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Chapter One

The sun was just starting to go down below the hills.  Sitting at their favorite picnic spot, Lucy Miller closed her eyes and took a deep breath of the sweet spring air.  It had now been five years since she and her family moved from Indiana to the new Amish community in Kentucky.  Five years, and yet it felt like a lifetime.  

“Lucy,” The voice of Lucy’s boyfriend, Michael, caused Lucy to open her eyes and turn her head in his direction.

Ach, he looked so sweet in the dimming light.  Reaching out, he pulled Lucy closer to himself, and whispered, “I guess it’s about time we packed up this picnic and headed back home.  I’m so stuffed on your fried chicken, I don’t think that I could eat another bite.”
Lucy smiled to herself.  Ever since she and Michael had started courting last year, he had constantly amazed her with his hearty appetite for anything she cooked.
Pulling herself to a standing position, Lucy began to pack up leftover food and put it away in her wicker basket.

“Lucy,” She was just about to start folding the picnic blanket when Michael reached out and grabbed his hand in her own, “Lucy,” he repeated again, “I want to ask you, I mean, I’ve been looking for a way...” taking a deep breath, he started again, “Lucy, you’ve come to be very special to me.  I want ya to be my wife.  Will you marry me?”

These were the words that Lucy had been waiting her entire life to hear.  She had expected him to ask and yet it now felt completely strange and surprising. 

“Lucy...” Michael held her hand in his own and stared straight in her eyes, “Do you love me too?”

Did she love him?
“Oh, Michael, yes!” She exclaimed, reaching out to throw her arms around his neck, “Yes, ever so much, yes!”
Michael’s handsome face broke out in a wide grin.  

Holding him in a hug, Lucy leaned her head against his chest and took a deep breath.  This was what was supposed to happen.  This was what was right.

Lying alone in the dark that night, Lucy couldn’t sleep.  Her mind felt like it was running in circles.

When she first met Michael at a young peoples’ meeting, he had instantly swept her off her feet.  Michael had caught her eye first thing, and had done everything possible to catch her heart.

It only made sense for them to be together.  Didn’t it?  

Sitting up in bed, Lucy took a deep breath and let it out slowly.  

Reaching out for a match, she struck it and then carefully lit the lamp that sat on her nightstand.  

Pushing aside the quilt her mamm had made her, she pulled herself to her feet and went to the dresser that sat at the end of her bed.  Pulling open the top drawer, she gave her black socks a shove to the right, giving her access to the assortment of special papers that she had stored beneath them.  

Sorting through the papers, she got quick glimpses of various school awards and birthday cards.  At the bottom of the pile, she found it. 

A golden ring.

Lifting it up to the light of her lamp, Lucy rolled it around and around between her fingers, treasuring the slick feel and watching it glow in the darkness.  

Cody Armstrong.  

That name had haunted her for years now.  She thought about him constantly, and the promises that they had made to each other.  

She had promised Cody that she would one day marry him, and he had promised her the same when he handed her the ring.

Reaching up to wipe away at some tears, Lucy fought back a torrent of old emotions.  

Slipping the piece of forbidden jewelry onto her ring finger, Lucy stared at it and took a deep breath.  How she wished that she could have some closure and some way to put the past to rest once and for all.  

Putting the ring back in its place in the drawer, Lucy tried to blot out the memory of the handsome blonde-haired Cody by thinking of Michael.  Try as she might, it was impossible to erase the thoughts of the boy she had loved first.

It was time for her to move on and focus on her life with Michael.

Getting into bed and pulling the quilt over herself, Lucy closed her eyes and reached up to wipe away at the tears that threatened to overtake her.

“God,” she whispered into the darkness, “Would you please give me some way to put the past in the past?”

Monday morning came bright and early.  Despite her restless night, by seven o’clock, Lucy had already helped her mamm cook a delicious breakfast of fresh scrambled eggs, toast, and bacon, cleaned up the dishes, and was now out helping her daed and little brothers gather eggs in the chicken barn.

Although morning offered a fresh start, Lucy found that the rising of a new day didn’t help her to resolve any of her problems.  Her mind still felt like it was in a whirlwind, and she was overwhelmed by the troubles she had thought about the night before.

The sound of a truck brought Lucy’s father to attention.  Hurrying to lay aside some eggs, he glanced out the barn door and called out, “Looks like Tommy Smith is coming to pay us a visit.”

Tommy Smith was the Miller’s Englischer neighbor.  He often gave the Miller family rides into town, or let them use his phone when they needed to make a call.

“Morning, Tommy!” Mr. Miller called out as Tommy came walking into the barn.  The older man wore a broad smile on his face.

“Good morning to the Miller family!” He returned as he stopped beside a bag of chicken food, “I got a message for you all this morning.  It was from your oldest daughter Rebecca.”
Lucy and her brothers quit working so that they could gather around and hear the news about their sister who still lived with her husband in Indiana.
“Rebecca said to tell you that you are a new grandpa!” Tommy announced, “She had a little baby boy.  They named him Jacob.”

Lucy was overcome by joy at the thought of yet another new baby in the family.  She watched as her daed’s face broke out in a big grin, and looked down at her beaming little brothers.

“She wanted to know if you could possibly send Lucy up to help her for a few weeks,” Tommy continued.

Suddenly, Mr. Miller’s face sobered.  Looking to his daughter, Lucy could feel him searching her face in uncertainty.

“Ach,” he slowly muttered, “I suppose that would be all right.  Lucy, do you want to go help your sister?”

Lucy slowly nodded her head, “Sure, Dad.”

Turning back to her work, Lucy felt butterflies fill her stomach.  Rebecca wasn’t the only one still in Indiana.  Cody Armstrong was as well.  

Chapter Two

Tommy Smith agreed to give Lucy a ride to her sister’s house.  By Monday afternoon, Lucy had said goodbye, packed her bags, and was on her way to Indiana.  

Telling Michael goodbye had been difficult.  He hadn’t wanted to let her go, and Lucy had been sad to part with him.  Having just become engaged, Michael was ready to set a date for their wedding and start planning for their new life together.  

While Lucy definitely understood Michael’s feelings, the trip to Indiana seemed like an answer to her prayers.  

Sitting in the passenger seat of Tommy’s truck, Lucy resolved to not only use this trip as an opportunity to help her sister, but also a chance to put the past behind her by sorting through her feelings about Cody.  

As the rolling hills of Kentucky slowly gave way to the flat lands of Indiana, Lucy took a deep breath and leaned back against the headrest.  Through the open truck window, she let the breeze dance through the lose tendrils of hair that had escaped her black bonnet.

With each mile that they grew closer to Rebecca’s house, Lucy felt herself overwhelmed by a torrent of emotions.  

She was finally home.

By the time Rebecca’s white house came into view, Lucy was practically dancing in her seat.  She was so anxious to get out of Tommy’s truck, see her sister along with the new baby, and experience whatever might be ahead of her during her short visit to Indiana.

Once Lucy was out of the vehicle and on Rebecca’s front porch, she didn’t have to wait long to see her sister.  Almost as soon as she knocked on the door, she heard her name being called.

“Lucy!” Rebecca’s cheerful voice was welcoming her, “Come in, come in!”  Swinging the door open, she welcomed Lucy into her house.

“Rebecca!” Lucy grabbed her sister by the arms and smiled up into her tired face, “It’s so good to be here!”

“Ach, it so wunderbar-gut to see you!” Rebecca returned as she clasped Lucy’s hands in her own, “Oh, sister, it has been too long!”

Looking around the house, Lucy asked, “Where’s the baby?”

Rebecca shook her head and laughed, “Little stink is finally asleep.  I think he’s making it his mission to totally wear me out.  He’s up all night and then sleeps when I should be working.  I truly am glad that you’re here, Lucy.  I was so afraid daed wouldn’t let you come after everything that happened in the past...”  Rebecca suddenly sobered, her words bringing a cloud over their once-cheerful visit.  Trying to brighten up the mood, Rebecca smiled and announced, “No need to be speaking of that.  Those times are over now!”  

As Lucy let Rebecca show her some work that needed to be done around the house, she found her sister’s words playing over and over again in her mind.  Were those times really over?  It didn’t seem like it.  No, as long as Cody Armstrong invaded her thoughts, the past would never really be behind her.  

Over the next few days, Lucy stayed busy helping Rebecca around the house.  Since the baby was keeping her up at night, Rebecca spent a lot of her time napping and trying to regain her strength.  Lucy found herself with chores like washing the dishes, scrubbing floors, doing laundry, and cooking meals for Rebecca and her husband Benji.  

Each day, Lucy found herself wondering about Cody.  Did he still live in this area?  Would she find a chance to see him before her daed called her back home?

On Monday morning, Lucy was preparing to start baking some bread when she realized that Rebecca was out of flour.  Rather than wait for Benji to pick up the supplies on his way home from work, Lucy hitched up the buggy and made the short trip into town by herself.

There was something about being out of the house that did Lucy good, and being back on the familiar turf of her childhood put a thrill in her heart.

After stopping by the grocery story and picking up the ingredients she needed, Lucy decided to take the long way back to Rebecca’s and instead opted for the road past her old home.

As the large white farmhouse came into view, Lucy felt herself fighting back tears.  She had so many good memories of that place.  Ach, how she had hated it when her daed had announced they were moving to Kentucky! 

Slowing down the horse, Lucy took the chance to soak in every detail of her old home.  From the new name on the mailbox and the clothes-line hung up in the yard, it was obvious that a new Amish family now lived there – a fact that brought a bitter-sweet feeling to her heart.

Still creeping down the road in the buggy, Lucy took time to investigate the next house on the road.  

The modern two-story brick house looked the same as always.  Glancing at the mailbox, Lucy felt her heart give a leap when she saw the name “Armstrong”.

Cody’s family still lived there.

On a sudden impulse, Lucy led her horse down the short drive to his parent’s house and stopped the buggy next to their porch.  Getting down from her seat, she made her way to the front door and pushed a button to ring the bell.  

As Lucy waited for someone to answer the door, she was suddenly overtaken by nerves.  What on earth was she doing?  She was an engaged Amish woman – she certainly didn’t need to be tracking down an old English boyfriend.

Before Lucy could turn to leave, the door swung open, revealing a handsome young man.  

Cody.  

She would have recognized him anywhere.  Even after five years, he was the same.  
His blonde hair was swept back to the side, his blue eyes matching the t-shirt he wore, and his clothes the latest in Englischer fashioned.  He looked so good that Lucy felt her heart instantly give a leap, and she wondered if she might faint.  
“Lucy...” he said her name slowly as he shook his head, “Wow.  It’s been so long.”  

Lucy suddenly felt herself growing bashful.  Looking down at the porch, she slowly nodded her head, “Ach, I guess it’s been a while.”

Stepping out onto the porch in front of her, Cody let out a whistle, “You haven’t changed at all.  My little childhood sweetheart is still as pretty as ever.  Prettier, actually.”

Suddenly, he reached out his arms and put them around Lucy, wrapping her up in a tight hug.  Something about being back in his embrace felt so good.  Lucy closed her eyes, breathing in deeply of his gut-smelling body spray.  
Pulling back from her, Cody reached to lift up her chin so that she was staring him in the eyes.
“My gosh, I’ve missed you,” he muttered under his breath.

With each word he spoke, it felt like another piece of Lucy’s heart was melting.  She wanted to step back into his arms and let him hold her for the rest of her life.  

“Why are you here?” Cody asked softly as he ran a finger down her cheek, “Have you moved back?”
Lucy slowly shook her head, her eyes filling with sudden tears, “I’m here helping my sister.  Cody, I just had to see you.  I had to know...”  Suddenly, she was crying uncontrollably.  Cody reached out and pulled her toward him, sheltering her and comforting her against him.
Suddenly, their precious moment was interrupted by the ringing of his cell phone.

Letting out a curse, Cody announced, “I have got to go to work.”  Pulling back from Lucy, he reached down to brush some lose hair out of her eyes, “I want to see you again.”  Pulling a piece of paper out of his pocket, Cody scribbled out his phone number and handed it to Lucy, “Please, call me tonight.  I want to meet up with you when we can truly talk.”

Lucy nodded her head.  For the first time in five years, it felt like all her conflicting feelings were truly being resolved.  

Chapter Three

That evening, Lucy made her way out to the phone shanty at the end of Rebecca’s lane.  The phone shanty was a small wooden structure that housed a phone the entire Amish community shared.  

Lucy’s entire body trembled as she shut the door behind her and reached to pull the paper Cody had given her out of her pocket.

Reaching for the phone, Lucy jumped in surprise as it started ringing.  Lifting it up to answer it, Lucy said, “Hello?” into the receiver.  

“Well, how lucky am I?” A familiar voice spoke back into her ear, “This is Lucy, isn’t it?”

Lucy nodded her head to herself, dread filling her heart as she recognized the caller, “Michael.  What a surprise.”

Michael laughed, “You don’t sound too thrilled to hear from me!”

She certainly wasn’t.  Michael was the last person she wanted to hear from at this time.  

“I’m just tired,” Lucy heard herself mutter.  

“How are things going with your sister?” Michael’s voice sounded strained, as if he knew something was wrong but was unsure how to tackle the issue.

“They’re fine.” Lucy stated dryly, “Just fine.  I’m staying very busy.  In fact, I’d better get off the phone and back to the house now.”

“All right,” Michael replied slowly.  He was quiet for a minute and then asked, “Are you sure you’re okay?”
“I’m fine,” Lucy insisted, “Now, I’ve got to go.  Have a gut-night and I’ll talk to you later.”
With that, she lifted the phone and hung it back up.

Once she had ended the conversation with Michael, she leaned her head against the wooden wall of the building, trying to regain her composure.  Lifting the phone back off its base, she slowly dialed the number and waited for Cody to pick up.  

Lucy’s conversation with Cody had only lasted a few minutes, but it had been long enough to set up a date for the next afternoon.  Cody agreed to come pick her up around noon and take her to town to get a hamburger.  

Lucy wasn’t sure how to break the news to Rebecca so, rather than saying anything, she simply announced she had to go somewhere and slipped out of the house when Cody’s car pulled into view.  Lucy was twenty-years-old after all – there was no reason for her to feel like she needed to report her every move to her sister.  

Hurrying out to the car, she got into the passenger seat.  Looking over at Cody’s handsome face, she felt her heart leap within her.  The passing of time had actually made Cody look better – something that she hadn’t imagined was even possible.

“Are you ready for some fun?” Cody asked with a smirk as Lucy fastened her seat belt.

Lucy couldn’t hide her smile.  After all their years apart, she was ready for anything where Cody was concerned.  

That afternoon was one of the most exciting days of Lucy’s life.  She and Cody picked up hamburgers and went riding around the countryside, talking about their childhood and their good times growing up together.  

Lucy found herself feeling a little bit guilty as she realized that she was certainly holding back information that Cody needed to know.  

“Cody,” Lucy shook her head, unsure how she should break the news to him, “I met a man while I was in Kentucky.  A good, Amish man.  A man who loves me and who wants me to be his wife.  Cody, we’re now engaged.”
Cody let out what sounded like a deep sigh.  Lucy couldn’t even stand to look at him.  She wondered how heartbroken he was, and what she could do to change things.
“Well,” he finally muttered, “I suppose we should do everything possible to enjoy the time we have together.”

Although Lucy hated telling Cody about Michael, it did release her from some of her guilt.  As always, Cody was so understanding and ready to accept the truth as it was.  

“Let’s go do something tonight,” Cody suggested, “Let’s go driving around some of our old favorite spots.  It will do you good to see some of the places where we used to go on walks and spend time together.”
Lucy felt her face start to get warm.  Just the idea of spending more time alone with Cody brought the heat to her face.  It felt like she had been transported back in time, and now had the opportunity to do everything her father had snatched away from her.
Nodding slowly, Lucy smiled, “Sure.  Sounds like fun!”  

Cody smiled back at her and flipped on his turn-signal, indicating that it was time to pull into Rebecca’s drive.  

Lucy felt her heart immediately drop as Cody pulled the car closer to the house.  There, on the front porch of the house, talking with Rebecca’s husband was none other than Michael himself.

Lucy closed her eyes and then opened them, hoping that her mind was simply playing tricks on her.  Sadly, it was not an illusion.  Michael was truly there.  She saw him watching her as Cody pulled the car to a stop and reached out to give her a hug.

Although Lucy allowed Cody to hug her, she suddenly felt tense and uncomfortable.  Taking a deep breath, she stepped out of Cody’s car and started the miserable journey toward her sister’s house.  

“What are you doing here?” Lucy asked, her voice shaking as she walked up the wooden porch steps to join her fiancé.

Michael’s hands were balled into fists and he had a certain fire in his eyes as he watched Cody drive away.

“When you seemed so strange on the phone the other night, I decided to come see you,” he explained.  

“Oh,” Lucy glanced toward the house, hoping no one was listening to their conversation, “It would have been nice if you had let me know you were coming.”

“Who was that?” Michael’s voice seemed almost wooden, as if he had no emotion.

“Michael,” Lucy shook her head as she motioned toward the porch swing, “Ach, can we just sit and talk for a while?”

Michael nodded his head slowly and took a seat on the wooden swing.

Lucy let out a puff of air as she tried to decide how to start.  

“When I was a girl,” she managed to begin awkwardly, “I lived next door to the Armstrong family.  Cody, that man you just saw, is their son.  We grew up together and spent so much time with one another...that, as the years passed, our friendship developed into something...more.”

Glancing at Michael, she noticed that his eyebrows were raised.

“Do ya mean you fell in love?” Michael managed to ask around an obvious lump in his throat.

Lucy nodded, “We sure did.  Cody gave me a ring and we promised each other that we’d one day get married.”

“Get married.” Michael repeated, his voice sounding somewhat flat.

“Daed realized that something was going on between us,” Lucy continued, “So he broke things off.  He’d talked about moving to Kentucky for a while and, when he realized that Cody and I loved each other, he chose to tear us apart by moving my family.  He told me that Cody wasn’t the right type of boy for me and that spending time with him would only destroy me in the end.”  

“He was right, Lucy.  Cody Armstrong is an Englischer.  You don’t have any part in his world at all.”

Although Michael’s words irritated Lucy, she chose to push back her feelings of simmering annoyance.  Instead, she gave a shrug, “That’s what I told myself.  I threw myself into living a good Amish lifestyle.  I got baptized and joined the church.  I met you at a young peoples’ gathering and I knew you were the type of man I was supposed to marry.”

“Supposed to marry.”  Michael cocked his head to one side and reached up to run his hand through his brown hair, “I don’t know how I like the sound of that.”

Lucy found herself absentmindedly playing with the edging of her blue dress sleeve.  Taking a deep breath, she muttered, “Michael, I do care about you.  But there are things I need to figure out.  There are memories from the past...things I need to explore.”  

Michael took a deep breath, obviously trying to squelch the anger rising inside, “Lucy Miller, there are a lot of things I don’t know in life....a lot of things I need to figure out...but, from the moment I first laid eyes on you, I’ve always known you were the only one I wanted to spend my life with.”

Lucy looked down at her black shoes, but she could still feel her boyfriend’s eyes staring at her.  She wanted so badly to tell Michael that she felt the same way about him, but it simply wasn’t true.  More than ever, she found herself thinking about Cody, swept away by his charm.

When it became obvious that Michael wasn’t going to get an answer, he continued, “Listen here, Lucy, I don’t intend to be playing second fiddle to some Englischer who’s out to steal my soon-to-be-wife.  If this is what you want – if this is what you want to be, then I can’t stop you.  But I can stop myself from staying in the midst of it. I’m going back home to Kentucky...there’s no reason for me to stay here.”

Michael’s words were painful to hear.  Lucy sat in her seat, listening to him, wishing that things could be any other way.  Slowly nodding her head, she simply said, “Okay.”

With that, Michael started out across the yard and toward his driver’s waiting car.  

Chapter Four

Lucy spent the rest of the day feeling sick.  Although she looked forward to her time spent with Cody that night, she couldn’t push away her feelings of guilt and sadness.  She felt like she was torturing Michael and turning her back on her entire family.

“Lucy,” Rebecca sighed as she sat in her rocking chair, gently soothing baby Jacob to sleep, “Would ya talk to me for a while?”  She motioned toward the empty rocker across from her.  

Although Lucy generally enjoyed her sister, she didn’t like the direction this conversation was likely to head.  Sitting down obediently, she braced herself for the worst.

“Ach, Lucy,” Rebecca shook her head sadly, “If I’d known this was going to happen, I never would have asked you to come stay here.  After all these years, I truly thought things were over between you and Cody.”

Lucy took a deep breath and let it out slowly.  She didn’t know what to say, so she decided to simply keep her mouth shut.

“I’ve always known you care for him,” Rebecca said slowly, “And I understand that.  Growing up, he was a good friend...but, Lucy, he’s not like one of us.  His ways are completely different.  Whether you realize it or not, Cody Armstrong is not a gut boy...not even a good English boy.  My, Lucy, if you’d only have heard the stories of things that he’s done...”

Lucy shook her head.  She didn’t want to hear Rebecca’s words.  She didn’t want her sister putting even more of a damper on her rekindled romance.

“Rebecca,” Lucy spoke slowly, trying to decide on her words carefully, “I know you mean well, but you don’t know Cody like I do.”

Letting out a slight huff, Rebecca countered, “I think everyone else knows Cody better than you think.  You’re the one whose mind is clouded by your emotions.”

Setting her jaw, Lucy rose to her feet, “I’m sorry, sister, but I don’t have to listen to this.  Just because I came to help you around your house doesn’t mean I have to do everything that you say.”  

With that, Lucy grabbed a dust rag and started to work polishing the furniture around the house.  

By the time night fell, Lucy felt like her entire world was in a blender.  On one hand, it seemed that she would die of mixed embarrassment and guilt as she thought about the ways that she was destroying her family.  And what about Michael?  She had agreed to be Michael’s wife.  He wanted a good Amish wife...not a wild rebel who was running off with an Englischer.  Thoughts like those almost made her cancel her plans entirely.  

But then she would think of Cody.

Ach.  Whenever she closed her eyes, his handsome face would flash through her mind and she would feel her knees grow weak.  She wouldn’t give up their time
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