

  	
	    
	      Also by Ruth Price

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Lancaster Amish Sketchbook Serial (Amish Faith Through Fire)

          
        
          
	          A Lancaster Amish Sketchbook - Book 1

          
        
          
	          A Lancaster Amish Sketchbook - Book 2

          
        
          
	          A Lancaster Amish Sketchbook - Book 3

          
        
          
	          A Lancaster Amish Sketchbook 3-Book Boxed Set Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Lancaster Amish Storm (Amish Faith Through Fire)

          
        
          
	          A Lancaster Amish Storm - Book 1

          
        
          
	          A Lancaster Amish Storm - Book 2

          
        
          
	          A Lancaster Amish Storm - Book 3

          
        
          
	          A Lancaster Amish Storm 3-Book Boxed Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Amish Country Treasure Series (An Amish of Lancaster County Saga)

          
        
          
	          An Amish Country Treasure

          
        
          
	          An Amish Country Treasure 2

          
        
          
	          An Amish Country Treasure 3

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          An Amish Country Treasure 4

          
        
          
	          An Amish Country Treasure 4-Book Boxed Set

          
        
          
	          
          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      An Amish Mystery Book Series (Amish Mysteries)

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Missing

          
        
          
	          Haunted

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lancaster County Second Chances (An Amish Of Lancaster County Saga)

          
        
          
	          Lancaster County Second Chances

          
        
          
	          Lancaster County Second Chances - Book 2

          
        
          
	          Lancaster County Second Chances 3

          
        
          
	          Lancaster County Second Chances 4

          
        
          
	          Lancaster County Second Chances 5

          
        
          
	          Lancaster County Second Chances 6

          
        
          
	          Lancaster County Second Chances 6-Book Boxed Set

          
        
          
	          Lancaster County Second Chances 6-Book Boxed Set Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lancaster County Yule Goat Calamity

          
        
          
	          Before An Amish Country Calamity

          
        
          
	          An Amish Country Calamity 5-Book Boxed Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Out of Darkness Serial

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness Book 1

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness Book 2

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness Book 3

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness Book 4

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness Book 5

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness Book 6

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness Book 7

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness Book 8

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness Book 9

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness Book 10

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Out of Darkness Serial (An Amish of Lancaster County Saga)

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness - Book 1

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness - Book 2

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness - Book 3

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness - Book 4

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness - Book 5

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness - Book 6

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness - Book 7

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness - Book 8

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness - Book 9

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness - Book 10

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness 10-Book Boxed Set Bundle

          
        
          
	          Out of Darkness 10-Book Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Shadow of Death (Amish Faith Through Fire)

          
        
          
	          The Shadow of Death - Book 1

          
        
          
	          The Shadow of Death -- Book 2

          
        
          
	          The Shadow of Death - Book 3

          
        
          
	          The Shadow of Death 3-Book Boxed Set Bundle

          
        
      

      
    
    


.

A Lancaster Amish Storm 

3-Book Boxed Set

Books 1-3 of A Lancaster Amish Storm

Amish Identity Series

An Amish of Lancaster County Saga 

by

Ruth Price

––––––––
[image: ]


This is the first book of the Amish Identity series. If you enjoy this book, please look for the next book in the series, to be published in May 2014.

Published by Global Grafx Press, LLC. © 2014

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

All Biblical quotations used in this manuscript are taken from the King James Bible. 

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2014 by Ruth Price

All Rights Reserved. 

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

––––––––
[image: ]


Remember to sign up HERE for Information about Updates, Discount Offers, and FREE Books from Ruth Price and Other Great Amish Romance Authors.

[image: image]

For He commandeth, and raiseth the stormy wind, which lifteth up the waves thereof. They mount up to the heaven, they go down again to the depths: their soul is melted because of trouble. They reel to and fro, and stagger like a drunken man and are at their wits’ end. Then they cry unto the Lord in their trouble, and He bringeth them out of their distresses. He maketh the storm a calm, so that the waves thereof are still. Then are they glad because they be quiet; so He bringeth them unto their desired haven.

—Psalm 107: 25-30
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Chapter 1
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THE AIR IS DAMP, MUSTY; leaves rotting into the muddy fields. Thick gray clouds gather between the Pocono Mountains to the north and the Delaware River to the east.

Trapped.  

Ice freezes in sheets over the roads, in spikes clinging to the bare Longfellow pine branches. The creeping cold settles around Zach’s shoulders. In the set of his deep blue eyes, I can see he also knows that something is coming.

Something bad.

Something that would change the life he’s always known, the life we’ve always known together. It’s been idyllic here in Lancaster. Seasons roll peacefully into one another, like colors gently fading: the green of spring, the bright blue of summer, the golden autumn, then winter’s chilly white.

But now, gray has come to Faith’s Landing. There is tumult, unrest, sorrow, churning and gathering, storing up its power, feeding on the ceaseless roll of the Earth. But it waits, not ready to strike.

No, not yet, those clouds seem to be thinking, as I look up at them. Soon, but not yet.

And I know Zach feels it too. We’ve known each other for so long, been through so many of those lovely seasons; I swear, sometimes we can hear each other’s thoughts. It’s just a closeness that comes with time, with shared experience, and a similar world view. 

It’s love. From before I’d ever heard the word love, before I had a mind strong enough to define love, I have always loved Zach. We were born and raised here in Faith’s Landing. We were schoolmates, and he helped me with my studies. We always ate together after Sunday services, no matter whose house it was. On those days when my family, the Lapps, would have the services, I was always so nervous that everything goes just right. I even pretended, on occasion, that it was my house, not my parents’ and that Zach and I were married, hosting Sunday services in a house of our own.

It may sound childish. I know it sounds that way, even to me. But those were just the seeds of love, planted into soil when it was young and fresh. And the seed was strong, ready to take root, just as in Jesus’ parable. There were never any thorns or thickets to impede the growth of our love, no stone road or buggy wheel to crush us before we could realize our mutual dream.

Until recently.

Now the skies of our childhood are clouded with heavy gray, slowly creeping over our horizon, blotting out the sun. It’s been long coming, I’m afraid. I look up at those heaving, rolling clouds, and feel that I’ve seen them before.

‘In Zach’s eyes,’ I tell myself. ‘On those quiet nights in the fields or on the porch swing. He’s been so distant.’

Slipping away.

I look up at those clouds, feel the wet winds hitting me from the east with a growing potency of their own, and I’m afraid. I’m afraid that when the storm finally does come, it’s going to wash everything away, everything we’ve known, and everything we are.

Everything.

“Katie?” my mamm calls from inside. “You come on back inside, ‘for you catch your death.”

I take a deep breath and look around: the haze seeping over the eastern white pines, the grassy valley sloping inward. A chill runs through me, but it’s not from the wind.

‘Catch your death,’ I repeat silently, not sure why it rings in the back of my mind with such resonance.

I turn and head back into the house. I have a quilt to finish and a venison stew to prepare. And I’m grateful for the quilts that bring us warmth in these chilly seasons, for the stew that keeps us nourished and strong, for the family that needs these things.

I’m also glad because they’ll take me away from my worry for a time, remind me that there is still light to gather against the growing storm. I only hope to ignore the sorrowful flashes that remind me how much I have to lose.

So, I start chopping the carrots and potatoes, eyes locked on the chopping block and well away from the window, to better ignore the clouds. The slow rumbles, nearly inaudible, send my skin shivering. ‘No, I must be imagining things,’ I tell myself. ‘Not thunder.’

Not yet.

I turn away from the coming storm, clouds gathering in my stomach to match those outside: ominous, threatening, and getting worse every second.

I suppose this is what Zach’s been feeling, a storm raging within, inescapable. If only he could have explained it this way!  But how could he?  He doesn’t understand it himself. 

***
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TWO MILES FROM WHERE Katie is standing, Zach fights the storm that’s been so long in coming.

The storm within.

It has been raging for months, ever since his period of rumspringa began last year. He had thought that a few weeks of exploring Englischer life would satisfy him.

But the storm only grew.

And it’s still growing.

Pounding a new fence post into the soil on the east boundary of the Yoder farm, even Zach’s brother, Isaac, can’t help fight the rising tide of Zach’s discontent. Isaac hopes more and more simply to prevent Zach from drowning in it, or being dashed to bits on rocks of his own unhappiness.

“Fences,” Zach mutters, as they drive the post in, mallets punching the flat tip of the pine beam deeper into the ground.

“Gotta have fences,” Isaac said.

“Oh yeah, Farmer John, and why’s that?” 

Isaac chuckles a bit, then offers up a casual shrug. “Keep things out, keep things in.”

“Precisely, Isaac, that’s exactly what I’ve been talking about. That’s what’s wrong with this whole community, this whole country!  Everybody’s so busy keeping everybody in, and everybody else out ... I hear people in the city live their whole lives without ever knowing their neighbor’s names.”

“All the more reason not to live in the city.”

“Well, are we any better?  We’re so isolated from the Englischers. After rumspringa, we’re either in or out and that’s it. If they can’t keep you in, they kick you out.”

“Well, it’s not as mean-spirited as all that,” Isaac says, setting the mallet down. “Putting you through the fire is the congregation’s final way of telling you that they love you.”  After a skeptical silence, Isaac adds, “It’s a lot more care and concern than you’ll find from that lot of strangers and thieves out there.”

“You really buy into all that hobgoblin bologna everyone keeps dishing out around here?”

“Zach—”

“Isaac, there are a lot of good people out in the world; caring, decent, loving, trustworthy people.”

“Of course there are—”

“But you’d judge them, at just sixteen years old, because they choose to drive cars, or go to churches on Sundays, and not worship in private homes, as we do.”

“No, Zach,” Isaac says, calm to counter Zach’s growing ire, “they can do as they like. And so can I; so can we. And we do.”

“And so can I.”

“I know,” Isaac says, as they lift the crossbeam into place. “That’s what worries me.”

“Don’t you think I can make it out there on my own?  I’m your older brother, Isaac. I’m the one who should be worrying about you!”

Isaac says, “I think you can make it out there just fine, Zach. But I don’t think it’ll bring you happiness. Traveling is a fool’s paradise, Zachariah. I think you’re trying to escape something that’s deep within, something you can never outrun, something you can’t keep hiding from.”

Zach shakes his head as they stroll back toward the house, heels sinking into the soft ground. “My brother, the poet. And yet, I’m the one who wants to run off to an Englischer school.”

Isaac shrugs. “There’s nothing I can learn in their world that I can’t learn here. Nothing I’d want to learn, anyway. What I don’t really get is, why you’d want to leave.”

“But you like farming, Isaac.”

“Sure do; love it!  The feel of the dirt; the smell of the morning; the flavor of the food.”  He takes a deep breath and lets it spill out of his smiling nostrils. “Those city people haven’t a clue what they’re missing.”  

Zach smiles at his younger brother, enjoying the boy’s maturity, his calm. Isaac was always the most sedate of the two, the most diligent. Zach was the one with all the energy, the restless spirit, the creative streak, the romantic. Zach’s the one with dreams too big for what his life here has prepared him to lead. While there are programs to help bridge the gap between his current level of education, having only completed the eighth grade, it’s like he’s standing with his nose pressed to the window of a wider, more brightly colored world that he can only see a fraction of, standing outside. 

Isaac adds, “It’s so simple here. It’s nice. I’m gonna marry Beth, take over the farm, look out for Daed and Mamm, raise a passel of youngsters; it’s gonna be great. I wish you’d stick around, do the same. We’d both make great uncles.”

“Ja, that sounds great, Isaac, really.”  But Zach gazes out over the fields, the thick clouds getting taller, broader, and scarier. “I just don’t know ... if it’s right for me...”

“What’d you have in mind?” Isaac asks. “Be a rock star?  Astronaut?  International jewel thief?”

“See Paris,” Zach says, “study history, write a book. Isaac, there’s a whole big, wonderful world out there, just waiting to be explored, begging to be seen and experienced!”

“Okay, Christopher Columbia, take it easy.”  They share a chuckle. “Anyway, if you want to go to college, go to college.”

“You know, it’s not that simple,” Zach says. “Mamm, and Daed especially.”

“And Katie.”

Zach turns. “What’s Katie got to do with it?”

But Isaac just looks at Zach, with that knowing expression that says more than words can. Zach needn’t have asked. Katie has everything to do with it. 
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ZACH COMES TO ME THE next day, while I’m hanging the laundry out to dry. Those gray clouds hover over me, promising a flood of biblical proportions, but not offering even a teasing trickle.

Not yet, I can almost hear them say.

Which is just as well, as I’ve got two loads of laundry that I hope will be dry by the end of the day.

Zach shares his thoughts and doubts with me, as he has before. Of course!  We’re best friends, soul mates, destined to be together through life. It’s only natural that he’d share his thoughts with me, and that I’d support him in any way that I could.

But there’s no point in me denying that I want Zach to stay, marry me, and raise a family with me, here in Faith’s Landing. I don’t want to live out there. I think Isaac is right, that Zach has to face whatever it is that is troubling him inside his soul, and not go seeking for a remedy somewhere in a stranger’s arms, or some filthy inner city somewhere.

This is where he belongs, with me.

The only problem is, I can’t say that to him, because I’m not unselfish in my perspective. I even challenge myself, in a voice I try to contest, but can never escape. It’s the one voice I know I can’t deceive: my own. 

‘You want him to
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