anna had become such friends was a mystery as they were several years apart in age. Sarah’s step-mother, Kate, had brought her—a scared, orphaned eight-year-old Maedel—along when Kate married her long-time love Enoch. Anna was then Kate’s newly-met cousin, who was just fourteen then. The fact that Sarah and Anna were eight years apart in age hadn’t mattered though. Just as Sarah considered her younger sister, Elizabeth—only nine now—to be her close friend was an echo of her disregard for age. Elizabeth was a very intelligent girl.

“Enoch has worked his farm for years—ten since he married your mother—and you’d think he’d have seen this better way of plowing the fields,” mused Anna in an uncritical voice.

“You’d think,” Sarah agreed with a lift of her brows, “but he says he really appreciates Mark’s ‘advanced ideas’, whatever that means. You know Mark Fisher had only agreed to be a temporary worker? I have no idea what he plans to do next, if he even has plans.”

“I have no idea, either,” Anna murmured.

“You’d think his Geschwischder would caution him that he needs some goals. Particularly Grace, his twin sister! But no, it doesn’t seem anyone has spoken to Mark about his future.”

“Maybe she’s not worried about him.”

Trying to keep her sour comments from reflecting on her embarrassingly expressive face, Sarah’s gaze followed Anna’s as they once again gazed across the room. Mark was a well-looking sturdy blond Mann of about twenty years, his skin tanned and his eyes more green than blue. That unique eye color was probably the strangest thing about his appearance. No fault could certainly be found in his sturdy frame or with his cheerful, outgoing smile. She sighed almost angrily. How could a Mann expect a Maedel to get interested in an aimless fellow?
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“Bruder! Bruder!” A week later Mark’s twin sister, Grace, called out as she ran up the stairs at their home.

“Here.” Mark hung his coat on one of the pegs on the wall beside the door in the room he shared with Jakob and young Benjamin.

Grace bounded into the room. “I have such news!”

He grinned at her. They were both blessed with good health and Grace was a very enthusiastic Maedel who looked nothing like him. It had become a joke in their familye.

“Come in and tell me.” Of all the people he knew, Mark felt the most comfortable with her. Others might sometimes think him odd or not get his jokes, but Grace was right with him.

His sister collapsed on the bed opposite his.

“John has asked me to marry him!” She fell back on the bed, hugging herself.

Mark laughed. “This has to have been a shock to you, as the two of you have been courting—taking drives and eating with one another’s families—for years.”

Grace popped up to inform him, “Lots of people take buggy drives together and it means nothing.”

“Yah, old Frau Stotle and her sister.”

“No. Others, too. Menner and Maedels,” she informed him. “Not all marry.”

“Very true,” he said with a straight face. “I’m shocked that, after spending time with no others and spending all this time together, that you and John have decided to marry.”

“Well,” she flopped back on the bed. “We could have married others, instead.”

“Absolutely,” her Bruder responded. “Have you told our parents?”

She sent him a twinkling smile. “Not yet. I will in just a few minutes, but I wanted to tell you first.”

“I appreciate that.”

Grace giggled.

“You should. Mamm’s in the kitchen and I ran right past her to come find you.” Her blue eyes laughed at him.

Mark found himself chuckling in response.

Grace bolted into an upright position. “I must ask Mamm for her pickle recipe! I promised John’s mother that I’d bring it tonight.”

Calling out to her as she streaked past him, Mark grinned. “By all means, tell Mamm and Daed about your marriage! Surprise them! They can’t have been expecting this for the last year and a half!”

Grace stuck her head back into his room to make a face at him. This only made him laugh more.

“Tease me all you want, but when are you going to choose a Frau? She demanded in mock severe tones, her hand on her hip.

Waving her words aside, he responded, “Soon enough, Schweschder.”

She waggled her fingers at him. “Gut. In the meantime, I know you’ll have fun working at Enoch Miller’s farm. You can tease Sarah! She’s always such fun.”

“She is,” he agreed, watching his sister disappear from the doorway.
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“Shouldn’t you sit over there with the young Menner?” Sarah asked Mark in bright-eyed challenge at church two weeks later.

Lounging in the chair next to her as he chatted with the Stoltzfus family in the row behind, Mark made a face at her before turning to answer a question Daniel Stoltzfus had asked him. “Yah, I’m working as a summer field hand with Enoch. It’s been interesting.”

He sent a smirking smile Sarah’s way. “Most everyone there has been really kind.”

“That’s gut,” Daniel commented. “From when you worked with us at the buggy shop when you were a Youngie, I know you’re a hard worker.”

Continuing to look ahead, Sarah grimaced and rolled her eyes. She knew Mark could see the gesture, but probably wouldn’t respond.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw his grin widen as he continued talking with Daniel.

The Stoltzfus family spread along the row behind, sprawling out as only five young Kinder could.

The eldest of their children, eight-year-old Jeremiah, sat with solemn correctness two seats from his Daed. His seven-year-old sister, Abigail, sat in the seat next to him, her arm around a younger Bruder that Sarah recognized as Andrew. Two-year-old Matthew balanced on Daniel Stoltzfus’ knee while Lydia, several seats away, cared for their new infant, Boppli Rachel.

Glancing at the family, Sarah couldn’t help sighing a little. That’s what she wanted, what she was determined to have—a lovely cluster of Kinder. A kind husband with a solid career.

Daniel was a buggy maker and had taken over Lydia’s father shop not too many years back.

It was bizarre that Mark didn’t seem to want something as solid for himself.

“Goedemorgan, Sarah.” 

She turned to see Moses Blatter, a Buwe from the class just under hers, standing in the walkway, all pink around the ears and smiling awkwardly.

Moses was the son of a small familye whose farm was on the west side of town. She’d known him all her life and for years had recognized that he had a crush on her. In the strictest sense, Moses wouldn’t have been a bad husband choice for her since he was the only son in the familye and their farm would surely go to him.

Sarah smiled perfunctorily. Try as she might, she could never consider him as more than a friend. Still, being rough in her dismissal of him would have seemed mean. “Goedemorgan, Moses.”

“It’s very crowded at services today,” Moses offered.

“Yah,” she agreed, flapping her hand to cool her face. “Meetings almost always are.”

“Well,” he said, shifting to allow a brisk Frau and her flock of Kinner to pass. “It was nice seeing you again.”

“Very nice.” She waved as he moved on, turning back to Mark and the Stoltzfus familye.

“You know you’re supposed to sit over there!” she whisper-shouted to Mark when his conversation with Daniel ended. Tilting her head toward the area where the young, single Menner—including Moses—gathered, she gave an exaggerated sigh.

“No more than you should be sitting with my sister, Grace, and the other Maedels,” he retorted in a lowered voice, gazing in the direction in which she pointed. “I’m visiting before the service begins, as you are.”

“I just know that you don’t always follow the rules,” she shot back, her voice still only for him to hear, dropping even more quiet when the Buwe Jeremiah appeared at Mark’s side.

“Not at all.” He swiveled back to face forward, as she did, welcoming Jeremiah, Lydia and Daniel’s son clambering up on Mark’s knee.

“Hallo, my gut friend!” Daniel’s smile broadened as he helped Jeremiah settle in more comfortably.

“You looked lonely up here all by yourself,” the boy confided, patting Mark’s arm.

“I was,” Mark responded seriously, “but not anymore. I’m so glad you came to be with me.”

Sarah smiled at the sweet interaction. Even though he seemed aimless, Mark had always been kind to Kinner. Her own Geschwischder loved him and followed him like baby ducklings after their duck Mamms.

Turning back to Sarah, Mark said with a grin. “I’m just not a sheep when it comes to rules, like some. The service hasn’t started yet.”

“I’ve seen what you think about rules,” she responded, “and I think sheep are wonderful, sweet creatures.”

“Maybe they are, but you wouldn’t want to court with one.”

Turning her head sharply at his words, she said softly, “We aren’t courting, either!”

“Neh!” His eyes widened in innocent disclaimer as an oblivious Jeremiah played at trotting a carved toy horse along Mark’s arm. “I never said we were.”

“Besides,” she added, as if they hadn’t ventured in these deep waters over the top of the small boy’s head, “I only came over here to speak to Lydia.”

“You aren’t speaking to her,” Mark pointed out. “She’s right there, several seats away.”

“I didn’t want to interrupt her,” Sarah retorted. “I’m waiting till she finishes speaking with Frau Bontreger. I have a message for Lydia from my Mamm.”

“They’re finished talking now,” he said, nodding toward where Daniel’s wife, Lydia, sat holding Boppli Rachel.

“Denki,” Sarah said, tilting her head back to give Mark an insincere smile. “I see that.”

She scooted down to a chair several seats away from him to pass on her Mamm’s message.

Mark watched her go, the zest of their interchange keeping the smile on his face before he looked down to hear something young Jeremiah was saying.

“Are you not coming to take a seat with us?” His Bruder, Jesse, said a few minutes later as he passed by the row with his three children—Joel, Levi and little Eve.

The Haus was filling now with families and Mamms found chairs with their flocks of Kinder as everyone began settling down for the sermon.

“Yah, I’m coming,” Mark responded, smiling at the Kinder, all clustered around their Daed like little ducklings around a mama duck. “Just visiting with my friend here.”

“I see.” Jesse laughed, grinning at the Buwe on Mark’s knee.

The eldest of his Geschwischder, Jesse was a widower with young children, and particularly now that he was a widower, Mark tried to help as much as he could. Jesse’s Frau had died almost a year ago, but the solemn, mourning light still hadn’t gone out of his eyes, even when he smiled. Mark knew Grace and their Eldre, as well as the other siblings, were helpful whenever possible.

Saying goodbye to Jeremiah a few minutes later, he went to sit with Jesse, scooping up little Eve when she tugged at his pants knee, indicating she wanted to hug him. “Hallo, Bruder. Are you and the Kinder settling in, now that you’ve moved back to Mannheim?”

“Yah.” Jesse rested his arm on the back of young Levi’s chair. He grew more serious. “Although it’s strange to be here without Hannah.”

“I cannot even imagine how that must seem.”

His brother’s face grew more shadowed and then he looked up to meet Mark’s gaze, as if pulling himself up to march on. He sent his Bruder a determined smile. “I’ve been considering what to do now that I’m here. I just...I just don’t want to farm now. Hannah and I did that together. Now, I’m thinking of buying the Bontreger’s store. I have some money saved and some from selling the farm we left. Didn’t you say they had decided to sell now that they’re older and want to move closer to the two of their Dochdars that live in Steubenville?”

“Yah, that is my understanding,” Mark responded. He’d always thought Jesse would buy a farm and start over here in Mannheim, but maybe the store might be a better choice. The Bontregers always seemed to make a good living from it.
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Later that week, Sarah climbed the stairs from the basement, carrying a bucket of water scooped from the cistern below.

Coming into the kitchen, she plopped the bucket on the floor, reaching out for the mop.

“I still say,” she announced to her Mamm, “that we should have a Sing here soon.”

Kate looked at her with a smile in her eyes. “Because you want us to take note of a special young Mann?”

Rolling her eyes, Sarah retorted, “Neh, you know I have fun with all my friends, both Menner and girls.”

“Just asking,” her Mamm said mildly. “You know this would be your own choice. Both your Daed and I know it’s a selection you will make yourself.”

“Yes.” Wringing out the wet mop, Sarah began scrubbing the already-mostly-clean floor. She said in a matter of fact voice, “I’ve been blessed to live here with the two of you.”

Her Mamm straightened from the biscuit dough she was rolling out. “What do you mean? Of course, you’d live here with your familye.”

Shaking her head, Sarah responded, “You know you could have left me with my other Mamm’s family—the one who died when I was young—or with my father’s folk, after he died, too.”

“No, I couldn’t.” Kate went on rolling out the dough. “I fell in love with you when I married Jakob. After he died, you and I were a team.”

A tremble of laughter in her words, Sarah said, “And Enoch was only too willing to take me in, as long as that was required to get you. Don’t tell me he loved me from the start. You married my other Daed straight out of a disagreement with Enoch.”

“Enoch is your Daed, as much as Elizabeth’s or Joshua’s. Or any of our other Kinder.”

“Yah, he is and he’s been wonderful to me.” She paused in mopping, saying reflectively, “But he really loves little Ruthie. I think we all do.”

“Ruthie’s a gut girl,” her Mamm agreed. “Not that any of us love one in the familye more than the other.”

“Neh. I know it.” No matter that they didn’t share the same blood, she’d always loved Kate. She knew she was fortunate to have this bond with the woman who was her Mamm through marriage. Her friends all loved their mothers, but Kate was beyond price.

“So, no special boy,” her Mamm teased. “You’re getting to the age, though, that Buwes are noticing you more. Mark seems extra smiley when you’re around.”

“I am of an age to start thinking about marrying,” Sarah answered with satisfaction, “and I know I want a husband who has more direction than Mark Fisher.”

“Why, he seems very nice. Enoch was just telling me the other day how smart Mark is.”

“He may be smart,” Sarah snapped with more irritation than she had a right, “but he has no direction. Isn’t he only working here for the summer?”

“I think it says something,” Kate returned, “that he branched out and looked for work other than his father’s farm.”

“Speaking of outside,” Sarah said, wringing out the wet mop again. “I think I’ll apply to work at the Bontreger’s store. The one they’re selling? I think I can do my chores and still work there.”

“Oh, that’s right.” Kate raised her elbow, trying to use it to brush some flour from her cheek. “The Bontregers are selling the store. I think Mark told Enoch his Bruder Jesse is looking to buy it, now that they want to move closer to their familye in Steubenville.”

Mopping a corner to spotlessness, Sarah said, “Yah. And you’ll think about having a Sing here?”

She added hastily, “Not because I have anyone special, but just that we like having our friends over.”

Kate’s eyes twinkled. “Of course. Not for any one Buwe.”

“Certainly not!” Sarah plunked the mop again in the bucket
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The next morning, Mark brought the team of four horses plodding to a stop at the end of the row. The creaking of the farm equipment and the crunch of the horses’ steps came to a halt as he tugged gently on the reins. Now that the team had stopped, the morning quiet settled all around him, only the faint ripple of birdsong heard in the distance. The dark brown, freshly-plowed dirt field stretched out behind him in gentle, rich ripples. It had, he knew, the farm’s richest soil this season.

In peaceful moments like these, he saw Gott’s handiwork everywhere.

Enoch walked over to meet Mark at the of the row, a broad straw hat shading the Mann’s strong-jawed face from the late spring sun. So far, this had been a good job with interesting work and a nice familye. Having heard the story behind Enoch and Kate’s reconnection, Mark respected that no one would ever know Sarah wasn’t Enoch’s own child. He appeared to treat all his Kinder with the same affection.

Mark grinned to himself. He’d been in school a year ahead of Sarah and she was no less spunky now. Fun to tease when he had the time.

“Hallo!” his boss called out before Mark started turning the team to plant the next row of alfalfa. He lifted his voice to say, “I just finished plowing the west field. You can plant that next!”

“Gut.” Mark’s foot hovered over the pedal that lowered the seeder’s prongs. “I should finish this field by lunch and I’ll move on to plant that.”

“Kate should bring us food about the time you finish seeding here.” Enoch adjusted his hat, turning back to work in his matter-of-fact way. Enoch was conservative with his words and Mark could appreciate that, too. As much as he could enjoy a good laugh, he sometimes liked the quiet.

“Okay!” Shifting more comfortably in his seat, Mark lowered his foot as he lifted the reins and spoke to the team, urging it forward to turn and head down the next row. Having grown up on his Daed’s farm, this job was as familiar as the back of his hand.

Keeping the reins in a steady hold, he started the horses down the next row, their steps as rhythmic and soothing as a rocking chair.

His Bruders, Jacob and Benjamin helped their Daed on his farm, while Grace and the other girls worked hard with their Mamm to keep the house, make food for the family and watch over baby Ezra, if a ten-year-old could be called a Boppli. He certainly didn’t think so. Even at that age, Ezra was strong and well able to feed the pigs, cows and chickens.

Jacob was to marry his long-time girl that fall and Grace had been courting with the same fellow for two years.

Things were changing all around him, he mused, jolting along the row behind the horses.

Being twins, Grace had told him right away that she thought John Yoder was the one, even though such things were considered private as to avoid any pridefulness. The twins were used to telling each other all their secrets. Mark only hoped that didn’t change when Grace was gone out of the Haus. It was only with her that he was completely comfortable, truth be told. Of course, all of his familye loved him and tolerated his jokes. He couldn’t help kidding around sometimes and they seemed to know that about him.

Jogging along as the team crossed the field pulling the seeder, Mark fell into musing about Jesse. The oldest of the familye’s Kinder, Jesse’s recent loss brought them all around him, supporting the Mann in his grief. Hannah had been a gut wife and a gut person. Mark missed her and his concern now was helping his Bruder. Apparently, Jesse was abandoning farm life to buy the Bontreger’s store.

Best for everyone, it seemed. In the meantime, Mark thought, he enjoyed working with Enoch and Kate’s familye. Particularly, Sarah.

Later that day, he grinned as he mopped his head before replacing his hat to walk over to where Kate, Sarah and her younger Schweschder, Elizabeth, had spread out lunch for the workers in the shade of some trees at the edge of the field.

“Hallo!” he called out to where the older sister stood handing out warm
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