
LANCASTER COUNTY SECOND CHANCES

BOOK 2

By

Ruth Price

This is Book 2 of the Lancaster County Second Chances series. If you enjoy this book, please look over the other Christian books from Global Grafx Press, and other great books from Ruth Price.

Published by Global Grafx Press, LLC. © 2015 

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

The Bible quotations used in this manuscript are either taken from the King James Bible or the English Standard Bible.

Copyright © 2015 by Ruth Price

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

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Epilogue

LANCASTER COUNTY SECOND CHANCES 3

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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Katie slid into the back seat of Eli Shandy’s car.  As the Lapp house receded into the background, Joseph reached out with one large brown hand and pulled her to his side. Katie snuggled deep into his arms with a sigh.

She was still caring for Joseph’s children, and the two of them were still observing the proprieties that demanded that Amish singles – even engaged ones—must not be alone together.

Although, Katie had to admit, their adherence to these rules were becoming looser and more tenuous by the day. She could hardly wait for the wedding so she could kiss Joseph freely and openly.

Not that they weren’t kissing anyway. There seemed to be an unspoken agreement between Joseph and their driver, because Eli Shandy was even more blind and deaf now than at first – which is to say, extremely. Even when Katie dared to train her eyes on Joseph’s lips, and he took the hint, and they spent the next five minutes exploring the general subject of lips and a few other things besides. Mr. Shandy never so much as cast a glance in the rearview. 

Even so, Katie found herself wishing their driver at Jericho—and feeling guilty for it.  

“It’s terrible to be almost married,” she whispered in Joseph’s ear.

Joseph smiled and pressed her close. “Only a little while longer,” he replied. 

“Two more months,” she grumbled.

Joseph leaned in and blew in her ear, and she pinched him, and they made such a moving and shaking in that little car that Mr. Shandy could hardly have failed to notice if he had been blind and deaf. But he said nothing, and took no notice, until the car pulled up to the front door of the Fisher farm.

“Kiss me, Joseph!” she whispered, and he kissed her again before the sound of the front door opening meant that she had to pull away.

Katie’s little sister Bett was standing on the front porch, wiping her hands on her apron. “Why, Katie, what happened to your hair?” she asked innocently.

Katie felt her cheeks going hot. She put up her hand and hastily smoothed the unruly tendrils. She looked back at the car to see a flash of white against brown: Joseph grinning at her from the car window.

“Never mind.”

Katie passed through the kitchen on the way to the stairs and caught a glimpse of her mother and half a dozen other women sewing in the living room. Mary Fisher waved her hand and made a shooing gesture that she usually reserved for her geese.

“Go away, Katie!” she laughed. “You can’t see your quilt until your wedding day!”

The other women giggled as Katie smiled and mounted the stairs to her own bedroom.

She closed the door behind her, walked to the window, and took off her bonnet. Far in the distance, she could see the road to the Lapp farm and just on the horizon, the glint of Eli Shandy’s car as it crested the last hill and disappeared from sight.

She plopped down on her bed, smiling. The change in her life had been nothing short of a miracle. It was true that she still had nights where Erik reached for her from the shadows, or worse, when Peder’s sweet voice pierced her dreams and made her sit up, wide-eyed, in the dark. 

But those nights would have come anyway, and soon she would have Joseph’s arms to comfort her. She would wake to the sweet sound of Caleb’s voice, and the voices of the other children. She already thought of them as hers. 

And there might even be more children to come, hers and Joseph’s together, to heal their hearts and bring them new joys.

Katie hugged her pillow to her body happily, and gratitude welled up in her like a clear spring. Eventually it spilled into a glad prayer, a prayer of thanksgiving. 

Thank You, Lord, Katie prayed, You have given me so much! Thank you most of all for showing me how wrong I was to fear You. For showing me that you love me in all the ways I know and understand.

That night at dinner, Katie’s family was more glad and talkative than usual. John Fisher’s brown eyes glowed when they rested on Katie, but they were also sometimes over-bright. He blew his nose into a large red handkerchief once or twice, and his wife smiled a bit ruefully and put her hand on his arm.

After dinner, he went out to the porch and sat down in the swing to watch night fall over his fields. They were full and high with corn, and the evening air was fragrant with sweet grasses and near-ripeness.

Katie sat down beside him and put her head on his shoulder. “I will still miss this, Daed,” she said quietly.

Her father gazed out over his fields. “You can always sit and talk to me, Katze,” he said, and then coughed. “That never changes.”

He fell silent, and then asked: “You are sure, then?”

She lifted her head and looked at him in astonishment. “Why, what do you mean?”

“It just seemed... very soon to me.”

She smiled a little and nestled against his chest again. “I’m sure, Papa. Sometimes you know right away.”

“I just want my girl to be happy,” he replied gruffly.

Katie’s smile deepened. “I am happy, Daed.”

He grunted, and took out the handkerchief and cleaned his glasses, and they sat there for a long time, rocking and watching the soft summer twilight deepen into a starry night.
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The next morning, Katie stood on the porch of her parents’ house, waiting in the predawn dark for Eli Shandy’s car to crest the hill and come rolling to the porch. Now she was no longer an employee waiting for a ride to work, but a young woman waiting for her lover.

When the car came to a stop, Joseph was sitting in the back seat, waiting for her. She jumped into the car, nestling against his chest. It was broad and warm and welcoming. His arm went around her.

When they reached the Lapp farm, she reluctantly dislodged herself from her warm nest and turned to kiss Joseph – a long, communicative kiss that she meant to say, I can’t wait for five o’clock. When she pulled away, the light in Joseph’s blue eyes told her that he’d gotten the message. She smiled a little mischievously and waved to him over her shoulder as the car rolled away.

The children had already settled into their morning routines. Hezekiah and Jeremy were out working in the new barn that the neighbors had helped build for them after the tornado. It still smelled of resin and freshly-cut wood, but it was big and well-built and more than adequate for their needs. Emma was helping her clear away the remnants of breakfast, and Caleb was sweeping the porch with his little broom.

The sun rose golden over the fields, and rode up into the sky as Katie and Emma cooked and washed clothes and baked. Caleb came to the kitchen table, hungry for cookies and kisses, which Katie never refused him. 

Towards noon, they were surprised by a visit from Joseph’s younger sister Esther. Esther was supposed to be Katie’s chaperone, but so far had done nothing to prevent her brother from being alone with his fiancée, a fact that Katie silently blessed her for. If anything, Esther filled Katie’s mind with inappropriate thoughts because Esther always brought her pink, chubby baby with her, filling Katie with such a desire for a new baby that she could hardly wait for her wedding.

Esther was a shy young woman, but had become friendly with Katie as they spent time together. She was pleasantly plump, with light brown hair that she kept pulled back in a loose bun, and little round glasses. Katie liked her, and filled her hands with sandwiches and tea so that Esther would have to hand the baby over.

Esther’s little girl was a sturdy, heavy baby, pink and round and firm in Katie’s arms. She smelled sweetly of powder and clean baby skin, and Katie closed her eyes and breathed the fragrance in. The sudden longing for a baby of her own pierced her. Oh, a baby. A new baby, a baby belonging to her and Joseph!

“We were all so happy to hear that Joseph had found love again,” Esther was saying shyly. “He’s like a new man. Everyone can see it.”

Katie cast a glance toward Emma and Caleb, but Esther’s voice had been low. She blushed and smiled. 

“I love him very much, Esther,” she replied.

Esther smiled, and her blue eyes twinkled behind the glasses. “Everyone can see that, too.” She put the teacup to her lips. “The family is very happy about it. Everyone is coming to the wedding.”

Then she frowned a little, and bit her lip. A long moment passed, and Esther seemed to decide to speak the thought on her mind:

“All, that is, except our sister Cora. She’s the youngest... only sixteen.”

Katie looked a question, and Esther added, with a worried frown: “She’s on her rumspringa. No one knows where she is.”

Katie felt her mouth dropping open, but decided to say nothing more than “Oh.” Rumspringa was the time when Amish teens were given the opportunity to go out into the world of the English and experience life outside of the Amish community. It was a time for them to see, and compare, two very different worlds.

When they returned, they were expected to make a choice.

Some teens chose to embrace the Amish faith, and some chose the larger world. But it was unusual, and a little ominous, for a family member to disappear entirely while on rumspringa.

Katie hugged the baby closer, wondering what in the world could have happened, and hoping for Joseph’s sake that it was nothing bad. 
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Chapter Two
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The party music was too loud and angry for Cora Lapp to enjoy. But she adjusted her bangs nervously, smiled and pretended to be unaffected by the screaming. Her friends seemed to be having a good time, and she didn’t want to be seen as the odd one.

“Great, huh?” Lonnie yelled. Cora nodded.

Lonnie was a short, vivacious brunette who Cora had met a few weeks ago in Philadelphia. Lonnie was English, but she was also a preacher’s daughter, and therefore sympathetic to Cora’s plight. 

Cora nodded her head to the beat, trying hard to look cool. She liked Lonnie because Lonnie understood. Lonnie understood what she’d meant when she’d said she wanted to live like a normal person. Lonnie wanted that, too. Lonnie had said she was tired of people expecting her to be what they wanted, with no thought for what she might want. Lonnie was tired of living for her parents.

Lonnie was the one who knew where the good parties were, who laughed at the idea of chaperones, and who had promised Cora that there would be plenty of boys tonight.

The boy part was what sealed the deal. They were what made Cora willing to make whatever adjustments that Lonnie said were necessary: new clothes, new hair, makeup, jewelry. The feeling of danger and excitement that came with these things made Cora’s heart beat a little oddly.

She was scared, but she was also determined.

So she stood next to Lonnie in an abandoned barn miles from the nearest town, watching the English kids dance and drink as the angry music pounded the air. Cora’s long brown hair fell loose around her shoulders, and the pretty pink tee shirt and tiny, hip-hugging jeans looked good on her – or so Lonnie had assured her. But walking in pants still felt odd to Cora, and she wondered if she’d be able to dance in them.

Assuming that anyone asked her.

She bit her lip, and ventured a look at a group of boys across the room. They were a little older, and looked a little wild to Cora, who was used to boys who spoke calmly, and in a normal tone of voice, and who wore straw hats and plain clothes. These new boys were lean and dark, and their eyes made her a little scared.

But there was no doubt that they made her heart beat faster, too.

As she looked, one of them caught her eye and held it for an instant before she dropped her gaze. He was tall and lean and had brown hair that fell over his eyes. His glance was dark, amused and intense, all at the same time.

“Woo girl,” Lonnie had hissed in her ear, “look who’s checking you out!”

Cora stole another quick glance. The tall boy was dressed in a loose jacket of some dark material, and dark jeans that showed just how fit he was. Very. Cora dropped her eyes quickly.

She kept her eyes on her shoes – absurd, uncomfortable pink sandals that seemed useful for nothing except hurting her feet. She kept staring at them, hardly daring to breathe, until a pair of dark leather boots appeared beside them.

“Want to dance?” said a male voice.

Cora looked up and saw the boy with the bangs over his eyes looking at her. Hope and terror fought in her throat, making it impossible to reply. So she just nodded.

He took her hand easily, as if they’d known each other for years, and led her out on the floor. To Cora’s relief, the thrashing music suddenly slowed, and a soft, romantic tune came over the radio. The boy pulled her into his chest and slid a hand around her waist.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Cora,” she stammered. She didn’t dare meet his eyes.

“Pretty name.” Cora heard amusement in his voice, and wondered if he was making fun of her. She shot a scared look up at his eyes. Yes, he was laughing, there was no doubt. And it had been a mistake to look.

His eyes ringed with dark lashes  were a light gray, with little flecks of blue.  She let her eyes wander down to his lips. They were finely chiseled, firm and full.

They were very close.

“How old are you?” he asked next.

“Sixteen,” Cora replied quietly. 

“Sweet sixteen,” he sighed, and smiled.  “Ever been kissed?”

Cora
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