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Life, and Death, and Giants—

Such as These—are still—

Minor—Apparatus—Hopper of the Mill—

Beetle at the Candle—

Or a Fife’s Fame—

Maintain—by Accident that they proclaim—

—Emily Dickinson




Prologue

Founded in 1851, the town of Lakota, Wisconsin, is today little more than a rural crossroads where County Roads JJ and Y meet like modestly crossed legs, with the Mecan River passing beneath the knees. The river flows across the whole of Waushara County, winding its way through woodlots, farm fields, and tangled swampland of willow, dogwood, and boggy prairie. In the Winnebago language, waushara means “good land,” but some believe the Winnebago were trolling the white settlers who took it from them, since the soils of the county are among the least fertile in the state. After a hard rain, stone arrowheads still rise from sandy farm fields and backyard gardens, reminders that the past doesn’t always stay buried.

In the 1870s, during a surge of nationalist fervor initiated by western Indian wars, some locals wanted to rename the town Custer. That motion was soundly defeated when an old conjurer with one eye and raven hair rose to say the land would be cursed if they renamed it for someone who’d had his ass handed to him by a mob of screaming savages. When that one-eyed woman later died, two nuns going through her cabin discovered she was Lakota Sioux. They found a moldy crucifix wedged in her chamber pot and a daguerreotype of Sitting Bull under the feed sack of thistledown and milkweed fluff she’d used for a pillow.

By the turn of the century, a prosperous town had appeared, rows of houses with level front porches, a one-room school, a dry goods store, a bank, a saloon. Much of the money came from virgin pine, clear-cut and transported by rail to Chicago. When the trees were gone, the money left with them, and most of those who stayed scratched out a living on farms. Then the Dust Bowl came, ten years of drought sandwiched around the Great Depression. People ate their cattle and chickens, then their horses, then their dogs. Slowly, then all at once, Lakota went under. Most of the houses burned when lightning set fire to the marsh. In time, any structures spared by that fire succumbed to water, the emperor of rot and decay, leaving only stacked stone foundations, crumbling and overgrown by vines and brambles.

Today the only buildings at the Lakota crossroads are a rustic tavern called Shaken, Not Stirred, popular with the locals, and behind it, across a sandy field brightened by oxeye daisies in summer, a small Quonset hut set back in the woods, like a giant silver grub, where the National Guard stays during training exercises. From the tavern’s gravel parking lot, someone with a decent arm could throw a rock and skip it across the stone bridge on County JJ, which is so narrow only one car can cross it at a time. On occasion, someone petitions the county board of supervisors to widen the bridge to two lanes. In response, the town chair simply asks everyone present to raise a hand if they have ever encountered a car coming from the other direction. No hands ever go up.

Many of the locals still live on modest holdings their families have farmed for over a century, passing poverty down through the generations, along with a stubborn independent streak, alcoholism, a facility with shotguns and deer rifles, and an eagerness to skirt the law when necessary. Those who left for the promise of steady factory wages in the cities often sold their land to Amish farmers moving in from Pennsylvania or Ohio, where the price of an acre was five to ten times higher.

So, if you were a stranger passing over that one-lane stone bridge anytime in the past thirty or forty years, Lakota probably wouldn’t have impressed you. Certainly, the Amish seemed to be doing all right. Their white homes and barns dot the landscape like drifts of snow. But you also would have seen a lot of houses so long buffeted by western winds they tilted east like drunks on a bender; dilapidated trailers with barking dogs out front, carving dusty circles with their chains; acres of stunted field corn and yellowed soybeans; old cars cancerous with rust; and boarded-up meth shacks, their former owners serving sentences at the maximum-security prison in Boscobel. Why, you might have wondered, would anyone choose to live here?

Sometimes, it isn’t where you’re going, but rather what you’re running from that determines where you find yourself. For people like that, Lakota felt like a refuge, because above all, the locals treasured anonymity, the rare luxury of being left alone. And because they’d been judged harshly all their lives, they made it their business to not judge one another, and to grant anyone who came to town the one freedom Americans typically refused to honor: the freedom to fail without punishment or censure.

Dr. Thomas Kennedy was one of those people.

An introvert who preferred the company of animals to human beings, Doc Kennedy had moved his veterinary practice from Milwaukee to Lakota at the age of forty-seven following the horrifying death of his wife, Angela. Though the accident had ultimately been ruled a suicide, Thomas had been investigated, urged to hire a lawyer, his picture plastered across newspapers and the local television news. In-laws and friends stopped speaking to him. Longtime customers canceled their appointments. Coworkers whispered behind his back. Traumatized and desperate, Thomas quit his job and fled. Months later, at the urging of a grief counselor, he took up trout fishing, something he’d enjoyed as a younger man. And one afternoon, while fishing for brown trout on the Mecan River, he’d happened upon a single-story log home with attached office space for sale on County Road JJ, just a couple miles upstream from the stone bridge in Lakota. A month later, he closed on the house; by early July, he was living there.

What he envisioned initially was semiretirement, a small one-man veterinary operation, morning hours only. By coincidence, the area did not enjoy the services of a large-animal vet. Few wanted to work with cows and horses anymore, preferring the safety, regular hours, and greater remuneration of a companion-animal practice. So Thomas’s dream of semiretirement faded, and his schedule filled. He put thirty-five thousand miles on his truck his first year and learned the names of every farmer in a sixty-mile radius of his home. The area also supported that large community of Amish and their Anabaptist counterparts, the Mennonites, who lived austere lives and took the biblical admonition to hold dominion over their animals seriously. Though comfortably agnostic himself, Thomas found these deeply religious people pleasant, humble company. They never proselytized or, for that matter, spoke any more than necessary. In fact, their taciturnity often rivaled his own. He discovered that an exchange of smiles or frowns could communicate more than a five-minute conversation with their more gregarious English neighbors, as the Amish called them.

Most of Thomas’s customers expected to be extended interest-free credit or could afford to pay him only in garden produce, fresh eggs, or butchered animals. He got used to accepting a half dozen frozen fryers in exchange for treating mastitis in a heifer, a quarter of beef for delivering twin calves and repairing the prolapsed uterus of a valuable Angus cow. And he felt fortunate. Lakota had proven the ideal place to escape the notoriety that dogged him: invisible to the outside world; too poor to attract the grubby grasp of commerce; oblivious to the frenetic, digital doom of hashtags and viral videos; and dismissive of the unquenchable American thirst for fame and fortune.

It would not long remain so. And the irony was not lost on Thomas that he would be the reason Lakota’s sleepy anonymity faded, why it would become, in fact, one of the most famous places in the world.

It began one morning in late September, just over two years after Thomas had arrived in town. He’d just returned home from Mel and Birdy’s ranch out near Oxford, where he’d been summoned at three in the morning to perform an emergency fetotomy on an Arabian dam. The women had cried, distressed to see their colt extracted in pieces from its beautiful mother, but Thomas had assured them the colt was already dead and if he did not remove it, the dam would die as well. Now he sat at home and tipped his face up to the sun. His backyard glowed beneath a shower of yellow maple leaves that fluttered to earth in waves as the wind swelled. His arms, his knees, and his lower back still ached from the morning’s work, and he planned to spend a few more minutes in the sunshine before retiring indoors for a nap.

He heard Jasper Fisher’s pickup before he saw it, the pinging of gravel spun up into wheel wells, the dusky growl of a muffler riven by holes. Thomas sighed and got to his feet.

Jasper threw open the door, his bony face a mask of fear. Dirt-poor, seventeen years old, the boy grazed a handful of sickly dairy goats on a ten-acre farmstead of thistle and stunted jack pine with his mother, Rachel. His grease-stained jeans and sweatshirt had gone ragged with holes. Hard years had worn ironic smiles through the toes of his dry leather boots.

“You could have just called me, son,” Thomas said. “I’d have come to you.” He walked stiffly toward the truck as Jasper untied one corner of the sun-bleached canvas tarp he’d thrown over the bed of the pickup.

“You got to help us!” Jasper said.

“What’s the problem?” Thomas slid a thumb beneath the tarp, but Jasper grabbed his wrist.

“Not here.” Jasper’s muscular hands were crisscrossed with scars. “Behind the house,” Jasper said. “Please!”

Thomas sighed. “Okay, sure.”

The boy pulled the truck around back of Thomas’s home, where they could not be seen from the road. He removed the tarp.

Unconscious and nearly unrecognizable, Rachel Fisher’s ghastly, swollen body reclined in the bed of the pickup on a bloodied quilt spread across a mound of wheat straw. A soiled pink blanket had been draped over her body, though she was so big it barely covered her. Her face was thick and dappled, her belly bloated like a road-killed deer in the heat of summer, her feet purple balloons.

“Oh my God,” Thomas said. “Did she drown?”

“No, sir!” Jasper said. “She’s having a baby. Four or five babies, she thinks. I tried to give her whiskey for the pain.”

“How long has she been laboring?”

“Two days. Maybe three. She stopped screaming this morning.”

“I’ll call an ambulance.” Thomas reached for his phone.

Jasper shook his head. “No, sir!” he said. “Mama forbid that. She don’t believe in it.”

“This isn’t about belief, Jasper.”

Jasper kicked the ground. “Sure is. ‘God’s will be done,’ she told me. I give her my word.”

“She needs a doctor.”

“That’s why I brung her here. Those babies are still moving.”

“Jasper, I can’t help her.”

“Yes, you can.”

“I can’t.”

Jasper opened the door of his truck. “I’ll take her home, then.”

“Jasper, wait!” Thomas stuffed his phone into his pocket. “Your mother’s in serious trouble, you understand? Toxins are pouring through her body. She’s probably had a stroke, maybe more than one. She needs to go to the emergency room. We can drive her there ourselves.”

Jasper shook his head. “Never.”

Thomas shouted, “I can’t save her!”

“Save the babies then,” Jasper said. “God’s waiting for her. She told me that. No man will have her honest, but God will take her hand. The babies, you can save them if you want to. I know you can. I seen you do it.”

“Those were animals!” Thomas said. “I don’t treat people. How many times do I have to say it?”

“You can do whatever you want to do,” Jasper said.

Thomas exhaled. He yanked open the tailgate, crawled up into the bloodied hay. Gently, he placed his palms on Rachel’s stomach. A baby’s knee or elbow swiped across his hand. Rachel’s thighs were wormed by stretch marks, her vulva swollen and bloodied. He probed the birth canal with his fingertips. Nothing. Rachel’s stomach jerked, her uterus contracting, and a bright rivulet of blood ribboned down her abdomen. Thomas folded the blanket up over Rachel’s swollen breasts and winced. Her belly, a delta of translucent stretch marks, had grown so large the skin had split open. Someone had attempted to close the bleeding wound with duct tape.

“My God, this poor woman has suffered. Why didn’t you call a doctor?”

“She forbid me, I told you,” Jasper said. His lips quivered.

“Did you tape her like this?”

“No, sir,” he said.

Rachel’s abdomen hardened again. Thomas shook his head. He’d always steered clear of poor decisions by planning ahead, by refusing to act impulsively; his wife had often complained that he didn’t have a spontaneous bone in his body. He’d counter by saying people in a hurry make terrible mistakes, that careful planning is a virtue, not a fault. But what choice did he have now? He’d pulled hundreds of lambs and calves into the world. He sent Jasper into the house for his medical bag.

He doused the surgical fields with iodine, then filled a syringe with lidocaine and made multiple injections around the perineum, adding injections across the muscle a few inches below Rachel’s swollen navel, though performing a Cesarean seemed out of the question. Infection would be unavoidable.

As he considered what might be necessary to deliver multiple infants, Thomas fell back on his veterinary training. Dystocia in lambs and goats was not uncommon. When a lamb presented inappropriately, front legs out but head twisted back, for example, the remedy was to push the legs carefully and gently back into the birth canal. Then, reaching a hand inside the ewe, by feel, one could pull the head forward, pinning the snout to the front legs, enabling the proper presentation.

In the case of triplets, the tinier lambs might complicate the process by descending into the birth canal together, and the legs of two or, rarely, three different animals might show themselves. In such cases, one had to go inside the ewe and sort the lambs, untangling their legs. One of his veterinary school professors compared this to tying a shoelace with one hand while the shoe was tightly wedged inside a wet sock. One had to be certain the limbs belonged to the same body, or the lambs could be injured or killed by the delivery.

Thomas lubricated and inserted his right hand until his fingertips felt the crown of an infant’s head. When he touched it, he noticed a pointed swelling in Rachel’s abdomen just beneath her sternum. A whole foot? Another head? Thomas rose higher on his knees. He stretched his left arm over Rachel’s belly and placed his hand on the spot where he’d seen the movement; then, with the tips of the fingers on his right hand, he applied gentle pressure against the baby’s head, as if seeking to return the infant to the womb.

To his surprise, as he pushed with his right hand, a powerful kick struck his left, and the skin along the abdomen stayed distended. When Thomas pushed with his left hand, the pressure on his right remained and grew, and the crown of the infant’s head moved a bit farther into the birth canal. Thomas smiled. He repeated the process, just to be certain. Once again, a kick and steady pressure on the left hand.

“All right, then,” he said. He recalled the masterful work of an elderly veterinarian he’d met during his residency who could palpate the abdomen of a full-term sheep or goat and within a minute announce how many lambs she carried. Though he could not be certain, Thomas felt energized by his discovery: This was not a case of multiple births at all. Rachel Fisher carried just one fetus, one improbably, impossibly large baby.

“Jasper!” he shouted. “Get up here. I’m going to need your help.” Jasper leaped into the truck bed, and it creaked with the extra weight. “Get behind your mother, wrap your arms around her, and hold on.”

Thomas fingered a scalpel. Rachel’s perineum had already torn, but this baby would need far more room. He extended the tear another inch in a slight curve, like the arc of a crescent moon, then set the scalpel aside, dug into his medical kit, and found a lambing snare. Working counterclockwise, he carefully threaded the snare around the baby’s head. He continued to work the snare deeper, hoping to hook it over one shoulder, beneath an armpit. He worked a long time at this, pausing with each contraction, but he abandoned the prospect as impossible.

Instead, Thomas threaded the snare tightly around the upper third of the infant’s head, above the ears and across the forehead, just above the eyebrows. This was a risk, but he had no forceps and could see no other option. He attached wooden handles to the other end of the snare and took a deep breath.

“Okay, Jasper, I’m going to apply a steady draw. Lean back and hold tight, son. It’s going to feel like I’m trying to pull your mother out of the truck.” Jasper tugged his mother toward him and buried his chin in her hair. “All right, Rachel,” Thomas said. “Be strong, love. Let’s get your baby out into the sunshine.”

A contraction came. Thomas pulled. The next contraction came, and Thomas pulled again. Inch by inch, over the next twenty minutes, as his arms quivered and both of his biceps began to cramp, Thomas carefully coaxed the huge head of the infant down the birth canal. When it finally crowned, he let out a deep breath.

“Almost there,” he said. “You’re doing great, Rachel.” Finally, after several more contractions, and with Thomas pulling with all the strength he had left, the infant’s large head emerged, face up, eyes squinted closed against the bright sunshine. Thomas removed the lambing snare, which had left a bright red, swollen ring around the child’s head. A halo of bruises would follow, but there would be no permanent damage; the snare had done its work. Thomas cradled the infant’s head, waiting for the next contraction. When it came, he pressed on Rachel’s belly with one hand and tugged on the infant with the other. In time, one shoulder came free, then the other, and the infant’s huge body slid into the fallen world.

“It’s a boy,” Thomas said. “Jasper, you have a brother.” He put the squirming baby on his mother’s chest, and then clamped and cut the cord. He dipped the stub in a cup of iodine, and the child came to life. He lifted his head and raised his shoulders. He opened his mouth, bayed like a young coyote.

“That’s the boy,” Thomas said, smiling. “Let everyone know you’re here.”

From the woods just beyond Thomas’s yard, a red fox barked, and squirrels began chattering. A half mile down the road, farm dogs howled; cattle lowed in their sunny pastures. With the help of Thomas’s gentle coaxing, the boy rooted until he found a nipple, swollen and dripping colostrum, and he suckled contentedly.

When the infant finished eating and fell asleep, Thomas wiped him down, swaddled him in a clean cotton dish towel, measured him, and weighed him. The boy weighed eighteen pounds. He was twenty-seven inches long.

Eighteen pounds! Thomas tapped the scale and squinted at the dial to be certain that was true. It was.

As the child grew and flourished, the story of Gabriel Fisher’s birth would be retold again and again until the truth had mostly disappeared. Many believed his mother had passed away with the infant still sealed inside her womb, and Gabriel had gently cut his way free with the blade of his thumbnail. Others swore that Gabriel’s gestation had been fifteen months long, that through sheer force of will, Rachel Fisher had delayed her delivery in an effort to get the boy’s father—who remained unknown—to admit paternity. Still others claimed with zealous certainty that when Gabriel emerged from Rachel’s body, he was already thirty-six inches tall, and, like a newborn fawn, stood up and walked an hour after birth.

These exaggerations were understandable, given what the boy would one day become.

But on that bright September afternoon, Gabriel Fisher was born minutes before his mother drew her final breath, pulled into the world by a soft-spoken veterinarian haunted by his past who only wanted to live a quiet life someplace the modern world had left behind.




Part One





1

Hannah Fisher

My Rachel was an easy birth, the easiest. Her brother Caleb, no. All nine months I carried him, I felt too sick to eat. Some days I managed only a few spoons of warm oats and honey. In my final month, the fire shooting down my legs was so intense I could not sleep. When my waters broke, Caleb gave me pain I didn’t know a woman could bear, a thirty-hour labor through one sleepless night into the next, each contraction exquisite agony. In my feeble efforts to endure it, I thought of Jacob Hutter and Dirk Willems, Amish martyrs who had been burned at the stake; I pictured our dear Lord on the cross, nails through His hands and feet, my own pain so meager compared to theirs! In the frightened, tear-stained faces of the women at my bedside—my mother; my closest friend, Abiah; my sister, Meg—I could see I might die and take Caleb with me. I was but a girl of eighteen, married to Josiah, my Godly husband, for less than one year.

I prayed to endure the Lord’s affliction, that special suffering He reserves for His own, and I should have opened my arms to death, overjoyed to join my Savior in His kingdom. But I did not. I sobbed like a child, spilling tears for the babies I would never hold, for my loving husband, whom I as yet barely knew, and most ashamedly, for my comfortable home, my gardens, my beautiful herd of goats—all earthly things of no consequence, the vanity of vanities. I believe that is why God sent me back into this world. My faith had not been large enough.

As I felt the shadow of death cover me like a heavy blanket, the Lord saw fit to contract my womb so powerfully, I felt my body cleave in half, as if His mighty sword had opened me. My sister, Meg, who had been on the floor on her knees, sprang up on the bed and burrowed between my legs like a badger.

When I awoke to find Caleb on my chest, his soft infant skin pressed to mine, the rope of life still connecting us, I cried tears of thanks. But my joy was short-lived. Soon my beautiful boy’s hands and lips, and then his body, went blue. He would not suckle. Listless, he opened his mouth to cry but made no sound. Abiah sent for an English midwife, but my lovely firstborn perished in my arms before she arrived. My grief proved nearly unshakable. It would be a year before I consented to begin again in our marriage bed.

Rachel decided early on she’d make up for all Caleb had put me through. All nine months she floated blissfully inside me, soft and gentle as a bubble. I had no morning sickness, no shooting pains down my legs. And when it came time for her to join us in the world, she announced her intentions in the morning, after I’d had a full night’s rest, her waters spilling warm on my feet.

An hour later I’d barely begun my lying in, with Meg and Abiah at my bedside, when I felt this powerful, beautiful heat, as if I’d spread my legs immodestly wide before the summer sun. Meg squealed in surprise. I had not even begun to push, and Rachel’s head emerged, the crown a swirl of dark hair, her bright eyes open. With the next contraction, Meg turned Rachel’s shoulders slightly so, and my daughter slid free of my body, the easiest birth God has ever given to a mother and child. That night I was able to take a walk outside. I carried Rachel with me, naked in my arms next to my warm skin but for a shoulder wrap of Shetland wool. I walked along the fencerow and watched the sunset spill itself pink and orange along the horizon, and I cried with happiness. I had a beautiful daughter to love, another woman in the house to be a woman with.

But the Lord does not often give without taking away. He understands our weakness. When our desires are granted, our gratitude wanes, and we almost immediately turn to wanting more. Just months after Rachel’s birth, our Lord sent Josiah a terrible sickness, no appetite, fever, fatigue. He took to bed when his throat began to swell like a bullfrog’s. Beneath the covers, his manly parts grew to the size of oranges. His bloodied urine stained the bedsheets. He suffered so. How fervently I prayed for his recovery. Mumps, my mother said. A bad case, but he won’t die. Josiah was in bed for a week. It took another week to regain his strength, but a hidden injury remained. Though we wanted many more children, and yearned for them, Josiah’s infection rendered us infertile. I cried many hours over this, but always tried to be contented with the two beautiful children the Lord had provided me, though He took one to be with Him in heaven.

Even as a young girl, Rachel drew the gaze of boys and men. A mother sees such things, the subtle shift in their hungry eyes. Their hands remain busy at their work, but their eyes—those of Godly men, too—wander. Her brown hair curled in soft ringlets when a baby and by age twelve cascaded down her back. Such beauty. Even in a plain blue dress to the ankles, with her hair tucked under her kapp, Rachel radiated loveliness. Her eyes, the gentle curve of her jawline, the pink fruit of her lips, these could not be concealed. Every time I looked upon her, my heart swelled with a terrible pride.

It was not until much later that I realized the gravity of my mistake. God had not sent my beautiful daughter so easily into this world to give my life greater joy. He sent her to test my love for Him, to give me new opportunity to resist the pleasures of this world. It is when we are at the heights of earthly delight—sensual pleasure, pride, vanity—that we find ourselves furthest from heaven.

I grew up with three older brothers, Thomas, Abel, and John, and one sister, Margaret, whom we called Meg. Three years older than me, Meg was far more beautiful. Everywhere I grew plain, my thin lips, my boyish body, she swelled and bloomed. My wispy hair, dry as the browned silks of ripened field corn, fell barely past my shoulders and could be hidden easily beneath my kapp. Meg’s hair grew in thick, golden curls, like ropes, and by the time she reached the age of twelve, it would take Mother a long time to secure the bulk of it beneath Meg’s kapp, and even then, it radiated beyond the edges like the rays in a child’s drawing of the sun.

When Meg turned thirteen, an English boy made her the gift of a large, ivory-colored comb, and at night she would comb her hair over and over, running her fingers through it proudly. One spring afternoon, the worst of my childhood, Meg began combing her hair while Mother read to us after lunch from the Bible. We were kneeling on the floor near the hearth of the woodstove, and Mother and Father sat in chairs on either side. I still remember the words that stopped inside Mother’s mouth: “Beareth all things, believeth all things, hopeth all things, endureth all things,” when Father leaped from his chair and lifted Meg by the head, his strong right hand wrapped in her hair. Meg dropped her comb and screamed, kicking her legs and clutching at her head with both hands as Father dragged her toward the door.

Father had cautioned Meg many times against her vanity. It is one of Satan’s most devious tricks, how easily he can plant it in our hearts with just a glance at our reflection in a window. Once Meg had gotten lipstick from an English girl and colored her lips in secret. She’d removed it but missed a speck. When Father noticed, he grabbed her chin and rubbed her lip clean, roughly, with his thumb, causing her mouth to bleed. Another time Meg had arranged her hair on top of her head, with pins and such, like a glamorous English movie star. Fortunately, that time Mother had corrected her. But to reach for her comb during Bible reading! Father could not abide it.

This was late April, shearing season. Father pulled Meg, barefoot, out the kitchen door and across the gravel driveway into the barn, where the shearing stanchion remained inside one of the large, empty horse stalls. The ewes rumbled in their lambing jugs as they heard Father enter, thinking they might be getting a treat, but soon went silent. Her feet cut and bleeding, Meg knelt in the straw and pleaded with Father to forgive her, promised to melt the comb in a fire. Father dragged Meg to the stanchion and ordered her to lie across it, her beautiful hair hanging like willow branches over her face. With quivering hands, and loud, angry breaths, Father yanked the hand shear from where it hung on a nail driven into the wall. He oiled the steel blades until they dripped. Meg sobbed but remained still. The rest of us watched in horror, heads bowed. Father pushed down on one of Meg’s shoulders, and then the other, as he sheared the long hair from her head. It fell in tangled ropes into the straw below, mixing with snippets of wool and pellets of manure.

Meg kept the comb, though she never used it again in Father’s presence. When her hair grew back, almost as if in rebuke to Father, its curls were tighter and even more beautiful. In the sunlight, its golden sheen made it appear as if lit from within. Meg remained wary of Father thereafter, seldom spoke to him unless spoken to first. At her earliest opportunity, at age seventeen, she married an Amish man with family land in Pennsylvania. After she moved away, Meg returned home only four times, twice to attend to the birth of my children, once for Mother’s funeral, and a final time when Father’s body was laid to rest.

The summer I turned eleven, Father sold off our sheep and dairy goats and converted our barn into a sawmill, Absalom Yoder’s Custom Hardwoods. For some time afterward, with almost no income as the business became established, we often relied upon the generosity of our people, and the ingenuity of our mother, to keep us fed and clothed. We ate a lot of soup, weak broth, sometimes nothing more than boiled farro and a little salt, the only spice Father allowed in our kitchen. Too much sweetness on the tongue, he said, distracts from the true sweetness of the Lord. In the winter, with candles too expensive and oil for lamps in short supply, we went to bed early, Meg and I together in one bed, doubling our blankets and piling raw fleeces over them to stay warm.

As is our way, we children helped to run the new business. It was noisy, messy, dangerous work, not nearly as pleasant as tending crop fields outside in the sunshine or caring for young animals, though I grew to love the scent of freshly cut wood. Because I was small, I was spared the most physical labor. I spent my days carrying scraps to the slab pile; sopping up spilled diesel fuel; sweeping the endless sawdust into waist-deep piles, with wads of merino wool jammed in my ears to muffle the fierce whine of the saw blade.

Mother begged Father to allow me and Meg to help with the housework instead, arguing that mill work was best suited to the boys. Father partially relented, granting the respite only to Meg. He said I worked harder, and took better direction, than Abel, Thomas, or John, and for these reasons he thought of me as a fourth son, rather than a daughter. I believe he meant this to be a compliment. It hurt me deeply, though I pretended to be flattered.

A tireless worker, Father toiled in the mill ten or twelve hours every day. Sometimes, in the throes of insomnia, he would work through the night as well. Quick to anger, he demanded a similar commitment to work from his family, and he let us know when we’d fallen short. Meg and my brothers feared him, as Mother did, I know, much of the time. Once, in a rage, he’d broken Abel’s arm by yanking him from the table when Abel had refused to eat boiled brussels sprouts, bounty of the Lord’s earth. Still, as the youngest, and shy, I was spared his Vesuvian rages. Sometimes if I were alone with him over lunch, he would give me the treat from his own lunch—an apple, sometimes a cookie Mother had made—winking at me as I savored it, as long as I did so quickly. “Don’t dawdle, Hannah. The Lord didn’t rest until the seventh day, and Genesis says nothing about a lunch break.”

After a difficult year, Father’s business grew and thrived. He custom cut hickory, hard maple, red and white oak, black walnut, and cherry, and he sold to furniture and cabinetmakers throughout the Midwest. His hardened steel, rough-cut sawblade was three feet across with over one hundred triangular teeth sharpened and oiled daily with Father’s obsessive precision. Belt-driven by a rebuilt Cummins diesel engine mounted to the floor, that blade spun so fast it looked almost invisible, but it could slide through hard maple like a straight razor cutting flesh. “Don’t get too close, Hannah,” he once said to me. “That blade will slice through your skinny little neck so fast you will be looking back at your body while your head rolls across the floor.”

Though quarrelsome, Father could also be exceedingly generous. In fact, I believed him to be the most pious and generous man I knew. One summer I asked for a baseball glove, but Mother refused to buy it. She said baseball was a boys’ game. But a few days later, when I arrived in the mill for work, I found a new baseball glove hanging on the nail where I kept my dust apron. Excitedly, I tried it on. Father winked at me, said, “Hang that back up now, Hannah. You can’t push a broom with that contraption on your hand.” I know of many Amish families and young widows suffering from poverty, illness, or some other affliction and short of firewood who woke up one frigid winter morning to discover two free cords of slab wood had been delivered secretly in the night, cut and stacked and already seasoned, ready for burning. I know this because I sometimes accompanied Father on these midnight missions, helping to stack the wood, my fingers numb, breath clouds of vapor. On the way home, he’d put the reins in my hands, let me lead the horses, while he tipped his head back and looked at the stars.

When I was seventeen, I fell in love with Josiah, a poor local boy, who worked in a cabinet shop for a man who often purchased wood from my father. With no land of his own, upon our engagement, Josiah accepted my parents’ offer to deed us forty acres of land along the river, contiguous to their own, and with help from Father, Josiah’s brothers, and friends, Josiah built our house. It is a modest home, strongly built, with a root cellar beneath the kitchen. After a year we raised our own barn, and I began to keep milk goats, as my family once did, while Josiah started his own carpentry business. Like most of our people, we have no electricity or family telephone, though Josiah keeps a cell phone for business, as many do. Josiah’s work is contracted nearly a year in advance, and he keeps a calendar in our desk drawer with his schedule posted. Josiah is skillful and responsible, charges a fair price, keeps his word, and does high-quality work. It is surprising that these qualities are so rare in the English world, where the rule seems to be to charge as much as you can for something as cheaply made as possible, though it is impertinent of me to say so. Before I met Dr. Kennedy, I often wondered why anyone would willingly choose to live in a world so rife with corruption and false promises, where everything worshipped is transitory. My mother used to say we Amish have much that is beautiful about America without accepting her ugliness. I don’t know if that is true.

For years, after Sunday services, Josiah and I hosted a family gathering for restful fellowship and an early dinner. By this time, Meg, Abel, and John had moved away, but my oldest brother, Thomas, lived the next church district over, and he would come with his wife and five children. My mother and father always joined us as well, wandering across the lawn from their home next door. Though he worked tirelessly the other six days of the week, Sundays my father took seriously the Lord’s admonition to rest. The scent of frying chickens, roasting potatoes, and baking fruit pies would linger in the air as we all talked and laughed and sang. Those were beautiful days! When it got too noisy in the house, Father would take Rachel and his other grandchildren outside, where they’d play freeze tag or hide and seek. Sometimes Father would pitch a baseball and cheer every time one of the children hit it with a broomstick into the pasture, scattering my goats. On the hottest days, Father would lead them down to the river, where he’d sit high on the bank in the sunshine, slide his suspenders down over his shoulders for comfort, and relax. The little boys would roll their pants over their knees, and Rachel and the other girls would bunch their dresses up around their thighs to wade barefoot in the cold, rushing water.

If he’d had a difficult week, Father would lie back in the sun, his straw hat tipped over his face, rest both hands on his chest, and fall asleep. An hour or so later, when we rang the dinner bell, the children would wake him and fight over who got to lead him by the hand back to the house. Because Rachel had been working in the mill every week, sweeping sawdust, carrying slab wood, as I had as a young girl, he’d often choose her, prompting the other children to complain of favoritism. So, he began holding his hands high, offering them to the first child who could recite a chosen Bible verse. Once, I was with them when he asked someone to name the fruits of the spirit. Rachel immediately recited the list, from Galatians: love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control. This earned her a kiss on the head and Father’s large, calloused hand in hers as we all walked back to the house.

Throughout her young life, Rachel’s faith grew so profound it sometimes shamed me. Of course, faith comes easily to a child, so ready to believe all things. God’s miracles seem no more incredible to a young girl than a chick pecking its way from an egg, or a newborn goat steaming in the frosty pasture. Still, it persisted, and by age fourteen, she confessed herself ready to devote her life to God, to join the church as a full, communing member. I felt proud but uneasy. For us, giving your life to God is an irrevocable decision. Adult baptism following the freedom of Rumspringa is a commitment made with eyes open. My mother said you must sample the sweets so you’ll never wonder what you might be missing, but you return for true nourishment.

Rachel sensed our hesitation. My heart aches to remember it. As parents, we sometimes must think for our children when their inexperience puts their judgement into doubt. Wait, we said. Please, Rachel. We are so pleased you love God, and we do not doubt the earnestness of your intentions. But in a year or two, when you are a woman, your eyes might see differently. Divine love is weakened by regret, which can grow into spite, or worse. You have not seen enough of the world to know what your commitment means.

My dear girl obeyed. I could see the crushing disappointment in her eyes, but Rachel did not beg. She honored us, accepted our decision, as always. At age sixteen, she was baptized into our church, her beautiful face beaming with the love of Christ in her heart.

When Rachel was nine years old, my dear mother passed away. She had a bleeding incident that left her unable to speak, her right arm and leg paralyzed. She lingered for several days. My father was so aggrieved by her passing he could barely speak of it, and he never remarried. After her funeral, with Josiah’s help, he brought her cedar clothing chest to our home. They carried it upstairs and left me with it.

Inside was the dress she wore on her wedden’s day, not much different than those she wore every day (though of course much smaller, she being a larger woman at death than when first married, as are we all); envelopes of our baby teeth, some of them still stained with dried blood, and snippets of our baby hair; yarn she’d spun years earlier from her Shetland ewes; a muslin dish towel her mother had given to her with a verse from Hebrews stitched onto it, “Now faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen.” All these things I had seen and remembered. But on the bottom in one corner, hidden beneath the balls of yarn, and wrapped and tied inside a kapp, was a book. The covers had been removed, its pages frayed and dirty from use, sanctified by garden soil and cooking grease from my dear mother’s fingers. It was a collection of poems, cryptic, oddly written, by a woman named Emily Dickinson. One early page featured a photograph of her, dressed in black—Amish? I wondered, at first—staring directly out with large, dark eyes, her small hands folded modestly. With her dark hair and pale skin, and her thin, angular face, she looked a bit like my own mother did as a young woman. I read a few of the shorter poems, stopping at those pages most soiled by my mother’s more frequent interest. At that time, their meanings puzzled me. I could not dwell on them—I could hear Josiah speaking to my father just downstairs. I tied the book back into my mother’s kapp and returned it to the place she’d reserved for it in the bottom of her chest.

Many nights, long after Rachel had gone to sleep, and only when Josiah was kept away by a job too distant to return home at night, I would open Mother’s chest and find the book. Sometimes my fingers would tremble as I lit the candle. I would breathe deeply, my heart quivering, the candle’s light fluttering with my breaths. As I read those beautiful poems, my mind would come alive.

Miss Dickinson wrote so often of God, I told myself this reading was akin to devotions, solitary prayers, in a way, at eventide. Remarkably, I recognized myself inside those pages. In a life devoted to goodness, devoted to God, there can still be yearning. A quiet mouth, a devoted heart, does not mean a quiet mind. Sometimes while reading, I found myself crying, overwhelmed by the depth and breadth of Miss Dickinson’s daring, by the baring of her soul.

We are taught all our lives that Satan has no better deceiver than those self-deceived. But to me, it did not feel like deception. I would pay dearly for that mistake.




Reading Group Questions

1. How does the prologue inform the first chapter? Why did the author choose to include a prologue and then jump back in time? What does this jump add?

2. “Sometimes, it isn’t where you’re going, but rather what you’re running from that determines where you find yourself” (page 3). Discuss this interpretation of home and place. How does it carry throughout the course of the novel? Do you agree with it or find home to have a different definition?

3. The story opens with three different graphic birth descriptions. How did you react to these? Did it challenge your expectations of the story? How did it introduce different themes integral to the story?

4. Members of the Amish community are not frequently portrayed in literature. How did the author portray the Amish community? Did you learn anything about them or gain new perspectives?

5. How did the author portray faith in general? In what instances was it brought up? What were your reactions? Did you relate to or connect with some of the characters’ devout faith?

6. How did you make sense of the large cast of characters? Did any characters have specific attributes you remember? Did you have a favorite character or attribute? How did the author go about characterizing so many people?

7. The setting is remote and rural, which is why Dr. Thomas Kennedy chooses to move there. What do these qualities add to the story? How might a different setting change the action? Would you choose to move to a place like Lakota?

8. The story is told by rotating narrators, sometimes through different time periods. Why do you think the author chose to have multiple narrators? Why these characters? What do the rotating narrators add to the story? What might we lose from it? Who is your favorite narrator and storyline?

9. The novel includes many details about multiple generations of the Fisher family. How do you see this theme of descendancy and family lineage come up throughout the novel? How does Hannah interact differently with different generations of her family? How do you see it reflect your own life?




Q&A with Ron Rindo

How did you get the concept for this novel? Was it inspired by anything in particular, such as personal experiences? How did the concept change over the writing process?

One afternoon many years ago, while eating lunch at my desk, I encountered an internet site about giants and giantism that included mention of the short, remarkable life of Robert Wadlow, who was eight feet, eleven inches tall when he died in 1940 at age twenty-two. I decided I wanted to write a novel about a fictional giant living in twenty-first century America, and over the next week or so, I wrote a version of the prologue, essentially Gabriel’s birth scene. I thought it would probably be a sports story of some kind, since many large, athletic men in America end up playing football. I didn’t think that would be enough to interest readers, though, and I wasn’t even sure it was possible for someone to become a giant anymore, given that many forms of acromegaly can now be successfully treated. So, I set the idea aside and went back to writing short stories. Then, one evening years later, I was trout fishing on the Mecan River, near Dakota, Wisconsin, and I heard an Amish buggy approaching, the clop of horse’s hooves, the rattle of buggy wheels on blacktop. I’d seen those buggies pass many times while fishing on the Mecan, but this time, for whatever reason, the vision sent my mind back to Gabriel’s birth scene, and I realized if he were born into an Amish community where medical intervention would not be certain, he could grow to be almost nine feet tall. The next day, I pulled that initial prologue out of my file cabinet and rewrote it so that Gabriel’s birth mother, Rachel, was an Amish woman shunned for giving birth out of wedlock and refusing to name the father. Hannah’s narration of Rachel’s birth came next, and over the next two years, the novel grew into something far more complex and resonant than I’d intended. It became a story about community, faith, redemption, and the many different kinds of love human beings are capable of sharing.

How did you become an author? Would you care to share any writing tips?

I can’t remember a time in my life when I didn’t want to be a writer. From the moment I learned to read—and everyone addicted to reading knows this—I understood that my life was so much richer when immersed in the stories and inner lives revealed in books. And once I started writing stories myself, I discovered that writing gave me the same pleasures as reading, the same complex immersion into other lives and other worlds. I have a lot of other interests, too, and I still have many more passions than I have time for, but writing has been the through line, the one thing to which I always return. The primary advice I give to aspiring writers is to write the kind of stories you love to read, include your passions—whatever they are—in your work, and keep at it.

Can you tell us what research, if any, you did before writing this novel? Do you have firsthand experience with its subject? Did you base any of the characters on people from your own life? What is the most interesting or surprising thing you learned as you set out to tell your story?

While I had plenty of exposure to the physical details and external characteristics of Amish life, I needed to do a lot of research into Amish faith and cultural practices, Anabaptist history, and so forth, because much of that was new to me. Fortunately, excellent scholarly resources are available, and I cite the two that were most helpful to me in the novel’s acknowledgments. Given that one of the narrators is a devout Amish grandmother, I absolutely had to get those details right, and I was committed to treating her faith and way of life accurately and respectfully. Of all the main characters, I feel as if I’m most like Thomas, at least in terms of his love for animals and his approach to life (though I’ve never been a veterinarian—that required some research, too). Trey Beathard is a composite of every football coach I’ve had in my life, both in high school and at the small college I attended. Billy Walton is modeled after one of my dad’s uncles, a man who dazzled with witty and playful conversation who was also obsessed with sports. Hannah remains my favorite character. The moment her voice came to me, fully formed and insistent on being heard, was a surprise and a gift. I’ll discuss her more below.

Are you currently working on another book? If so, can you tell us what it’s about?

I am working on another novel. I don’t want to say too much, since I’m only halfway through. There are three narrators, but the main character is a young, epileptic Catholic priest who gets high regularly, plays shredding guitar solos during Mass between verses of “Immaculate Mary,” and follows what he believes to be the example of the historical Jesus, who is a far cry from the placid, blue-eyed shepherd carrying a baby lamb on his shoulders, as depicted in so many garage-sale paintings. This priest is a secret disciple of the Salvadoran archbishop and martyr, Óscar Romero. As such, he is devoted to liberation theology, and, among other things, he is engaged in smuggling hundreds of poor, undocumented Central American refugees from Mexico into the United States through his church in Milwaukee.

Can you tell us a little bit about your background and when you decided you wanted to be an author? Is there a book that most influenced your life?

I grew up in rural, southeastern Wisconsin, where I spent a lot of time happily wandering the woods and fields, something I still love to do. When I was young, I kept a pencil and small notebook under the mattress of my bed, and if I woke up before the rest of my family, which I often did, I would pull it out and write stories in it. They were mostly stories about a boy interacting with animals, the latter an early love that has stayed with me. In terms of influences, there are so many books that have been important to me at various stages of my life that it’s difficult to arrive at just a few. Much of my doctoral work was on American literature of the nineteenth century, and I still find myself drawn to the many New England writers from that period and earlier. Emily Dickinson’s poetry, which has a huge presence in Life, and Death, and Giants, remains a touchstone, a model of the depth and breadth possible in one’s inner life, regardless of external circumstances. Her poem that begins, “The Brain—is wider than the Sky—” is an anthem for me, a song of infinite possibility. Frederick Douglass’s 1845 slave narrative still holds great power for me. Thoreau’s Walden, too, is a work I never tire of rereading.

How did writing this book change your outlook on life? Did you start to see the themes in the book echo in your own life? How did it change your life in other ways?

When I taught fiction writing, I always suggested to students that change is the secret theme of all fiction, an idea I first saw attributed to novelist Wallace Stegner. What he meant by that, I think, is that in a good novel, characters are different people at the end than they were at the beginning, that the experience of living has altered them. What I don’t think he meant is that the writers, themselves, are changed by what they’ve written, but as I considered this question, I realized that this is also true. What happens when you write, particularly in the first person, from the point of view of people unlike you for the full length of a novel is transformative. You take on not only their voice but also their inner life, their insights, their ways of seeing, knowing, and being in the world. Their language, their beliefs, their regrets, become yours for a time. It is a deeply profound, almost magical level of identification. I felt that every time I wrote one of Hannah’s sections particularly, but also when I wrote from Trey’s or Billy’s points of view, and I felt like I knew these people—and people like them—with far more depth and compassion. Writing this novel also imbued my own life with increased humility and a greater appreciation, even love, for those with lives far different from my own. Once the book was published, I started getting lovely emails from readers in other parts of the country and from other countries, and the kind, generous things people said about how the book affected them brought home the very thing Hannah discovers in her own reading in the novel, that human beings can connect deeply with one another across place and time, and that books are the conduit for that connection.

Did you have a favorite character or narrator that you saw yourself especially reflected in? How did you include your own perspectives in the characters in the novel?

While it probably isn’t true that Flaubert said, of the main character of his most famous novel, “Madame Bovary, c’est moi,” this sentiment—that characters in a novel carry at least some attributes of the writer—holds some truth, I think. Though Gabriel’s love for animals and playing football matches my own at that age, when I wrote Gabriel, I imagined him as my youngest son, Noah, who as an adult is only six feet, two inches tall but was always big, fast, and strong for his age as a young boy. He cared so tenderly for our sheep and chickens (we live in the country and have always kept some animals), and he even taught a hen to ride on the handlebars of his bike the way Gabriel does. While I believe I am closest to Thomas—I share his love for solitude, fly-fishing, animals, and nature, among other things—there are also small parts of me in the other characters, too. That said, Hannah is by far my favorite. I find so much to admire in her—the depth of her thought and self-awareness, her humility, her honesty, her devotion to those she loves, the courage she brings to the examination of her faith, and the strength that carries her through such incredible hardship. Some aspects of her character are modeled after two Puritan writers I taught in literature classes for many years, Mary Rowlandson and Anne Bradstreet. I know she is a fictional character, and yet I think of Hannah as a real person, someone to admire, someone to emulate. Where I am most like her, I think, is in the joy she derives from her interactions with art and literature, the shift in her way of seeing after her trip to the Art Institute of Chicago and, later, after her reading of the books Thomas inherited from his mother. I also share her love for animals and for children and grandchildren, and, like Hannah and Josiah, my wife Jenna and I often hold hands under the covers while we’re falling asleep.





Recommended Reading

The Land Remembers: The Story of a Farm and Its People by Ben Logan

Originally published in 1975, this lovely memoir is set in the driftless area of southwestern Wisconsin, on a two-hundred-sixty-acre farm where Logan grew up in the 1920s and ’30s. It is a warm, beautifully written, lovingly detailed look at rural life one hundred years ago, when many farmers worked their fields with horses and oxen as the Amish still do today.

The Poems of Emily Dickinson by Emily Dickinson; and Dickinson, Selected Poems and Commentary by Helen Vendler

The old, worn edition of Emily Dickinson’s poetry that Hannah Fisher discovers in her mother’s trunk is her first exposure to the wonders of secular literature and the start of a deeper journey into the self that changes her life. In my view, Dickinson is the finest poet America has ever produced, but her dazzlingly original and intensely compressed poetry is often difficult to decipher. Enter Helen Vendler, a perceptive and articulate reader, who walks us through detailed, elegantly written interpretations of many of Dickinson’s most powerful poems.

Their Eyes Were Watching God by Zora Neale Hurston

Hannah Fisher reads a lot of great literature while living with Thomas, but this adventurous story, which some might interpret as the antithesis of Hannah’s demure, more geographically circumscribed life, especially touches her. Set in Florida and written in just seven weeks, the novel explores a woman’s desire to find a non-domineering man to love who supports










OEBPS/xhtml/toc.xhtml






		Cover



		Title page



		Contents



		Dedication page



		Epigraph page



		Prologue



		Part One



		1. Hannah Fisher



		2. Billy Walton



		3. Hannah Fisher



		4. Thomas Kennedy



		5. Billy Walton



		6. Hannah Fisher



		7. Billy Walton



		8. Thomas Kennedy



		9. Hannah Fisher



		10. Thomas Kennedy



		11. Billy Walton



		12. Hannah Fisher









		Part Two



		13. Trey Beathard



		14. Billy Walton



		15. Hannah Fisher



		16. Trey Beathard



		17. Thomas Kennedy



		18. Billy Walton



		19. Hannah Fisher



		20. Thomas Kennedy



		21. Hannah Fisher









		Part Three



		22. Billy Walton



		23. Thomas Kennedy



		24. Trey Beathard



		25. Thomas Kennedy



		26. Hannah Fisher



		27. Thomas Kennedy



		28. Hannah Fisher



		29. Billy Walton



		30. Hannah Fisher



		31. Thomas Kennedy



		32. Hannah Fisher



		33. Billy Walton



		34. Thomas Kennedy









		Part Four



		35. Hannah Fisher



		36. Trey Beathard



		37. Billy Walton



		38. Hannah Fisher



		39. Thomas Kennedy



		40. Hannah Fisher



		41. Billy Walton



		42. Hannah Fisher



		43. Thomas Kennedy









		Acknowledgments



		Reading Group Questions



		Q&A with Ron Rindo



		Recommended Reading



		About the Author



		Also by Ron Rindo



		Copyright page











Guide





    		Cover



    		Title page



    		Contents



    		Prologue















		iii



		v



		vii

   

		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		i



		ii



		iv











OEBPS/images/logo.jpg






OEBPS/images/seen.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
A heart too big for this world . . .

Just read it’ 'A stunning novel’

OPRAH DAILY

RON RINDO








