

    
        
          Out of Darkness Book 9

        

        
        
          Out of Darkness Serial, Volume 9

        

        
        
          Ruth Price

        

        
          Published by Global Grafx Press, 2014.

        

    


Out of Darkness #9

An Amish of Lancaster County Saga

By

Ruth Price

This is Part 9 of 10 of the Out of Darkness serial. You can purchase all 10 books at a discount price in the Out of Darkness – Boxed Set Bundle. 

Published by Global Grafx Press, LLC. © 2014

The Pennsylvania Dutch used in this manuscript is taken from the Revised Pennsylvania German Dictionary: English to Pennsylvania Dutch (1991) by C. Richard Beam, Brookshire Publications, Inc. Lancaster, PA 17603

All Biblical quotations used in this manuscript are taken from the King James Bible. 

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2014 by Ruth Price

All Rights Reserved. 

No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including scanning, photocopying, or otherwise without prior written permission of the copyright holder, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

––––––––
[image: ]


Remember to sign up HERE for Information about Updates, Discount Offers, and FREE Books from Ruth Price and Other Great Amish Romance Authors from Global Grafx Press!

[image: image]

Table of Contents

Table of Contents

BOOK 9

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

BOOK 10

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

BOOK 9

[image: ]


There is no fear in love, but perfect love casts out fear. For fear has to do with punishment, and whoever fears has not been perfected in love. 

—John 4:18
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Sofia almost hadn't asked Abram to speak afterward. She’d felt worried that asking to talk with him alone again might be impolite—or, worse, imposing on his good nature. But then again, it wasn't as though she wanted to discuss frivolous things. He had information to share about his call to the police, and Esther had been so busy this morning that Sofia doubted Abram had been able to find the time to talk with the older woman. 

So it was with a light heart that Sofia worked her way around the table, giving coffee as needed. The women would eat next, and then the teens and young children – presumably, Sofia assumed, with mothers on hand to supervise. 

The food looked so delicious, it made Sofia a bit weak, and she wished that the eating rituals were fairer—though she supposed that most of the women had done some nibbling before the service, and again in the kitchen before taking the trays to the table. She wished she had been close enough with any of them to manage the same. 

If her memories came back, would she still feel so much like an outsider everywhere she went? 

But at the same time, as awkward as she sometimes found it here, she couldn't imagine herself making a place amongst the lavish spectacles of her dreams. She liked the simplicity of the homes here, and the measured pace at which people moved, never stopping, but also not being constantly pushed in many directions, distracted by wonders that vied for their attention at every moment. The world of Sofia's dreams seemed too bright, loud, and cold. She wasn't sure she wanted that. She found it hard to imagine that she had ever wanted that. 

When it came time for the women to eat, Sofia stayed with Judith and the other unmarried women. She enjoyed their chatter, both about Amish concerns, and also about the parts of Englischer life they were being exposed to. Sofia found herself ruefully shaking her head when song names were mentioned—though she found that, if one of them sang a line or two, often she could join in. This was both delightful and a little scary. 

As they were working through dessert—Judith had insisted Sofia have a small taste of every dish, but, after molasses cookies and four different types of pie, Sofia was beginning to hate sugar—one of the girls from the singing circle said: "How long has it been since Abram's led one of the songs? It has to be three years at least."  She had poker-straight hair, and a nose to match.

"Ja, Martha. Since his wife passed on," Judith said. "But,” she added mildly, “I think he may have found something new." She popped a forkful of strawberry tart into her mouth. "I heard he might be courting Mrs. Bieler."

Sofia's stomach seized. She took a sip of the coffee, though it was too strong and not sweet enough for her taste. 

"But she's old!" Martha exclaimed disdainfully, curling a lock of hair around her index finger. 

"Thirty-six this spring,” said Judith. “She can still have more children if she remarries soon. It's not good for children to go too long without a father. And her husband died so horribly."

"But Abram's ten years younger."

"Oh!" Judith raised both eyebrows. "So you're interested, then?"

"No!" Martha shook her head rapidly. "Abram's so... correct all the time..." She wrinkled her nose. "And he doesn't smile."

Sofia was torn between not wanting to interrupt and feeling compelled to defend Abram. "He smiles," she said. Immediately flustered, she took another gulp of her coffee. 

Martha fixed her gaze on Sofia. "Abram did bring you to the singing circle. But you ran off with Samuel."

"That had nothing to do with Abram," Sofia said. "It was... something else."

"Are you running from the cops?" Martha leaned forward on the table on her elbows, her expression fascinated. "What did you do?"

"Nothing!" said Sofia.

"Leave her alone, Martha," Judith ordered. She added in a whisper: "Ever since you got your hands on those Englischer novels, I swear!"

"They're interesting." Martha licked her thumb and ran it over her plate, getting the last cookie crumbs before drawing the napkin across her lower lip. "And Esther's baking is, as always, delicious."

Sofia relaxed. She sipped again at the too-strong coffee as the other girls continued to gossip, the topics of conversation turning safely away to other things. The day was warm, and Sofia felt sweat clinging to the back of her neck. But still, it was calming here.

When she had finished with her plate, she took it into the kitchen. In the open space of floor between the oven and the far wall sat two large metal tubs of soapy water. The first held plates, and the second cups. A smaller tray sat on the counter, filled halfway with forks, knives, and spoons. 

Sofia put her dirty dishes into the water and then made her way outside, hoping to catch a glimpse of Abram. The sun was bright, and she had to place a hand over her eyes in order to see.

The children had been herded inside to eat, leaving the older men to chat amongst themselves while the mothers helped the smallest children. Annie was standing by the church wagon, talking with the Bishop. When she saw Sofia, she waved and called her over.

"Sofia!" she said, drawing the Englischer girl into a tight hug. "I'm so glad you're okay. Esther told me all about the rest of what happened. It must have been so frightening."

"It was,” Sofia acknowledged. “But everyone else was so strong, and they left. I was amazed!"

"Ja. God listens to all of our prayers, of course, but I think Esther has a special place at his ear. She's a powerful woman: powerful in her faith."

"I'd never imagined anything like that," Sofia said. Another subject that had been haunting her came to mind. "But Samuel... What do you think will happen to him?"

"Oh, what happened?” said Annie. “Esther's been tight-lipped about the whole situation, for all she's wearing mourning colors. She says she'll only talk about it with the Bishop."

"Oh." Sofia bit the inside of her lip. "Hmm... I... I shouldn't, then. I mean, it's really not for me to tell." 

"Yes... You’re right, of course."

"But,” said Sofia, “I was hoping to use your phone. I'll need to speak with the police directly tomorrow."

Annie looked concerned. "Are you sure it's safe? Those two men..."

"They were pretending," Sofia explained. "But they're gone now. Esther made sure of that. But if I'm to join you, I need to talk to my family, and do my best to regain my memories."

Annie looked surprised. "You want to join us?" Her brow furrowed. "Englischers don't often join us."

"I know. The Bishop was very clear. I need to have all of my faculties, and make my decision with a clear mind. But,” she said, realizing the truth of her words as she spoke, “I know where my heart lies. It won't change."

Annie folded her arms over her chest, her expression becoming more serious. "Have you spoken to Abram about this?"

"Not yet," Sofia said.

"Don't," Annie said, sounding unusually stern. "Not until you're sure. The man has been through enough. He's only beginning to come back to himself."

"I'd never hurt him!" said Sofia.

"I don't believe you would want to," Annie said. "But the heart is a strange thing, even when we think we know ourselves completely. Which you don't. So, please, be careful."

There was a weight in Sofia's chest, just below her collarbone. When she thought of it now, the joy she had taken in Abram's touch seemed an illusion—as much an illusion as the strange Sofia she had seen dancing in her dreams. 

Annie was right. Until she knew herself—until she learned who the man in her dream was who had held her so closely—she had no business further disrupting Abram's world. Especially when he had just begun—whether because of her or through the grace of a higher power—to live again. 

"I understand," Sofia said. 

Annie nodded. Her expression suddenly softened, and, taking Sofia by both hands, she pulled her close. She let go of Sofia's hands and wrapped her arms around the smaller girl. "Thank you," Annie whispered. 

Sofia closed her eyes and swallowed down the thickness in her throat. She wished the hug didn't feel so much like a goodbye. 
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
il g?"
‘OUT OF DAR][(NESS

BOOK NINE

RUTH PRICE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
Get Email Updates From
Your Favorite Amish Romance Authors!
GRS e I v

B S—

sy ks

nnmm|:|

Werespac o smat iy





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





