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Dear Reader,
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PROLOGUE

Isaac King glanced at his father, knowing the conversation that was about to ensue. Again. He mentally braced himself.

Really, truly, he understood his father’s dilemma. Dat was afraid that if he didn’t do something about Isaac’s bachelorhood, his son would never marry. Which, Isaac admitted to himself, was probably true.

What was wrong with being single, anyway? Their friend and neighbor Ezekiel was a bachelor nearing fifty and he seemed happy enough.

His father now stared at him, scratching his head as if in dismay. “Sohn, you really need to find yourself a fraa.”

“Da-at.” He’d elongated the word like a five-year-old. No wonder his father was concerned for his singleness. He shook his head at his thoughts. “We’ve been over this before. There are no maed around my age that are still available. I’m too old.”

His father scoffed. “Twenty-five is hardly too old to marry. You’re chust a boppli.”

Jah, he’d imagine that he would seem like a boppli to his eighty-five-year-old father.

“Besides, I’m fine just the way I am. I have freedom. I don’t need a fraa around telling me what I can and can’t do.”

His father laughed. “So that’s what you think marriage is about. No wonder you do not wish to marry.”

“Tell me, Dat. Who would I marry?”

“How about Widow Stolzfus?”

“Widow Stolzfus?” His voice screeched. “She’s like forty-five! No way.”

“They say women outlive men.”

Isaac frowned, his look pointed. “No, Dat. Just...no.”

“Isaac, you’re going to need someone to help you take care of this farm and your mother and me. We are getting old and your mother’s health hasn’t been the best lately.”

“But Mamm’s okay, right? She’s not about to die or anything, is she? I hope that’s a long way off.” He didn’t even want to think of not having his mother near. He couldn’t bear to lose either of his parents. They hadn’t been able to conceive when they were younger, but Der Herr miraculously blessed them with a son in their later years. 

But Mamm was eighty, and death was an inevitable part of life.

Isaac’s gut twisted at the turn his thoughts were taking. “Besides, like I said before, who would I marry?”

“You’re right, sohn. I will pray for a solution.”

“Dat, have you ever considered that Der Herr might want me to remain single?”

“No. And you are not Gott. Der Herr said it is not good that man should be alone.”

“Well, unless Gott drops her from an airplane, I don’t know where she’s going to come from.”

“Ach, the ideas you come up with.” Abraham nodded resolutely. “I will pray.”

ONE

Becky Lehman carried the pail of goat’s milk into the house. She’d been blessed that Rose was still giving milk. This would be perfect for the soap she planned on making this week. 

Not only did she make enough soap for the family to use, but she also earned an income by providing her handmade soaps to local grocery stores. It seemed Englischers liked her products as much as she did.

She couldn’t wait to experiment with the new scents she’d recently ordered. Hopefully, they’d come in today’s mail.

Becky opened the back door and walked through the small mudroom and into the kitchen. She found the metal strainer and continued the task at hand. As she strained out the milk, she heard voices coming from the other room.

Apparently, her younger sister and brother-in-law had come to visit. They’d been married for almost six months now. Janie was the youngest of her parents’ four maed and one bruder, while Becky was the oldest. Janie had been the third daughter to marry, leaving one singleton. Her.

Becky sighed and tried not to become discouraged. At twenty-five, there was very little chance of her ever marrying. It seemed she’d been looked over most of her life. She’d gone on a few buggy rides, but none of them ever amounted to anything substantial as far as relationships went.

Not that she wasn’t a suitable mate, at least she didn’t think that had been the reason. She really had no idea what about her seemed to scare most boys away. She was a little bit taller than  the young women in their district and perhaps slightly bigger boned. That’s how Mamm had always described her. But she’d never considered herself overweight. No, she was simply solid. Sturdy. She’d never be mistaken for one of those dainty feminine girls, that was for sure. Sometimes, she wondered if she had Nordic blood running through her veins. Her blonde hair would attest to that.

“Rebekah, will you bring in a snack when you’re done?” Mamm called from the living room.

“Sure.” She would need to put some coffee on too. She went to the pantry and removed the cinnamon rolls she and Mamm had made yesterday, along with the container of instant coffee. After filling the kettle from the hot water reservoir behind the stove, she quickly poured several cups of coffee, set them on the tray with the cinnamon rolls, and then went to join their guests.

She offered coffee to each person present—Dat, Mamm, Janie, and Ralph.

“No, thanks,” Janie declined.

“Really? You don’t want coffee?” This was certainly a first.

Her sister glanced at her husband, but Rebekah noticed the gentle blush on her cheeks. Her sister couldn’t be... Janie quickly looked away. It wasn’t their way to talk about what Becky suspected.

Rebekah studied Janie’s face. “Would you like a cinnamon roll then?” 

“Jah, just half.”

“Are you sure you’re feeling okay, schweschder?”

Again, Janie shared a quick glance with Ralph. Yep, she was quite certain her suspicions were correct. Her sister must be in the familye way. 

A pain struck Rebekah’s heart but she quickly dismissed it. She wouldn’t be envious. She’d simply be happy for her sister and brother-in-law.

She’d always loved the little ones. Perhaps it was due to her being the oldest of the siblings. She’d always had someone to care for in her younger years. The seeds of joy the bopplin brought had been planted in her heart at an early age, and just seemed to grow. What would it be like to be able to hold a boppli of her own? It would be a dream indeed. 

Ach, she shouldn’t be entertaining such thoughts. Der Herr knew what was best for her. If He someday chose to bless her in that way, she’d be happy. But for now, she would be content as she was. No matter how the envy threatened to well up inside her heart.
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Becky brought her journal out of her dresser drawer to pen a quick note. It was something she’d been doing since she first began attending singings, when she first thought of marriage and her future.

She’d occasionally write notes to her future husband, a man only God knew. Someday, maybe, she might allow him to read the thoughts she’d written throughout the years. 

She’d already filled up several journals with her musings, telling her beloved of the events surrounding her life. Hopefully he, whoever he was, would appreciate the things she’d written for his eyes only.

Dear Future Husband,

Today my sister and brother-in-law came over. She didn’t say as much, but I’m guessing she’s expecting their first boppli.

Ach, I think of my future—of our future—and I can’t help but think of how it will be for us. Will you look at me with a look of love and admiration the way my brother-in-law looks at my sister? Will my cheeks glow bright red any time a boppli is hinted at?

Of course, I do not know what the future holds, only Gott does. Perhaps I will never meet you. Perhaps I will never know what it’s like to hold a newborn boppli in my arms, created in love between us along with Der Herr’s blessing.

Even so, I can’t help but dream of it. Of you and me and our boppli. Maybe someday...

But if not, I will be content with what Der Herr has given me.

Your Loving Future Wife

Becky read over her words one more time before closing her journal. Would anyone ever read her private thoughts? Would Gott bring along someone special for her to love? She didn’t know. 

TWO

Isaac sat atop his horse, surveying the many creatures and the land Der Herr had blessed his father with. Soon, this entire spread would belong to him. In actuality, it already did, as his father’s only son. Was he ready for the responsibility of caring for this vast property all by himself? 

His father and mother wouldn’t be around forever. They seemed to be aging more quickly than he was prepared for. Ach, thinking about it now, without his father’s guidance, owning such a large spread seemed like a burden. Of course, he could always hire more help, if need be.

But tending the property alone would be, well, lonely. Perhaps he should give heed to his father’s suggestion of trying to find a fraa. Nee, he wouldn’t find one in this district. He’d have to go elsewhere. But where? He didn’t want to leave his folks, especially since Mamm’s health seemed to be declining lately. What was the solution? He didn’t know.

Gott, please help me to find answers. Help me to find a fraa, if that is Your will. Amen.

~
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“Rebekah, Leroy is here to speak with you.”

Becky’s eyes widened. The bishop was there to talk to her? What on earth had he come to see her for? She mentally combed through her mind. Had she done something wrong? Was he going to disallow selling her handmade soaps to the Englisch stores? Ach, she prayed not.

Perhaps she’d done something against the Ordnung that she’d been unaware of? Nee, then he surely would have sent Reuben Coblentz, the deacon. Ach, what could it be? 

“Rebekah, come,” her father prompted once again.

“Did...did he say what he wanted?”

“Nee. Now come. The bishop is a busy man. We do not want to keep him waiting.”

“I’m coming, Dat.” She reluctantly left her dishwashing and followed her father into the main room of their home.

Leroy smiled his greeting and nodded slightly. “Rebekah.”

“Hello, Leroy.” Her hands grasped her apron and began twisting it. “You...you wanted to see me?”

“I did.”

“Would you like a snack? Some coffee?” Yes, she was stalling. Because she was certain this visit couldn’t be a positive one.

“Have a seat, Rebekah.” The bishop gestured to the chair opposite him.

Becky frowned and shot a questioning look at her father. 

He shrugged.

Becky sighed and resignedly sat down.

“I bet you’re wondering why I’m here.” His smile set her mind at ease. A smidgen. “I’ll get straight to the point.”

She nodded. Gott, please.

“We had a new family move into the area. The Swartzentrubers. Have you met them?”

“Nee, I have not.”  

“They were at the last meeting.”

Ach, she’d heard about it but hadn’t paid much attention. Like usual, she’d kept herself busy in the kitchen and serving until she could return home. No need to endure the pitiful glances and awkward conversation. 

Not that she even minded being single. It seemed like others cared more about her being an alt maedel than she did. Surely it wasn’t the worst thing in the world. She was still relatively young. She was healthy. Jah, she had plenty to be thankful for.

She figured that if it was His will that she marry, Der Herr would send along the right one at the right time. And she’d have complete peace about it.

“He’s a widower with two young kinner.”

Oh, no. She held her breath.

“He works long hours and needs someone to care for the children. I said I’d ask you.”

Oh, good. So this wasn’t a marriage proposal. But still, he’d said widower... Of course, just because he was a widower didn’t mean he was on the hunt for a fraa, did it?

“A babysitter?”

“Well, like I said, he works long hours. Sometimes well into the night. He likely needs someone who would be able to stay at the home.”

Sounds like he needs a fraa... she would not voice that thought aloud. “What does this job pay?”

She hadn’t meant to sound greedy, but to make it clear that this was indeed a job and not something else.

“That would need to be discussed between you and Mervyn.”

“What type of man is he?” The last thing she wanted was to be employed by an ill-tempered man.

“Hard working.”

Jah, she’d figured that much. “When would he need me to start?”

“Immediately.”

“And how many hours will I be needed?” Would she have time to make her soaps yet? “I have many chores around here. I’d hate to leave them for Mamm and Daed.”

“Ach, you don’t need to mind us, Rebekah. We can get along without you, if need be. Besides, we could use a little extra income.” Her father noted.

He was right, of course. They never did seem to have an overabundance of anything, when it came to material possessions. That was one of the reasons she’d been so eager to make her soaps and sell them to the Englisch stores. She did admit, to herself at least, that she wouldn’t mind being able to use some the excess cash on frivolities every now and then. But her family needed her and it was a sacrifice she was willing to make for her folks, a labor of love. 

“He works six days a week,” Leroy answered.

Ach, then the only time she’d have off was Sundays. She nodded. “Okay, I will do it.”

“Very well, then. I’ll let Mervyn know.” The bishop nodded. “He will likely want you to start tomorrow.”

“I can do that.”

“Gut. He begins work at eight, but his driver shows up around seven. He will need you to be there around six so you can fix him and the kinner breakfast and send him off with a lunch.”

Jah, she supposed he would need those things if he had no fraa. Probably supper as well. “I will be there by six, then.”

THREE

Morning arrived early enough. Rebekah looked forward to the challenges this day would bring forth, yet at the same time, she couldn’t help but feel a little apprehensive. After all, she was a single young woman under the employ of a widower. She was pretty certain how the community would react to her circumstances.

Not that she really cared what others thought. If Der Herr wanted her to marry, He would make it clear. And no amount of opinions from the g’may were going to change her mind. Was it anybody else’s business, anyway? Nee, it was not.

“Are you ready to go, Rebekah?” Her father entered the kitchen through the back mudroom. “The buggy’s all hitched up.”

“Thanks, Dat. Jah, I’m ready.” She carried her handbag out to the carriage, along with the loaf of bread Mamm had shoved into her hands at the last minute. She’d insisted since, in the words of her mother, ‘there was no telling when the last time those kinner had a proper loaf of home-baked bread.’ She supposed Mamm was probably correct.

Daed eyed the loaf.

“Mamm insisted,” Becky clarified, answering his unspoken question. She pulled herself up into the buggy as her father took the reins.

He chuckled. “I’m surprised she didn’t send you with ingredients to make more.”

“That might be tomorrow. She wanted me to check their cupboards and pantry first.” Becky smiled.

“That’s your Mamm, always thinking of others. I reckon you’re a lot like her.” He maneuvered the buggy out onto the road. 

“I consider that a compliment.”

He nodded. “I meant it as one.”

Fortunately, it was early enough to beat the morning work traffic. She guessed Brother Swartzentruber would be caught up in that a little later after his driver picked him up.

Becky thought on the man she was about to meet. There was no telling what type of person he might be. Even so, it seemed most Amish men were pretty stable. At least, that had been her experience with her father and bruder.

Ach, thinking about her brother now, she wondered how he was doing. He’d left last year to join a couple of friends who had moved up to Montana to go hunting. He only planned on staying for the summer, but he was having such a gut time, he didn’t want to return home. He said they had a wunderbaar g’may up there and that he was learning a lot about Der Herr. 

The way he’d spoken about it all, kind of made Becky envious. What would it be like up where the air was fresh and clear? Where they were surrounded by forests of beautiful trees? Where wild animals roamed about? She admitted that the last part did seem a bit frightening.

Perhaps, if she found herself with extra time in the near future, she’d sit down and write her brother a letter.

~
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“Well, it looks like we found the place.” Her father glanced her way. “You ready?”

“I guess I have to be, ain’t so?”

“I will go in with you to meet this man. After all, I need to know what time you’ll need to be picked up.” He smiled and briefly squeezed her hand.

“Denki, Dat.” Just her father’s presence would make her feel less nervous.

The bishop had said that Mervyn only had two small kinner, so caring for them shouldn’t be much of a chore. Most Amish kinner she knew were well behaved. Hopefully that included Brother Swartzentruber’s clan.

“Kumm, Rebekah.” Her father offered his hand to assist her from the buggy. Instead, she handed him the bread and her bag.

She glanced around the place, but couldn’t see much since it was still quite dark outside. She’d have to explore the property later once the sun arose.

Her father knocked on the door.

A moment later, a tall lanky man opened the door. Ach, he must’ve been well over six feet tall. Six and a half, maybe. “Come in, please.” His voice was quiet.

They walked into the small house. By the look of it, it was only single-story. Not too common for Amish who tended to have large families. But if he only had two kinner, he had no need of a large home to have to take care of.

“The kinner are still asleep.”

“What are their names?” Becky asked. 

“Mervyn and Myra.” He nodded. “Mervyn is one. Myra is three.”

Oh, wow. They were just young kinner. For some reason, Becky had pictured the children to be a bit older. They would no doubt require her full attention at those ages.

“What time should I pick Rebekah up this evening?”

“I work two jobs three days a week. Eight hours at my first job, then four at my second.”

Rebekah gasped. “When do the kinner see you?” By her thinking, if he left in the morning before they arose, then returned after their bedtime, they didn’t get all that much time with their vatter. The poor things. Especially since they had no mother to care for them.

Mervyn seemed to ignore her question, but looked at her father. “I should be home around six this evening. Tomorrow it will be closer to eleven.”

Her father’s eyes widened. “Perhaps next time I will let Rebekah take the buggy.”

“That would probably be a gut idea,” Mervyn concurred. He turned to her. “I don’t see them as often as I’d like. Right now, the most important thing is providing for their needs.”

She wanted to argue. What greater need did children have then a relationship with a parent? Especially now, since they had no mother. Jah, money was necessary. But how much did one need to provide for two little ones and this small home? Not much, to her thinking. At least, not enough to necessitate working the long hours this man did away from his kinner. 

“I will be back around six, then.” Her father nodded, then she watched him walk out the door.

She turned to her employer. “What would you like me to do?”

“I made a list on the table there. But right now, if you could just fix me a lunch, that would be gut. Today will just be a regular lunch, but I’d like an extra-large one on the days I work both jobs.”

She nodded, then got to work. Thankfully, the man seemed pleasant enough. She wondered about the children.

“Do you have any special instructions for the kinner?”

“Nee, but I will need you to hitch up the horse and buggy and make a trip to the store, unless you would rather hire a driver.”

She frowned. Using an unfamiliar horse that didn’t know her touch would be a challenge for sure. “Could it wait until tomorrow? I’d feel more comfortable taking my own horse.”

“That would be all right, I suppose. You may buy any groceries you think we’ll need. I’ve left money in that envelope there.” He pointed to the table where he’d also left the list.

“Are there any meals you or the kinner prefer?”

He shrugged. “The kinner don’t eat much. Meryvn takes a bottle yet, so we’ll need milk.”

“Does he drink cow’s milk or goat’s milk?” She was quite familiar with goat milk and the benefits for little ones. It was very similar in composition to a human mother’s milk. The Bible even spoke of goat’s milk.

“Cow.”

“I have goats at home that give milk. I could bring some.”

“If you wish.”

She nodded in satisfaction. Surely the milk from her goats would be much more healthy than store-bought cow’s milk. “Are you familiar with the benefits of goat’s milk?”

“Nee. But I really don’t have time right now. Perhaps later.”

“Sure.” She handed him his insulated meal container just as a vehicle arrived outside.

He held up a cell phone. “My number’s on that paper if you need to get a hold of me for anything important.” He nodded, donned his hat, then stepped out the door.

Becky watched out the window as the lights from the vehicle faded from view. She had many hours until Mervyn would return. She wondered how her day would go.

She moved to the table and picked up the note he’d left for her. Perhaps she should have glanced at it prior to his departure, in case she had any questions. But time had been limited and she’d had to prepare his lunch.

The note didn’t mention what time the kinner usually awakened, and now she wondered. If she knew, then she could begin to prepare their meal. She could at least fix a cup of tea for herself. Fortunately, she’d thought to bring some tea and a book with her.

She looked around the kitchen to see if anything needed to be done, but surprisingly Mervyn turned out to be a pretty decent housekeeper. She had no idea how he did it, since he was absent so much. But then, Leroy had said that he’d just moved to these parts, so maybe the clean home spoke more of lack of opportunity for untidiness rather than the widower’s housekeeping skills. Or perhaps he’d cleaned up because he knew she was coming. Whatever the case, she knew there were always things that could be done in a home, even if it was clean. 

She wished she’d asked about the children’s bedrooms. She wanted to check in on them, but she had no desire to stumble upon Mervyn’s private abode. Perhaps the kinner slept in the same room as him? Maybe the youngest did, at least. It wasn’t uncommon to have young kinner stay in the same bedroom as their folks, especially if they needed attention.

She set off down the small hallway. This home wasn’t a typical Amish home as far as structure went. But the plain interior left one with no doubt it was Amish-owned. The walls were unadorned, with the exception of a couple of different scenic wall calendars and a clock. 

Her thoughts went to the clock on the wall. Had it been an engagement gift from Mervyn to his wife? If so, what had been her reaction when she’d received it? Was she expecting Mervyn to propose when he did, or had she been taken by surprise? Ach, perhaps it was best not to dwell on those questions. It wasn’t like she’d ever learn the answers to them anyway. She’d never ask about something so personal—especially not since his fraa had passed on.

She guessed that they couldn’t have been married very long. Mervyn seemed pretty young. At least a couple of years younger than herself, she surmised.

What would it be like to receive a beautiful wall clock from someone who wanted to spend the rest of their life with you? From someone who had chosen you above everybody else? From someone who loved you with all their heart?

She couldn’t fathom the tragedy Mervyn must’ve experienced when his fraa passed on, leaving his kinner with no mamm. Shattering his hopes and dreams for the future. No doubt, like most Amish, he’d just accepted it as God’s will. Not that there was all that much one could do anyhow. Death was appointed unto every man, the Bible said.

FOUR

The day had flown by fairly quickly.

Mervyn and Myra proved to be quiet like their father. Neither of them seemed ill-mannered. Nor, like their father, did they appear overly cheerful. They were both pleasant and compliant like, Becky guessed, their father must be.

The kinner enjoyed being outside, it seemed, so they’d spent a good deal of the day outdoors. Since the children were relatively easy to manage, Becky realized that it would most likely be no problem whatsoever to move her soapmaking operation to Mervyn’s home. She’d be sure to ask him about it this evening when he returned. The thought excited her. If he okayed it, she’d be able to provide money for her folks with two incomes. Dat would be pleased for sure.

Supper had been pretty simple. She’d just thrown together a chicken vegetable noodle soup. It would go perfectly with the bread she’d baked earlier in the day. 

She realized that she should probably ask Mervyn about his likes and dislikes concerning food so she could be sure to prepare meals that would be eaten. No sense in making food that would go to waste. Of course, if Mervyn was anything like her father, the family would eat whatever she served whether they liked it or not. Nothing went to waste in the Lehman household. Waste not, want not.

Just as she moved the pot of soup to the warming shelf, she heard a vehicle pulling into the driveway. She quickly removed bowls from the cupboard and placed them on the table. She took butter out of the ice box and set it next to the bread.

A moment later, the sound of footsteps on the back steps told her that Mervyn would be entering any moment. She quickly gathered the kinner to greet their father.

The moment he walked through the door, the youngest one squealed with delight. Mervyn’s face lit up as he met the children’s eyes. Surely, this was the highlight of his day.

She looked forward to the day, if it was in Der Herr’s plan, when her mann would come home to their little ones. The sound of buggy wheels outside interrupted her musings.

“Sounds like your vatter is here.” Mervyn said as he placed his lunch container on the counter, then scooped young Mervyn into his arms. “How did your day go with the little ones?”

Her focus moved to Myra, who was currently climbing up into one of the chairs at the table. “Ach, they were wunderbaar. No trouble at all.”

He nodded as though he expected nothing less. “Gut.”

“I wanted to ask about something.” She reached for her purse and slung it over her shoulder. “I am a soap maker. Would you mind if I brought my supplies and made soap here?”

“Ach, lye is dangerous for the kinner, ain’t so?”

“Well, jah, it can be. But I am very careful when making my soap. I would make sure that it is not within their reach.”

He grimaced. “I would rather you didn’t make your soap here. I plan to purchase supplies for the garden. Perhaps you would like to tend to that.”

She tried not to let the disappointment show on her face. “Jah, I can do that. I enjoy gardening.”

“Very well, then. I will leave extra money so you can pick up some plants when you go into town tomorrow. The children will enjoy getting their hands dirty.” He lifted a small smile.

She nodded as her father came to the door.

“I will see you tomorrow, then? Same time?”

“Jah, I will be here.” She opened the door. 

Her father waved to Mervyn, then the two of them set off toward home, leaving the Swartzentruber family to enjoy their evening meal.

~
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Isaac had dreaded this day his entire life. No amount of planning could adequately prepare him for all of the emotions that accompanied losing a loved one. He wasn’t ready to let Mamm go. Not yet.

She’d been the only female influence in his life. The one who balanced out him and Dat. Not only that, but she’d taught him so much about life. Taught him how to cook and clean. Taught him what to look for in a fraa—not that he’d ever find one. But if he wanted to, surely he’d marry someone like Mamm.

Ach, what would he and Dat do without her?

He’d seen this day coming. Mamm and Dat had both been elderly his entire life, and they’d only aged more as the years passed. What would he do when they were both gone? He’d be utterly alone with no one in the world to care for him. Nee, he couldn’t let that happen.

He did have Ezekiel, their bachelor neighbor who often helped out on their ranch. But Ezekiel wasn’t kin. He was a friend, jah, but he was a gut twenty years older than Isaac.

Mamm had mentioned several times, when she’d been in better health, that he should find himself a nice fraa. But how could he? Where would he get one?

All of the single maed in the g’may thought him too old. The only prospects were the few widows in their community, and they were too old for him. There were no viable options for someone like him, it seemed. 

He’d wanted to fulfill Mamm’s dream of seeing him happily married off before she passed on to Glory, but not at the expense of marrying someone he would not be compatible with. He wanted someone that had been handpicked by Der Herr, someone just for him. Not a widow who would most likely constantly compare him to her first husband. And not someone young and immature. But it seemed finding a decent mate wasn’t something within Gott’s will for him. At least, not for the time being.

Whoever said there were plenty of fish in the sea had never swam in Bishop Elmer Peachy’s pond or had seen how shallow it was. Their district wasn’t tiny, but certainly couldn’t be likened to a sea. While the fish may be plentiful elsewhere, they were not here. That was for sure and certain.  

FIVE

The next two weeks flew by flawlessly where the Swartzentruber family was concerned. Becky tended to the children, but she was careful not to invest too much of her heart. The last thing she needed was for the kinner to become too attached to her and see her as their mother-figure. She was their babysitter, and she knew someday her position as their caretaker would end.

She did care for the children immensely, but she didn’t desire to become their mamm. She viewed them more as younger siblings or niece and nephew instead.

She also missed her soapmaking and time spent with her own family. Her own family...what would it be like to actually have her own family? One where she was one of the heads of household. Ach, she wouldn’t dwell on that thought. Der Herr’s timing was perfect. She would be patient and wait.

As far as she was concerned, she would be content taking care of her folks all her days. Who knows? Perhaps that was what Gott had planned for her. If He wanted her to move, He’d prompt her. But for now, she knew she was to sit still.

Be still and know that I am God.

Yes, that was what she would do. She would be still. She would wait.

~
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The following church Sunday had been more awkward than usual. Becky had been patient and answered questions. Of course, the g’may would be curious about her present circumstances. She was an alt maedel working for a young widowed father who was new to their district. The perfect solution to her singleness, in their minds.

Yet, she was in no hurry to marry. Especially not to Mervyn Swartzentruber. As a man and her employer, she had nothing but the utmost respect for him. He worked hard and ran his household well. But that didn’t automatically make him a suitable mate for her. Practical perhaps, but not suitable.

She thought of each of her friends growing up and the men they’d married. 

Mary had been the first. She’d had a crush on Daniel for as long as Becky could remember. Apparently, Daniel must’ve had an eye for Mary as well. As soon as she turned seventeen, they’d began sharing buggy rides together. It seemed like they had a fairy tale romance. Both knew exactly what they wanted. The following wedding season, they were wed and now had several adorable kinner. As far as their relationship went, it seemed to be a match made in Heaven. They adored each other just as much today as their first buggy ride home.

Becky sighed. Jah, Mary’s life certainly seemed like a fairy tale.

And next, there was Rosemary and Atlee. Atlee had been from a neighboring district. Their youth groups occasionally spent time together, participating in various activities both of their districts were a part of. She’d caught his eye in a volleyball game. They’d been on opposing sides. When he spiked a ball that hit her in the head, he’d immediately rushed to her side and insisted on taking complete care of her. From there, they’d become fast friends and seemed to be inseparable. Within two years, they were hitched in his district and now Becky hardly saw her friend.

Then there was Judy. Judy met her husband at Rosemary and Atlee’s wedding. Jerome was a cousin of Atlee and had been visiting from another state. They’d been paired up together for the wedding supper, then spent the evening participating in games and activities as a couple. After that, they’d begun a letter courtship. She and Jerome now lived in Indiana. Occasionally, Becky would receive a letter update from her friend. Last she’d heard, they’d been blessed with twins, bringing their family unit up to seven members.

Each of her friends had such wonderful and different stories. Becky knew their lives weren’t perfect. But she also knew that, if given the choice, they would choose the same path again. One thing that seemed to be consistent in each of their stories was the fact that they’d been attracted to each other. She wasn’t so shallow to think that attraction was everything, but it was something.
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“Rebekah, kumm, sit.” Her mother settled into her usual Sunday afternoon resting chair, her traditional cup of tea in hand. “We have had so little time to talk lately, with you being so busy taking care of Widower Swartzentruber’s kinner every day yet.”

Becky did as bidden and joined her mother for tea. She took the kettle and poured hot water into her cup and steeped a tea bag in it. It was wonderful that Mamm used her tea set often. It seemed many others just kept theirs in a cabinet on display. Not Mamm.

“Tell me how things have been going,” Mamm prodded.

Becky shrugged. “Gut, I suppose. But I miss being home. I miss spending time with you and Dat. And I miss making my soaps.”

Mamm smiled. “You always loved making those soaps of yours.”

“I enjoy the process. It’s relaxing somehow. And then to know that I’m providing something useful for our family to enjoy and for the stores...” She shrugged. “I guess I just miss it.”

“Why don’t you take your supplies over to Mervyn’s place?”

“He said nee. He doesn’t want the kinner around the lye.”

Mamm frowned. “Ach, that’s a shame. You’ve always been very careful when your nieces and nephews have come to visit.”

“I am. I’m aware of the danger. I’d never put the kinner at risk.”

“I know you wouldn’t.” Mamm took a sip of her tea, her pinky finger pointed toward Heaven.

Becky smiled. Her mother wasn’t the only one who sipped tea that way. Nee, she’d noticed many others as well. She’d even caught herself doing it on occasion.

“It is going well then?” Mamm asked.

“Jah, fine. It’s a way to make money, I suppose.”

“You do not like your job? I thought you would enjoy tending to kinner.”

“Nee, I do enjoy Mervyn and Myra. They are very sweet kinner. They are easy to care for.”

“But?”

“I don’t know what it is exactly, Mamm.” Becky frowned. “Did you ever feel like part of your life was missing?”

Mamm frowned. “Can’t say I have.”

Becky sighed. “I guess I’m feeling restless.”

“That is natural, I suppose. Your friends have all been long married off and have families of their own. Perhaps you feel as though life is passing you by?”

“Not necessarily. I just feel like there is more Der Herr wants me to do, but I’m not doing it. Do you understand?”

“Ach, but you are doing it. You are waiting. Sometimes waiting is the hardest part. Maybe Der Herr is attempting to teach you something right now.”

“Waiting is difficult.”

“Trust that Gott will show you what His will is. If He has a life planned out for you, I assure you, Becky, He will not let that life pass you by.”

“How will I know it is Derr Herr’s will though?”

“He will give you peace in your heart.”

Even hours later, Becky couldn’t help but dwell on her conversation with Mamm. 

Wait. Wait for peace.

Help me, Lord, to wait on You and to trust You. And make Your path for me clear.

SIX

“I’m thinking you might could be a suitable fraa and a mudder to the kinner. I would like to court you for a time, if you’re agreeable. Will you take this into consideration?”

Becky practically spit out her orange juice. Heat rose to her cheeks. Had Mervyn Swartzentruber just asked if she’d marry him? And just when would he find time to court her? He was never home. Ach.

She swallowed down a huge gulp of juice, then stared at the breakfast she’d made. Suddenly, her appetite was non-existent.

Talk about a shock. 

Thoughts swirled in her mind. A fraa to Mervyn? Gott?

Nee.

Out of all the faces and statures of potential life mates that had flitted through her mind over the years, Mervyn’s had not been one of them. Not that she was vain and would only have someone handsome. But she should feel at least the slightest bit of attraction to a person if she was going to marry, shouldn’t she?

Mervyn seemed like a nice enough man. His children were well-behaved and obviously needed a mother to care for them, but something was missing. Becky couldn’t be sure what it was, but she felt an uneasiness about the entire situation.

Ach, if she mentioned the prospect to her folks, they’d be pleased, no doubt. But her folks wouldn’t be the ones married to Mervyn Swartzentruber, it would be her. Surely they would think she was ab im kopp if she turned down his request. After all, she was past marrying age in most Amish respects.

But was it too much to want to have a choice in whom she married? Was it too much to ask to feel peace in her heart about the situation? Was it too much to desire a mate that she’d be at least a little bit attracted to?

She would pray about it, for sure and certain. But she was quite confident this rock in her gut would not disappear no matter how much she prayed. But she would anyhow.

“Rebekah?” Ach, Mervyn was still waiting for an answer.

“I will pray about it.”

He nodded satisfactorily. “Gut. I’m sure you will see it is a gut offer for you, seeing that you have no family of your own.”

“Would I be able to make my soaps?”

“Ach, I would think that you’d be too busy caring for the kinner and any more we might have, taking care of a husband, and running an Amish home. You will not have time for your soaps.”

A closed door.

And just the thought of the two of them sharing the marriage bed...ach...nee, nee, nee! Her mind just would not could not abide the thought.

Gott, do You want me to marry Mervyn Swartzentruber? If not, please make it crystal clear. Please guide my path and show me where You’d like me to walk. I desire Your will, Gott. If it is with Mervyn, then so be it. But if not, please show me. I do not want to make a mistake. I do not want to marry just to be married. Take my hand and lead me to what You want for me. Amen.
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Becky took a deep breath as she entered her home that evening. How would she explain Mervyn’s proposal to her folks without them getting their hopes up?

She had promised Mervyn that she’d pray about it, and she had been all day. Although, she had to admit, she wasn’t feeling it. But above anything, she desired Gott’s will. 

“How was work today?” Mamm asked as she sat down at the supper table next to Becky.

Her father cleared his throat and bowed his head, indicating he was ready to pray for the meal.

After her father lifted his head once again and began serving himself, they did as well.

“It was...quite interesting.” Becky said carefully.

“Oh yeah? How so?” Her father chimed in.

“Well.” She snatched a roll from her plate, then put it back down. “Uh, Mervyn asked if I would be interested in him courting me.”

Her father’s grin widened, while her mother’s eyes did likewise.

She rushed on. “I said I would pray about it.”

Dat nodded. “Seems like there shouldn’t be much to pray about, I’d say. He needs a fraa and a mamm for those kinner. You need a husband.”

Her mother gasped. “Ach, she doesn’t want to marry just anybody.”

She was grateful for her mother’s interjection. “Nee, I want Der Herr’s will. I need to have peace in my heart before deciding on something like this.”

“Seems like Der Herr has already answered to me.” Her father insisted.

“Dat, how did you and Mamm meet?” Becky cut her roll in half, slathered it with butter and jam on both sides, then took a bite.

Her father smiled and caught her mother’s eye. “She was waitressing at a little diner in town. I’d stop in at least once a week for a slice of pie and coffee.”

Becky smiled, picturing it all in her head.

“Once a week?” Mamm laughed. “More like every other day.”

“I couldn’t seem to get enough you. You were the prettiest little thing I’d ever seen. And I’d never tasted better pie.”

Her mother gasped. “Those were frozen store-bought pies. They were terrible!”

“Not with you serving them.” He winked and gently tugged the ribbon on her mother’s kapp.

Becky loved seeing this side of her folks. How come she’d never thought to ask about their courtship before?

Becky looked at her mother. “What did you think of him?”

She shrugged. “I thought he was pretty cute.”

“Pretty cute?” Her father sputtered. 

“Okay, dashingly handsome.” Her mother conceded. “But you smelled like you’d been working with manure all day.”

“That’s probably because I was. You know how much I did on my father’s farm. Especially after he was injured in that accident.” He mused. “But I didn’t smell bad all the time. I showered and even bought cologne before I took you out in my buggy.”

“Jah, you did.” Mamm laughed. “Drenched yourself in it. I could hardly breathe! I’m just glad you drove an open buggy. I would have died otherwise.”

Becky giggled. “Did you know right away?”

Her father shook his head. “I was sure and certain she was sent straight from Heaven.”

Mamm nodded. “I’d dare say I fell in love with your father before he even took me out on our first date. It was a big deal, though, since we from different districts.”

“Ach, I didn’t know that!” Becky’s smile widened.

“Yep.” Her father nodded. “It’s a gut thing no one knew until we published our banns. Otherwise her father would have put an end to it then and there.”

“But it was too late.” Mamm smiled. “At that point, I would have run off with your father and become Englisch if he asked.”

Becky gasped. “You wouldn’t have!”

“Oh, yes I would. It probably wouldn’t have been gut for either of us, and thank Der Herr that our parents finally conceded.” 

“So how long did you date?” Becky looked back and forth.

“We met in the summer and married in the fall.” Her father reached over and squeezed her mother’s hand.

Becky’s eyes widened. “So, just a few months?”

Mamm shrugged. “Well, when you know...”

“Did either of you have any doubts?”

Her father looked at her mother and he shook his head. “Not a one.” 

Becky nodded. “That is what I want too. No doubts.”

Her parents shared a knowing look and they reluctantly seem to agree with her wishes.
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When Becky turned in to bed for the evening, she couldn’t help but think of her parents’ romantic courtship. Ach, but it seemed like a dream. Could there be someone like that out there for her? Someone who loved her like her father loved her mother? Gott, if there is any way...

She dozed off before she could finish her prayer, but woke up sometime later.

“Lord, I’m not sure what You desire of me.” She whispered. “I want to be pleasing to You. I want to do Your will. Will You show me what that is, Lord? If You desire for me to stay single, an alt maedel, forever then so be it. My life is Yours, Lord. I place it into Your hands. You know what’s best and I trust You. Amen.” 

SEVEN

The following morning, Dat greeted her while she prepared to leave. “Your mother and I talked it over last night. We want to see you happy according to Der Herr’s will. We prayed for wisdom for you. If getting hitched to Mervyn is what Der Herr leads you to do, we are fine with that. If not, we are fine with that too. It is your life, Becky, and you are free to make your own decisions.”

Her heart swelled with gratitude for her parents. “Denki, Dat. I appreciate your prayers. I, too, am seeking Der Herr’s will. Mamm said that when it is Gott’s will, I will have peace in my heart.”

“Your mother is a wise woman.” He grinned, then gestured toward the door. “I do not want to keep you, dochder. Have a gut day. Macy is all hooked up and ready to go.”

“Denki, Dat. I will.” Becky nodded, then stepped out the door.

On her way to the Swartzentruber home, she’d pondered what she’d say to Mervyn. One of the things she hated most was letting other people down. But she saw no other way around this situation. She couldn’t agree to his proposal. Not without peace in her heart. She was just thankful that her folks had been on the same page. Perhaps asking them about their own courtship had softened them a little.

Fortunately, Mervyn wasn’t head-over-heels in love with her or anything. Nee, he simply wanted a marriage-of-convenience. She wasn’t technically against those types of marriages. They seemed to work out when both parties were willing. But, without peace, marriage just wasn’t an option.

Gott, please help me to let Mervyn down gently.
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Becky made quick work of preparing Mervyn’s breakfast and lunch. He now sat at the table sipping his coffee. He appeared to be deep in thought.

He set his mug down. “Have you given any thought to our discussion yesterday? Have you spoken with your folks about it?” His voice sounded hopeful.

Ach.

“I have, actually.”

“Gut. Because I was hoping to begin courting as soon as possible.”

Ach, Gott?

“I...uh...I don’t think a courtship between us is going to work out, Mervyn.”

“Nee? Why not?”

“My spirit wars within me whenever I consider the prospect.”

“Perhaps those are just butterflies and you are simply nervous.”

“Nee, I specifically prayed for peace in my heart regarding Gott’s will. The more I pray about this, the more my soul seems to fight it. I have no peace about this.”

He looked disappointed and she felt bad. “Very well, then.” He stood from the table, leaving his mug. He then gathered his lunch container.

“Mervyn...” She hesitated. “I do wish you the best. Perhaps Der Herr has someone specially planned for you and the kinner.”

“Perhaps.” He nodded, placed his hat on his head, then walked out the door to the waiting vehicle.

“Gott, please help Mervyn to find someone to meet his and the kinner’s needs,” she whispered the prayer as she watched the taillights of the vehicle disappear into the early morning darkness.

EIGHT

Isaac sat on the straight-back chair tapping his fingers on his trousers. Dat needed something... Nee, Dat must’ve been planning something by the strange way he’d been acting lately. And evidently, it had something to do with him.

“Now sohn, before you say anything, I want you to hear me out.”

Oh, boy. Isaac took a deep breath and stared up at the deer head above the mantle. What on earth was his father up to? He nodded patiently.

“I’m not getting any younger, and since your mother passed away, I...” He swiped away a tear. “Your mother really would have liked to see you married and settled, but it is too late for that now. I don’t know how much longer I will be around.”

Panic seized Isaac’s heart. No! “What are you saying, Dat? Are you...are you dying?”

“I’m saying that I want to see you happy. With a fraa. I need to know that you’ll be taken care of when I’m gone. This is a heavy burden on my heart, sohn. I have a plan and I’d like you to agree to it.” He held up his hand before Isaac could speak again. 

His father hurried on. “Ezekiel is going to an auction in Pennsylvania. I have given him some instructions. I want him to bring you back a wife.”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, Dat. Wait a minute. You’re going to send Ezekiel to fetch me a...a...fraa?” His voice screeched in incredulity. “At the auction?” 

His father laughed out loud. “Nee, not at the auction, sohn. From the Plain community there.”

Isaac shook his head. “Nee, I don’t think—”

“Chust hear me out, alright? It will be on certain conditions. If they are not met, then he will return empty-handed.”

“Dat, I appreciate what you’re trying to do. Really. But I don’t think that sending Ezekiel is the best idea. She’ll be my wife. Why don’t I go?”

“Nee.”

“Why not?”

“You have too many responsibilities to be away that long. Besides, if anything ever happened to you...”

He knew what his father was implying without even saying it. If he went to Pennsylvania himself, then he might want to stay there. His father had worked hard at building them a place here in Kentucky. If Isaac chose to move back, all his father’s years of hard work would be gone. Not to mention, his father genuinely believed that the Lord had moved him to this place. But he wouldn’t dream of abandoning his father. Ever.

“I have prayed long and hard about this, Isaac. I feel this will be best.”

“What conditions did you have in mind?” Isaac shook his head. Was he actually pondering this ludicrous idea? “Ach, any woman will surely think I’m desperate.”

“If it is Der Herr’s will, you have nothing to be afraid of, ain’t so?”

Isaac shrugged.

“She must be Amish and believe as we do. She must be a maedel and never married, but not too young.”

Isaac nodded. That sounded reasonable. It might be awkward to be paired up with a woman that had already been married. Nee, he didn’t wish to have a fraa more experienced than he was. Which wasn’t at all.

“She must be fair to look upon,” his father continued his list.

He definitely couldn’t argue with that. He just hoped that whoever this woman was would find him attractive as well.

“She must be selfless and kind. She must be willing to come back and marry you. Even if her father agrees to it, it must be her own decision.”

Isaac nodded. He really had no reason to say no, did he? And if his father’s plan actually did work out, well...ach... 

For the first time, the idea of finding a wife sounded exciting to him. Thrilling, even. 

“I agree, Dat.” He rubbed his stubbled chin and realized that, if he did find a wife, he wouldn’t be shaving his face much longer. “But do you really think there is a young woman out there who would agree to this?”

“If it is Der Herr’s will, He will see to it.”

“I want to go shopping first,” Isaac declared.

His father laughed. “Shopping?”

“Jah. If there is a maedel who will have me sight unseen, she must be very special. I want to pick out the most beautiful clock I can find.” 

And maybe some kind of jewelry? The Amish didn’t wear jewelry, but the last time he’d been to the store, the jewelry case had drawn him and he couldn’t get over how beautiful all the precious stones were, shining under the lights. It had reminded him of the book of Revelation where John was describing what Heaven was like. Jah, that was what he would do. He’d find a clock and something beautiful from the jewelry case. And he’d send it along with Ezekiel.

“You are thoughtful, sohn. I’m sure your future fraa will appreciate that.”

“I hope so.”

Isaac smiled at the prospect. He’d been reticent at first, but now? Now? Ezekiel couldn’t return soon enough.
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It had only been a day since Ezekiel left, but it seemed like weeks as far as Isaac was concerned. Perhaps he shouldn’t get his hopes up. Perhaps he shouldn’t be entertaining thoughts of having a wife. But he couldn’t help it.

Ever since the very real possibility of Ezekiel returning home with a wife for him, Isaac couldn’t help but dream of this mystery woman who would be beautiful and kind and everything else he could hope for in a fraa. And if she did agree to come, that meant she knew what would be expected of her—that she would be his wife, not only in word, but in deed also. In every way.

Isaac swallowed, his face growing hot. He didn’t know the first thing about having a wife. But he did know that he was already falling in love with her. For a woman to agree to come all this way just for him...he would indeed be a blessed man.

Ach, who was he kidding? Chances were, Ezekiel would return empty-handed. Maybe he shouldn’t have gotten his hopes up.

NINE

Becky was about to hang up the water bucket, when she noticed a truck and horse trailer approaching their driveway. She looked up as the vehicle seemed to slow down, then pull into their long drive.

She wondered who it could be. She’d fetch Dat or her bruder, but her brother was still up in Montana and Mamm and Dat had gone into town this afternoon. Normally, she didn’t like interacting with Englisch strangers, but it seemed she’d have no choice today.

The vehicle came to a halt in front of the barn. She surveyed the extended-cab truck and fancy horse trailer and smiled when one of the horses whinnied. She’d always been fond of horses.

She released a relieved sigh when an Amish man, likely several years younger than her Dat, descended the vehicle on the passenger’s side. She felt much more comfortable dealing with someone of like faith and culture, rather than an Englischer.

“Hello,” the man greeted. He didn’t look familiar, but she recognized kindness in his eyes.

“May I help you?” Her smile was tentative.

“Uh, jah, I hope so.”

“Was my father expecting you?” She glanced at the trailer again. She didn’t think her father had purchased any horses recently. “If you’re here to see my father—”

He held up his hand. “Ach, nee, nee.”

The horses in the back trailer drew her attention again. She realized she still held the water bucket in her hands. “Have you been traveling long? I’d be happy to fetch some water for the horses if they are thirsty.”  

The man’s eyes were closed, as though he’d been praying. He smiled. “Ach, jah. That would be wunderbaar. We’ve been driving a couple of hours now.”

“I’d be happy to fetch some lemonade for you and your driver too.”

He nodded demurely. “You are a blessing. Denki.”

Something about this man, about the way he carried himself, was different. She couldn’t really describe it, but she had this surreal feeling. Like she was maybe walking in a dream...or...she didn’t know.

“Whose house have we come to?” His eyes seemed to appraise the farm.

“My father is Benuel Lehman. My mother is Anna.”

“And you are?”

“Their oldest dochder, Rebekah.”

“You are unmarried.”

She was unsure if it was a question or a statement. “I am.”

“Gut.”

Her cheeks warmed at his assessment.

He smiled and held up his hand. “Allow me to explain.”

“Would you and your driver like to take a seat on the porch while I get some refreshments?”

“That would be wunderbaar, denki.”

Becky disappeared into the house, her heart beating rapidly. Ach, there was something about this man’s presence that rattled her soul. Almost like there was a current of electricity in the air. An excitement. Why did she feel this way?

She didn’t know what it was. There was no logical explanation for these feelings.

She quickly pulled the lemonade from the fridge and placed it on a tray with several cups. She also placed a few muffins on the tray in case they needed a snack. As she stepped out onto the porch, she noticed that only the Amish man sat there. The Englisch driver seemed to be looking out at her father’s fields near the fence.

She poured a cup of lemonade and handed it to the Amish man. 

“I’m sorry. I did not introduce myself. My name is Ezekiel.”

She took a seat on one of the empty rockers on the porch. “It’s nice to meet you, Ezekiel.”

“I will state my business.” He blew out a breath. “Now, this may sound absurd to you, but please hear me out.”

She nodded slowly.

“My neighbor, Abe King, is an elderly gentleman. His fraa passed on recently and he’s thinking that he may not be around very long either. He owns a large horse ranch in Kentucky that his son oversees. He and his fraa only had one son, his name is Isaac.”

She listened intently and waited for him to continue. 

“Isaac is twenty-six and single. There are no maed in his district near his age for him to marry. All are either too old or too young. Because of this, his father has sent me on a quest to find him a fraa.”

Becky’s eyes widened.

Ezekiel chuckled. “Jah, that was about Isaac’s reaction too when his father first concocted this idea. He eventually warmed to the prospect, though, which is why I’m here. Isaac is a gut Amish man. I think you will see that he will make a gut husband.”

Becky swallowed. “For...me?”

“Jah.” He nodded. “You see, before we even pulled in here, I had been praying. I prayed that Der Herr would show me the exact place he wanted us to turn into. I prayed that I would find an unmarried woman and that she would offer water to the horses. Furthermore, I prayed that you would also offer nourishment to me and my driver.”

Becky’s mouth hung open. Could this really be happening?

“Ach, and I have something for you.” He dug into his pocket and pulled out a small box.

She stared down at it as he offered it to her. “What is it?”

He shrugged. “I’m not sure exactly. But Isaac insisted that I give it to you.”

She took the small box from his hand and opened it. She gasped. A small beautiful ring sparkled as the gemstone caught the sun’s light. Becky’s breath hitched. Ach, it was beautiful. Someone had bought this for her? No man, save her father, had ever bought her anything.

“I know that we do not wear jewelry, and Isaac is aware of this too. But he’d said that sparkling jewels reminded him of Heaven. Heaven is where the King of Kings lives. Kings typically have an abundance of jewels.” He shrugged. “Isaac’s last name is King. I guess he thought it was fitting. He figured every time you looked at this ring, it would be a reminder of Heaven.”

Ach, how thoughtful!

“He also bought you a clock—oops, I don’t think I was supposed to share that bit of information with you.” He grimaced, then chuckled. “Forget you heard it, please.”

Forget about a clock? There was no way she could possibly forget about a clock. The words spilling out of Ezekiel’s mouth had been no accident. Gott? 

Wow, this was all so overwhelming. But somehow, she wasn’t overly anxious. As a matter of fact, she felt completely at ease. At peace, even. Excited, even.

Her mother’s words came to her mind at that moment. Trust that Gott will show you what His will is. He will give you peace in your heart.

Ach.

“I have one question.” She smiled. She almost felt like she knew what the answer would be before she even asked it.

“Say on.”

“How does he feel about soap?”

Ezekiel’s eyes widened. “Soap?”

She nodded.

He shrugged. “Well, I reckon he likes soap. Especially when he’s been out riding on the ranch all day and comes in all dusty.”

“And he won’t mind if I make it at home?”

“Nee, I assure you he has nothing against soap.” He grinned. “Why ever would he?”

She shrugged and a smile stretched across her face. “Gut.”

“Is that it? Will you come meet Isaac then?”

“Jah.” She nodded, anticipation filling her soul. “I will come meet Isaac if my father and mother approve.”

“Wunderbaar! He will be thrilled.”

TEN

About an hour later, Becky’s folks finally returned from their excursion in town. Becky and Ezekiel had talked casually on the front porch. He’d asked many questions about her and her family, and she, in turn, asked questions about Isaac and his life.

Ach, was this truly happening? Did Der Herr hear her prayers and send someone for her? Just like that? What
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	He must know Der Herr

	He must be Amish

	He must love me

	He must be respectful to his folks

	He must like kinner

	He must be kind and caring

	This is not a requirement, of course, but it would be nice if he was gut looking
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