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Elizabeth Scott tugged on her mother’s arm as they stepped out of the house and onto the front porch.

“Mama, why are we – “she started to ask but Mary cut her off instantly.

“Lilibet, you have to remember to call me Mammi now,” Mary interjected quickly, clasping her daughter’s hand. 

The toddler peered up at her with solemn brown eyes. 

“Okay,” she agreed. “Mammi, where is our car?”

Mary stifled a sigh and smiled patiently at the four-year-old. 

It will take time but she will understand eventually, the woman assured herself. This is a big adjustment for us both. 

“Remember I told you that we don’t have a car anymore? Now, if we need to travel, we will use a cart.”

“With the horsie?” 

“Yes,” Mary replied, slightly relieved to see Elizabeth’s face brighten. 

This is a good move, for both of us. This is a wonderful place for a child to grow up. It was a wonderful place for me to grow up no matter what the circumstances were which caused me to leave.

Yet Mary could not shake the slight unease growing in her stomach. 

Her mother’s passing had changed everything in a heartbeat. 

Mary had gone from being a struggling as a single mother to being offered the dream she had striven toward since childhood. 

But it was moving from the small apartment in Rochester back to St. Lawrence county which had been the biggest shock to her, as if she had completely lost touch with her Amish roots in the five years since she had left the community. 

Mary was in a constant state of conflict. 

Was it good or bad that she had forsaken some of the Amish customs and traditions. Five years was hardly any time, after all. She would be back into the ways of the community in no time.

It is good here, better. This is where Elizabeth should have always been. 

Mary did not remind herself why Elizabeth had not been born and bred in the district. 

“Mama, there’s a man over there.”

Mary’s head rose and she froze to look where her young daughter was indicating. 

Since Ruth Yoder’s funeral, Mary had few visitors on the modest land her mother had called home since the death of Mary’s father, ten years prior.

Bishop Graber had, of course, made it his duty to check in on her and Elizabeth but even his visits were father and fewer between than they had been. 

Mary had expected nothing less and in a small way, she was grateful at being left alone, at least until they settled in. 

While she had not been shunned, her presence back in the district was not rejoiced, especially having returned with a child without the slightest concept of Amish life. 

She heard the whispers at her mother’s viewing as Elizabeth eagerly tried to make new friends, the child too young to understand that the occasion was meant to be somber. 

“Has she no shame bringing such an unruly girl to her own mother’s viewing? It is a blessing Ruth never saw this kinner,” someone mumbled as Mary hurried to wrangle Elizabeth. 

“Gottlos, the both,” another agreed and Mary felt her cheeks stain red with humiliation. 

We are not Godless, she thought furiously but she wisely said nothing. 

There was nothing she could do but endure their scrutiny for the time before hiding Elizabeth away from their tongue-wagging. 

She has two years before starting school. That is plenty of time to get her accustomed to the Amish way of life, she thought. 

In the meantime, she would keep a low profile and run her mother’s beloved bakery in Canton.  

Mary knew it was easier said than done but she had little other choice in the matter. 

She was Ruth Yoder’s only child and someone needed to honor her wishes and tend to her assets. 

Who are you kidding? You are happy to be home, despite the criticism. You have always wanted to come back. You’ve just been too afraid. 

“Mama, who is that?”

“Mammi,” Mary corrected automatically, dropping Elizabeth’s hand to shield her eyes against the afternoon sunshine. 

Her heart quickened as the ambling figure approached the house and Mary swallowed quickly. 

“Mary Yoder!” the man called, a note of happiness in his voice. “Mein Gotte, it has been impossible to find you since your return.”

“It’s Mary Scott now, Matthew,” she replied quickly as her friend drew close. 

She smiled tentatively, glancing nervously at Elizabeth who cocked her dark hair to the side, the string of her prayer bonnet falling over her olive cheek.

“Hello Matthew,” Mary said, swallowing a strange lump forming in her throat. “Du gucksht gut.”

He chuckled, blue eyes sparkling as he neared them. 

“You look great too!”

He sighed, shaking his long, dark curls in an almost exasperated fashion. 

“I have been trying to capture your attention for a week,” he explained, his eyes darting toward Elizabeth. 

His beam widened as they stared at one another. 

“You must be Elizabeth,” he said. “I am Matthew.”

“Mama says it’s rude to call adults by their first names,” Mary’s daughter replied, her brow furrowing and Mary cringed inwardly. 

There is so much to undo with her. Will she ever adjust to the way of life here?

Mary shoved the worry from her mind and smiled weakly.

“It’s all right, Lilibet. Here you can call everyone by their first names.”

The girl seemed confused as she looked from Matthew to her mother as if she was expecting a trap. 

“Okay...” she murmured, stepping back behind Mary’s dark skirt and lowering her head. 

This is only confusing her, Mary thought. She shouldn’t have to deal with the community until she’s ready. 

“I’m sorry, Matty, we were just heading into town,” Mary explained, nodding toward the cart which waited. “There are items I need for the bakery and house – “

“I will ride with you,” Matthew volunteered and Mary felt her back tense at the suggestion. 

Instantly, she wondered if she was trying to protect her daughter or herself. 

Both, she decided firmly. 

“That is not a good idea,” she replied automatically but Matthew didn’t seem to hear her as he crouched down to look at Elizabeth at eye level. 

“It is good to have a big man to carry all your purchases, ja?” he asked the girl and she peeked out from behind Mary’s dress, nodding slowly. 

“Mama isn’t very big,” she agreed and Mary chewed on the insides of her cheeks. 

“No, she is not,” he agreed, casting Mary a sidelong look. 

To Mary’s horror, she began to blush as she felt his eyes on her as if he was examining her figure. 

Don’t be ridiculous! He’s Matthew Lantz, your childhood friend. You have lived along the Englisch too long that you are thinking like that. Shame on you. 

“It’s fine, Matty. I don’t have much to pick up today,” she insisted but he was already leading the way to their wagon. 

“Oh kumme, Mary! I have wanted to see you for days! Let me join you for the trip. You can tell me all about your adventures in the city.”

Mary found herself snorting derisively but he did not seem to notice as he took the reins and Mary could do little else but secure Elizabeth in the cart. 

Adventures? Is that what he thinks I was having in Rochester? 

“I did not get an opportunity to see you alone at your midder’s viewing,” Matthew said as they started away from the property. “You seemed overwhelmed.”

Mary did not want to think about the three days of funeral services held for Ruth. It was still much too fresh in her mind. 

“It is different being back,” Mary sighed and Matthew eyed her. 

“Is it? I would not have thought much has changed.” She could hear the mild amusement in his voice and she could not help but smile wryly. 

“I only mean that it is more of an adjustment than I thought it would be.”

“Do you want to return to Rochester?”

“No!”

The answer came without thought and from her heart. There had been nothing she wanted more than to return to St. Lawrence county, especially after the death of her husband two years earlier. 

“I want to go home,” Elizabeth volunteered. “I miss daddy.”

Mary’s spine became a steel rod and the words took her breath.

It had been a long time since Elizabeth had mentioned Jackson and Mary knew she shouldn’t be surprised. 

With the upheaval in her life, it was only natural that the child was looking for some semblance of normalcy. 

Instead, she has been taken away from the only town she’s ever known, uprooted from the apartment she shared with her parents and thrust into a life without electricity. 

“Tell me about your father, Elizabeth,” Matthew said suddenly and Mary gaped at him, her mouth fully open. 

“That’s hardly appropriate – “she started to say but her daughter was already speaking. 

“He died,” Elizabeth offered. “He had yellow hair and blue eyes. You have blue eyes too.”

“Yes, I do,” Matthew agreed. “You must miss your vedder very much.”

“What is a vedder?” Elizabeth asked. 

“Vedder is our word for father. We speak another language here, called Deitscher. Would you like to learn it?”

“Oh yes! Mama, may I learn how to speak another language?” 

“I have been trying to teach you,” Mary muttered, more to herself than Elizabeth but Matthew heard and laughed. 

“It is more fun to learn from freind than it is our parents,” he reminded Mary. She didn’t respond, turning her head to stare at the passing fields as they rode. 

In the back of her mind, she could hear Matthew continue to chatter with her small daughter who seemed happy to have a companion finally. 

Elizabeth likes Matthew, she thought dully. And why shouldn’t she? He’s a good man. 

The problem was not Matthew, not exactly. 

“Mammi?”

Mary turned to look at Elizabeth. 

“Yes?” 

“Matthew says he can make me a bed with his hands. He can’t can he?”

“Matty is a very talented carpenter,” Mary replied, shooting Matthew a warning look. “But he is busy with running his family’s shop. He can’t make you a bed right now.”

“Of course I can,” Matthew interjected, grinning. “It is not every day I have such a charming customer.”

Mary gritted her teeth. She did not want to discuss it anymore but she also did not want to argue with Matthew in front of Elizabeth. 

Until I have the bakery under control and know where our finances are, I can’t ask him to make a bed for her. 

But Mary knew Matty was offering to make it as a gift and she also could not accept that. 

“Please Mammi?”

He’s already got her calling me Mammi after five minutes. I’ve been working on her for a week. 

“We’ll see,” Mary said quickly. “Here, Matt. Stop here. Lilibet and I need to go inside the general store.”

Matthew gave her another quick look and she saw his brow furrow slightly. 

“Are you all right, Mary?” he asked quietly. “You seem nervous.”

Without meeting his eyes, she slipped off the bench and reached for the toddler. 

“Just a lot on my mind,” she replied quickly. “We’ll be back in a bit.”

Before he could protest, Mary hurried the girl into the store, her pulse racing.  She didn’t want him following her. 

I should have put my foot down at the house and told him not to come. Now I am going to have to pretend everything is fine until we return to the district.

When she had received word that her mother had passed, Mary had wrested with the right thing to do. 

After all, she was the only heir to her mother’s property. 

In retrospect, there were cousins who could have run the bakery if she had chosen to stay away but Ruth Yoder would have wanted Mary to care for the store. 

Contrary to what the community believed, Mary had remained in contact with her mother after eloping with Jackson Scott all those years ago. 

When Jackson had died in an automobile accident, Mary never told her mother, knowing Ruth would insist she return home with Elizabeth. 

And Mary knew that she couldn’t do it, not yet.

Mammi died without ever knowing Jackson died. 

Yet when her onkle sent a letter, explaining that Ruth had succumbed to heart disease, Mary had known it was time to return to the district, whether she was ready to face her past. 

It will be good for us, Mary tried to reassure herself. The city was never for me. All I must do is keep my head down, run the bakery as I always dreamed as a child and all will fall into place.

But Matthew Lantz was already putting a damper on her plans, showing up unexpectedly. 

He is the last person I want to see while I’m here, she thought, peering out the front window toward the wagon where Matthew waited patiently. Or at least the second last person. 

“What are you looking at, Mammi?” 

“Nothing,” Mary said quickly, pulling Elizabeth toward the back of the store. 

“I like Matthew,” Elizabeth offered, catching sight of the man through the glass. “You don’t like him?”

“I like him just fine,” Mary sighed. 

But he deserves much better than me, she thought mournfully. He needs to stay away from us before he learns the truth. 

******

“Matty! Your head is in the clouds somewhere!” Peter yelled. “It is time for supper. Mamm is getting impatient. Are you deaf?”

“Nein!” he replied defensively. “Ich bin om cooma!” 

Peter snorted as Matthew hurried toward him, dusting off his work pants as he moved. 

“What are you working on?” his brother asked, glancing over his shoulder toward the workshop.

“Custom order,” Matthew answered shortly. 

“What custom order?”

The older brother felt a spark of annoyance at his younger sibling’s questions. 

“It is not your concern, Peter,” Matthew retorted. “Tell Mammi I am just washing up.”

“You have been acting strangely the past few days,” Peter insisted. “Secretive. Where have you been going in the evenings?”

Matthew ignored his brother and made his way around the back of the house toward the pump where he washed his hands of the saw dust. 

The “custom order” was Elizabeth’s bed, a task he had taken upon himself despite Mary’s protests. 

“If it is money you are worried about, you need not be. It is a gift for Lilibet,” he assured his old friend but the words seemed to upset Mary more. 

“Matty, I can’t accept a gift like that. It will take hours of work not to mention materials.”

“It is not yours to refuse,” Matthew insisted, smiling but there was something about Mary’s expression which told him that the idea made her very uncomfortable. 

What has changed? Mary would not be the first girl in our community to try life among the Englisch before committing to the Ordnung. Is it because she has a daughter? Or because she is widowed by an Englischer? 

Matthew could not say why Mary seemed extraordinarily tense in his presence but he knew that with time, he would alleviate whatever nervousness she seemed to feel. 

We were good friends once and we will be again. Maybe more than friends. 

The idea filled him with excitement. 

Before Mary had left the community, Matthew had always admired the sweet-faced blonde from afar. 

To his mind, Mary had no interest in courting anyone and preferred to keep to herself, reading books and sitting apart from the other children at school. 

It was clear that she was unusually bright but she didn’t seem to have a swollen head or unpleasant way about her. 

She simply appeared to enjoy her own company to that of others. 

Matthew had to appreciate her quiet nature in comparison to some of his boisterous classmates and even though Mary was two years his junior, the connection he felt toward her was unlike that he had for anyone else.

Mary was almost shy and reserved, qualities that Matthew was certain he wanted in his future wife. 

Over the years, Mary permitted him to get close to her but Matthew never felt as if he could ask her on a date, despite the endless times he had recited such a question in his own head. 

Mary regarded him as a freind, nothing more and Matthew did not know how to get past that. 

And then, one day, she was gone. 

Without a word to anyone or an explanation why, she had left a note for her mother and disappeared to Rochester. 

When Matt learned she had married and Englischer and had a child, his heart had been crushed. 

He knew that whatever chance he might have had with Mary had passed like their childhood. 

But Gotte has strange plans for all of us, Matthew thought, a smidgen of guilt piercing his heart as he thought of Jackson Scott, dead before his time and of Ruth Troyer. 

Matthew would never wish such fates on anyone, of course. Yet their deaths had resulted in Mary Scott returning to him and this time, he would not make the mistake of letting her go, no matter how much she tried to push him away. 

“Mamm, I want to invite Mary Scott and her daughter for supper tomorrow,” Matthew announced as he joined his family at the table. 

A deep, almost ominous silence followed his announcement. 

“When did you see Mary Scott?” Jonah Lantz asked his son, his dark eyes glittering as he glanced at his wife.

“She has been back in the district for almost a month,” Matthew replied, slipping onto a chair as his mother shifted her eyes away to lower a dish onto the table. 

“I haven’t seen her,” Peter offered and Matthew scowled slightly. 

“What does that have to do with anything? She is home, widowed with a small child and she has just lost her mother. She will undoubtedly leap at the opportunity to come for supper.”

“Unlikely,” Jonah and Peter muttered in unison. 

Matthew’s head rose and he studied his father and brother’s faces. 

“Why do you say that?”

“They only mean that Mary has always been one to do things on her own,” Hannah Lantz replied, shooting the men a warning gaze. “She is not apt to come if we extend an invitation.”

Yet Matthew could not help but feel there was something more going on, something which he did not understand.

“We will not know unless we ask, will we?” Matty replied shortly and Hannah nodded in agreement. 

“Of course she is welcome here,” his mother said quickly. “I look forward to meeting Elizabeth.”

“You know her name?” Matthew asked, secretly pleased that his mother had made such an effort to learn about Mary’s family. 

Mammi has a good heart. Of course she would not close our home to Mary, no matter how much some of the others talk. 

Hannah’s face turned pale. 

“Yes,” she replied quickly before ducking back into the kitchen and leaving the men alone in the dining room. 

“Matthew...”

He looked at his father inquisitively. 

“Yes, Daed?” 

“You must not think about a future with Mary Scott. There are many other women in the district who will make good wives.”

A jolt of defensiveness slid through his chest and Matthew’s bright blue eyes narrowed. 

“I did not realize that inviting her to supper was a wedding proposal,” he mumbled.

“Matty, we know how you pined for her when you were young. Anyone with eyes could see it but she is not the same woman she was. You must understand that.”

“It is true, Matty,” Peter piped up and Matt’s defensiveness exploded into anger. 

“What do you know about Mary?” he demanded. “She has done nothing wrong and she does not deserve to be judged by the community. If you are going to insult her, I will not ask her to dinner.”

He rose, pushing his chair back to excuse himself from the table as Hannah hurried back into the room. 

“Matthew, hoche dich anne,” his mother ordered but he folded his arms defiantly over his barrel chest. 

“I am not sitting down until they apologize for speaking so poorly about Mary Scott.”

“You are going to look like a fool one of these days,” Peter snickered, reaching for a dish as if the matter was settled. “You will see who Mary Scott is and then you will be sorry.”

“Mind your mouth,” Jonah snapped, again looking at his wife. “Matthew, we understand she is your friend. We just do not want to see you hurt.”

“Hurt by what?” Matthew insisted. “You act as if she has done something terrible.”

“This is not the time to discuss this,” Hannah said sharply. “You may invite your freind for supper, Matthew but do not be surprised if she refuses.”

“After the way you are speaking of her, who can blame her for refusing?” he retorted but no one responded, each turning their eyes away. 

What is this all about? They never had a bad thing to say about her before. Why are they worried? Because she has a child by an Englischer? 

Matthew reluctantly reclaimed his seat, eyeing his family members with annoyance but no one met his stare. 

I do not care what their arguments are; Mary and I are friends. I will not let her slip away from me a second time. 

He only hoped that she would not be as stubborn as she had been in the past. 

******

“Guder mariye, Mary.”

She looked up from the counter where her head was bowed over her mother’s recipe box, her blonde braid tickling the top of her neck. 

It felt so strange having such short hair while wearing homespun clothes as if she was an actress, playing the part of an Amish woman. 

Every day she reminded herself that she belonged there as much as anyone else, that it was her home, her heritage but the words did not always help.

Her brown eyes rested on the customer in the shop and her breath caught in her throat. 

Oh, Matthew, why are you making this so difficult? 

Not a day had gone by without her seeing him in one place or another. If he didn’t stop by the bakery for fry pies, he visited the house to fix the gate. 

Invariably, she would see him in town or passing in the district. 

She knew he was deigning for her attention but Mary also knew there was no way she could encourage his behavior; no matter how much she wanted to.

Lilibet adores him after all, she told herself but Mary knew it went much deeper than that, that she was grateful to have such a steadfast friend in Matthew when she was feeling so alone. 

It does not matter. Matthew cannot be your friend. You must not permit him to come around anymore. 

But Mary knew that it was all a losing battle. Even if she had been putting up a genuine fight, Matthew was clearly not going anywhere.

“Hello Matthew.”

“Matty!” Elizabeth bellowed, hurling herself out from the back of the bakery and screeching to a halt before Matthew. She threw her dark hair back and peered up at his lumbering frame with intense chocolate eyes. 

“How is my bed coming along?”

“Lilibet! That is impolite!” Mary chided, shaking her head in embarrassment. “I told you, Matthew does not have time to make you a bed. He has work and a family to tend to.”

“It is not impolite!” Matthew replied, smiling at Mary. “And your wise midder is oddly wrong in this instance. Your bed is coming along quite well. I should have it to you in a week at most.”

“Oh Matthew,” Mary sighed, hanging her head. “You should not have done that. What will it cost?”

“I thought we had already discussed this; it is a gift for Lilibet.”

“Matty, I know you are trying to be kind but it is too much. “

She wondered what his father had to say about Matthew’s project for Lilibet.

“Gud. That means you know you must feel like you need to make up my kindness somehow.”

Mary caught the lilt of amusement in his voice but she admitted, she did not want him to think she was ungrateful. 

“Maybe,” she agreed, a dimple appearing on her left cheek as she smiled. “Would you come for supper tonight?” 

The words were through her lips before she could stop herself but she did not regret them. 

It’s only dinner, she justified. It doesn’t mean anything. 

“Oh yes!” Elizabeth cried, clapping with glee. “Come over for supper!” 

“Nein,” Matthew said. “I would like you to come to supper at my house tonight. My midder makes – “

“NEIN!” 

Matthew jumped in shock at the loudness of her tone and Elizabeth stared at her mother with tear of confusion in her eyes. 

“Why not, Mammi?” 

A wave of dizziness swept through Mary and she was glad she still sat on the stool behind the counter. 

“I would prefer to have supper at home,” Mary muttered lamely. “That’s all.”

Matthew’s eyes flashed in anger. 

“You do not wish to have supper with my family,” he repeated. “Why not?”

Mary raised her head and ordered Elizabeth into the back room. 

“But Mammi, I want to stay with Matty!”

“Go!” she ordered firmly but her eyes were fixated on Matt. 

Elizabeth wailed but she stormed off, tears spilling down her cheeks and Mary folded her arms across the chest of her black dress, lightened by baking sugar and flour. 

“Why will you not come for supper?” Matt insisted. “My family warned me about you.”

Mary’s lips parted and she stared at him in disbelief. 

“Your family warned you about me?” she repeated but Matthew seemed to miss the scathing note in her voice.

“Is it that you think yourself too good for my family now?” he choked. “Now that you have experienced the Englisch world, you think we are too simple?”

Anger coursed through Mary and she rose stiffly from her seat. 

“You need to stop coming around. Stop promising Elizabeth things and stay away from us,” she growled. “Listen to your family. They know what’s best for you after all.”

She whirled to leave him staring after her but Mary did not leave the back until she heard the bell chime, announcing his departure from the shop. 

Good riddance, she thought bitterly. After all, he is a Lantz. The apple does not fall far from the tree or the other fruit. 

“Mammi, why are you so mad at Matty. He loves us, can’t you tell?”

“Enough, Lilibet. It’s time to go home.”

Mary didn’t have to look at her daughter’s small face to feel the devastation in her face and Mary was filled with shame. 

She’s lost her home, her father and now her new friend. Will she ever forgive me? 

But Mary knew that everything she had done had been to protect her daughter. 

******

“Matty, what is that?” 

He whirled and turned to look at his mother who poked her head into the night, her dark hair gleaming against the light of the half moon. 

Deeply embarrassed that he had been caught, he knew he could not lie to Hannah and he sighed, stepping back. 

“It is something I made for Elizabeth Scott,” he confessed, glancing around to ensure that his father and brother had not overheard his confession. “I will replace the materials, Mammi. Do not tell Daed.”

Hannah stepped, over the threshold, wiping her hands on her apron as she ventured toward him. 

Even in the dim light, Matthew could make out the sadness in her eyes. 

“Is that a bed?”

He nodded, shrugging his broad shoulders. 

“It is a carriage bed. She enjoys traveling by cart so much, I thought she might like this...”

“She is four now, is she not?”

Gently, Hannah reached up to touch the intricate design of the wood frame, her mouth parting into a soft “O” of surprise as she admired her son’s woodworking skill. 

“Yes...how did you know that?”

Hannah paused and glanced at her oldest son in such a way that Matthew felt a sprinkle of gooseflesh explode along her arms. 

“You have always cared for Mary,” she sighed quietly. “Why?”

Matthew was taken aback by the question. 

“She is smart and pretty and she was always very kind to me,” he replied, his brows knitting in confusion. 

“She was a quiet soul,” Hannah said as if she was speaking to herself. “I never knew her well.”

Matthew was silent as he studied his mother’s face. 

“Mary must be very special,” Hannah mumbled. “And her daughter must be even more so.”

What is she talking about? 

“She must be special,” he agreed flatly. “She thinks she is too good to have supper with our family.”

Hannah spun, her face pale. 

“What did she say when you asked her?” his mother demanded. 

“Nothing. She gave no good reason,” Matthew replied angrily. “It is clear she thinks she is somehow better than us.”

“No, liebling, that is not why she refused,” Hannah sighed. 

Matthew shook his long, dark curls indignantly. 

“There is no need to cover for her, Mammi. She has already told me not to come around and I will not go by again.”

Even though I miss her and Elizabeth. 

Hannah exhaled deeply and shook her head sadly. 

“Things are not always black and white as they appear, Matty. You deserve to know the truth about Mary but when I tell you this story, you must not get angry.”

Matthew’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. 

“What truth?” he demanded. “Why would I get angry?”

Hannah hung her head in shame. 

“Kumme,” she breathed. “We will need your vedder, brother and kaffi for this,” she replied, turning back toward the house.

Suddenly, Matthew was filled with dread over what he might learn. 

******

Elizabeth’s chest rose and fell in perfect rhythm as she slept and Mary backed into the hallway, leaving the door ajar so her daughter would not be scared should she wake in the night. 

She paused to stare at her slumbering child one last time before turning away, her heart in her throat. 

You have Lilibet. That is all you need. You have the bakery and your daughter. Our secrets are safe and no one will ever have to know the truth about what happened five years. 

Yet as Mary made her way down the stairs, she couldn’t stop the memories from spilling into her mind, as if each step represented a different disappointment. 

“Drink this, Mary. It tastes like aerdbiere.” 

“I do not like strawberries, Peter,” she protested, the smell of wine assaulting her nostrils as she tried to push it away. 

“You know she is plain,” Leah Otto chuckled. “Leave her be. Even during Rumspringa she cannot relax.”

“I will try a little bit,” she relented...

Mary swallowed back the lump growing in her throat, her foot falling heavily onto the next step, her fingers trailing along the bannister.

“You were disgusting! Throwing yourself all over Peter,” Leah told her. “You are lucky Bishop Graber hasn’t heard about this. Just forget it ever happened, Mary. It was weeks ago. No one needs to talk about it again.”

But Mary knew it would not be so simple. 

Moreover, she could remember none of it happening. 

She stepped down two more stairs, blinking away the onset of tears in her eyes. 

“I am with Peter’s child,” Mary whispered, humiliation painting her cheeks crimson. 

“That child could be anyone’s!” Jonah spat. “You will not force our son to marry you because you have loose morals.”

Hannah Lantz looked away, her hand covering her mouth. 

On the landing, the image of her mother, crying as she hugged her close threatened to bring Mary to her knees. 

“It will be easier for you among the Englisch,” Ruth whispered, her body heaving with distress. “The Lantz’s will make your life very difficult if you stay. They will do anything to protect their sons.”

“Matthew does not know anything about this,” Mary breathed. “He
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