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In memory of my four grandparents,
Emil and Alice Egger— Fred and Blanche Houston.

Their love of the Lord and their children, grandchildren,  
and great-grandchildren inspires me more and more,  

the older I grow.
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Trust in the Lord with all thine heart; 
and lean not unto thine own under-
standing. In all thy ways acknowledge 
him, and he shall direct thy paths.

Proverbs 3:5–6
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prologue

Jane Berger

October 10, 2018  

Nappanee, Indiana

Jane Berger stared at the sunshine- and- shadows quilt 
stretched across the frame in the back room of Plain Pat-
terns, the quilt shop she owned and operated. Jane wasn’t 

sure who to give the quilt to, but she wouldn’t worry about that 
now. She’d know when the time came.

She stepped to her desk in the corner of the room and sat 
down, her hands falling into position on the old manual type-
writer. She’d been struggling for a topic for her next column 
in the Nappanee News.

Along with quilting, storytelling brought her comfort— 
except when she was trying to come up with a new story to 
tell. That was the hard part.

And over the last year, it had become more difficult.
She stared at the white paper for a few moments and then 

stood. Perhaps an idea would come once she was home.
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She gathered her purse and coat and then stepped out the 
front door, drawing in a breath of woodsmoke. Her brother 
and sister- in- law, who lived in the big house, had a fire going 
in their stove.

After she locked the door of the shop, she turned her at-
tention to her little home across the road and the maple tree 
covered with fiery red leaves that shaded it. Autumn was her 
favorite season. The harvest. The changing leaves. The acrid 
smell of smoke in the air. The digging of the last of the root 
vegetables from the garden.

She walked through the small parking lot of her quilt shop 
and then started across the road. She reached the other side 
and then, instead of going into her house, she headed to the 
backyard and settled into a lawn chair to watch the sun set 
over the field.

At sixty- six, was she in the autumn of her life? She smiled 
at herself. She could easily have a decade or two more to live. 
Maybe even three.

Unlike most Amish women, she’d never married. At one 
time she thought she might, but then the young man who’d 
been courting her left for Ohio to work for a summer and never 
returned. She’d had a letter from him saying he’d decided to 
leave the church and take a job in Kentucky.

Jane never regretted not getting married and having a family. 
She’d relished being an aunt and great- aunt, being part of the 
extended Berger family. She’d never felt unfulfilled or isolated.

Owning Plain Patterns had been a creative outlet for her 
and also a place for women to gather and develop friendships. 
Writing her column for the newspaper brought her joy too.

But she couldn’t help but wonder if  there was something 
more for her. More writing. More research. Perhaps even trips 
in her future. She’d love to visit Pennsylvania to see where her 
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ancestors settled when they arrived in America in the 1700s. 
She’d love to go even farther, back to Europe to the places they 
lived in the Palatinate region in Germany, and before that in 
Switzerland.

But she didn’t know that she was ready to close down Plain 
Patterns yet. The thought of letting it go pained her. That was 
something she’d need to decide in time.

Jane took in another deep breath of the cool air, with the hint 
of smoke, and then exhaled. Her brother, Andy, had finished 
harvesting his soybeans the week before. He would start on the 
corn and be done with everything by November. Then there 
would be weddings to go to and finally Thanksgiving, where 
the extended Berger family would gather in the big house that 
Andy and his family lived in and celebrate their gratitude to 
God for all He provided.

But before Thanksgiving would be November eleventh, and 
the one- hundred- year anniversary of the end of World War I, 
the war to end all wars. If only it had been the war to end all 
wars. She shivered at all that had transpired in the last century. 
It was on anniversaries like this that she missed her parents, her 
grandparents, and her great- grandfather, Vyt Landis, who had 
been born the year the Civil War ended. She’d heard hundreds 
of stories about the past from those particular five people, yet 
she regretted not asking for more stories, more details. Had she 
ever asked any of them what they remembered or had heard 
about life around Nappanee during the Great War?

She’d heard some about the farm depression in the years 
after the war. Many had struggled to make a living then and 
keep their farms, all the way through the Depression and then 
up until World War II.

In fact, she vaguely remembered a story involving her Dawdi 
Berger from that time that had to do with the farm, about him 
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working hard to save it and his father’s too. But she’d never 
thought to ask what he did in the years before, during the war. 
She knew some young men who had grown up Amish joined the 
Army during that time, and some even fought overseas. Others 
had registered as conscientious objectors and had been sent to 
camps and hospitals to work.

Her grandfather would have been the right age to have been 
drafted, but she didn’t remember him talking about that time 
or what he did during the war.

Jane stood as the sun lowered, spreading streaks of pink and 
orange across the horizon. Then the sun disappeared, but the 
colors lingered.

There weren’t many people left to ask about the family sto-
ries. Andy had no interest in the past. She had one older cousin, 
Beth, who might have some information for her. Regardless 
of what she found out about her grandfather, she’d like to tell 
a story that had to do with the anniversary of the end of the 
Great War.

Instead of heading for her house, Jane turned toward the 
phone shanty on the edge of her plot of land to leave Beth a 
message. She stepped inside, turned on the flashlight she left 
on the shelf, and dialed Beth’s number from memory.

To Jane’s surprise, someone answered. “Hallo. This is Jo-
anna.”

It took Jane a moment to gather her wits, but then she ex-
plained to Joanna— who was Beth’s step- granddaughter and 
sometimes came to the quilting circle— that she hoped to talk 
to Beth sometime soon. “Is she up for a visit?”

“You won’t be able to come here,” Joanna said. “Gross 
Mammi broke her hip, and she’s in the hospital in South Bend. 
That’s why I’m in the phone shanty. I’m letting everyone know.”

“Oh my.” It seemed Jane’s questions would have to wait.
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“But she was talking about you just this morning. She has a 
quilt she wants to ask you about. It belonged to your Mammi 
Katie and needs to be repaired. Can you go visit her at the 
hospital?”

“Jah,” Jane said. “I’ll get up to the hospital as soon as I can.”
“She also has a stack of letters she thought you might be 

interested in, ones that maybe you can use for your column.”
“Oh? Who are the letters from?”
“Mammi Katie, to your grandfather. And vice versa. Gross 

Mammi wants to downsize. She’s hoping you’ll want them.”
“Of course,” Jane answered. “I absolutely do.” Maybe she’d 

be able to write about her grandmother and grandfather after 
all.
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chapter 1

Tally Smucker

Tally,” Mamm called out. “Are you still there?”
“Jah.” I stood in the doorway of Mamm’s room, 

fighting back tears as I watched her under the patch-
work quilt that I’d helped make when I was ten. “I thought 
you were asleep.”

“I nearly was,” she answered, “but then I thought you’d left, 
and I woke back up.”

“I’ll stay right here.” I leaned against the doorframe. “Until 
you fall asleep.”

Dat had made the furniture in the room before they married 
over thirty years ago— an oak bedstead and a bureau, along 
with a table that sat under the window. The blue curtains let 
in a little light, but the day was overcast and the entire room 
was washed in gray.

A couple of minutes later, Mamm’s soft snore signaled it 
was time for me to go. I had at least an hour to myself, and the 
best way to spend it was a walk along the country road that 
ran adjacent to our farm. Then I’d need to get supper started, 
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get Mamm up from her nap, and put the food on the table by 
the time my brother, Rich, came in from harvesting the last of 
the soybeans.

I blinked back the tears I’d been fighting to contain since 
that morning, slipped on my running shoes, grabbed my coat, 
and headed through the back porch and out the door into the 
brisk fall air and down the ramp that Rich had built to accom-
modate Mamm’s wheelchair.

I turned to glance back at our house. Dat had built it too. It 
was two stories with five bedrooms. Dat hadn’t had any children 
with his first wife, who’d died a few years before he married 
Mamm. He was forty- four when they married, while Mamm 
was thirty- six. Even though they were older, they’d hoped to 
fill the house with children. But God had sent only two, my 
brother and me. It was one of Mamm’s great heartaches to 
not have more children. It was one of mine now too. What I 
wouldn’t give to have a sister to share my burden.

Mamm had been extra needy all day, wanting me to sit with 
her at the table instead of washing the morning dishes, then 
crying a little midmorning when I went out to dig potatoes in 
the garden, even though I wheeled her chair to the window 
where she could watch.

She was hungry before I had the noon meal ready and then 
grew teary again when Rich interrupted her while we ate. After 
we finished, she wanted to go down for her nap before I had 
a chance to clean up. I’d made her wait until her usual two- 
o’clock naptime and then felt bad for being firm with her.

She’d had a stroke three years ago, a few months after Dat 
died. Some said it was out of grief, which could be true. Dat 
died from a heart attack at age seventy- two. He’d come in 
from the field to wash up for supper and then stumbled into 
the kitchen. I reached for his arm, but he fell to the floor, pull-
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ing me down with him. By the time I got to the phone shanty 
to call 9-1-1, plus the time it took for the ambulance to arrive, 
plus the time it took to get him to the hospital, he’d passed.

Four months later, Mamm fell too. However, she came home 
from the hospital— although in a wheelchair. She’d lost strength 
in one leg, and regardless of the physical therapy, she never 
recovered.

I was eighteen when Dat died, so my childhood was al-
ready over. But I wasn’t prepared to be the sole caregiver to 
my mother. And I wasn’t prepared not to like being a caregiver 
either. I thought it would come naturally, but it was a struggle 
every single day.

My main respite away from the house, besides my walks, was 
going to Plain Patterns every few days for the quilting circle. 
Mamm enjoyed the quilting, while I especially enjoyed the sto-
ries Jane told while we quilted. But the weaker Mamm grew, 
the harder it was on both of us to get out the door and on our 
way, even though we had a custom buggy for her wheelchair. I 
guessed those outings would soon come to an end, which would 
be a loss for both of us.

I wasn’t alone with Mamm though. I had Rich, who turned 
out to be quite able to farm our land and make a living. What 
would I do without him? But he did little to help with Mamm 
and seemed oblivious to the work I did to keep up with the 
house, the cooking, the laundry, and the gardening. He also 
didn’t seem to be able to read my emotions when I was sad or 
overwhelmed.

I increased my pace as I reached the road, as a blue pickup 
sped by, its wheels crossing the yellow dotted line for a moment. 
The driver quickly corrected and kept on going.

Rich drove the metal- wheeled tractor in the far end of 
the field. He was twenty- seven and hadn’t courted anyone, 
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although I’d noticed Joanna Yoder striking up a conversation 
after church a few times in the last couple of months.

I kept my head down as Rich turned the tractor toward me. 
He thought my daily walks were frivolous, but a swift pace 
cleared my mind and gave me strength for the rest of the day, 
until I had Mamm back in bed for the night.

When Mamm first had her stroke, our old district pitched in 
and helped us out, just as they had after Dat passed. Rich had 
help with the chores for a couple of weeks. When harvest came 
around, the older farmers stopped by to see if he had questions. 
I believe he offended more than one well- intentioned neighbor 
with his abruptness and lack of conversation. On the other 
hand, Rich worked fourteen- hour days, starting long before 
sunrise and going back out most evenings after supper ended, 
and didn’t need help.

I, however, did.
And at first, help was plentiful. Women in our district reached 

out. They delivered meals. Helped with spring cleaning the first 
year and the second year too. They dropped off baked goods 
from time to time. My Aenti Frannie, Mamm’s sister, spent 
Wednesday mornings at our house for a few months.

After a while, I think they all believed I had everything under 
control and stopped coming by. As shy as I was, I often felt I 
didn’t belong, which made it even harder to ask for help. And 
physically I did have things under control— barely. But emo-
tionally, I was on edge.

I reached the end of our property and approached our neigh-
bor’s house. The blue pickup that had sped by earlier was now 
parked in the driveway, next to a white SUV. I’d only met the 
neighbors, Danielle Roman and her little girl, once, about a 
year ago. They kept to themselves.

As I stared, the little girl ran out the front door of their one- 
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story ranch house. She wore her dark hair in two long braids, 
and I guessed she was around six or so. Was she home from 
school already?

The mother, who wore a stocking cap over her blond hair, 
came out the door, locking it behind her. She wore bright red 
lipstick, just as she had the time I met her.

The little girl waved and smiled, and then Danielle did too.
Surprised at how friendly they appeared, I paused a moment 

but then waved and smiled back.
“We’re going on a picnic,” the little girl called out. I hadn’t 

been told her name before—I’d remember if I had.
Before I could answer, a man climbed out of the blue pickup. 

He held a basket in one hand, with an orange blanket on top 
of it, and his cell phone in the other. Danielle, who was nearly 
as tall as the man, approached him and pointed to the trail on 
the edge of the driveway, and the two adults started walking 
along it, toward the woods behind the house. The man appeared 
to be a decade or so older than Danielle, probably in his late 
thirties. The little girl skipped along behind them.

Feeling as if I were being nosy, which I was, I picked up my 
pace even more and hurried on. It seemed a little chilly for a 
picnic, but they all had on warm coats.

Twenty minutes later, I was on the far side of the loop. I 
began to run, something I did every day. I breathed in deeply 
again, doing my best to let go of my anxious thoughts. Running 
made me feel stronger than I did any other time of the day. It 
made me feel alert. In control. While caring for Mamm and 
cleaning and cooking, a numbness would come over me. That 
all lifted when I was outside in the fresh air, running. Jogging, 
technically, I was sure. But it felt like running to me. Sometimes 
it felt like flying.

I took a deep breath, trying to relax into my stride. I’d always 
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struggled with anxiety, but Mamm’s stroke had made it worse. 
My world had shrunk to not much more than the loop that I 
walked and trips into Nappanee to take Mamm to the doctor 
and to buy the few groceries we needed, things we didn’t grow 
or raise ourselves. And our beloved trips to Plain Patterns.

I slowed as I reached the road that led back to our farm and 
then transitioned into a fast walk as I reached our property. I 
took several deep breaths, rolled my shoulders, and then turned 
down our driveway. The tractor was parked by the field fence, 
and Rich wasn’t in sight.

For a moment, I feared something was wrong with Mamm, 
but how would Rich know? It wasn’t as if he ever checked on 
her.

As I neared the house, I heard voices, and then Rich said, 
“I need to get back to work.” He stood from where he’d been 
sitting on the couch that was on our screened front porch. He 
wore his work clothes— black pants, a forest-green shirt, and 
straw hat over his dark hair. Joanna Yoder sat in one of the 
rocking chairs closest to the steps. She grinned up at him, her 
dimples flashing. He didn’t smile back, but his eyes engaged 
with hers in a lively way that wasn’t typical for my brother.

She saw me and stood. “Tally,” she said, “I’m glad I didn’t 
miss you.” She started down the steps toward me. Joanna was 
a year younger than I was, and we were as different as could be. 
She was an extrovert who exuded joyfulness. I’d never seen her 
grumpy or even glum. Joanna was in our old church district, 
had gone to my school, and just recently joined the quilting 
circle at Plain Patterns, although she wasn’t known for her 
handwork.

Rich was seven years older than she was and seemed pretty 
boring in comparison. But Mamm often said opposites at-
tract.
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Joanna motioned toward the cardboard box on the porch 
table. “I brought you a loaf of banana bread and a jar of peanut 
butter spread.”

“Denki.” I’d give Mamm a slice of the bread for her after-
noon snack.

“Well,” Joanna said, “I need to get going. Gross Mammi’s 
in the hospital with a broken hip, and Jane Berger is stopping 
by to pick up a quilt my Gross Mammi wants her to repair, 
along with a box of letters.”

I smiled a little. Maybe Jane would spin a story from the 
quilt or letters. Or perhaps from both.

“Will you be at Plain Patterns tomorrow?” Joanna asked.
“I hope so,” I answered. “If Mamm feels up to it.”
“All right,” Joanna said. “I’ll be there unless Gross Mammi 

comes home by then. I’m going to take care of her.”
I nodded in affirmation.
Joanna started toward the barn, where her horse and buggy 

were hitched. Rich walked a few steps ahead of her.
Bringing the banana bread by for me had most likely been 

an excuse to see Rich. I turned toward the porch, climbed the 
steps, and picked up the loaf. I hoped Joanna was understand-
ing of how Rich could be.

The sound of a vehicle on our gravel driveway drew my at-
tention away from the bread. A white pickup, driven by a young 
man, stopped. He rolled down his window and waved at me. 
“Excuse me.”

Before I could answer, Rich jogged toward the pickup, calling 
out, “What do you need?”

With the bread in my hand, I stepped around to the side of 
the house toward the back door, going up the ramp. I hung my 
coat and then put the bread on the table. Our kitchen was long 
and narrow, with counters and a sink on one side, a large china 
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hutch on the other, a table on the side that led to the living 
room, and a stove that ran on propane just past the counter.

Mamm’s room was down the hall. I expected her to still be 
asleep, but she was sitting on the side of the bed, one hand on 
the arm of her wheelchair. “I heard voices,” she said.

“Joanna Yoder dropped off a loaf of banana bread.”
“I heard Rich’s voice.”
“Jah,” I answered. “He was talking with Joanna.”
Mamm smiled. “She’s sweet on him.”
I stepped in front of the bed, put my hands under her arms, 

and transferred her to the chair. “Wouldn’t that be nice if they 
started courting?”

I jumped as Rich’s voice shot through the house. It sounded 
if he were yelling from the front door. “Tally, would you come 
out here?”

I stepped to Mamm’s doorway.
Rich appeared in the hallway. “Our neighbor’s name is Dani-

elle, right?”
I nodded.
“She’s missing, and her brother’s worried about her. I saw 

you walking that way a little while ago. Did you see her?”
“Jah, I did.”
Rich bobbed his head toward the front of the house. “Go 

talk with him.”

I wheeled Mamm out to the living room window, where she 
could see what was going on, and then, leaving the door open, 
descended the steps.

Rich stood a few feet from the young man, who stood beside 
his pickup, and said, “This is Kenan Peters.”

“Pleased to meet you,” I said. “I’m Tally.”
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“Good to meet you.” He wore a Cincinnati Reds baseball 
cap, jeans, a gray jacket, and heavy work boots, but not farm 
boots. Perhaps he worked in construction.

“I’m looking for my sister.” He motioned in the direction 
of her little farm. “I stopped by, but no one answered the door, 
even though her vehicle is there. I’m worried about her.”

“Is there another car parked there?” I asked. “A blue pickup?”
His face clouded a little, and he shook his head. “Did you 

see the pickup earlier?”
“Jah.” I crossed my arms against the chill in the air. “About 

an hour ago. I was out for my walk, and a man arrived in the 
pickup. Then your sister and her little girl followed the man 
past the house.”

“Thanks.” Kenan quickly turned toward his pickup and 
opened the door, but then stopped and faced Rich. “I might 
need some help. Would you mind going with me?”

“What are you talking about?” Rich asked.
“It’s just a hunch,” Kenan said. “My sister has some . . . 

problems. I might need another adult.”
Rich gave him a puzzled look as Joanna drove her buggy by, 

giving Rich a big wave. He barely lifted his hand in return. I 
could tell he was befuddled.

“I’ll go,” I said to Kenan. “I’ll meet you over there.”
He motioned to the open truck door, but I shook my head. 

It wouldn’t be appropriate for me to ride with him.
His face reddened. “See you there. Thank you.”
I turned to Rich. “Would you sit with Mamm until I get back?”
“For a bit,” he said. “If she needs me to.”
I walked quickly as Kenan pulled his truck around. When I 

reached the road, I began to run.
When I reached Danielle’s, Kenan was climbing out of his 

truck.
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My words were breathy. “They were walking down the trail 
on the other side of the house.” I pointed through the front 
yard.

When we reached the trail, I led the way. It appeared to go 
through the field and then perhaps all the way to the grove of 
trees in the distance.

When we arrived at a chain- link gate, I reached over and 
unlatched it. As I opened it and stepped through, I gasped. The 
little girl was curled up by the brush on the other side of the 
fence, her coat pulled over her head.

I stepped aside so Kenan could get to her.
“Maggie.” He kneeled down and scooped her up. She threw 

her arms around his neck. “Where’s your mama?”
She buried her head in his shoulder.
“Maggie,” Kenan said, “can you tell me what’s going on?”
“She’s asleep.” With her head still buried in Kenan’s shoul-

der, she pointed to the woods. “Under a tree.”
“I’ll go,” I said. “You stay here.”
I started up the trail and then started to jog. When I reached 

the woods, I scanned the shadowy floor. The afternoon sun was 
waning, and the woods were growing dark. I squinted. Hope-
fully Danielle wasn’t too far off the trail.

A strip of gray up ahead caught my attention. Danielle’s 
coat. Under her was the orange blanket the man had been car-
rying, and the basket was beside her. I froze for a moment, 
feeling as paralyzed as Danielle appeared.

The moment passed, and I began to jog again and then 
sprint.

When I reached her, I fell to the ground beside the blanket. 
“Danielle?” I touched her shoulder. “Are you all right?”

She was on her side with her head turned toward me, and 
her legs, bent at the knee, pointed toward me too. Her hands 
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were both tucked under her head with her blond hair spread 
around them. Her lipstick was smudged, and she appeared as 
if she were sleeping.

Fear filled me. Was she dead?
My heart pounded as I took her wrist and felt for a pulse. 

I found it. Relieved, I put my hand on her shoulder again and 
shook her a little. There was no response. I shook her a little 
harder. She turned away from me.

“Danielle,” I said again. “Are you all right?”
“Leave me alone,” she muttered. “I don’t know you.”
“I’m your neighbor. Tally.”
“Let me sleep.”
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