


Praise for The Sound of  Distant Thunder

“Twenty- year- old Jonas Weaver can’t resist fighting the evil 
of slavery by joining the War Between the States. Off to the 
army he goes, despite strong objections by his family, his Amish 
church, and his sweetheart, Katie Stuckey. When Jonas’s letters 
stop coming, Katie has to face something from her past she has 
tried to ignore. Jan Drexler’s The Sound of  Distant Thunder 
combines historical research with compelling characters to cre-
ate a memorable story of love in the time of war.”

Suzanne Woods Fisher, bestselling author 
of Anna’s Crossing

“In The Sound of  Distant Thunder, the sweetness of young love, 
the conflict and sorrow of the War Between the States, the wis-
dom of couples long married, and the cost of making a stand for 
what one believes are blended into a story that kept me turning 
pages. The way Jan Drexler’s Amish characters spring to life 
off the page will leave readers wanting to know more about the 
people in this Amish community. For sure and certain.”

Ann H. Gabhart, bestselling author 
of These Healing Hills

“Faith, family, and freedom are tested by the crucible of war 
in this haunting love story of a gentle people whose lives— and 
hearts— are disrupted by the sound of distant thunder. Histori-
cally rich and rare, this is a unique glimpse into a nation divided 
that both captures the mind and nourishes the soul.”

Julie Lessman, award- winning author of The Daughters 
of Boston, Winds of Change, and Isle of Hope series

“In a beautifully woven story, Jan Drexler once again gives her 
readers a true look at the struggles of faith, hope, and love 
facing families, churches, communities, and a nation during a 
time of turbulence.”

Ruth Logan Herne, award- winning author
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To my dear husband.

Thank you for your constant encouragement.

Soli Deo Gloria
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Thou hast turned for me my mourning into dancing: thou 
hast put off my sackcloth and girded me with gladness; to 
the end that my glory may sing praise to thee, and not be 
silent. O Lord my God, I will give thanks unto thee forever.

Psalm 30:11–12
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1

May 1863

“What would I do without you?” Ruby Weaver’s sister, Eliza-
beth Kaufman, sighed as she sat on the edge of her bed.

“You’d probably sleep until noon.” Ruby propped the 
door of the old cabin open as she took a deep breath of the 
morning air.

She stood in the doorway and threw her shoulders back, 
taking in the scene that stretched before her. Elizabeth’s dingy 
cabin stood on a rise above the valley that had been home to 
the Weavers for more than fifty years. Weaver’s Creek wound 
through Daed’s fields, sparkling in the morning light. The 
Berlin road made its way past the cabin before it ran along 
the slope down toward the creek and the farms beyond.

Ruby corrected herself. This was Reuben’s cabin, not 
Elizabeth’s. Once she had married Reuben, Elizabeth had 
given up everything that she could claim to be her own. Her 
home, her name, even the clothes she wore belonged to the 
man who had gone off to fight for the South, leaving his wife 
and property behind. What was it about men that made 
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some women lose all the sense the Good Lord had blessed 
them with?

She paused, the doorframe rough beneath her hand. She 
knew. She knew all too well.

Ruby leaned into the cabin and plucked her shawl off the 
peg by the door. Elizabeth still sat on her bed.

“I’m going to do chores.” Ruby paused, watching Eliza-
beth yawn as she rubbed her face. “I’ll bring the eggs in first 
thing, so you can start breakfast.”

“I’ll be ready for them.” Elizabeth stretched. “I don’t know 
how you can be so cheerful this early in the morning. Is the 
sun even up yet?”

“I still think you need to ask Daed or Samuel to put a win-
dow or two in this old place. Wouldn’t the morning sunlight 
streaming in make everything more cheerful?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “You know I can’t think about 
making any changes while Reuben is away. When he comes 
home, he’s going to want to find everything just the way he 
left it.”

Ruby settled her shawl around her shoulders without an-
swering her sister. If Reuben came back from the war, Ruby 
doubted he would notice any changes that had taken place 
during his absence. He had left nearly a year ago and Eliza-
beth hadn’t heard anything from him since that day.

When Ruby opened the door of the henhouse, the rooster 
strutted out ahead of his wives and flew to a fence post, ruf-
fling his feathers in the chilly morning air. He crowed a few 
times, then hopped to the ground to grab his share of the 
cracked corn Ruby scattered for the chickens.

Last year when Reuben left to fight for the South in this 
terrible war, Ruby had volunteered to move in with her sister. 
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At the time, it was to protect Elizabeth from having to put up 
with Ned Hamlin. Reuben had asked his friend to look in on 
Elizabeth and take care of her in his absence, but Ruby knew 
Ned and his ways. No woman was safe with him around. 
Two women, especially one who was experienced enough 
to see through his schemes, could keep him at bay, though.

Ruby closed her eyes. Had it been wrong of her to rejoice 
when Ned followed Reuben off to war? Had it been wrong of 
her to feel relieved when they got the news that Ned had died 
in faraway Mississippi? She pulled in her bottom lip and bit 
it to keep her thoughts from running to the next thing, but 
it was too late. She couldn’t pray that Reuben would meet 
a similar fate, but she could wish it, couldn’t she? Glancing 
toward the cabin that squatted into the sloping ground like a 
gray toad, Ruby hoped Elizabeth didn’t guess her thoughts. 
But perhaps Elizabeth had her own dark hopes concerning 
Reuben. In the past year, she had returned to acting like the 
little sister Ruby loved rather than the dim shadow she be-
came whenever Reuben was present. Ruby feared the change 
wouldn’t last once Reuben showed up again.

By the time Ruby returned to the cabin, Elizabeth was 
dressed and coaxing a fire to life in the smoking stove. Leav-
ing the basket of eggs, she went to find the cow their brother 
Samuel had loaned to them. Without the milk and eggs, they 
would have had a hard time during the winter, even with 
Mamm’s canned goods to help stretch things. But the spring 
greens were already plentiful, and soon the garden would be 
giving them fresh vegetables. In a few weeks they could start 
picking berries along the creek bank and filling the root cel-
lar with the summer’s bounty. In spite of what the women 
in the church said, a woman didn’t need a man around the 
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house. For sure, sometimes it was handy for Samuel to stop 
by when they needed the garden plowed or the well cleaned 
out, but that didn’t mean she and Elizabeth couldn’t get by 
on their own.

When Ruby reached the cabin with the pail of milk, Eliza-
beth had the eggs cooked and a loaf of bread on the table. 
After their silent prayer, Elizabeth put her elbows on the 
table and leaned toward Ruby.

“Are you planning to go to Farmerstown today?”
Ruby dished half the pan of scrambled eggs onto her plate. 

“I wasn’t planning to. I told Katie I’d stop by and help her 
with some sewing this morning. Why?”

“Harm Bontreger drove by while you were out milking 
the cow. He stopped and said he was on his way to the store 
if we needed anything.”

“If Harm is making the trip, I don’t see any reason why 
I would need to go.” Ruby looked at her sister, suddenly 
suspicious. “What are you up to?”

Elizabeth moved the eggs around on her plate. “Nothing.”
“You told him I was going to town, didn’t you?”
“I said you might go to see if there is any mail for us.”
Ruby laid her fork down on the table. “We’ve talked about 

this before. I don’t want you trying to find a husband for me.”
“Harm is a good man, and only a few years older than 

you are.”
“Harm is a simpleton.”
Elizabeth frowned. “You know Mamm doesn’t like it when 

you talk like that.”
“I only tell the truth.”
“But you could tell the truth with . . .” Elizabeth took a 

sip of her coffee as she searched for the right words. “With 

_Drexler_RollofDrums_BB_jck.indd   12 7/8/19   9:11 AM

Jan Drexler, The Roll of the Drums 
Revell Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2019. Used by permission.



JAN DRExLER

13

gentleness and humility. Harm may not be the smartest man 
around, but he’s very nice. And he likes you.”

Ruby glared at her sister. “For the last time, I am not going 
to marry Harm Bontreger.”

Elizabeth met her defiance. “Then who will you marry? 
He’s the only unmarried man in the community that’s close 
to your age, and you’re not getting any younger.”

Ruby ignored the stab. Her sister meant well. “If I never 
marry, it won’t be the worst thing that could happen to me. 
Sometimes being alone is better than—” She broke off, real-
izing where her words were taking her.

Elizabeth’s eyes brimmed with tears. “You’re right,” she 
said in a flat, quiet voice. “There aren’t many things worse 
than marrying the wrong man.”

Ruby grasped her hand across the table. “I’m sorry, Eliza-
beth. I wasn’t thinking about what I was saying.”

“I’m sorry too. I don’t want to push you into anything, 
but I want you to be happy.”

“I’m happy.”
Elizabeth shook her head. “You’re a lot of things, but 

you’re not happy. You’re hard. You seem to be trying to prove 
something to me, to the family, to yourself, and you don’t 
have to. We love you the way you are.”

Ruby laughed. “With my red hair sticking out all over the 
place? With my stubborn ways?”

“Even with all that.” Elizabeth smiled. “You wouldn’t be 
our Ruby without those things.”

“Sometimes I wish I was more like you.”
Elizabeth shook her head. “You don’t want to be like me.”
“You’re kind and gentle. You would never call Harm a 

simpleton, no matter how much of one he is.”
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Ever since Elizabeth had been born, she had been the per-
fect Amish girl, exhibiting all the virtues Mamm tried in vain 
to instill in her red- haired daughter. Even the sad circum-
stances of her marriage had only made Elizabeth purer, as 
if she were gold being refined over a fire.

Ruby suppressed a sigh. “I don’t know if the Good Lord 
intends for me to marry. Perhaps that is why he made me 
the way he did.”

Elizabeth squeezed her hand. “Perhaps he has the perfect 
man for you, but you just haven’t met him yet.”

“Then he had better hurry. I’m getting too old to even 
be called an old maid. The children will start calling me 
Granny soon.”

Now Elizabeth laughed, a sound so rare that it brought 
tears to Ruby’s eyes. “No child would dare call you Granny! 
Auntie Rue, maybe, but never Granny!”

“How much farther, Daed?”
Gideon Fischer kept his eyes on his team’s ears rather 

than answering his daughter immediately. At eight years old, 
Roseanna had taken on a burden much too heavy for her 
fragile shoulders, but hearing him admit that he wasn’t sure 
where they were wouldn’t help ease her mind. Clearing his 
throat, hoping a bit of cheer would be conveyed through his 
voice, he turned and smiled at the children.

“It can’t be too far now.” His smile faltered when he saw 
Lovinia lying on her cot in the back of the wagon, her face 
pale. If  he didn’t find a safe place for his family soon, his 
wife might not survive this illness. He forced the smile to 
return. “The folks at the store back there said that we’d 
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find quite a few Amish families up ahead, along Weaver’s 
Creek.”

Three- year- old Ezra stepped over his sisters in the wagon 
bed to join Gideon on the seat. Grasping his son’s trousers, 
Gideon helped him climb up. He smiled at six- year- old So-
phia as Ezra’s bare feet narrowly missed kicking her. She 
worried more than the others about her mother’s illness. 
While Roseanna cared for the baby, Sophia had kept Ezra 
occupied on the long journey from Maryland. But her little 
face showed the strain of the last few months, with a pinch-
ing tension around her mouth that made her look much 
older than her years.

As Gideon urged the horses toward the crossroad ahead, 
he tucked Ezra close to his side. That must be the road the 
Englisch woman at the store in Farmerstown had spoken of. 
The ford through the wide, shallow creek was just as she had 
described, and the road on the other side would take them to 
their destination. After crossing the ford and making the turn 
onto the smaller road, Gideon halted the exhausted horses.

“Just resting Samson and Delilah for a few minutes,” 
Gideon told the children.

“Down?” Ezra asked, peering up at him.
At the same time, Sophia stood and plucked his sleeve. 

“There are flowers in the meadow, Daed. Can we pick some?”
Gideon wrapped the reins around the brake handle. “Ja, 

for sure. All of you should get out and run for a little. I’ll 
stay with Mamm and the baby.”

While the children ran through the meadow, Gideon sat 
next to Lovinia in the wagon bed, eight- month- old Daniel 
on his lap. His dear wife smiled at him and patted his arm.

“We’re almost there?” Her voice was nearly a whisper.
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When he clasped her hand, it was hot and dry. “I hope so. 
The woman who gave me the directions wasn’t very clear 
about exactly where the Amish community is.”

“Once we stop traveling . . .” She coughed, turning on her 
side as he supported her.

When the coughing spell ended, he finished her sentence. 
“We’ll find a place to stay and good food to eat. And then 
you’ll get better.”

The children’s laughter made Lovinia smile. “You’ll make 
a new home for us, husband.”

He touched her cheek with the back of his hand. It was 
still hot. “We’ll make a new home together, far from the war.”

As Lovinia’s eyes closed, Gideon stroked her cheek. How 
long could she go on like this, with every bit of her strength 
consumed by fever? Daniel fussed, rubbing his eyes. He was 
hungry again. They were all hungry.

Mein Herr . . .
Gideon faltered. The words wouldn’t come. What could 

he pray that he hadn’t already said?
During the weeks he had been held captive by the army, 

forced to transport their supplies in his wagon, he had wor-
ried about the family and the church he had left at home. 
Then when the company he had been with was defeated in 
their last battle and the few survivors taken captive by the 
opposing force, their commander had released him.

When he returned home, he found that his family had 
fared worse than he had imagined. While their neighbors had 
moved on, away from the constant presence of the armies 
and their insatiable appetites, Lovinia had stayed on the 
farm, unwilling to leave until she knew what had happened 
to him. But with only a few supplies overlooked by the hun-
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gry soldiers, she had succumbed to worry and illness. By the 
time he had arrived home after six weeks away, there was 
nothing to hold them there, even if the scavenging soldiers 
had overlooked something they could survive on. All that 
was left was the worn- out team and his wagon.

Even his flock had scattered, leaving him a minister with-
out a church. The young Amish community he had worked 
for ten years to help establish was gone.

Mein Herr . . .
Knowing that the army had intended to move north, into 

Pennsylvania, Gideon had loaded his family and a few pos-
sessions into the wagon and set out for the west. To the large 
Amish communities in Ohio. There, they would be safe. 
There, Lovinia could recover from this sickness. There, they 
could be a family again.

But would he . . . could he . . . fulfill his calling as a min-
ister again? Would God use a broken man?

Gideon rocked Daniel in his arms until the baby fell asleep, 
and he laid him on the cot next to Lovinia. Roseanna and 
Sophia were bent over in the middle of the meadow along 
the road, looking at something on the ground. He climbed 
out of the wagon, careful not to wake Lovinia.

“Daed.” Roseanna waved to him. “Look what we found!”
She held something in her hand. Something shiny and 

metal. Gideon broke into a jog.
“What do you have there?”
He tried to keep his voice light, but he could see what they 

had found. Buttons. Two round, brass buttons.
“Aren’t they pretty?” Sophia held hers up to show him. 

The US eagle molded into the surface was clear enough for 
anyone to see.
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“We found them here, on the ground,” Roseanna said, 
crouching to push the blades of grass aside. “We found two. 
Do you think there might be more?”

Gideon stood, scanning the quiet crossroads. An army 
had been here once, and they could come again. His heart 
pounded in his ears. How long ago were they here? How 
long did they stay?

“I think you need to leave those here,” he said, ignoring 
his daughters’ disappointed faces. “Whoever lost them might 
come back to look for them.”

“What are they?” Sophia asked.
“They are buttons,” Roseanna said, then she held hers up 

to Gideon again. “Why is there a bird on the front?”
“It belongs to an army officer.” Gideon pushed them back 

toward the wagon. “He’ll be back to look for them, for sure. 
And it’s time for us to move on.”

Gideon picked Ezra up and glanced around again, know-
ing it was foolish to think an army might be close. Those 
buttons were soiled. They had been here for a long time, a 
year maybe.

But he still listened for the roll of drums.
Once they returned to the wagon, the horses had rested 

enough to continue. Gideon walked to relieve some of the 
wagon’s weight, leading the team as the road sloped upward, 
away from the creek. They passed a lane leading to a house 
as they reached the crest of the slope, then Gideon stopped. 
In front of him, the valley spread out. The road they were on 
went down to meet the creek again, then followed it along 
the bottom of the valley. Beyond a wood, a large barn and 
farmhouse settled into the landscape on the far side of the 
creek. From there, the road swung to the right, away from 
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the creek and past another farmhouse to disappear up the 
rise beyond.

Unbidden, a verse from the book of Matthew came to 
him: “For I was hungry, and ye gave me meat; I was thirsty 
and ye gave me drink; I was a stranger, and ye took me in.”

Gideon bowed his head. Pride ate at him, rejecting that 
he and his family were in need. Refugees from the war they 
had left behind.

Mein Herr, you are teaching me humility. Once more. 
Help me to humble myself  before you.

Gideon glanced behind them, still uneasy. The war couldn’t 
follow them here. Ohio was a safe place.

“Is this where we’re going, Daed?” Roseanna’s voice called, 
laced with longing.

I was a stranger . . .
“I hope so, daughter.” He climbed back on the wagon seat 

before driving down the slope to the creek.
As they passed another farm lane, one that disappeared 

into a stand of pine trees on the right, a young woman met 
them, striding down the lane with an unhurried gait that 
would fit better on a man. She wore a proper kapp, but 
no bonnet, and wild strands of red hair framed her face. 
Gideon’s gaze met hers for a second, long enough to watch 
the coffee- brown eyes narrow and then shift to the wagon 
and the children watching her.

Gideon pulled the team to a halt, leaning on the brake 
handle. “We’re trying to find the Weaver’s Creek commu-
nity—”

“You’ve found it!” The red- haired woman broke into his 
question as she halted and crossed her arms. He had spoken 
Englisch, unsure if he was in the Amish community yet, but 
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she answered in Deitsch, his own language. “I’m Ruby Weaver, 
and my father’s farm is across the stone bridge there.”

A smile crept over her face as she looked back at the chil-
dren and then at Gideon again. He blinked to keep himself 
from staring at her. So forward! Perhaps they shouldn’t stop 
at Weaver’s Creek but go farther into Holmes County in-
stead. Perhaps the Good Lord might lead him to a more 
conservative community where the women acted more like 
women than men.

Then he glanced at Lovinia, asleep with Ezra and Daniel 
napping on either side of her cot, her raspy breath audible 
in the afternoon quiet. She couldn’t travel any farther. They 
had to stop here, at least until Lovinia was better.

“Is there a place we could stay?” Gideon looked back at 
the young woman. “My wife is very ill.”

“Ja, for sure. If you drive on to the house, we can ask my 
father where he thinks would be best.”

“Daed, can she ride with us?” Roseanna didn’t stop star-
ing at the stranger. “She doesn’t have to walk if we’re going 
the same way, does she?”

“Ach, ne.” The woman’s laugh bubbled, a sound Gideon 
hadn’t heard an adult utter in more months than he could 
count. The girls grinned. “I’ll run on ahead and tell Mamm 
you’re coming. She’ll want to make sure you have a good 
supper.”

Ruby Weaver ran toward the stone bridge as Gideon stared 
after her. When she had said she would run on ahead, he 
thought she had been using a figure of speech. But ne, she ran 
as if she were Roseanna’s age rather than a grown woman. 
Roseanna and Sophia stood in the wagon bed, their heads 
on either side of him.
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“I like her laugh,” Sophia said.
“What do you think, Roseanna?” Gideon waited for his 

oldest daughter’s answer.
Roseanna glanced down at Lovinia, then back at him. “I 

think she could make Mamm feel better just by smiling at her.”
Gideon caught Roseanna’s narrow chin in his hand and 

stroked her cheek with his thumb, thinking of the way the 
red- haired woman’s presence had brightened the afternoon, 
even with her forward ways. “I think you’re right, daughter. 
Shall we go meet the rest of the Weavers?”

Both girls nodded as Gideon started the horses down the 
gentle slope. The road followed the creek at the bottom of the 
valley, then went to the right while Gideon turned the horses 
into the farm lane on the left and across the stone bridge.

Ruby had disappeared into the large white farmhouse 
ahead of them, and as Gideon pulled the team to a halt by 
the porch, an older man stepped out.

“Welcome, stranger. Welcome.” He tied the horses to the 
hitching rail. “I’m Abraham Weaver. My wife, Lydia, is in-
side. She’ll have a meal ready for you soon, but she’s already 
pouring glasses of fresh buttermilk for the children.”

“You don’t have to—”
“For sure, we don’t have to, but I can’t stop Lydia when it 

comes to spoiling little ones.” He lifted Sophia to the ground, 
then reached for Roseanna. “Ruby is making up the bed in 
Jonas’s room.” He peered over the side of the wagon where 
Lovinia and the boys slept. “We’ll put your wife there and 
Lydia will take good care of her.”

Gideon jumped from the wagon seat. “I’m Gideon Fischer, 
and my wife is Lovinia. I’m afraid she is quite ill. The trip 
has been hard on her.”
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Abraham glanced into the wagon again, his face grim. 
Gideon knew what he saw. No supplies. A sick woman. Pov-
erty.

“Where have you come from?” Abraham asked, turning 
his gaze back to Gideon.

“From Maryland, just south of the Mason- Dixon line.”
“Did you see anything of the war?”
“That is why we left our home. The armies ravaged our 

farms, scattered the families of our community, and left us 
with nothing.” Gideon swallowed, pushing past the pride. 
“We need refuge. Just until we can get back on our feet. Then 
I can pay you back.”

“‘I was a stranger and ye took me in.’” Abraham smiled. 
“The Good Book only asks us to give, not to expect repay-
ment. We have a place in our home for all of you, and you 
will stay with us as long as you need to. Perhaps you will 
find a new home for your family here in Weaver’s Creek.”

Gideon pulled his girls close as he glanced around the 
Weaver farm. “Perhaps we will.”

“Do you live here too?” the oldest girl asked Ruby later 
that afternoon.

What was her name? Roseanna. That was it. “I live up the 
hill with my sister.”

Ruby laid plates on the table for their supper while the 
two girls watched her.

“Sisters are little girls, not grown- ups.”
That statement came from Sophia. Her hair was so blonde 

it was nearly white, and the straight, fine wisps escaped her 
braids, making her look like a dandelion puff.
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“Hush, Sophia.” Roseanna frowned at her sister. “When 
we’re grown up, we’ll still be sisters.”

Ruby hid a smile as she continued setting the table. Mamm 
took a pan of cornbread out of the oven. Ruby glanced at 
the big pot of ham and beans simmering on the stove and 
the apple cobbler she had made for dessert.

When Mamm had seen the Fischer family coming, she 
must have started planning the meal she could serve them. 
Otherwise, how could she have readied a supper like this so 
quickly? Only Mamm could be so well prepared.

Roseanna followed Ruby as she circled the table. “Who 
is your sister?”

“I have three sisters. Rachel and Miriam are married and 
live with their families several miles from here. Elizabeth is 
my younger sister, and we live together in her house.”

“Do you have children?”
Ruby shook her head as she placed the last knife on the 

table. “I’m not married.”
“Why not?”
If Mamm was listening to the girls’ questions, she gave 

no sign.
“I’m just not.”
Sophia tugged on Ruby’s skirt. “You could marry our daed, 

then you could be our sister.”
“That isn’t how it works.” Roseanna frowned at Sophia. 

“If she married our daed, then she would be our mamm.”
Ruby couldn’t keep back her laughter anymore. “That 

will never happen.” She led the girls into the sitting room 
and sat on a footstool. “If I get married, it will be to a man 
who isn’t married already.”

Leaning against Ruby’s knee, Sophia grinned up at her, 
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showing an empty space where she had recently lost a tooth. 
“When I grow up, I’m going to marry Ezra.”

Roseanna gave a loud, practiced sigh. “You can’t marry 
Ezra.”

“Why not?” Sophia’s eyebrows rose in surprise. “He isn’t 
married.”

Ruby smothered a smile as Roseanna sighed again.
“Because he’s our brother, and just a little boy. You have 

to marry a man, like Daed.”
Ruby leaned back, bracing her hands on the edge of the 

stool behind her. She was glad for the silly turn the girls’ 
conversation had taken, because she didn’t have an answer 
to their questions. Contrary to what Mamm was fond of 
saying, God didn’t have a man for every woman.

“Tell me about your journey,” Ruby said. It was time 
to change the subject. “Have you been traveling for a long 
time?”

“Forever and ever.” Sophia ran her finger across Ruby’s 
knee, feeling the fabric of her apron.

“It hasn’t been that long,” Roseanna said, correcting her 
sister again. “But it’s been a long time. We had to sleep 
under the wagon.”

What kind of father would make his children sleep on the 
ground? “Were you warm enough?”

“For sure we were.” Roseanna smiled. “Daed slept with 
us and wrapped us in his big coat. We never got cold once.”

Ruby pressed her lips together, mentally chiding herself 
for judging the children’s father before she knew all the facts.

“Mamm and Daniel slept in the wagon.” Sophia pressed 
closer, looking up at Ruby. “She coughs a lot.”

“How long has your mother been ill?”
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Roseanna looked away. “She got sick while Daed was away. 
She couldn’t get out of bed, or even talk to us.”

Ruby glanced at Mamm again. This time she was listen-
ing to Roseanna.

“Who took care of you?” Mamm asked, looking into the 
room from the kitchen.

“Roseanna did,” Sophia said. “She even changed Daniel’s 
diaper.”

Mamm frowned. “The neighbors didn’t help you?”
Roseanna shook her head. “They all moved away. But then 

Daed came home and Mamm felt better.”
Ruby and Mamm exchanged glances. This family had 

suffered a lot before they reached Weaver’s Creek.
Mamm smiled at the girls. “We’re glad you’re here now. 

And supper is almost ready. Would you go out and call Abra-
ham and Ezra to come in? They went to look at the animals 
in the barn.”

As the girls went out the kitchen door, Mamm pulled Ruby 
aside. “Their father has been upstairs with his wife and the 
baby in Jonas’s room ever since they arrived. He needs to 
come eat with us, but he may not want to leave her alone. 
Will you offer to sit with her while he has his supper?”

“For sure, I will.” She paused. “Don’t you wonder what 
happened to the family? Why did their father leave them?”

Mamm shook her head. “I don’t know, but we’ll wait for 
him to tell us in his own time. We won’t pester him or the 
children with questions.”

“You’re right, but I hope he tells us their story soon.”
Mamm tapped her finger on the end of Ruby’s nose. “Your 

curiosity will get you in trouble one day.”
“There’s nothing wrong with being curious.” Ruby started 
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for the stairway. “I learn a lot of things that I’d never know 
otherwise.”

She ran up the familiar stairs. To her right was the room 
she had shared with her sisters, and tonight the Fischer chil-
dren would sleep in it. How long would they need to stay 
here? Ruby shrugged her shoulders. Mamm would insist that 
they stay until the mother had recovered from her illness, 
at least.

She turned left to go to Jonas’s room but paused in the 
doorway. The man, Gideon, sat with his back to the door in a 
chair at the side of the bed, his head bowed in his hands. The 
baby sat on the floor at his feet, mouthing a string of wooden 
beads. The little one grinned when he saw her, drool soak-
ing the front of his shift. The mother seemed to be asleep.

Clearing her throat, Ruby spoke softly. “Supper is ready. 
Mamm says you should come down and eat with the family. 
I can stay with your wife.”

The face Gideon turned toward her was haggard and gray 
with exhaustion, but only for an instant. As soon as he saw 
her, his expression changed to the confident man she had first 
seen on the road. Ruby took a step back, feeling like she had 
intruded into his private moment of pain.

“Ja, for sure. The children . . .” His gaze dropped to Dan-
iel, still chewing on his wooden beads. “I’m sorry . . . I just 
left them downstairs . . . Are they all right?”

Ruby smiled, determined to keep her questions about the 
family’s past to herself. “They are fine, but hungry.”

He stood, gripping the back of the chair as if he needed 
support, then nearly sat again as he looked at his wife’s face.

Ruby stepped into the room and picked the baby up from 
the floor.
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“Go,” she said, her voice firm. “You need to eat. I’ll sit 
with your wife and call you if she needs anything.”

He took the baby from her arms as he nodded his accep-
tance. “Her name is Lovinia. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

Ruby shook her head. “I’ll stay until you see to your chil-
dren and get them settled for the night.”

“What about your supper?”
“I’ll eat after I get home tonight.”
“You don’t live here?”
“My sister and I live at the top of the hill. It’s only a short 

distance.”
He sighed, sounding very much like his daughter. “If you 

think Lovinia will be all right . . .”
“For sure, she will.”
His eyes met hers as he moved toward the door. “I . . . I 

don’t know how to thank you and your family for everything 
you’re doing.”

She smiled. “You heard what my father said.”
“‘I was a stranger and you took me in.’” A shadow of a 

smile appeared on his face.
“You aren’t strangers anymore. Your daughters kept me 

busy talking all afternoon.”
“Still, I don’t know what we would have done without 

your family.”
Ruby sat in the chair next to the bed. “Don’t even think 

about it. Enjoy your supper.”
He paused in the doorway. “Have you ever seen soldiers 

around here? Armies?”
“Not here, but sometimes they pass by on the road to 

Farmerstown. We can hear the drums as they march. Once 
a group camped at the crossroads.”
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“But they don’t come to Weaver’s Creek?”
“They never have.”
He nodded his thanks and left. His footsteps sounded 

on the stairway as Ruby took her first look at Lovinia. The 
woman’s breathing was labored, as if  each breath was a 
struggle, but she seemed to be sleeping soundly. Ruby laid 
her hand on the flushed forehead and felt the heat of her 
fever. Mamm had made a poultice for Lovinia earlier in the 
afternoon, and Ruby prayed that it would help.

The children’s mother was a very sick woman.
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