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And we have seen and do testify that the Father sent

the Son to
be the Savior of the world.

1
John 4:14 (KJV)


Note to the Reader

The Amish community
I’ve created is fictional, but exists close to Wheat Ridge, which
is an actual Amish community in the southern part of Ohio. Before I
started writing my Amish series, I did extensive research to portray
this wonderful faith as accurately as possible. I’ve used many
rules and traditions common to the Amish way of life. However, there
are differences between the various groups and subgroups of Amish
communities. This is because the Amish have no central church
government; each has its own governing authority. Every local church
maintains an individual set of rules, adhering to its own Ordnung.

If you live near an
Amish community, actions, and dialogue in my book may differ from the
Amish culture you know. The Amish speak Pennsylvania Dutch with
variations in spelling among the many different Amish and Mennonite
communities throughout the United States. I have included a glossary
for the Pennsylvania Dutch words used in this book.

In spite of some of the
differences among the various Amish communities, none have
electricity in their homes, and they don’t drive vehicles.


Pennsylvania
Dutch Glossary


ach: oh


aenti: aunt


appeditlich: delicious


boppli: baby


bruder: brother


daadi: granddad


daed: dad


danki: thank you


dat: father


ehemann: husband


Englisher: a non-Amish
person


fraa: wife


froh: happy


gut: good


Gut nacht: good night


kaffi: coffee


kapp: prayer covering


kinner: children


mamm: mom


mammi: grandma


nee: no


Ordnung: the set of
rules by which the Amish live


rumspringa:
running-around time and is before an Amish young person officially
joins the church.


schee:
pretty


schweschder: sister


wunderbaar: wonderful


ya: yes


Chapter One


Fields Corner, Ohio

“Priscilla, how was
work today?”

From the serious
expression on her father’s face, Priscilla knew someone had told
him what she’d done. She shouldn’t have left early to go to
Angela’s Restaurant, but the fabric store hadn’t been busy all
day. Besides, Sarah, the co-owner of the store, had told her that she
could leave. It had been nice to have another meeting with Madison,
the English woman, she would work for in the summer. Her father had
never asked her about her job before, so it was curious he should ask
now. Perhaps it wasn’t because he knew she’d left several hours
early. She’d keep quiet and see if he mentioned her shortened work
day. “Work was slow today. We had few customers.”

“Did you leave work
early, then?”

“Ya.
Sarah told me to.” No need to
tell him that I asked if I could.

“Where did you go
after you left? It wasn’t home, where you should have been.” Amos
King crossed his arms across his chest as he stood next to the
kitchen counter.

Glancing at her
father’s stern face, Priscilla wondered if Levi had stopped to tell
him. It didn’t seem likely that he would bother to make a trip to
their house to mention she’d been at the restaurant. Although she’d
noticed Levi standing at the counter to pay his bill, she didn’t
think he saw her. She didn’t recall seeing any other church member,
but the restaurant was crowded. Her concentration had been on Madison
and what her summer job would entail. “I had lunch at Angela’s
Restaurant. I sometimes eat lunch there on Friday when I work.”

“It must have been a
late lunch, because Levi saw you there at two o’clock.”

She nodded, leaning
against the kitchen counter. “Ya.
I had a late lunch because Sarah had me work until one-thirty. She
hoped business would pick up, but as it remained slow, she told me to
go ahead and leave.”

“It wasn’t only a
late lunch but a long one.”

“I had an errand to
run after I ate lunch.” Hopefully,
he won’t ask about my errand. In the purse she held
close to her side was a cell phone. Madison had offered to buy
Priscilla one, so it’d be easier to call her. Priscilla decided
it’d be better to buy it herself. It wasn’t a fancy smartphone
but a cheap and basic cell phone. She’d been relieved to have one
because she hadn’t wanted to give their number for their phone in
the barn. Leaving a message on their answering machine would be a
disaster, especially if her summer job wasn’t approved by her
parents.

“Who was the English
woman you had lunch with?”

Right at this moment,
Priscilla would give anything to be somewhere else. She wanted to
tell her summer plans when both parents were present. One good thing
about her daed’s interrogation
was that for once he noticed her. Usually she felt like she was
invisible to her bishop father. She’d felt like he never loved her
as much as his other kinner.
Luke was his only son, and Molly and Beth made him proud when they
had joined the church at young ages. She wasn’t about to join the
church when she had too much to experience in life. And would
becoming baptized make him love her as much as the others? He
apparently thought a lot of Anna, because he had allowed her to work
for two English veterinarians. Then there was Sadie. She was her
father’s favorite. “I had lunch with Madison Wittenberg. Where is
Mamm?”

“She’s watching
Isaac and Grace while Molly finishes a quilt. She’ll be home soon.
Who is Madison Wittenberg?”

Priscilla’s heart
raced because she knew what would happen if she mentioned her
upcoming Florida job. More than anything, she wanted her parents’
approval, but it was doubtful she would get it. “I met her at the
fabric store. She bought one of my paintings.”

As her daed
pulled a chair away for the table, he said, “Let’s sit. We need
to talk.”

“Would you like a
glass of iced tea?” With the late-May weather, her mother often had
a pitcher of tea in the refrigerator. The weather was perfect with it
being in the low eighties and not humid. With people visiting her
father frequently, her mother offered them coffee or tea with either
pie or cookies.

“No, danki.”

After removing the tea
from the refrigerator shelf, she poured herself a glass. After
Priscilla sat across from her father, she exhaled a breath. “I gave
some of the money to the medical fund. Remember?”

“I was under the
impression that the money came from your job.”

“What difference does
it make?”

“A lot of difference.
When I agreed that you could work at the fabric store, I warned you
not to associate with Englishers outside of work. I also told you not
to sell your paintings in the store. It’s okay to sell them at the
school fundraisers.”

She frowned. It was
hard to understand her father’s objections to her selling her
paintings at an Amish store. She sold them at several fundraisers a
year, and he never objected to them being on display at these events.
“Sarah wanted to put my painting next to Molly’s display of
quilts. Madison had already seen my paintings at the school
fundraisers. They were sold before she got to buy one, so she was
thrilled to buy the one in the fabric store.”

Her daed
stared at her for what seemed like an eternity. Sipping her tea, she
wished that Levi hadn’t told her father about seeing her at
Angela’s Restaurant. She had a feeling that nothing good would come
from it. She needed to tell her parents about having a job in Florida
in the summer, but now she’d have to wait. It wasn’t a good time
to mention her plans to work for an Englisher when her daed
already was upset about a simple lunch with her possible future
employer.

“I’ve noticed
you’re staying up late at night. Are you painting?”

“Sometimes.” She’d
been elated when Beth moved out of the house to marry Henry. Finally,
Priscilla had her own bedroom and didn’t have to go to the attic to
paint. Having an art studio in her room with paints, brushes,
canvases, and tools was the ideal situation for her. The bedroom even
had two windows that allowed lots of light into the room.

He stroked his gray
beard. “I think you should quit painting for a few months.”

Why would he want her
to quit what she loved? She couldn’t survive for months without
painting. Her art was her passion. She had to keep fueling it because
it was who she was. “I don’t understand why you are telling me to
quit painting. I see pleasure in the eyes of my loved ones when I
give them a painting as a gift. And when I sell my paintings, it
helps our emergency medical funds and benefits our school
financially.”

“You are being
prideful about your creativity when you paint. Pride is a sin, and
you know better. I’ve noticed that you are more wrapped up in
painting. Haven’t you lost track of time several times recently?”

She shrugged. “Maybe
I have lost track of time a little, but I don’t think I’m being
prideful. God gave me this talent, just as he gave Molly her sewing
talent for quilting. She gets a lot of compliments about her quilts.
Is she being prideful when she shares how much people love her
quilts? I don’t understand how I am being prideful, but Molly isn’t
about her talent.”

By the look of
consternation on her father’s face, Priscilla could tell he wasn’t
buying what she said. She sighed and wished he could see that her art
work was as important to her as quilting was to Molly. God had given
them different gifts, and Priscilla couldn’t ignore hers any more
than her sister could hers.

“Molly’s quilting
fits in with our way of life. Many times, she quilts with other
women, which is what our community is all about. It’s a time for
togetherness and to build up relationships in our community. Painting
is solitary, and you are open to the devil’s temptation. We have
given you a lot of leeway with your art, more than you have had in
other Amish communities. Some Amish districts would not allow you to
paint.”

Obviously, there was no
way she could obey her father this summer. One of the reasons she
wanted to go to Florida was to paint the ocean. “Are you punishing
me for having lunch with Madison? Molly and Beth both have English
friends.”

“Your sisters met
them after they were both married and baptized. It’s not the same.
You’re not married. I am concerned that you might decide to jump
the fence and go to the fancy side.”

Oh,
great. He doesn’t even know what I want to do soon, and he is
already concerned about me not joining our faith. She
remained quiet for a moment, then said, “I have never mentioned
leaving our community.”

“If you continue to
spend time painting, you aren’t focusing on meeting your future
husband. You haven’t gone to a singing for several weeks.”

“Hannah and I went to
a singing a month ago.” She had met an Amish man, Stephen Hertzler,
from another district when they were on the same volleyball team. She
liked looking up at him because he was at least five inches taller
than her five-seven height. His dark brown hair was nearly black, and
his eyes were deep brown. Although she had a wunderbaar-gut
time with Stephen Hertzler during the youth activity, it
wasn’t the time to become serious about an Amish man. She wasn’t
sure she wanted to join the Amish church. If she did decide to join
in the future, she still wanted to wait several years. She had too
much to experience yet in the world before she made this life
commitment to the Amish faith.

When Stephen asked if
he could take her home, she’d said no. After she explained how
Hannah had asked her to spend the night with her, Stephen had said,
“Maybe some other time, then.”

“Your mother and I
hope you will become baptized this year. I start the instructional
classes the middle of June. It’s an excellent time for you to join
the church. Your friend, Hannah, is going to be in the class.”

Hannah loved being a
teacher at their Amish school. “Hannah decided to after the school
board strongly suggested she join the church. She doesn’t want to
lose her job.”

Her daed
frowned. His eyebrows drew together and little lines formed. “I
don’t want her to feel forced, but it’s good for our teachers to
be baptized. You will be twenty soon, and Hannah is already, so you
aren’t too young to make this decision.”

Priscilla had hoped the
classes wouldn’t be mentioned during this conversation. He’d want
her to commit to their faith soon, especially since he was the
bishop. It wasn’t his fault, and she understood why he wanted her
to join the church. Amish parents always wanted this for their
children. They felt if their children didn’t become baptized and
join their faith, then they would go to hell. If she stayed at home
and didn’t take the classes soon, it would be stressful. Before her
brother had joined their church, she had overheard her father say
that maybe Luke should be kicked out of their home. He was unhappy
that Luke and Violet, an Englisher, were dating. Her mother had
objected and felt that was too drastic. Luke had continued to live at
home while dating Violet.

Maybe
Hannah and I aren’t too young to take the kneeling vow,
Priscilla thought, but it’s
not going to happen this summer for me. She sipped her
iced tea as she considered how much to say about waiting to be
baptized. “I need more time before I commit. Luke waited a long
time.”

Her daed
nodded. “That’s true. It caused your mother and me a
lot of anxiety. It was a relief when he finally joined our church.
Luke kept telling us that he needed to wait. It wasn’t necessary
for him to get his driver’s license and a high school diploma, but
he did it for Violet. Since she was willing to do without worldly
items before committing, Luke felt he should experience a few English
things.”

“Luke also did it
because of Violet’s dad. He knew that Scott saw him lacking in
schooling, with only an eighth-grade education. Luke also wanted to
bridge the gap a little, since Violet had a college degree.”

“It was a huge
blessing when he and Violet took their kneeling vows together.”

Priscilla realized that
laying the groundwork for her decision to leave for the summer might
be a wise idea. I should mention
my running-around time now. “I don’t want to take the
baptism classes this year because I plan to take my
rumspringa this summer.”

“Is this because I
don’t want you to paint? It’s seems a bit late to do your
rumspringa now.” He
put his hand up. “I know what you’re going to say, that Luke was
older than you when he did his. Is there someone you want to do
worldly things with? Like the young woman you had lunch with?”

She sighed. “Daed,
I do have something I want to do before I take classes, but I’ll
wait to talk about it when Mamm
is here.”


Chapter Two

As Priscilla stood to
leave the kitchen, Lillian opened the back door, carrying a small
bag. Once her mother was inside, she smiled at Priscilla and kissed
her husband on the cheek. “It’s good to be home. I love our
grandchildren, but it’s always nice to be able to leave them. They
tire me out. Well, Grace doesn’t. She still takes a short nap in
the morning and an afternoon nap, but Isaac wouldn’t take a nap
today. He seems to find a lot to get into.”

Priscilla’s father
patted the chair next to him. “Lillian, I’m glad you’re home.
Priscilla has something she wants to tell both of us.”

Her mother stopped by
their gas-powered refrigerator. “Is it about you leaving work
early?”

Geez,
did Levi go to Molly’s house too? Priscilla wondered.
“If Levi also told you that I was at Angela’s Restaurant, he must
not have enough deacon duties. He already stopped here and told
Daed.”

“Levi’s main reason
for stopping here was to tell me how he visited one of our families
with high medical bills,” her
daed explained. “Then he told me how he saw you at the
restaurant.”

Her mother shook her
head. “I didn’t see Levi. I called the Fabric and Quilting
Friends store to see if you could pick up lunchmeat for me at
Weaver’s Bakery. Sarah said you left early. It’s okay because I
went and bought the lunchmeat. I thought we’d have potato salad and
sandwiches. I have pie for dessert. It will just be the three of us.
Anna and Sadie won’t be home until tomorrow.”

Priscilla was glad her
two younger sisters were at Beth’s house. She could talk to her
parents without any siblings around. It was nice for her sisters to
spend time with Beth’s twins, James and Julia. Sadie had been
excited to have a sleepover at Beth’s. At age eleven, it didn’t
take much to make Sadie happy. Priscilla bit her lip and envied Sadie
for a moment. Her little sister touched everyone with her enthusiasm
for life and her sweet nature.

While her mother put
the package of lunchmeat in the refrigerator, Priscilla resumed
sitting by the table. She prayed silently. Please,
God, help me to say the right words so my parents will approve of my
summer job. I feel blessed to have this job where I can experience
something new and be near the ocean.

After her mother sat by
her father, she smiled slightly. “From your father’s expression,
I am guessing this isn’t about seeing a young Amish man.”

“Nee,
it isn’t. There isn’t anyone I’m interested in dating. I’m
not in a hurry to get married like my sisters.” Priscilla grinned
at her mother. “I think you deserve a break from planning another
daughter’s wedding.”

Her daed
patted her mother’s hand. “Your mother loves preparing for her
daughters’ weddings. I’ve never seen her happier than when she
was busy for Molly’s and Beth’s.”

Mamm’s
eyebrows shot up quickly. “What about Luke’s wedding? I know
Carrie did a lot of it, but I helped. It was fun getting to know
Carrie better.”

“Luke and Violet had
a beautiful wedding. Mamm,
you did a great job on all the weddings.” Priscilla drew a deep
breath and decided to get the discussion over with about the summer
job. Her nervous stomach couldn’t take much more stress. “Before
you were here, I met with Madison Wittenberg for lunch. She bought
one of my paintings. She’s going to stay in her parents’ house on
Siesta Key beach. She wants to work there this summer. Her husband
will be at the beach house on the weekends with Madison and their
daughter. I’ll have my weekends free. I want to go so I can paint
the ocean. Madison wants me to watch her daughter while she works. It
will be great for me to paint something different. As I told Daed,
this can be my running-around time before I get married someday.”

Surprise flashed in her
mother’s blue eyes. “I don’t understand why you would want to
go to Florida and stay with a stranger. Maybe Violet and Luke will go
to the Outer Banks this summer and you can paint the ocean then.”

Relief registered on
her father’s face and his shoulders relaxed. “That’s a great
suggestion. You can go for a week or two with Violet to her parents’
beach house. You should take a break from working at the store.”

“What about painting
the ocean, Daed?”
Priscilla asked. “Are you changing your mind about me painting? You
said I need to stop painting.”

Mamm
frowned. “Amos, why would you tell her that? Priscilla loves
painting, and that is a talent God has given her.”

“It’s time for her
to focus on other things . . . like joining our church and meeting a
young man.”

“I plan to go to
church in Pinecraft,” Priscilla said. “Daadi
and Mammi
have both said how much they enjoyed the church services there.”
Her grandparents went to the Amish community during the past winter
because of the warmer weather. Her grandfather said his arthritis
wasn’t as severe in Sarasota. She’d heard many retirees and older
people loved the sunny climate.

Clenching his jaw, her
father shook his head. “The church there is for Mennonites and
Amish.”

She didn’t understand
his objection to a church serving both Amish and Mennonites. Although
he’d said frequently that an Amish person marrying a Mennonite was
wrong, she had no plans to date one. Priscilla gave him a small grin.
“But they have church each Sunday instead of every other Sunday. I
like that.”

“How would you get
there? How far is Siesta Key from Pinecraft?” Daed
asked her.

“I’ll call a driver
to go to Pinecraft. It’s five miles away from Madison’s place.
I’ll make sure I attend church.” Priscilla hadn’t thought about
him asking how she’d get to church. Maybe he was considering giving
his permission for her to go to Sarasota. Her heart felt a surge of
hope that she could go to her summer job with her parents’
acceptance.

As her mother tucked a
loose tendril of auburn hair under her kapp,
she asked, “How are you planning on getting to Florida? It is
farther than you have ever traveled. Are you taking the bus or riding
with Madison?”

“She’s going ahead,
but is going to give me money for the bus trip to Pinecraft and money
for a driver to the bus station.”

Daed’s
gaze stayed on Priscilla’s face, and a corner of his
mouth twitched. “It seems you have talked about this job a lot
before mentioning it to us.”

After giving her a long
look, Mamm said, “I’m
surprised you want to go by yourself on a bus and to live with
someone you barely know. Is there any other reason you want to do
this?”

Before Priscilla
answered her mother’s question, Daed
said, “I was wondering this too. Is there something you’re hiding
from us?”

What were her parents
thinking? What would she be hiding? She had never been anywhere
except small towns close by and visits to her grandparents. Even
their aunts, uncles, and cousins all lived in Ohio. Hadn’t her
parents been young once and wanted to experience something exciting
instead of always staying in Fields Corner? She laughed. “I’m not
hiding anything. I heard Molly talk how much she enjoyed her
honeymoon in Pinecraft. I decided then I’d like to go there
sometime. I’ve never gone anywhere outside of Ohio. Then when
Madison asked me if I’d like to work for her this summer, I
realized it would be an amazing
opportunity for me to go.”

Daed
grinned. “Maybe you can go on your honeymoon. That would be more
enjoyable to go with your husband. I don’t like you going somewhere
where you only know slightly an English woman.”

“How long does
Madison want you to watch her daughter?” Mamm
asked. “If it is only a month, your daed
and I can talk about it together and pray for guidance.”

“She needs me for two
months, so that isn’t long at all.” Priscilla decided to be
honest and tell the required time Madison needed her, so that she
could finish writing her book. She wouldn’t mention that Madison
was a bestselling author of romantic suspense novels. She felt sure
that wouldn’t be an advantage to convince them it was okay to work
for a novelist.

Her mother shrugged and
said, “It’s not something I’m crazy about you doing. It isn’t
right for a young single woman to live somewhere else. It’s best
for you to live with us before you marry. And this situation means
you will be living with an English family for two months. That’s
longer than I like.”

Quickly, Daed
said, “Exactly. There will be constant temptations with
TV, phone, and cars. I don’t like it.” He
studied her for a moment. “I don’t understand why you
want to do this. How can painting the ocean be worth leaving your
family and church community?”

“I want a challenge,”
Priscilla said. “I’ve painted horses, Amish houses and barns, and
many country scenes. And Amish people, but never their faces.” She
paused for a moment and realized reminding them of Rachel’s
rumspringa might help
her request. “Rachel Weaver went to Cocoa Beach and stayed with
Violet and Carrie. They were both English.”

Daed’s
eyes narrowed as he stared at her. “Ya,
that’s true, but Carrie was raised Amish.”

Mamm
nodded. “Your daed’s
right. There is no comparison. Violet is Rachel’s cousin and Carrie
is her aunt. When I met Madison at the school fundraiser, I noticed
she wore an expensive-looking dress and had makeup on. She seems like
a fancy English woman.”

“I remember you said
what a nice and pleasant woman Madison was when you met her,”
Priscilla said. “She won’t corrupt me, and she respects our way
of life.” Suddenly, she remembered something. “Judith’s friend
Faith Kauffman is a nanny for an English family.”

Mamm
gave her a small smile. “Aren’t you clever reminding
me what I said about Madison and how Faith works for a non-Amish
family.” Leaning closer to Priscilla, her mother continued, “Just
because Madison is nice doesn’t mean she has the same values that
we do. She is still worldly. And Faith doesn’t live with the
English family. She goes back to her Amish family each day.”

Realizing there was no
point in saying more, Priscilla decided to finish the conversation.
“If I take the job, I need to give Sarah notice and let Madison
know that I can work for her.”

Her mother reached
across the table to grasp Priscilla’s hand. “We don’t need to
decide anything now. Let’s eat supper. I’m hungry.”

If
my parents decide I shouldn’t go to Florida, I don’t know if I
can stay here. If my father sticks to what he said about me not
painting, I can’t survive months without it. I don’t understand
why he disapproves of my painting. He’s never mentioned before that
I needed to quit. He used to encourage me to paint and was happy that
my paintings raised money for the medical fund and our Amish school.
I need a chance to get away from here and all the restrictions of my
Plain life.


Chapter Three

Amos and Lillian sat on
a bench in the backyard. This was a conversation he didn’t want to
have in any spot in the house where Priscilla might overhear them.
They were far enough away that she shouldn’t hear anything they
discussed. If she should come outside to join them by the flower
garden, they would see her approaching. It would give them time to
stop talking about what to do about her summer job.

He took Lillian’s
hand in his and stared at the flowers. “The garden looks
wunderbaar.”

“Priscilla outdid
herself this year with all the colorful flowers she planted. Purple
petunias, pink and white impatiens, and red geraniums. She used her
own money to buy the flowers. It’s nice sitting here among such
beauty. Of course, I wonder now if she spent time on the flower
gardens in the front yard and here earlier this spring, hoping to
sway us in giving her permission to go to Florida.” Lillian
shrugged. “But she does love to do the flower gardens each year. It
must fit her artistic personality.”

“When Levi told me
how Priscilla was at Angela’s Restaurant, I couldn’t believe
she’d left work to have lunch with an English woman.”

Lillian turned her head
away from the garden to look at him. “The lunch doesn’t bother
me, but I don’t like the reason for it. I mean, Molly has lunch
with Nicole at the restaurants in Fields Corner, and Beth has lunches
with Chloe frequently. It’s nice for them to get out of the house
to eat with their English friends. But unfortunately, Priscilla was
there for an employment purpose. I don’t think she just wants to
paint the ocean. I suspect she’s interested in experiencing English
ways.”

“We can’t allow her
to work for an Englisher in Florida. We’ll suggest again that she
can go to the beach with Violet and Luke this summer. She can paint
the ocean there just as well as in Florida, but I meant it about not
painting here. I want her to focus on doing other things with our
youth. She has such little involvement with anyone her age except for
Hannah. I don’t understand why she isn’t going to the singings
often. At her age, I’d expect Priscilla to want to have fun
attending youth activities. Instead she’s spending any free time
she has painting on her canvases.”

“Priscilla was better
about going a couple years ago. She’s mentioned it’s boring now
and the same old thing. I was relieved last month when she went to an
activity and met Stephen Hertzler. He works at the same construction
company as Jonathan.”

Amos knew the two
younger Hertzler children attended their private school in Fields
Corner even though they were in another church district. Lillian
enjoyed having Susan, the youngest Hertzler, in her class. He hadn’t
realized that an older brother worked with his son-in-law, Jonathan.

Her blue eyes widened,
and she said, “I was thrilled when his mother, Phoebe, talked to me
after school. She said how much Stephen liked meeting Priscilla.
Apparently, he can’t stop talking about her.”

“If Priscilla should
start seeing him, I’ll go to the bishop of their district and ask
about Stephen. We don’t want any surprises like we had with Caleb.”
Amos hated how Molly’s first husband, Caleb Ebersol, hadn’t been
upfront with her about his colorful past. After his death, Molly had
been shocked to learn that he’d lived as an Englisher. He’d
worked for Dr. Knupp as a veterinarian’s assistant in another town.
Caleb had gotten his GED and a driver’s license. When he’d gotten
his girlfriend, Stacy, pregnant, Caleb had proposed to her. After she
had a miscarriage, he broke up with her and returned to his previous
Amish life and fell in love with Molly.

“From what Stephen’s
younger siblings had said, he has never left home, but that’s a
good idea to check.” Lillian continued, “I’m hoping Priscilla
will want to see him again. Dating Stephen could help her to be
content to stay here.”

“It won’t happen if
she goes to Florida.”

“I think we both
agree she shouldn’t go to Florida to work for Madison.” Lillian
paused for a moment. “Priscilla mentioned she had a book that
needed to be finished this summer.”

Suddenly Amos had a
thought. “I wonder if Madison being a writer is a reason she wants
Priscilla for a nanny. She could be doing research for a book. That
might be another reason she chose Siesta Key for her location to
write. It’s close to Pinecraft.”

Lillian blinked. “If
Madison is hiring Priscilla because she is Amish, she won’t get
much out of her. She’s not one to share about our faith, and she’s
shy. Well, Madison hasn’t so far written about the Amish. I heard
she writes romantic suspense.”

“I hope Priscilla
will be reasonable when we tell her she’s staying here and not
taking the job.”

“There is a youth
gathering this weekend at Violet and Luke’s. They are going to
grill hamburgers and hot dogs. And play volleyball. We won’t tell
Priscilla yet that we won’t allow her to go to Florida this summer.
She loves going to their house, so I think we can get her to go. I’ll
make sure Stephen knows about it. I think one reason Priscilla
stopped going to the singings is because of her shyness. She’s
never been as outgoing as Molly and Beth.”

Amos stroked his beard.
“I guess the store helped her to conquer some of her shyness,
because she talked with Madison and got offered a job.”

“That’s true.
Having to talk to the customers in the store has helped Priscilla to
overcome some of her shyness. Now if we can get only get her
interested in Stephen or some nice Amish young man . . .”

“I wish she wanted to
take the baptism classes,” Amos said. “I wonder if Stephen has
yet.”

“I’d love for her
to decide to take the baptism classes, but I don’t think it has to
be this summer.”

“She is going to be
twenty soon, and our other girls were much younger when they joined
our faith. It worked out fine for them.”

Lillian nodded. “True,
she is old enough, but it’s obvious she isn’t ready. She can take
more time. It’s a lifelong decision. We want her to make it on her
own, so she won’t regret it later in life.”

He groaned, recalling
how stressful it’d been when Luke waited until age twenty-five to
join. “I hope she doesn’t wait as long as Luke did to make his
holy baptism.”

Lillian glanced at the
pots of white flowers next to their bench. “I love the heavenly
fragrance of the jasmine flowers. Priscilla isn’t like Molly and
Beth. She reminds me of the jasmine she planted in these clay pots.
Their flowers aren’t just sweet smelling, but also have an exotic
fragrance. That’s like Priscilla. She’s unusual and mysterious in
some ways. She’s in her own world at times and is quiet. She seems
to need more time to commit to our faith, but
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