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CHAPTER ONE

Yum. Yum.

Those were the words that popped into Hannah’s head when she smelled the fresh cinnamon buns she placed on the shelf. 

Her father’s store, Miller’s Goods, would be the busiest place in town by noon and the smell of the cinnamon always brought them in.

Hannah liked working in the store. A naturally shy person, interacting with the customers helped her overcome her inhibitions in dealing with people. 

“I need a favor,” her father said.

Eli walked down the aisle toward his daughter, his boots echoing on the wood floor. 

“Sure, Daed,” she said, pinning her kapp into place. “What is it?”

“We have some new help coming in today. He’s going to be in the deli mostly, I think. I haven’t decided yet. But if you could show him around and let him know how we do things, I would appreciate it.”

“Of course,” Hannah said. “Where’s he from?”

“Holmes County,” he said, scratching the growing bald spot on the back of his head. “Should be here any time today.”

“Yes, Daed.”

Hannah couldn’t help but smile to herself as she thought about the prospect of a man working in the store alongside her. But her Daed didn’t mention how old or what he looked like. At twenty years old, she had begun to weigh her prospects around the town. She felt she had slim pickings to choose from as even some of the more plain looking men thought they were too good for the women in town. She had brown hair with natural blonde streaks in it as well as freckles that dotted her face. Her blue eyes could light up a room without her even saying a word. Hannah would never want for a lack of suitors. Only the men that approached her really didn’t seem to put their hearts into it. They would flirt and ask her out but not follow through. She would listen to the stories of her friend’s bad experiences and avoided dating for long stretches of time. Men played it cool around her, complimenting her one minute then making a snide comment the next. Her interactions with potential suitors left her feeling that she’d done something wrong, that she wasn’t good enough, that if she didn’t fit the exact degree of expectations of these men that somehow that made her inferior. 

“You’re too young for marriage,” her friend Lovina once told her as she already had grey hair at the age of twenty-five. Fannie didn’t have grey hair but looked miserable all the time. Consider what marriage had done to some of her friends, she thought about giving up on men even at the age of twenty.

Until she heard the door chime of the ring. Looking over, she saw one of the most handsome men she had ever laid eyes on.

He had dusty blonde hair and crackling blue eyes. Taking off his straw hat, he made a bee-line toward Hannah. She felt her fair cheeks turning red like a tomato. 

He’s coming over here. To talk to me.

“Hi,” he said, dropping his gaze to the floor as if he would be unable to take the gaze of her scrutiny. 

“How can I-“, she stammered as her heart began to pound. She felt like a beginning ballerina trying to balance on her tiptoes for the first time. “Hi. How can I help you?”

“I’m looking for Eli Miller,” he looked around the store. “I’m Michael.”

“Michael,” Eli’s voice bellowed from two aisles away. “Welcome.”

Hannah watched as her father extended his hand to the new employee. 

“Gut morning, Herr Miller,” he said. “My name is Michael. Michael Stoll.”

“Pleased to meet you, Michael. This is my daughter, Hannah.”

“Hannah,” Michael nodded his head before curling his thumbs into his belt.

“How did you get here?” Eli asked. “I didn’t hear a buggy roll up.”

“I walked.”

“Walked?” Eli’s eyes grew wide. “You walked over twenty miles-“

“I got a ride from a friend of mine. He dropped me at the next town over so I just walked the rest of the way. If I’m going to live here might as well take in the sights.”

“I see,” Eli said. “Well, welcome. I’ll have Hannah here show you around the place.”

“I don’t need much orientating,” Michael glanced at Hannah and turned back to Eli. “Matthew had told me about what you needed to have done. Just point me in the right direction and I’ll get to work.”

“Very well,” Eli said, waving his hand for Michael to come follow him. “Today I'm gonna need you to help load some furniture. You look strong so that’s going to come in handy around here.”

“I’m here to work, Herr Miller,” he said. 

Hannah could only watch as the young man trailed behind his father and followed him out the rear of the store. He didn’t so much as give her a second look. She felt like ripping that hat off his head and stomping it. Why didn’t he want to have her show him around the place? Could he be shy? Or maybe he had a girlfriend already? She closed her eyes trying not to think of that possibility but her brain supplied the visuals anyway. She immediately saw Michael walking hand in hand with a beautiful Amish bride down the altar. 

Walking to the rear of the store, she watched from the window as the young man took instruction from her father. He looked like an eager worker, the type of man who would do anything to please his employer. But the dead tone to his voice when her father offered her services to show him around the store felt like a punch to the gut. 

Still, she kept her gaze on him as he worked alongside her daed. Forcing herself to turn around, she began her tasks at the store. She placed the remaining loaves of bread on the shelf before taking the fresh pies of her mother and putting them behind the glass window of the bakery section. 

But no matter what she did that day the handsome image of Michael remained on her mind.

CHAPTER TWO

Another morning in the store, another attempt to get Michael to talk. 

Hannah admired the young man from afar at first. She noticed how the soft blonde waves of his hair tickled past his ears. His hands were masculine but clean and manicured. Still, his formal politeness with her proved to be troubling. She wanted laughter. Fun. 

Flirting. 

“Hi Michael,” Hannah stepped behind the counter and greeted the young man. 

“Hi,” he locked eyes with her for a brief moment before returning his attention to slicing the morning bread. 

“You’re doing a really good job,” she said. “We had one guy last summer that quit after a week.”

“Sorry to hear that,” he mumbled.

“So you grew up in Holmes County?”

“Yeah.”

“What was it like there?”

“It was fine.”

“I mean what was it like?” Hannah laughed. “How different is it from us?”

“It was fine. I mean, the people were nice.”

Michael turned his back to her and began kneading some dough.

“This Sunday there is a meeting at our house. We’re going to have a service and my father is going to do a talk.”

“I-“ Michael looked deep in thought for a moment. “I’ve made other plans.”

“Oh,” Hannah said. “Well, maybe next time.”

“Yeah. Maybe.”

“Excuse me, miss,” a voice called out from the rear grocery aisle. “Can I ask you something?”

“Customers,” Hannah smiled at Michael, hoping to get some kind of camaraderie going. 

No response. 

She tried to get him to open up for several weeks. He gave brief answers at best. She didn’t feel a coldness from him. He just plain didn’t want to talk. 

But in watching him work around the grocery store she noticed a layer of sadness about him. As if something heavy thoughts churned through his mind at all hours of the day.

Hannah sat in the living room with her maem, Ruth. The two stitched their respective quilts while talking about life. This became their weekly ritual on Saturday mornings. 

“I don’t know what to do,” Hannah said. “He seems so sad.”

“How so?”

“I can see it in his body language. Maybe somebody hurt him in the past. Maybe that is why he is here in our town rather than Holmes.”

“Use your best judgment,” Ruth said. “Usually men don’t talk about their hurt. The only thing you can do to get him to open up is to love him. Don’t judge if he doesn’t want to talk. Earn his trust and see what happens from there.”

“Love him,” Hannah repeated. “Show him that I care.”

“That’s right. Men don’t talk feelings. They like to see things. Show him.”

Hannah held up her quilt. She liked the colors that came together on it, every stitch had been made with her love. Her passion for quilt making. 

“Maybe if I make him a quilt,” she said. “He will see that someone loves him. Maybe that’s just what he needs.”

“Maybe.”

The next morning, Hannah found Michael stocking the shelves with freshly made cinnamon buns. 

“You’re taking my job,” she said. 

“I’m sorry?”

“That’s my favorite part of the job. Stacking the cinnamon buns. The smell! How can you stand it?”

Michael shrugged his shoulders. 

“Here,” Hannah opened the clear plastic wrapping of one of the buns and ripped a piece off. “Try it.”

“No,” Michael looked across the aisles of the store. “Won’t your father get mad?”

“I’ll pay for it later,” Hannah said, nibbling on the morsel. “Oh wow, delicious! And still warm! You sure you don’t want any?”

“I’m fine.”

“I’ve been meaning to tell you something.”

“Yeah?”

“I’m making you something. Something that I hope you like-“

“Look, Hannah-“

“Its just something I want to do-Its something I'm making from my own hands and I just hope-"

“I don’t want anything from you, okay? Nothing!”

The hurt immediately registered in Hannah’s eyes. No one had ever yelled at her before. The venom in Michael’s voice surprised her. 

“I don’t want anything from you. Please.”

“Fine,” Hannah said, turning around after standing shocked in place for what seemed like an eternity. A rough, desperate scrub of her hand wiped a tear that she felt welling in her eye. She remained strong until she reached the back door of the store. She tripped, almost going down and her eyes focused on the exit door. 

Once out of the store,  she started to run. 

The faster she ran, the harder the tears came as her heart shattered into pieces. 

Michael suddenly felt chilled and clammy in the empty store. Whatever anger he felt deflated like a popped tire when Hannah turned her back to him. His heart felt like tumbling out of his throat, he wanted to cry out for Hannah. Chase her down and apologize. 

He had treated that young woman with the cold shoulder ever since he got there. Now he felt guilty in a way he didn’t think a thousand prayers could ever remove. 

She scared him. 

She had a smile so sweet that he stole glances at her whenever he could. Hannah seemed to glow whenever she described something in the store to a customer. He loved the sound of her voice, the way her freckles seemed to dance over her nose when she spoke. Thinking of her, thinking of the possibility of a romance with Hannah left him feeling like a pressure cooker ready to explode.

She had shown that she cared about him even if it meant hurting herself. Why did he treat her so bad? He had never met anyone so beautiful and kind in all his life. 

Except maybe Sarah. 

Sarah the woman who died because of him. 

He wanted more than anything to charm Hannah. To tell her jokes and tell her how whenever he closed his eyes he would see her beautiful face. 

But he couldn’t. He didn’t deserve to be happy. 

Not after what happened. Not after what he didn’t do. 

CHAPTER THREE

Michael ran through the leafy trail. 

His eyes scanned through the trees. He saw nothing but crows nesting and a few ducks milling around the pond. 

Where could she be?

He stayed on the trail, running then walking then running again. 

“Hannah?” he cried out. “Hannah?”

He made up his mind to not panic. He would find Hannah. Just like he used to find Sarah when they played hide and seek. He stopped running and waited for the woods to quiet as his frantic running had sent a dozen wrens flying from tree to tree. 

He saw the ducks at the water’s edge, pausing in their baths to gaze at him. They dunked and flapped their wings in the water, telling Michael that no unusual presence could be near, although maybe they would be used to Hannah. He remembered how back home the animals were used to him. Used to his scent in all of the trees and trails as he became one with nature. 

Michael continued a slow, low trip around a leafy cove and went down the line of the creek. He searched the likely hiding places, keeping an eye out for scuff marks on the rocks, tracks and broken plants in the brush, anything that might indicate an upset young Amish woman came trampling through. 

Would be tints of dusk began to darken the sky. He had to find her! He prayed a silent prayer that he would have another chance with Hannah. 

On cue, he saw her sitting under a large tree. Her body half-hidden from him. 

“Hannah?”

Startled, she looked over at him then hid her face. She didn’t want him to see her crying. 

“I’m so sorry,” Michael said. “I’m so sorry. Please forgive me.”

“It’s okay,” she whispered.

“No, it’s not. I had no right to talk to you like that. I’m so sorry.”

“Apology accepted,” Hannah stood up and looked Michael in the eye. There had been so much she wanted to say and share with him but the words didn’t come. The two stared at each other for an awkward moment. 

Michael wanted to touch her face with a gentle hand. To brush the hair away from her face and dry her tears. He wanted to hug her tight and wait for her trembling heart to still. Instead, he stood in front of her, wishing he could be a ghost. 

“But there is something else bothering you, right?” Hannah blurted out. “I mean there had to have been something. I just thought that maybe you needed someone to talk to.”

Another loud silence. Hannah prayed it covered the pounding of her heart. She asked him that question before and the end result was not good. His possible reaction scared her-she wanted him to like her more than anything.

Searching his face, she didn’t see anger this time. The eyes that she fell in love with now burned with regret.

“I do-,” Michael started to speak then stopped. “I wish I could tell you certain things. Sometimes things get bottled up. I had no right. You’re a good person. I would give anything to take it back.”

“But what else is wrong? You can talk to me.”

Michael sniffed then looked past Hannah to the creek behind her. A creek that reminded him of home. “There was a girl.”

“A girl?”

Michael nodded before sitting under the tree. Hannah waited for a beat before sitting down next to him. 

“I’m listening, Michael.”

“Her name was Sarah. I loved her very much. We were best friends growing up. We used to play around a creek just like that one. Catching fireflies, playing hide and seek. There were other kids too but sometimes it just felt as if it were just Sarah and me.”

“Sounds sweet.”

“Then we turned eighteen,” Michael said. “And I realized that she was the one. She felt the same about me too. Her parents raised standardbred horses. One of the elders in town wanted to use one so I offered to deliver him. But when it came to time deliver him I didn’t show up on time. My friends and I were goofing off. I forgot what got me so distracted. So Sarah took my place. She got on the horse and tried to ride him to the elder’s farm. The horse bucked and rolled. She flipped off and-“

“I’m so sorry.”

“If I had only gotten there sooner,” Michael said. “If I had kept my word. If only it had been me on that horse.”

Hannah brushed her hand on Michael’s shoulder, trying to comfort him. 

“You remind me so much of her,” Michael said. “I mean, just the way you act. It's so-“

“What?”

“I don’t know. I just-A part of me shut down when she died. Like I never really deserved her or anyone like her.”

“How do you think she would feel about you thinking like that?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, she was so lucky to be treasured by you,” Hannah said. “You still think about her. Every day. I could see it in your face. The pain. And if she was the woman I think she was, she would want happiness for you.”

“That doesn’t make the pain go away.”

Hannah looked up at the blue sky. 

“Imagine her watching us,” Hannah pointed to the sky. “She’s looking down at us from that cloud there. She’s watching you from heaven and it saddens her to see you so unhappy. You can honor her memory by living honestly and doing good deeds in her name.”

Michael nodded his head. “I know you’re right.”

“Michael!” the hoarse cry cut through the entire valley, dragging them out of a sentimental moment and back into reality. Exchanging glances of concern, they sprang up from behind the tree and saw Eli running toward them in the distance. 

Waving a letter, he looked horrified. 

“What is it, Daed?” Hannah called out. 

“Michael,” Eli said, catching his breath as he came upon the couple. “Your father. There’s been an accident.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Michael arrived in his hometown just before nightfall. His maem and baby sister greeted him on the front porch as he arrived. The home of his birth felt lighter than he remembered, the living room and kitchen were now painted different, adding warm natural tones to reflect the woods waiting outside the home. The glittering waters of the creek were just visible through the kitchen window, laying beneath the green leaves and rough trunks of the trees. His home had been his sanctuary always, until Sarah died. 

His daed laid on his back on the couch. Something he had never seen this hard-working man do a day in his life. 

“Good to see you, Michael,” his father waggled his eyebrows as he looked about to doze off. The people in the Amish community often called his father the hardest working man in town but today he looked as if it all caught up with him. 

“What happened?”

“Tried to lift more than I should have,” he laughed. “Was throwing up some hay and slipped on the ice. Fell down all wrong.”

His father pointed at his right leg in a full cast. 

“Ouch.”

“I’ll live.”

“We’ve missed you,” his mother said, hugging him again. 

“The boy has to go out and stake his own claim,” his father said. “But now that you’re here I need a favor.”

“Anything.”

“Farm needs to be taken care of,” he said. “I am going to be incapacitated for a while. Maybe another three weeks, the doctor said. I could hire out but since you’re here and already know what do to.”

“Of course, Daed. Of course.”

“Things may be a little awkward for you. Because of-“

“I know.”

“I wouldn’t ask. I understand what you went through. But if we don’t tend the fields-“

“No need to explain, daed. I know. I know.”

Muted light filtered through Michael’s old bedroom window, waking him up. The scent of maem’s cinnamon buns helped also, teasing him into wakefulness. He groaned and stretched, trying to limber muscles that had atrophied from not working on the farm in a while. Michael’s heart beat a little faster when he took to the fields the next morning. He did miss the cows and the chickens, the bustle of activity around the farm. Things that Englisch people would hate, he found solace in. 

He ate breakfast then performed various chores around the farm for a few hours. Needing a slight break, he decided to venture to the places where he and Sarah would play. 

The sun felt hot on his shoulders as he walked deeper into the woods. He knew Sarah’s home stood nearby and that her father owned the land surrounding this part of the stream. 

But when he walked out toward the creek, images of Sarah’s sweet face flashed in his mind. He remembered her laughter, the times they spent chasing one another and skipping through the trail. Then they would walk barefoot into the edge of the green-tinted water. Sarah would laugh as the gently lapping waves met her toes. Everything was perfect. 

Happy as could be. It felt as if it were a lifetime ago. 

“I figured I’d find you here.”

The voice startled him as he spun around. In front of him, stood Jedidiah. 

Sarah’s father. 

His sweat-stained shirt had differing shades of blue from being out in the sun too long. But his face told the whole story. The man looked as if he’d aged twenty years since Michael had last laid eyes on him. 

“This is where I’d always find Sarah. I could hear her voice a mile away. Didn’t take long for me to locate her. But I always knew she’d be safe. Safe with you.”

“Sir, I-“

“I heard you were back in town.”

“My Daed-he’s injured.”

“I know. Sorry to hear that. Like a good son, you came back.”

Michael just nodded his head, not knowing whether he should excuse himself or take his rebuke from the man that should have been his father-in-law. 

Michael dreamt of Sarah’s father a lot. Angry images that played through his head at night. He’d dream of the man screaming at him from the foot of his bed, yelling insults that he could not understand. Then he would ransack his room, chasing him off the bed. Michael would always wake up in a sweat.

“I’m so sorry-“ Michael’s voice cracked as he looked into the man’s sorrow-darkened eyes. 

“It’s okay, son.”

With that, Michael broke down and began to cry. The tears came out like a sieve, his body convulsing with repressed grief. 

“It’s alright,” Sarah’s father hugged Michael as the young man cried out. “It wasn’t your fault. None of it.”

Michael ceased crying, embarrassed. “I miss her so much.”

“We all do,” Jedidiah said. “But she’s watching us. Remember that. You gave her so much joy in her life. When you left, I didn’t get a chance to talk to you. I wasn’t mad. I don’t blame you. I don’t blame myself. It happened. Now, with you torturing yourself out here it only leads to more heartache. You can still go on with your life. It’s okay. You don’t have to run.”

Michael nodded and felt as if a burden were lifted off his shoulders. 

CHAPTER FIVE

Hannah felt the tears welling in her eyes as she placed the quilt into the package. Writing Michael’s name on the label, she struggled to figure out why she had such strong feelings for him even though they only knew each other for a short time. 

She had put her heart and soul into the quilt. Each patch had been made with a loving hand as if she were trying to communicate to Michael how much she would cherish their relationship. The meticulous detail she put into every stitch would be a mirror to how much she would put into a union with him. 

Ruth came into the living room and sat down at the opposite end of the table, her own quilt in hand. 

“You look sad,” her mother said. 

“I’m worried he won’t like it.”

“You put it in the box before I could see it.

“Its just as well,” Hannah said. “It came out good. Well, I think it did.”

“I know it did.”

“I’m worried though.”

“Why?”

“I’m worried that will be the last I ever see of him. That maybe his family needs him on that farm and he’ll stay there. Maybe that is what Gott's will is. For him to be on the farm. For me to be alone. That's what I'm worried about."

“That’s a lot of worrying there.”

“Do you think I’m crazy?”

“What?”

“For feeling so strongly about Michael.”

“No.”

“So making him a quilt isn’t, you know...Weird.”

“Not at all,” her mother said. “Your heart is talking to you. Don’t be influenced by what other people think is weird or irrational. You listened to your heart when you made that quilt for him. You are sending it to him to let him know that you think he’s special. Nothing wrong with that.”

“Thanks,” Hannah said. “I’ve been so blessed to have a mother like you.”

“I’ll let you in on something,” her mother said. “I watched him around the store. He’s very polite to the customers. A little shy. But when you weren’t looking at him, he was looking at you.”

“What do you mean?”

“He was restrained when you were talking to him. But whenever he had an opportunity he would steal glances in your direction, he’d take full advantage. He looked at you the same way your father looked at me when we were first dating.”

“You’re talking in the past tense,” Eli said, walking into the room. “You still flutter my heart.”

Hannah smiled as her daed kissed maem on the cheek. 

Looking back down at her package, she sealed the flaps and went on her way to the post office. 

CHAPTER SIX

Michael spent his days working on the farm and thinking about Hannah. As each day passed he became increasingly more forlorn, doubting that he would ever see her again. 

In the evening, Sarah’s parents came by to the house for dinner. He greeted them at the door and his mother led them to the living room. Michael turned to close the door when the mailman trotted up the steps.

“Michael Stoll?”

“Yes.”

“Need your signature please,” the postman handed over a large brown package. 

Michael’s heart began to race when he saw the return address on the package. 

‘Hannah Miller’. 

His heart quickening, he opened up the box and removed the quilt. A kaleidoscope of colors spread across each patch and he marveled at how artfully they were sewn together. 

“What’s that?” his mother asked.

“From a friend,” he said. “A special friend.”

“A girl?” Jedidiah stepped into the living room with his father who now walked on crutches. 

“Yeah.”

“Well?” his father asked. 

“Well, what?”

“So tell us about her. Who is she? What she like?”

“Her name is Hannah,” Michael said. “I met her at the store I worked at. The daughter of the owner.”

“And?” his father prodded further.

“She was nice."

"Nice enough to return to?" 

“Food is ready,” his mother called out from the living room.

The three men took their seats at the table. Jedidiah’s wife helped bring the dishes in. 

“This all looks absolutely delicious,” Jedidiah said. “Thank you so much.”

“Not only that, she's got shoofly pie in the oven,” Michael’s father said. 

“You guys are spoiled, spoiled, spoiled.” Jedidiah laughed before turning to Michael who looked lost in thought. “What’s on your mind, young man.”

“Nothing. Nothing. Just thinking about that shoofly pie.”

“Your thinking about that girl.”

“No,” Michael said but he couldn’t help but smile. 

“So tell us more,” Jedidiah said. “What is she like? What does she look like?”

“She has brown hair. Freckles. Her nose crinkles when she talks or laughs and it gives the illusion of the freckles dancing on her face. Her eyes light up whenever she talks about her family or the things she has planned for the future. She wants to be a midwife or run the store after her parents get too old. Maybe start a family.”

“Sarah wanted to be a midwife,” Jedidiah said. 
“I remember.”

“Until she turned eighteen. Then she just talked about being a wife and mother.”

Jedidiah looked down at his plate and dropped his fork into his food.  

“Are you okay, sir?” Michael asked. 

“Are you going back to her?”

“No,” Michael said. “I think my place is here. The only reason I moved there was to get away from, you know, the memories. I wanted to go a place where no one knew me. Where no one blamed me.”

“You need to go back to that town and see that girl again,” Jedidiah said. “If you don’t, you’ll regret it for the rest of your life.”

“He’s right,” Michael’s father said. “I can hobble around here on the crutches just fine. Your help is appreciated. Thank you. But you should follow your heart.”

“I can’t-“

“You can,” Jedidiah said. “That is what Sarah would have said to you. Her life was about the people she loved and lived with and enjoyed. It was actually about living, not just going through the motions which is what you’ve been doing ever since you’ve come back. You don’t have to forget Sarah. But you don’t have to feel as if you’re betraying her memory if you court Hannah. Don’t let her death squeeze all of the love from your heart. You go. Give your love to Hannah.”

“Okay,” Michael said. 

“I’ll let you take Gomer,” Jedidiah said. “He’ll take you there fast.”

“What?”

Gomer had been the horse that flipped Sarah over and killed her. Michael thought for sure that Jedidiah would have gotten rid of the horse. 

“You kept him?”
“It wasn’t his fault either. It just happened. And now he’s yours to keep.”

“I don’t know if I can do that.”

“You can,” Jedidiah said. “I remember when you were courting Sarah. The way that you looked at her was all the proof I needed that you were the right man for her. Now I see your eyes light up the same way when you talked about Hannah. She’s the one, Michael. You need to go to her. Now.”

Gomer ran like a horse possessed. 

Michael had been an experienced during his days hanging out with Sarah. They would take the horses out and walk them along the creek. 

But Gomer paid him no mind when Michael tried to slow him down. He ran and ran until they reached the general store only minutes before Hannah arrived with her parents. 

Michael's heart pounded hard in this chest as he looked at the woman he loved. He felt at a loss for words as he never had this much at stake, never had this much to lose and it made him afraid. If he lost Hannah, he’d lose himself. They’d known each other for a short period of time but they had become so intertwined that he knew he couldn’t lose her. He had to protect her, much, much better than he had before. 

But would she feel the same way?

As they approached the store, the look on Hannah's face said it all. 

“Michael!” 

Michael dismounted from the horse. He said nothing as he walked to Hannah and gave her a tight embrace. 

“I’m so sorry,” he said. 

“No need to be sorry anymore.”

“I’m here. I’m here to stay.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Don’t say anything,” Michael said. “When I got your quilt. It just-Well, I realized that you opened my eyes as to what true happiness and love could be. When I left here that night, it was the hardest thing I ever had to do. I didn’t want to leave you.”

“I didn’t think you would come back.”

“Neither did I. At least at first.”

“But I had faith,” Hannah said. “I knew that in my heart. If it was in Gott’s will. You would return to me.”

“I’m here, Hannah. I’m here for you. Always.”

Hannah hugged her suitor as hard as she could. She smiled so hard her cheeks hurt. The love she felt for Michael burst through her, multiplying the wonder of the moment. 

Ruth and Eli watched from the store window. He put his arm around her and squeezed her shoulder. 

Tears welled in Ruth’s eyes. 

“Do they remind you of anyone?” 

“Stop,” Ruth said, wiping away a tear. “I just want her to be happy.”

Eli stroked Ruth’s hair away from her eyes. He leaned in closer to her ear. 

“That was us years and years ago,” he whispered. “They’ll have just as much love and happiness as we did. Just wait and see.”
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Stephanie Swift

Something outside the schoolhouse window caught Melinda Miller’s attention, and it wasn’t the unexpected snowfall trickling from Heaven. It wasn’t even the older boys hogging the tire swing from the younger ones, after she’d told them repeatedly to take turns.  

No, what drew her in and held her mesmerized was the tall gentleman exiting his carriage near the parking area. When he tied his horse to the hitching post and started making his way toward the school, she pinched her cheeks to give them some color and smoothed the front of her dress with her palms. 

It was unusual having visitors during school hours, and she didn’t recognize him as a member of the small Amish community, so Melinda was more than a little intrigued. She began tidying up the children’s desks in an effort to look busy, and when she heard the familiar creak of the front door opening, she casually turned and acknowledged him with a smile. 

“Hallo,” she announced. “May I help you?” 

The pitch in her voice was unusually high, and Melinda cleared her throat as her face reddened in embarrassment. The stranger took off his hat and began twirling it in his hands as he came closer. His wavy hair was black as night and a striking contrast to his light green eyes. 

“You must be Miss Miller,” he replied, as he extended a hand to greet her. “I’m Landon Shrock, the new teacher. Bishop Abram hired me to work with you.” 

To say Melinda was surprised would be an understatement. After serving as the school’s sole teacher for ten years, his announcement came as a shock, especially since the Bishop never mentioned hiring someone else. 

“I’m guessing he didn’t tell you.” 

Melinda wanted to say something, but her tongue felt glued to the top of her mouth, so she simply nodded. Landon glanced at the floor and aimlessly shuffled his feet before walking over to the window. 

“I sincerely apologize. Bishop Abram contacted me a couple of weeks ago. He said some new families had moved here in the past few months and you needed help with the extra workload.”

Melinda stood up straight and squared her shoulders. She supposed she should be grateful the Bishop was looking after her and the students’ wellbeing, but she would be lying if she said she didn’t feel a tad bit self-conscious. Could this be his round-about way of questioning her capabilities? She certainly hoped not. 

“Then I suppose I should say ‘welcome to the neighborhood’,” she said, with forced enthusiasm. 

She hoped she sounded more cheerful than she felt, and by the way his face lit up with a big smile, she assumed it was convincing enough. 

“Denki. I’m staying with the Bishop and his wife while I finish working on my house. I bought the homestead beside the lake, but I have trouble remembering the family’s name who lived there
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