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			Epigraph

			Love is patient and kind.

			1 Corinthians 13:4

			Don’t worry about anything. Instead, pray about everything.

			Philippians 4:6

			Most of us get experience when we are really looking for something else.

			Amish Proverb
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			Chapter One

			June 10

				EVERYTHING LOOKED THE same.

			As she looked around the colorful, bright attic room of the Orange Blossom Inn, the very same room where she’d stayed just a few months ago, Mattie Miller felt a curious sense of déjà vu. The same bright quilts decorated the three twin beds. The same rag rugs warmed the wooden floor.

			But yet everything was different.

			This time, she wasn’t going to be staying with Leona and Sara, her two best friends in the world. This time, she was going to be by herself. And instead of preparing to have the time of her life in their girlfriends’ getaway, she was back in Pinecraft for Leona’s wedding. Sara had planned to come, too. Unfortunately, she’d contracted pneumonia and their doctor had forbidden her to travel.

			Therefore, Mattie had boarded the Pioneer Trails bus by herself and had passed the time on the twenty-­hour journey with the company of a good book and a comfortable pillow and blanket. To her amazement, she’d slept for seven hours and had awoken with the sure feeling that everything was going to be amazing in Florida.

			She just knew it.

			Of course, it was going to be a special trip because she would get to watch Leona say her vows. But she had other plans, too. Other, secret plans she hadn’t even dared to tell Leona.

			Mattie Miller didn’t intend to simply observe a romance. No, this time she was going to have a romance of her own.

			During her visit in January, she and Danny Brenneman had grown fairly close. Since then, they’d exchanged a half-­dozen letters. Though neither of them had declared anything, Mattie was positive that their friendship was ripe for blossoming into something more.

			Yes, if all went well, she would be planning her wedding to Danny Brenneman soon. Just like her best friend, Leona. Before long, Mattie would be moving to Sarasota, too. She and Danny would have a perfect life together, and she and Leona would continue to be each other’s best friend. They’d support each other through their first months of marriage, throw baby showers for each other, and raise their kinner together, too.

			Just like they’d always planned.

			And now, it was finally all going to happen.

			“Are you sure you don’t mind being up here in the attic all alone?” Beverly Overholt, the proprietor of the inn, asked, interrupting her drifting thoughts. “I feel badly that I had to switch you with the two ladies who were supposed to be staying in this room.”

			As long as she had a place to stay, Mattie didn’t care where she slept. “I have two good legs, Miss Beverly. Stairs don’t bother me. I don’t think that lady can say the same.”

			“I imagine that is true.” Smiling a bit sheepishly, Beverly added, “I canna tell you how surprised I was to see Mrs. Donaldson on crutches. One would have thought she’d have told me that she couldn’t navigate stairs at the moment.”

			“I’m kind of happy to be in this big room, all by myself, actually. I share a room with my little sister at home.” Running a hand over the lovely hand-­stitched quilt, the very same one she’d slept under the last time she’d arrived, Mattie added, “Plus, being here brings back a lot of gut memories.”

			As she leaned against the door frame, Beverly’s gaze warmed. “I imagine it does, dear. Having you here is going to bring back some fun memories for me, too.”

			“Truly?” Mattie was glad about that, but a bit surprised, too. Their previous visit hadn’t been without a good share of drama.

			“I have to admit to being a bit sad when you, Sara, and Leona got back on the Pioneer Trails bus. You girls, with your chattering and laughter, were a breath of fresh air. I enjoyed watching and listening to everything you were up to.”

			“You are remembering our visit a little too fondly, I think,” Mattie quipped, recalling how she, Leona, and Sara had intended to have one last girls’ weekend before Leona married Mattie’s brother Edmund. They hadn’t been in Pinecraft twenty-­four hours before Leona had fallen in love with someone else—­much to her and Sara’s dismay. “We were full of drama, what with Leona falling in love with Zack. And then, of course, things only got worse when Edmund arrived unexpectedly.” Grimacing slightly, she said, “I was afraid a fight was gonna break out in your gathering room!”

			Beverly bit her bottom lip. “Yes, well . . .”

			“We were also noisy and hungry, too,” Mattie added with a smile. “I believe we attacked your tea every afternoon like locusts.”

			Beverly laughed. “I wouldn’t say that, though I will make sure to feed you well this time, too. Are you sad that Sara couldn’t come with you?”

			“I really am. Sara was so upset when she realized she wasn’t going to be able to make the wedding. We’ve all been close since we were little girls. But she’s been so sick, I’m glad she’s staying home. She needs to get better, not travel on a bus for twenty hours. I did, however, promise to tell her about everything that happens, so she’ll be with us in spirit.”

			Stepping away from the doorway, Beverly smiled. “I’m sure you are anxious to see your girlfriend. I’ll let you get unpacked so you can be on your way.”

			“Leona is supposed to meet me here. She and Zack had a meeting with Zack’s Realtor so she couldn’t meet the bus. But she’ll be here soon.”

			Beverly crossed her arms over the bodice of her dark cranberry-­colored dress. “I had forgotten that Zack and Leona were getting a house. That’s nice.”

			Mattie nodded. “It’s just down the road from his parents. All of them are excited about that.” Leona had told her that Zack’s parents had actually helped them buy the house, too. The Kaufmanns were a well-­known family in Pinecraft and his father had a successful carpentry business.

			“Is Zack working for his daed now?”

			“Part time. He’s also working for the bus company, too. They needed someone here to help the Amish tourists. He answers questions and acts as link between the Amish community and the rest of Sarasota. That way if someone gets sick or has a problem with their house or hotel, they have someone to go to that they can trust. Leona told me that he’s doing a gut job there.”

			“I bet he is. Zack has always been especially helpful to everyone in the community.”

			“Leona is proud of him.”

			Beverly’s striking green eyes warmed. “As she should be. Well, I’ll send her up the minute she arrives then.”

			After Beverly closed the door, Mattie looked around the space again. The attic room held three beds, each decorated in bright shades of pink and purple. Two windows covered in sheer white curtains let in a wide expanse of light, brightening an already cheerful room. On one side of the room was a full bathroom, along with a small closet and some pegs on which to hang her dresses.

			Then there was her favorite part of the room: a lovely window seat where she, Sara, and Leona had lounged and watched the world go by two stories below them.

			Wanting to enjoy her first moments to the fullest, Mattie sat down on the cushion and gazed out at the ­people who walked by just in case she spied anyone she knew. Soon, however, it became apparent that her attention wasn’t focused on the ­people but the bright day outside. The June sky was a clear blue, and it seemed as if every home and business owner on Gardenia Street had taken pains to grow the most beautiful flowers. Purple periwinkles, red geraniums, and pansies of every color imaginable decorated walks and pails and terra-­cotta pots on most every front porch.

			The neighbors across the way had out a lovely set of white wicker furniture. A lady and a fluffy white poodle were sitting on an oversized chair, looking so perfect it was as if they were posing for pictures.

			Soon, with God’s help, Mattie was sure that she, too, would be making her home here in sunny Sarasota. Maybe one day she’d have an expansive front porch, too. She could laze about with a good book while waiting for her husband to come home in the evenings. Later, they could sip on iced tea together as they watched the tourists pass by. Eventually she’d be taking care of her kinner, raising them under warm, sunny skies.

			She was just about to drift into that vision when she saw Leona approaching the front walkway. Mattie tore out of the room, raced down the steps, and burst out of the front door just as Leona was about to knock.

			“We’re together again!” she cried as she gave Leona a fierce hug.

			“I’m so happy to see you,” Leona said as she wrapped her arms around her tightly.

			“It feels like it’s been forever instead of just weeks since we’ve seen each other.”

			Leona nodded. “Somehow the time seems longer when we’re hundreds of miles apart.”

			As they turned and walked up the stairs, Mattie nodded. “I canna tell you the number of times I ached to tell you something but you haven’t been around.”

			“At least you still have Sara.”

			“At least.” However, Mattie wasn’t sure what was going on with Sara anymore. Their last trip had put more distance between the three of them than mere miles. Sara now seemed more content to spend all her extra time reading, cooking, and sewing. She had also begun to volunteer at a local nursery for young children. All those things were pleasurable pursuits, to be sure. But they were far from Mattie’s chosen list of fun activities.

			Though Sara had no doubt not wanted to be sick, Mattie privately thought that she’d seemed rather relieved to have an excuse not to venture back down to Pinecraft.

			When they reached the attic room, Leona looked around the room with a grin. “I canna believe Miss Beverly placed you up here again. And this time, you’re all alone.”

			“Well, Sara was supposed to be here. Then Miss Beverly had a mix-­up with one of the guests who is on crutches.” Unable to resist teasing her, Mattie added, “But if you really feel sorry for me, you can share my room.”

			Leona smiled softly. “I just might do that.”

			“Truly?”

			She nodded. “Though I am having fun staying in the rental house with my parents, it’s not the same as staying with you. Plus, I think I’m going to need to have at least a ­couple more nights as a single girl before I get married.”

			Mattie waved a hand around the room. “Feel free to stay as many nights as you’d like.”

			“Danke.”

			Noticing how pink Leona’s cheeks had become, she asked, “So, are you neahfich about the wedding?”

			“I’m not nervous about marrying Zack at all,” Leona said as she plopped down on one of the quilted twin beds. “I can’t wait until we exchange our vows.”

			“I meant about everything else. Last time we talked, it sounded like you had a lot to do.”

			Leona grabbed one of the pillows and hugged it tightly. “Oh, there’s so much to do. And every time I think I can relax for a few hours, my mamm and Zack’s mamm come up with a new idea. It’s exhausting
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