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			To my only son, Dallas.

			May this book help you find your true Delilah.

			Love, Dad
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			Preface

			It may seem unlikely that an Amish girl would have the name Delilah. However, there really are Amish girls with that name. In fact, my stepmom taught at an Amish school and one of her students was named Delilah. I am still friends with that Delilah, and when I told her about this book, she smiled.

			This novel was not written as a children’s book. It is my conviction that this story, though it deals with tough subject matter, is suitable for teens. Some parents may have a stricter standard than mine. You might want to read this novel before passing it on to a young person. 

		


		
			Chapter One: To Find the Right Girl
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			Dave sat alone in the corner booth of a small diner. He pulled soft layers of sugary-sweet cinnamon roll loose from its thick center and dipped them in his coffee. Each bite melted in his mouth. He studied an Amish waitress as she flittered about the restaurant. He couldn’t imagine why a young, attractive woman would be willing to wear Amish clothes.

			He examined her apparel. She wore a bright blue dress that curved slightly with her outline and reached almost to her ankles. It fluttered as she walked, crisp and clean, and was highlighted by a pleated white apron tied in the back with a bow. Her dark hair, obviously pulled back into a bun, peeked out from under a white head covering. A few delicate strands that had come loose added an adorable feminine touch.

			The waitress’s petite form scurried about the restaurant checking on tables like a hummingbird visiting a cluster of flowers. Nothing in her demeanor or appearance indicated the possibility of fame. In fact, she went about her work in such a way as to draw very little attention to herself. He doubted that this could be the girl he came looking for. 

			“Hello—my name is Delilah,” she said when she reached his table. “Our other waitress had to leave, so I’ll be your server. Would you care for some more coffee?” Her voice lilted like a song.

			Dave felt tempted to tease her and say, “Hello Delilah, my name is Samson.” Instead, he bit his tongue and tried to be as mature as possible, fearing people wouldn’t respect him if they recognized he was only twenty-three. “Yes, more coffee please, and if you don’t mind, I’d really like another one of those cinnamon rolls. They’re amazing, where do you get them?”

			She wrinkled her nose as she smiled. “We make them.”

			“We?” Dave asked. “Who is we?”

			“My mother, my sisters, and me.”

			He rubbed his stomach. “You women have some kinda special talent.”

			“I . . . see,” she answered. Her eyes sparkled and cheeks flushed, and then she hurried away, disappearing through a swinging door. Every time someone passed through that doorway, a clamor of kitchen sounds and the smell of bacon briefly wafted out. He glanced at his surroundings. His booth looked like an antique made of solid oak. The small restaurant was full of oak booths and could have been beautiful had the walls not been covered with cheap imitation-wood paneling. Dave imagined how much better the place would look if someone simply painted the walls and tossed the red-checkered gingham tablecloths in the trash.

			A few moments later, Delilah reappeared, dishcloth in hand, and stopped at a table directly across from Dave’s booth. He tried to conceal how carefully he was studying her every move. He watched as she engaged in a friendly conversation with a woman who was with her two adolescent daughters, both dressed in skin-tight volleyball uniforms. The girls held out napkins, pleading with the waitress for her autograph. Delilah wrinkled up her nose again with a slight smile, just as she had when Dave complimented her family’s cinnamon rolls. She scribbled on their napkins, and the woman and her daughters stood to leave, admiring their autographs and giggling. Delilah quickly cleared away their mess and wiped the gingham-checked tablecloth clean. Within minutes, she breezed over to Dave’s table with his coffee and roll.

			He tried to sound nonchalant as he questioned her. “I couldn’t help but notice those young girls asking for your autograph. What was that about?”

			“Oh nothing, it’s just silly.” She waved her hand toward the table left by the girls, as if pushing away any compliment.

			Dave raised one eyebrow. “Really, nothing? Can you give me just a little hint about it?”

			She tilted her head and blushed. “Have you heard about the famous Amish girl from Indiana?”

			Dave gave her a wide-eyed, questioning look, attempting to draw out more of an explanation.

			“Well, there is a best-selling novel about an Amish girl named Delilah. I guess people all over America are crazy about her.” Her lilting voice, and lips that curled into a smile as she talked, interested Dave as much as her words. “At first everyone thought this Delilah was a made-up character. Then, the author told some news people that there is a real girl named Delilah, and he didn’t make her up after all.”

			“No kidding?” Dave tried to pretend he didn’t know anything about it. “What is it about her that everyone likes?”

			“Don’t ask me; I’m not much of a reader. I just work here at DJ’s Diner and keep busy at home when I’m not here.”

			“That still doesn’t explain why those young girls wanted your autograph,” Dave reminded her.

			“I . . . see.” She wrinkled up her nose, and her lips returned to that slight smile before answering. “Well, my name is Delilah, and they think that I remind them of the girl in the book.”

			“Oh, that must feel really good to get all of that attention, right?”

			“Not at all,” she said, and her dark eyebrows straightened. “I think the whole thing is silly.”

			“Why did you sign your autograph then?”

			“They asked me to do it, and I didn’t want to hurt their feelings. It doesn’t cost me anything to write my name. If they want it, they can have it, but I do think it’s silly.” She looked Dave in the eyes as if to confirm he understood.

			When their gaze locked, Dave remembered something his dad used to say: “If you want to be sure you’ve found the right girl, don’t look at her eyes, look into them.”

			Dave allowed himself to peer deeply into Delilah’s eyes, and his heart skipped a beat. He perceived something profound in them. He wasn’t sure if he saw pain or sweetness, wisdom or innocence. He couldn’t pull his eyes away until she blushed, turned abruptly, and began toying with the ribbons that dangled from her white head covering.

			She poured a little more coffee in his cup and said, “I’d better check on my other tables.”

			“Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean to keep you from your work.”

			When she walked away, Dave covered his mouth and spoke into his hands with an excited whisper, “She is the one!”

			He tried to grasp what it was that he saw in her eyes. He couldn’t put it into words, but he instantly knew that this was the type of girl books are written about. He didn’t know if he felt attracted to her or if she just constituted a curiosity for him. Regardless, he felt something strong. He wanted to talk to her, ask questions about her life, about her feelings. He suddenly wanted to know how this Amish girl lived, what she thought about, and what she dreamed about.

			However, he tried to push back those thoughts and focus on his job. He could make a lot of money by locating the girl his boss hired him to find. Dave savored the rich coffee aroma that rose with the steam from his cup. He tugged a soft piece of cinnamon roll loose and dipped it into the dark liquid. Once again, a perfectly baked cinnamon-sugary bite melted in his mouth. Oh my—and can that girl bake! he thought. A touch of brown-sugar icing stayed on his fingertips, and he couldn’t resist licking it off each one. He scrolled through the files on his laptop and found the Amish novel, Samson and Delilah. He tried to find a section describing Delilah, but he struggled to use his laptop without getting the keys sticky. Delilah appeared and handed him a few extra napkins.

			“You’d better keep your hands clean or you’ll ruin your little machine,” she said.

			Dave laughed. “Do you mean my laptop?”

			“I guess. I mean, do you call it that because it’s small enough to hold on your lap?”

			“Yeah, I guess that is why,” Dave answered, and then he ventured a new question. “So—Delilah must be a rare name? No wonder those girls thought you were the real Delilah.”

			She didn’t make eye contact as she used her dishcloth to wipe off the empty bench opposite him while they talked. “It’s not that rare. There are a lot of Amish girls with that name. In fact, there are two of us working at this restaurant.”

			“What?” Dave forgot to conceal his surprise. He had hoped there were only a few Amish girls in the whole world named Delilah so it would be easy to find the right one. Realizing his eyebrows were giving away his anxiety, he lowered them slowly and tried to sound casual, “Is the other Delilah working here right now?”

			“No, but I do think she’ll be coming in later this afternoon.”

			Dave gazed at her over the rim of his coffee cup. “I would’ve thought there would only be one or two Amish girls in America with the name Delilah.”

			“Nope—there’s a lot of us.” She wrinkled her nose with another smile as she straightened, keeping her focus on Dave’s coffee cup. She exchanged her dishcloth for a coffee pot that sat on an empty table nearby. While pouring Dave another cup, she asked, “Are you from around here?”

			“No, but I went to college over in Rapid City, which isn’t far from here,” Dave said. He attempted to look into her eyes again, but she averted her gaze. He didn’t want to scare her off. He made a mental note not to look into her eyes too often.

			“I know where that is. I’ve been to Rapid City to go to a chiropractor,” she answered sheepishly.

			“Not Dr. Hatcher?” Dave asked, allowing his eyebrows to rise again.

			“Yes,” she exclaimed, “we call him Bob! Do you go to him too?”

			“Yeah, he knew my dad from when they were in college together,” Dave explained.

			“It sure is a small world then, huh?” Delilah said before hurrying off to pour coffee for another customer. Dave stuffed the last sticky-sweet bite of cinnamon roll into his mouth and continued reading from Samson and Delilah on his laptop. 

			Delilah was not the type of woman who caught a man’s eye by her stunning outward beauty. A loveliness emanated from deep within; a sweetness perfectly combined with practicality and a caring heart revealed by every kind act in her busy day.

			He scrolled back to the first chapter to see what it said about her eyes.

			Her eyes, coffee-colored, with just the right amount of cream and sugar.

			Dave finished his coffee and closed his laptop. Huh, he thought, I looked into her eyes, but I forgot to check what color they were. He left a five-dollar bill on the table to make a good impression on Delilah and then stopped to pay the woman at the till.

			The cashier popped open her register with a ding. “Was everything okay today?”

			“More than okay. I loved the cinnamon rolls and your coffee here is great too!”

			“Give the credit to Delilah,” she said, nodding toward the Amish girl. “She gets here at six a.m. and starts our first pot of coffee. She and her sisters make the cinnamon rolls fresh every morning before she comes into work.”

			Dave winked at the cashier. “I bet the guys are coming out of the woodwork to ask her out?”

			The older woman rolled her eyes. “Nope—men aren’t that smart. Of course, the non-Amish guys around town wouldn’t look at her twice. I’ve asked her about Amish boys, and she said they’ve never asked her on a date.”

			Dave shook his head. “They should notice her for her cinnamon rolls if nothing else.”

			His tab paid, Dave stepped outside and took about twenty steps beyond the front doors of the restaurant before he heard a woman’s voice calling after him. “Wait—please wait!” Delilah shouted and ran toward him waving a five-dollar bill. She puffed to catch her breath. “You forgot this on the table.”

			“I didn’t forget it—that’s a tip.”

			“Un fa shdendich, that’s too much. Your bill was only five dollars.” Delilah continued holding out the money, her eyes searching his face.

			Dave pointed in the direction of his hometown. “I’m from a bigger city. People leave tips like that sometimes. Please don’t be offended. I thought the coffee and rolls were amazing, and you were nice enough to answer my questions.”

			“I’ve only had one other customer give a big tip like that before.” She gazed off as if remembering. “He was a really kind older man and told me that it was like tithing for him, a way to give to God and others at the same time.”

			“That sounds like something my dad would’ve said.” Dave put a hand on his heart. “Think of it that way from me too.”

			She wrinkled up her nose and smiled. As she walked away, Dave heard her mutter, “Un fa shdendich.”

			He was still grinning as he turned around and bumped into an older man. Dave gathered himself. “I’m sorry—I didn’t see you there.”

			“You need to pay better attention to the world around you,” the old man said.

			Dave nodded politely. “I’m sorry. Do you know that girl that I was just talking to?”

			“That Amish girl?” he growled. “She’s a waitress at DJ’s restaurant, I think.”

			“Don’t you go there often?”

			“Every day,” the old man said.

			Dave cocked his head. “And you don’t know that girl by name?”

			“Those Amish girls all look the same to me. Why, do you want to ask her out?” The old man laughed at his own joke.

			“I just thought she might be a local celebrity.” Dave raised his eyebrows to get a response out of the older guy.

			The man stuck out his chin and shook his head. “There is no such thing as an Amish celebrity. That’s the last thing an Amish person would want. They don’t believe in it.”

		


		
			Chapter Two: Another Delilah
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			Dave sat on the bed in his dimly lit hotel room and read from his paperback copy of Samson and Delilah. He searched for clues and wrote notes about the distinctive traits of the true Delilah.

			He jotted down Un fa shdendich, a strange word Delilah uses, often as an expression of surprise. Pronounced Un fa shdendie.

			He read on. A moment later, he scribbled She wrinkles up her nose with every smile and waves away compliments.

			All the descriptions fit the waitress at the diner, but he still couldn’t be certain. He reminded himself that those might be common mannerisms among Amish young women. After all, he hadn’t talked to very many. Though he had grown up in a community inundated with Amish people, he had always ignored them, just like the locals in this town. He read a section where Delilah gave a buggy ride to a little girl who wasn’t Amish. He smiled when the Delilah in the book said, “I . . . see.”

			This has to be the same girl! he thought to himself. He gathered his pencil and wrote She often says, I . . . see. He drew an asterisk, followed by She separates the “I” from the “see.”

			Every few minutes he caught himself thinking about her eyes. He couldn’t explain it, but there was something so unique, so deep, and so mysterious about them. Dave replayed his conversation with her in his mind, comparing her with the girl in the book until he fell asleep.

			A deep rumble stirred him enough that he dropped the pencil that had been resting loosely in his fingers as he slept. A troubling dream worsened as locomotive sounds intensified. He dreamt that he was on a set of railroad tracks. A train whistle blew, and he lifted his head enough to see a bright light coming straight toward him. A beautiful woman with long dark hair slumbered on the tracks, between him and the train, just out of reach. He tried to scramble toward her, but his head felt thick with drowsiness, like a drunken man. He couldn’t make his hands and feet do what they should. He fell to her side and tried to shake her awake. When she awoke, her eyes were full of fear. She struggled to get away from him more than from the train. The rumbling grew to a full crescendo. The train whistle blew again. She screamed.

			This time the deafening blast of the train’s whistle jerked Dave’s head up with a snap. He awoke from his dream and clamored to his feet, yanking open both curtain panels. The blurry mass of a speeding locomotive rattled the windows and shook the hotel’s foundation.

			He shouted, “Un fa shdendech! Who builds hotels twenty feet from railroad tracks?”

			Dave slumped back onto his bed in a cold sweat. His mattress jostled with the rumbling of the locomotive, probably just as much as seats on the train did. After rubbing is eyes, he shook his head, trying to recover from the nightmare. He looked over his notes, straining to read from a jiggling notepad. Finally, the clicking of wheels and the rumbling of train cars subsided. An oversized clock on his hotel room wall clicked off seconds with a clatter that rivaled the steel wheels of the train. He watched as its red second hand moved methodically uphill toward twelve.

			“Ten to twelve,” he announced to himself. He stood up, glanced in a mirror next to the clock, and straightened his hair. He took a moment to examine the progress of his beard. Short, wiry hairs that matched the color of those on his head, covered his jawline from ear to ear. He smiled, pleased with his success in growing a chinstrap, even though the hairs were sparse in places. At 1:00 he decided to revisit the diner and get a bite to eat—and hopefully get a chance to meet the afternoon Delilah, just to rule her out for sure. 

			Dave stepped out of his hotel room and drew a breath of fresh country air. The world outside seemed bright and sunny compared to his dark room and terrible nightmare. He studied the view of Falls, Wisconsin—a picture-postcard small town with two-story brick buildings lining Main Street. Only a few antique stores, the diner, a gas station, and a tavern constituted the business district on Main, which came to a T in front of the Carriage Inn. The hotel’s proprietors no doubt gave the Inn that name to capitalize on Amish tourism. Dave leaned against a lightpost and watched a horse pulling a buggy through downtown Falls. The horse stopped at the hamlet’s only stoplight. A semitruck roared through the intersection, causing the horse to rear up. As soon as the eighteen-wheeler passed by, the horse calmed down and waited for a green light before resuming its trek down Main Street.

			Victorian-style houses painted in rich colors with ornate trim lined a hillside behind the brick buildings downtown. Maple trees lined the streets and large oaks surrounded the houses on the hill, looking picturesque in every season.

			Off to the far right, Dave noticed a huge water tower with massive blue letters reminding the citizens they were in Falls. To the left, a waterfall fell over a twenty-foot ledge and flowed under a bridge. That landmark, no doubt, gave the town its name. Beyond the falls, a large lumberyard clamored with activity. Although the sawmill buzzed and whined all day, the buildings looked outdated and only a small portion of the yard appeared to be in use. Dave guessed that trains used to stop regularly in Falls during the logging industry’s glory days. He imagined that every time a locomotive rumbled past, without even slowing at intersections, its whistle functioned as a painful reminder to the locals that those good days were over.

			Dave listened to the roaring sound of falling water merge with whines from the sawmill as he walked along the sidewalk. He followed the same route the buggy had traveled a short time before. An Amish girl in a blue dress hurried past storefronts ahead of him. He watched her closely as she crossed the street and entered a low building where buggy horses were tied. Dave leaned against a mailbox and studied her as she untied her horse and backed it out toward the street. He felt positive it was Delilah, his waitress.

			Two little girls worked a lemonade stand directly across the street from the diner. Remembering that the Delilah in the book was always willing to give buggy rides, he decided to test this girl and quickly took two five-dollar bills from his wallet and tossed them on the lemonade stand table. “I’ll buy two cups of lemonade for five bucks each if you kids will do me a favor.”

			The older of the two girls squinted at him. “What’s that?”

			“See this buggy coming up the street?” Dave pointed toward Delilah. “Ask the Amish girl driving if you can have a buggy ride.”

			The younger girl poured two cups of lemonade and pushed them toward him while the older girl placed the money in a little box. The girls eyed him suspiciously as they headed toward the buggy.

			“What’s the matter?” Dave asked.

			“We ask her for a ride every day, and she always gives us one.”

			The girls climbed into the buggy and waved at Dave as the horse clip-clopped past. Delilah’s smiling face came into view behind the girls’ waving hands. He took one sip of his ten-dollar lemonade, and it was so warm and sour that he spit it out. He dumped both cups in the bushes and headed toward the diner.

			Blue lettering painted on a large storefront window spelled out DJ’s Diner. Dave pushed open the heavy wooden door that jingled an attached bell as he walked in. Everyone inside stopped talking and eating long enough to stare at him until he found his way to a stool at the lunch counter. He sat down, and everyone resumed their conversations.

			A much larger crowd found their way into DJ’s over the noon hour. A skinny Amish girl in a lime-green dress handled the lunch counter. “Are you Delilah?” he asked.

			She smirked at him and shook her head as though annoyed. A pleasantly-plump Amish girl stepped through the swinging door of the kitchen, and the skinny waitress said, “That’s Delilah over there.” 

			Dave sank his teeth into a thick cheeseburger. He decided to give it three stars. Nothing about the burger seemed as original or unforgettable as the five-star cinnamon rolls on the breakfast menu. He watched the plump Delilah make trips in and out of the kitchen. She seemed friendlier than the skinny waitress in the green dress, but he never once saw her wrinkle her nose with a smile. Both Amish girls worked hard, scrambling out of the kitchen with platters of food and hustling back in with empty plates. Nobody seemed to notice either of them as they efficiently kept the kitchen doors swinging.

			Sizzling sounds came from the kitchen with every swing of the door—likely french fries or breaded mushrooms bathing in a vat of oil. Dave didn’t bother to ask questions of the other Delilah since she couldn’t fit any of the descriptions in the book. After his meal, Dave stopped at the cash register to pay his bill. A woman with hair so black that it looked fake took his money.

			“Who’s DJ?” Dave asked.

			She lifted one finger in the air as her cash register dinged. “That’s me, Delores Johnson.” Her red-checkered gingham apron matched the tablecloths and curtains and should have been a dead-giveaway she owned the tiny diner.

			Dave nodded. “Okay, nice little restaurant you have here, especially the breakfast menu. Can I just ask one little question though?”

			“Sure, what’s that?”

			“Have you had anybody from the media stop in here and ask about Delilah?”

			DJ shook her head. “Which Delilah? I have two of them working here.”

			“The morning waitress that makes the cinnamon rolls.”

			“Why? What would they want to know about her?” DJ let her jaw drop. 

			“Don’t you know about the Delilah craze going around our country?” Dave asked.

			Delores covered her mouth that had been hanging open before she answered. “Yes, that famous Amish girl from Indiana.”

			Dave leaned on the counter and spoke in a low tone. “Nobody knows who she is. We just know that Samuel VanRokel wrote a novel based on a real-life Amish girl. There are a lot of people searching for the real Delilah, and when they find her . . . let’s just say, her life will never be the same again.”

			DJ’s eyes got wide. “It never crossed my mind that it could be one of our Delilahs. My Amish waitresses told me that the book was about a worldly Amish girl from Indiana.”

			“I know it’s surprising, but I think there’s a slim chance it’s the morning waitress.” Dave winked at the older woman. “If you care about Delilah, do what you can to protect her identity. I think it should be her choice about whether or not everyone knows who she is.” DJ nodded in agreement as he continued, “Meanwhile, if anyone comes in here looking for an Amish girl named Delilah, show them the afternoon waitress. I think they’ll know it’s not her and head on down the road.”

			She continued covering her mouth in disbelief.

			Dave headed for the door and then turned back. “What do you think about her eyes?”

			“They’re brown?”

			“Eh—yeah—anything else?” he asked.

			The middle-aged woman gave Dave an annoyed expression. “What else is there?”

			He shrugged. “I don’t know—I just thought I’d ask.”

			Dave left DJ standing frozen in shock and headed back to his hotel room to make a quick phone call. He sat on his bed because it was the only piece of furniture in his tiny room, other than a TV on a stand. A computerized voice answered his call. “Humans magazine. You have reached the office of Chief Correspondent Charlie Rose. Charlie is either on the other line or out of the office. After the beep, please leave a brief message and your name and number. Charlie will get back to you as soon as possible.”

			Dave listened for the beep. “Hello Charlie, this is Dave. I think I may have found the girl!”

			He ended the call and tossed his cell phone onto crumpled blankets. He fumbled with the remote, trying to find something on TV. Within minutes his phone began to chirp. Dave scrambled to find his phone and simultaneously shut the TV off. His finger found the mute button as he answered the phone.

			“Hello, Dave here.”

			“Dave, this is Charlie Rose! Where are you?”

			“I’d rather not say where I’m at until I talk to this girl.”

			“Listen, Dave, I’m paying you a hundred thousand dollars to find this Delilah. I have the right to know where you think she is!”

			“You haven’t given me a dime yet,” Dave sneered at the phone. “If I give you a lead, you’ll figure out who she is, and I’ll never see a penny.”

			Charlie let out a sinister chuckle on his end of the phone line. “You’re as smart as your daddy! Keep me updated and find her quick. I’ve heard through the grapevine that People magazine is on her trail. The New York Times has a full-time staffer searching for her. And CBS has a manhunter on the prowl too!”

			“Wow—you’d think the girl killed somebody,” Dave said.

			Charlie growled out, “Some people would kill to find out who she is. There are millions of dollars to be made in endorsements and magazine covers.”

			Dave scratched his chest. “Okay Charlie, I’ll probably know by tomorrow.”

			“Call me the second you find her!”

			The phone went dead, and Dave realized the conversation had ended. His focus returned to the outdated hotel TV. An NBC news lady interviewed a teenage girl with a scarf on her head. The girl was wearing a plain-colored dress and looked almost Amish. Dave frantically pressed buttons on his remote to unmute the sound while he thought to himself, Oh no! Maybe someone else found the right girl?

			As he increased the volume, the girl’s voice became audible. She didn’t sound Amish. Rather, she sounded like any modern high schooler. “Oh gosh, we all fell in love with Delilah. She is such a sweet person and a great role model for girls in this day and age.”

			The news lady nodded. “Good point! And what would you say to her if you ran into the real Delilah?”

			“All I would be able to get out is, ‘Un fa shdendich!’ ” The girl’s hands went to her cheeks as she shouted the saying, obviously beside herself at the thought of meeting Delilah.

			The news lady faced the camera and explained, “Un fa shdendich is an Amish saying that Delilah uses often in the novel. Girls can be heard using this strange phrase in malls and high schools all over America! This is Katie Korver, reporting live from Des Moines, Iowa.”

			“What a crazy world!” Dave said out loud in his tiny hotel room. He picked up his copy of Samson and Delilah and started reading where he’d left off before his nap. His phone chirped again. Dave looked at it and saw the word Mom. He let out a deep breath, rolled his eyes, and tapped the screen to answer.

			“Hello Mom.”

			 “Hi David,” she said. “Did you make it to Falls okay?”

			Dave looked at his phone and smirked. “Yes, I’m here. Why wouldn’t I make it okay?”

			“David, I was just asking. Did you find that Amish girl yet?”

			“I think I did. I haven’t asked her about revealing her identity though. I’m trying to figure out how to say it. Do you have any advice for me?”

			His mother moaned. “I told you before you left that no Amish girl will want all of that fame. You should have read Samson and Delilah before you headed up there. Then you would know what kind of a girl this Delilah is and a little more about the Amish.”

			“Well, I’m reading it now.”

			“Why would you want to bring trouble on that poor Amish girl?” she asked.

			“Mom, I’m not bringing trouble on her—I’m doing her a favor! And I’m going to ask her for permission before I tell anyone. Besides, maybe she’ll love all the attention. All the girls I know take selfies and post them on Facebook daily. Girls love attention.”

			“Not Amish girls. Not this Delilah. If you had read the book, you would have known that. All you are thinking of is the money.”

			“Oh Mom, you worry too much. You know that I want to start my own restaurant. I have half the money I need in savings, and if I can get Delilah to agree to meeting the press, I’ll have the other half. This girl is my golden ticket.”

			“David, don’t think of her that way. I know how much you want your own restaurant, but please don’t get what you want at someone else’s expense.”

			“That’s why I’m going to ask her before I tell anyone.” Dave rolled his eyes, knowing his mother couldn’t see him. “Most guys my age would just rat her out. At least I’m nice enough to ask her first.”

			“Hopefully you don’t expose her to publicity by just going up there. Some of those paparazzi types might figure out what you’re up to and follow you.”

			“I know. I’m trying to be careful—so they don’t get the money instead of me,” Dave said and laughed.

			“Well, ask her nicely, and then get out of there before anyone figures out where you are.”

			Dave let out a long breath, trying to be patient. “Okay Mom, whatever.”

			“One more question,” his mother said. She hesitated, giving away her reluctance to ask what she knew she shouldn’t. “Do you think this is the Delilah you used to know?”

			“Mom, please don’t bring that up.” Dave lifted his free hand in exasperation. “No, it definitely isn’t, and this Delilah made it clear that there are a lot of Amish girls out there with the name Delilah. I’ll never find that one again. I’m only here because I need the money.”

			“Oh David, some things are more important than money.”

			“I need to get going, Mom.”

			“Okay, call me when you know more.”

			Dave rolled his eyes. “Okay, see ya.”

		


		
			Chapter Three: Teenage Delilah (flashback)
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			The first Delilah Dave ever met wasn’t dressed in Amish clothes. In fact, she was at a swimming pool. Dave had been in high school at the time, and the teenage Delilah he’d known back then was the polar opposite of the morning waitress at DJ’s Diner. During his high school years, Dave’s friends always teased him about how picky he was. He didn’t have a girlfriend for much of high school—but not because the girls didn’t like him. Dave pretty much had his choice of girls at school. He stood 6’ 3’’ and served as the captain of his basketball team his junior and senior year. There were cute girls around town and nice girls he admired because of how sweet they were, but none of them were the girl of his dreams. But then, one fine summer afternoon between Dave’s junior and senior year, he saw her.

			Nate, Dave’s best friend, begged him throughout the summer to go shoot hoops at the park almost every day where teenagers from three nearby towns frequently met up. Dave enjoyed himself once he got there, but he wouldn’t have felt the need to go if Nate hadn’t talked him into it.

			On the afternoon Dave met the teenage Delilah, he and Nate were playing a game of HORSE on the small basketball court near the pool. As usual, Dave let his buddy take the lead on purpose. After Nate made a few buckets and Dave allowed himself to miss a few, then he’d start trying. Every time someone missed a shot the other made, they had to accept a new letter. The first player to spell HORSE lost the game. Dave had let himself fall behind to HOR and Nate only had an H.

			“Alright, Nate, I’m done playing around!” Dave said, his voice raspy because of a summer cold. He shouldered his buddy and scooped up the ball, dribbling past Nate. Then Dave rose up and threw down a dunk with authority. “There—now you have an O.”

			Nate tried to dunk but got stuffed by the rim.

			Dave recovered the ball and headed all the way back to the picnic area. He stood on a table for his next shot and it dropped with a swish. “There, now we’ll both have HOR.”

			“I might make it,” Nate said as he tossed up an airball.

			With a chuckle and the ball in his hands, Dave charged to the chain-link fence of the swimming pool. He pounced off the side of the springy fence for a very long trick shot. A few girls in the pool whistled as he made the move, and it threw off his trajectory. The ball ended up on the roof of the bathhouse, stuck behind the backboard.

			Nate jawed his buddy, “Great shot Mr. Basketball! Now you gotta climb up on the roof and get my basketball or forfeit the game. And buy me a new ball.”

			The girls in the pool area laughed. Most of them were classmates from Dave and Nate’s high school. Dave stuck out his tongue in a teasing way, and a few girls whistled in response. That moment, someone caught his eye—a dark-haired beauty he had never noticed before.

			“Watch this, girls!” Dave shouted with a hoarse voice as he leapt onto the chain-link fence and began climbing it like a cat. This wasn’t the first time he had climbed to the roof to recover basketballs, so he knew he could do it. He puffed and grimaced as his fingers gripped the fence. Near the top, he had to hold on with his hands while his Nike shoes searched for a toehold in the mesh. He bit his lip as he maneuvered from the top bar over onto the bathhouse roof. Once he stepped onto the shingles, he took a moment to lift his hands up in a victory stance. Most of the girls cheered. Dave searched for the brunette and found her. She floated in the water on her back and smiled at him. He did a double take. She appeared to have no swimsuit on at all. Her long dark hair floated around her, and beyond that, everything else blurred under the surface of choppy water in the same skin tone.

			Dave didn’t mean to stare, but he did. She returned his gaze and slowly flailed her arms and legs as if tantalizing him. He forced himself to look away from her for a moment and gathered Nate’s basketball and dropped it through the hoop from above.

			“There, Nate. Come up here and make that shot or you’ll have an S.”

			The girls all cheered.

			Nate argued, “It wasn’t your turn.”

			“Okay,” Dave called back, “you go ahead and shoot. If you miss, then I’ll take my turn from up here!” 

			While Nate chose his spot, shot, and made a bucket, Dave searched the pool for the brunette. She had moved to the ladder and began to climb out, her eyes still on him. He watched her long, dark, soaking wet hair cling to her body. Her hair reached to the bottom of where her swimsuit would end, if in fact she was wearing one. Dave, so focused on the girl, didn’t look where he stepped. His long leg dipped into the valley of the roofline, and he tumbled headlong onto the shingles. Fortunately, and un-fortunately, the backboard caught him at the waist. It was good because he didn’t fall off the roof, but it was bad because it stung like a knife and left a bruise that he wore for a month.

			Dave began his descent from the roof, ignoring the pain. He carefully maneuvered onto the fence and then down one fingerhold at a time until he stepped onto the concrete court. He picked up the ball and searched the area around the water for the brunette. He finally spotted her, laying on a reclining chair. With her hair falling over her shoulders, her body became visible and he spotted a tan, one-piece suit. It disappointed him slightly, even though he knew she surely would be wearing a swimsuit. However, he wasn’t disappointed at all about how beautiful she looked in her tan suit, or about the smile on her face.

			Dave tried to focus on the hoop for his next shot, but the brunette’s dark eyes distracted him so much that he missed again.

			“Haha,” Nate yelled, “now, you’ve got an S!”

			Nate grabbed the ball from Dave’s hands and made a simple free throw. It suddenly occurred to Dave that Nate might beat him with the brunette watching. He bit his lip and prepared for his final shot. Dave had a lot of experience making free throws during critical moments of big games. However, nothing he could remember had ever unnerved him as much as this girl. He glanced in her direction just before he shot. She rearranged her legs and ran a hand through her long hair, her dark eyes still on him. Dave shot before he meant to, and the ball rimmed out.

			“I beat you!” Nate yelled. “You’ve got a HORSE to go along with that hoarse voice!”

			Dave picked up the ball and slammed it on the concrete court in frustration. He looked back toward the brunette and she
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