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TESSA AFSHAR is the author of several works of biblical fiction. In 
2010, she was voted New Author of the Year by Family Fiction for her 
first novel, Pearl in the Sand. Her second novel was a finalist for the 
2013 ECPA Christian Book Award, and her third novel won a Christy 
Award in 2014. She holds an MDiv from Yale University, where she 
served as co-chair of the Evangelical Fellowship at the Divinity School. 
She has worked full-time in ministry ever since. Visit Tessa at 
tessaafshar.com and follow her on Facebook.

“No one brings the Bible to life like Tessa Afshar.  
Land of Silence grabs hold of the woman who 
stole healing by touching Christ’s hem in a way 

that brings us all to a place where we can 
recognize that we, too, are daughters of the King.”

—DEBBIE MACOMBER,  
#1 New York Times bestselling author

“Tessa Afshar’s captivating and emotive story is 
about one first-century woman’s pain and 

struggle. But the hope she describes is real and 
for you and me today.”

—CHRIS FABRY,  
bestselling author of War Room and Dogwood

Before Christ called her daughter . . .

Before she stole healing by touching the hem of his garment . . .

Elianna is a young girl crushed by guilt. After her only brother is killed while in her care, 
Elianna tries to earn forgiveness by working for her father’s textile trade and caring for her 
family. As her world unravels, she breaks off her betrothal to the only man she will ever love. 
Then illness strikes, isolating Elianna from everyone, stripping everything she has left.

No physician can cure her. No end is in sight. Until she hears whispers of a man whose mere 
touch can heal. After so many years of suffering and disappointment, is it possible that one 
man could redeem the wounds of body, heart, and soul?

Get the most up-to-date fiction news at crazy4fiction.com.TYNDALE and Tyndale’s quill logo are registered trademarks of Tyndale House Publishers, Inc.

YOU CAN FIND 
LAND OF SILENCE 
IN SOFTCOVER 
AND E-BOOK AT 
YOUR FAVORITE 
RETAILER OR AT 
TYNDALE.COM

COULD ONE TOUCH  
OF HIS GARMENT HEAL HER?

https://www.tyndale.com/p/land-of-silence/9781496406460?utm_source=Family%20Fiction&utm_medium=Digital%20Magazine&utm_campaign=Land%20of%20Silence
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ISBN: 978-1-4964-0955-3

Amy Sorrells’s diverse, award-winning writing has appeared in 
medical journals, news-papers, and an anthology (Indy Writes Books) 
benefitting literacy in central Indiana. A lifelong Hoosier and 
registered nurse, she makes her home on the outskirts of town with 
her husband and three sons. Lead Me Home is her third novel. 
Connect with Amy at www.amyksorrells.com.

F r o m  c e l e b r a t e d  a u t h o r  A m y  K .  S o r r e l l s  
c o m e s  a  n e w  g r e a t  r e a d ! 

 When Choosing Between Heart And 
Home, Where Will You Land?

A church is dying.  
A family farm is failing.  
And the storm of the ages 
threatens all. Two men in 
town—a farmer and a 
pastor—must choose 
between what they want  
and what others need. A 
heartwarming story of hope 
and community–Lead Me 
Home, by Amy K. Sorrells.

A deep novel full of real struggle 
and strong emotions.  Sorrells 
doesn’t skirt around hard issues, 
instead she acknowledges the 
messy realities of life in a way that 
readers relate to. James Horton’s 
struggle in identity and self- 
worth while losing his church is 
something that is often not 
recognized, and Sorrells does a 
fantastic job bringing it to the 
forefront.  Engaging, well written 
and profound, Lead Me Home is a 
novel that both challenges and 
uplifts readers.

Romantic Times
HHHH ½
A Top Pick!

This new book is available at 
your local bookstore or favorite online  

retailer or at www.amyksorrells.com    

Don’t miss this new, 
hope-filled read!

LeadMeHome_ad_Family Fiction.indd   1 4/4/2016   2:26:55 PM

http://amyksorrells.com/books
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deidRA RoMeRo 

Deidra Romero is a twenty-
something blogger and bookworm. 
She loves good company, good 
coffee and a good story. 
www.parentingupstream.com

Rel MolleT 

Rel Mollet resides in Melbourne, 
Australia, with her movie-loving 
husband and three book-loving 
daughters.
www.RelzReviewz.com

C.J. dARlinGTon

C.J.,the author of Bound by Guilt, is 
the cofounder of TitleTrakk.com. 
www.cjdarlington.com
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Explore the world of Aethasia™, and join the Resistance in their fight against the tyrannical emperor and his 
army of mechanical men! 

Once a beautiful land, Aethasia is now covered by a sickly pervasive fog that corrupts everything it touches. 
But all is not lost. Rumors are spreading of a fledgling Resistance, who have the courage and audacity to try 

and restore Aethasia to its former glory, and to reinstate the The Great Engineer back to the throne of Aethasia. 

And that Resistance needs you!
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Karen Kingsbury 
Concludes her 

Angels Walking 
Series
Deidra Romero
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Although most of Karen 
Kingsbury’s books fit into the genre of 
contemporary Christian fiction, their 
reach has been far and wide, spanning 
different mediums and engrossing fans 
of all ages. There have been movies 
(like the recent debut of The Bridge 
on the Hallmark Channel) as well as 
the pending production of a television 
series spotlighting the most famous 
family in Christian fiction, the Baxters. 
But this spring Karen concludes her 
Angels Waking series, which has given 
readers a look into the unseen world 
of angels. Though Karen always writes 
about faith, this series has brought the 
supernatural to the forefront.

“Most of the time when angels walk 
this planet, we miss it,” says Karen. 

“Sure, we might hesitate when just the 
right person brings us a timely message 

The New York Times Bestselling 
Author Wraps Up Another 
Stunning Series
Karen Kingsbury is undoubtedly the 
busiest woman in Christian fiction. From 
pending projects with the Hallmark 
Channel and producer Roma Downey, to 
traveling with her family to meet fans 
across the United States, Karen is doing 
it all. With her most recent novel, Brush 
of Wings (Howard Books), she puts the 
final touches on her Angels Walking 
series, which is truly unique in the 
library of Karen Kingsbury novels. 

FAMILYFICTION.COMMAY 2016



or bit of help,” she adds. “But we rarely 
ask ourselves, was that an angel?” 
Through this series, fans are inspired 
to look for the influence of heavenly 
hosts in their daily lives as they see the 
angels walking amongst the characters 
taking active roles in their lives.

On a personal note, Karen’s life 
has recently changed as a new title 
has been added to her biography:  
grandmother! Her daughter, Kelsey, and 
son-in-law, Kyle, recently welcomed 
their first child, a boy. Karen could 
not be more delighted! You can read 
more about Karen’s journey into 
grandparenthood on her blog. (Make 
sure you sign up for her newsletter!) 

On top of all this, earlier this year, 
Karen broke the sensational news to 
her fans that the Baxter family was 
making their way to television. With 

the help of LightWorkers Media and 
famous producer and actress Roma 
Downey, fans will watch as their 
favorite characters and storylines are 
brought to life in a new way. The Baxter 
Family series is comprised of 22 books 
and, as a whole, has sold more than 20 
million copies worldwide. 

Karen feels this production is a 
huge milestone in her life and career. 

“Working with Roma Downey to see the 
Baxter Family become a TV series is 
the most exciting thing to happen in my 
entire career.” She adds, “My 25 million 
readers have been begging to see the 
Baxter Family on TV, and now their 
dreams will come true.”  FF

To stay up to date with Karen and get 
updates on the Baxter family series,  
sign up for her newsletter!

Also watch the book trailer for  
Brush of Wings here.

ReAd MoRe online!:  http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/karen-kingsbury/books/brush-of-wings-a-novel-angels-walking/

BRUsH oF WinGs
ANGELS WALKING #3
Karen Kingsbury
Howard Books

CLICK HERE!

CLICK TO GO!
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Why did you and susan decide to 
team up on this special two-for-
one project?
Lacy Williams: Susan has been 
one of my top favorite authors 
for a long time. I love her 
writing and re-read her books 
often. And over the last two 
years, we’ve grown to be friends. 
So when this opportunity came 
up, I was thrilled to be able to 
work with her.

Susan May Warren: I’m a fan 
of Lacy Williams! Her writing is 
engaging, fun and romantic, and 
when she suggested partnering, 
I jumped right in. I know my 
readers will love her style of 
stories—and I got a free Lacy 
Williams book out of the deal! 
Whoot!

Why did you decide to start a new 
indie series? And why do you 
think more authors are becoming 

“hybrid” authors?
Susan May Warren: I’ve always 
tried to think “out of the box” 
when it came to my books, from 
writing in different genres 
and different styles, to using 
different marketing techniques. 
Back in 2010, when I launched 

Two Amazing Romance  
Authors Are Teaming Up  
& Turning Hybrid
If you aren’t familiar with the 
term, a hybrid author is one who 
is both traditionally published 
and independently published. 
Going hybrid is the new trend 
in Christian fiction as authors 
stretch their writing muscles in 
interesting new ways. You’ve 
probably heard of Lacy Williams 
and Susan May Warren, but the 
two are now teaming up to offer 
their independent books as a two-
for-one deal. The duo sat down 
with us to answer our questions 
about this new project!
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the Christiansen family series I offered a free prequel to the series—
one of the first authors in the industry to do such a thing. 

As indie publishing began to grow, I saw it as not only another 
avenue for publishing, but a way to do some creative marketing. I’ve 
been sitting on the Montana Fire series for years, working on the 
characters, the plots and the series threads, but with my publishing 
roster already filled with my traditional projects, the books never 
climbed to the top of the to-do list. Until, however, I partnered with 
Revell, who was very interested in utilizing the indie, or e-market 
to help build excitement for my new trade series, Montana Rescue 
(out in October). Suddenly, I saw a perfect way to tie these two series 
together, and with the Montana Fire books releasing as shorter 
indie/e-books during the summer, my hope is that people will fall so 
in love with the characters of the Montana Fire series that they will 
continue their adventures in the Montana Rescue books. 

I am also excited to expand my Deep Haven and Christiansen 
family lines with smaller e-books in the future, and keep the 
enjoyment moving forward for my readers. So, the move wasn’t so 
much a desire to go “hybrid’ as to offer other avenues for readers to 
enjoy the stories. 

This first book, You Don’t Have to Be a Star, is the kick-off of the 
Montana Fire series, focusing on a character who served on the 
smokejumper team years ago. Although there is but a brief mention 
of the team, it gives readers a glimpse into the type of heroes who 
make up this elite firefighting team. That’s the fun part about writing 
indie—you can connect your stories in unique ways, and in that way, 
extend the enjoyment for your readers.

Lacy Williams: My indie series, Heart of Oklahoma, has done really 
well for me, selling more than 45,000 e-Books so far. I love being 
an indie author and I’m excited to launch this new series, Cowboy 
Fairytales. I think there are a variety of reasons that being an indie 
or hybrid author is attractive to authors, and I also think that some 
have had to make this move out of necessity, as it is very tough to get 
(and stay) published traditionally.

“
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Can you tell us about your main characters and what makes them 
interesting?
Lacy Williams: In Once Upon a Cowboy, my heroine is a princess 
loosely modeled off of Snow White. While the princess’s hero is a 
cowboy, he also needed to be tough enough to protect her, so I gave 
him the background of being a former Navy SEAL and a bit of a 
control freak.

Susan May Warren: Luke Alexander is the hero of this story, a 
former special ops soldier who has become a park ranger after 
leaving the military. With a devastating secret in his past, he’s hoping 
to lay low in Eastern Tennessee, helping his sister as his father fades 
away with Alzheimer’s. His worst fear is that his past would someday 
come back to haunt him and hurt the people he loves. 

Meanwhile, in Hollywood, action heroine MacKenzie Grace is 
being stalked and needs a place to hide while the police catch her 
predator. Thankfully, her agent happens to be Luke’s cousin, and 
said agent ships Kenzie out to Tennessee under Luke’s mostly-
unwilling protection. But when the media gets wind of Kenzie’s 
new digs, it could stir up trouble for Luke and bring his worst fears 
to his doorstep. I think readers will love Luke and his good-old-boy 
charm, and Kenzie’s authentic desire to help Luke break free of his 
regrets. It’s a fun, romantic story with a hint of suspense.

What’s the overarching theme of the series and what can we expect 
from you in the future?
Susan May Warren: I used the hymn "Great is Thy Faithfulness" 
as the backbone of this series as my characters struggle with the 
questions, "Where is God when disaster happens? Does He care 
about us? Are there fresh starts when life goes south?" After the 

The fun pArT AbouT wriTing indie is ThAT You 
cAn connecT Your sTories in unique wAYs And 

exTend The enjoYMenT for Your reAders."“
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ReAd MoRe online!:  http://www.familyfiction.com/books/you-don-t-have-to-be-a-star-once-upon-a-cowboy- 
2-in-1-inspirational-romance/

first book, the series takes us to Montana in an epic adventure/
trilogy called the Summer of Fire. (Where There’s Smoke—June, 
Playing with Fire—July, Burnin’ for You—August). Then, look for a 
FREE prequel to the Montana Rescue series in September.

Lacy Williams: Each book in the Cowboy Fairytales series is a 
contemporary retelling of a beloved fairy tale with a western flair. 
Book 2, Cowboy Charming, is a reverse-Cinderella story—the hero, 
Ethan, is actually the Cinderella character. Readers can expect the 
six-book series to be complete by early fall of this year.

How do you like to describe your style of romance writing?
Lacy Williams: My romance style is sweet with a little bit of 
angst thrown in—just like the love stories I prefer to read. I love 
challenging my characters with real-life issues and other people in 
their lives who make things hard for them. And of course I have to 
give my characters the happy endings they deserve!

Susan May Warren: I write epic romantic adventure—lots of 
adrenaline moments, but interlaced with delicious romance and 
spiritual issues that are stirred into the wild, fun ride. This particular 
series is akin to taking Chicago Fire and putting it in Montana (with 
a little of Chicago Med and Chicago PD thrown in!). I like to say that 
I took my Deep Haven series (small town), my Christiansen family 
series (family), my Team Hope series (Search and Rescue), and my 
Noble Legacy series (Montana), and put it all together to create the 
Montana Fire and Rescue series. (In other words, I think readers 
who like small cowboy towns, extreme sports, the Rocky Mountains, 
family and team dynamics, country music, thrilling danger and deep, 
satisfying romances will enjoy these books!)  FF
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Summer reading QueSt
Brock Eastman

The final countdown to the glorious sun 
and fun of summertime has begun and 
there is a world of great adventures 
waiting for you and your kids. I’m not 
talking about an exciting outing to 
the beach, the mountains, or the local 
waterpark, but instead the one waiting 
right on your bookshelf.

You may know a kid who doesn’t 
think reading is very exciting. If you 
do, I want you to make it your mission 
to get at least one fast-paced, action-
packed book into their hands this 
summer. Challenge them, bribe them 
even, to read the first 30 pages of a 
book. You might say, “Brock, my kid 
will never open the cover, there’s just 
nothing he’s interested in.” I accept that 
challenge and I’m going to help you. 
Let’s get your child reading together!

The key is finding the right book for 
your soon-to-be reader. Their first book 

should be full of interesting characters, 
new worlds, excitement, and mystery, 
then the book will do the work for us 
and your newly engaged reader will 
want more and more. 

When a stubborn reader’s 
imagination opens and they begin to 
explore, exciting things can happen. If 
it’s a good book, their life will forever 
be changed, and that’s a promise. 

I’ve put together a list of some of my 
favorite books and series to help you 
get started. I always find personal 
recommendations go a long way. And I 
have one more incentive for your reader 
to join the quest and find adventure 
within a book. I’ve created a short 
video on my website to encourage and 
challenge them, and even reward them. 
You’ll find my reading list and learn all 
about the challenge at brockeastman.
com/summer-challenge.

TAKE THE CHALLENGE!:  
brockeastman.com/summer-challenge
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C.J. DarlingtonONE QUESTION MAY 2016

ROBIN LEE HATCHER: My mom was always my greatest 
cheerleader. From the time I was a small child until long after 
my own children were grown and my grandchildren had come 
along, no matter what new endeavor I pursued (ballet, horses, 
dog training, acting, painting, writing, etc.), my mom was there, 
cheering me on. In the last couple of decades of her life, she never 
introduced me to anyone without telling them what a wonderful 
novelist I was. It used to embarrass me, but now, remembering 

(and missing her so), I am grateful that I had a mother who believed in me every 
step of the way. And, most important of all, a mother who prayed me into the 
Kingdom of God.
http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/robin-lee-hatcher/

TRACIE PETERSON: When I was very little my mom would give 
me a piece of paper and a pencil in church to keep me quiet. She’d 
tell me to write a story. That, in and of itself, no doubt helped 
develop my imagination, but even better was the fact that after 
church she would take time out and say, “Tell me about the story 
you wrote.” I believe that truly helped develop the storyteller in 
me and I’ll always be grateful to her for that.
http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/tracie-peterson/

What is something your mom said or did for you that you’ll 
remember for the rest of your life?
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KATHRYN CUSHMAN: Several years into infertility treatment, 
I was with Mom on Mother’s Day, a difficult day for someone 
who may not be able to have children. Every mother in church 
that day was presented a small gift. My mother took her gift, 
wrapped my fingers around it and whispered, “This is yours.” 
Nothing else was said, or needed to be. It still makes me cry to 
remember it.
http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/kathryn-cushman/

NANCY MEHL: My best friend and I were selected to play key 
parts in a grade-school play. The night of the production I was 
really nervous about appearing in front of so many people. My 
mother said, “Remember, Nancy, that everyone in the audience is 
on your side.” It seems simple, but it’s really profound. Why should 
I be afraid of people who want me to succeed? I still remind myself 
of that before I speak to groups today as an author.
http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/nancy-mehl/

C.J. DarlingtonONE QUESTION MAY 2016

What is something your mom said or did for you that you’ll 
remember for the rest of your life?
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Miriam by Mesu Andrews 
Mesu Andrews intrigues readers once more, this time 
with the story of Miriam as her beloved brother Moses 
returns to Egypt from exile with a dangerous petition for 
the mighty Pharaoh, seeking the release of their people. 
With her trademark research and attention to detail, Mesu 
brings this turbulent time of plagues and destruction alive 
in Miriam (WaterBrook Multnomah).
http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/mesu-andrews/books/miriam-treasures-of-the-
nile-2/

Walk with these five authors as 
they open the Scriptures and 
shine a light on beloved biblical 
characters whose lives are forever 
changed when they encounter the 
Almighty God, in His Old Testament 
glory or through His son Jesus.

Behold the Man by Brock and Bodie Thoene 
Behold the Man (Zondervan) is the epic conclusion of Brock 
and Bodie Thoene’s Jerusalem Chronicles, and shares the 
last earthly days of Jesus through the eyes of Pilate, Claudia, 
Pilate’s wife, and a Roman Centurion, Marcus Longinus. 
These three people are forever changed when they encounter 
the man who claims to be God.
http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/bodie-and-brock-thoene/books/behold-the-man-the-
jerusalem-chronicles-3/

MiRiAM
TREASURES OF THE NILE #2
Mesu Andrews
WaterBrook Multnomah

BeHold THe MAn
THE JERUSALEM 
CHRONICLES #3
Brock & Bodie Thoene
Zondervan

Rel Mollet

BiBliCAl novels
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Counted With the Stars by Connilyn Cossette 
Debut novelist Connilyn Cossette treats readers with a 
unique take on the plagues that beset Egypt as God called 
his people from slavery. Counted With the Stars (Bethany) 
introduces readers to a young Egyptian slave girl, Kiya, 
who is caught up with the Hebrews as they flee Pharaoh 
and her eyes are opened to the one they call Yahweh.
http://www.familyfiction.com/books/counted-with-the-stars-out-from-egypt/

Shadow of the Mountain: Wilderness  
by Cliff Graham 
With grit and realism, Cliff Graham plunges readers into 
the turmoil of the Israelites as fear prevents them taking 
the Promised Land for themselves, despite Joshua and 
Caleb's belief that God will give them victory over the 
fearsome Anakites and the land called Canaan. Shadow of 
the Mountain: Wilderness (Bethany) holds particular appeal 
for male readers.
http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/cliff-graham/books/shadow-of-the-mountain-
exodus-shadow-of-the-mountain-1/

Land of Silence by Tessa Afshar 
Following the beloved stories of Rahab and Ruth, Tessa 
Afshar turns her talent to a lesser-known biblical woman, 
whose journey is both painful and triumphant. Elianna has 
lived a life stripped of all she held dear by illness, but her life 
is forever changed when she reaches for the hem of Jesus’ 
garment. Land of Silence (Tyndale) provides a glimpse into 
the life that may have been for this unnamed woman.
http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/tessa-afshar/books/land-of-silence/

CoUnTed WiTH  
THe sTARs
OUT FROM EGyPT
Connilyn Cossette 
Bethany House

sHAdoW oF 
THe MoUnTAin:  
WildeRness
Cliff Graham
Bethany House
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Tessa Afshar
Tyndale House
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Fans of Suzanne Woods Fisher have come to expect heart-
soaring Amish romance stories they can’t put down. So far 
her latest series, The Bishop’s Family, has delivered on their 
expectations. Her second release in the series, The Quieting 
(Revell), is no exception! Suzanne sat down to answer our top 
questions about this new series.

What exactly is a "quieting,” and how 
did you learn about it? 
A “Quieting” is a rare occurrence, 
considered a last resort, among the Old 
Order Amish. It refers to a method of 
church discipline, based on St. Paul’s 
New Testament letters to Timothy, that 
revokes the ordination of a minister, 
deacon or bishop. It’s meant to act as a 
thunderclap to an individual who hears 
only what he wants to hear. 

Where had I heard of a Quieting? I 
noticed the term in a scholarly book 
about the Amish. It’s a curious use of 
the word—it conjures up something 
soft and gentle, like snuffing out a 
candlelight. I asked some Amish 
friends about the practice and, from 
them, I learned it’s anything but gentle. 
Congregational heartbreak results 
from a Quieting.  

Years ago, my own church (a large, 
mainstream Protestant church) faced 
the need to “quiet” our senior pastor.  
It was a devastating wound to our 
church that took years to heal. That 
was the experience I drew on to write 
The Quieting. 

What makes this setting unique and 
interesting?
All of my novels are set in the fictitious 
town of Stoney Ridge in Lancaster 
County, Pennsylvania. My goal is to 
create a neighborhood or community in 
the reader’s mind, with familiar faces 
popping on and off stage. Part of the 
charm of Amish novels is their rural 
setting. Readers can leave behind the 
noise of their lives to step into another 
world. That is … at least until they 
reach The End. 

Last year you published three novels. 
Do you plan on having such a busy 
year for 2016? And if so, will you be 
releasing more books in The Bishop's 
Family series?
Yes! 2016, 2017, and 2018 will be just as 
busy. Three books a year are scheduled 
to release, for which I am grateful. And 
constantly writing! Or thinking about 
writing. Or wishing I were writing. 

The next series to release is a little 
different from The Bishop’s Family. A 
year ago, I wrote Anna’s Crossing, a novel 
about the first Amish who came to 
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The QuieTing 
The Bishop’s Family #2
suzanne Woods Fisher
Revell

America in 1737 on the Charming Nancy 
ship. It was meant as a standalone, 
but readers wanted more of the story 
of Anna and Bairn. They asked; we 
listened. So after The Devoted (book 3 
in The Bishop’s Family series) comes 
The Newcomer, book 2 in the Amish 
Beginnings series. Back we go to the 
wilderness of Penn’s Woods in 1737!

This book has a lot of matchmaking 
in it. is that common in Amish 
communities?
Yes and no. I try to write credibly 
about the Amish, to use principles I’ve 
learned and weave them into stories, 
but I’m the first to say that Amish 
fiction is … fiction. And it’s written for 
the non-Amish. So here’s the principle 
I’ve used in matchmaking: the Amish 
deeply value marriage. But as for 
matchmaking? A more apt word might 
be meddling. And that is not unique to 
the Amish!  

When you run into bumps with your 
plots, where do you turn for help?
Upward! No kidding. I pray a lot. 
Especially when I have a looming 
deadline, like now, and am not totally 
confident with how the book is 
unfolding. A month before a deadline, 
I try to have a solid first draft (which 
really is the 10th draft) for my 
crackerjack team to skim through and 
look for holes to plug and weaknesses 
to fix. First readers are invaluable for 
finding those bumps (potholes?!) in the 
plots. But they leave the solutions up to 
me. That’s why I pray a lot.  

You’ve written a lot of Amish novels, but 
do you still find yourself searching for 
answers when it comes to researching 
Amish customs?
Scratch the surface of the Old Order 
Amish … and you’ll find more layers to 
dig into. It’s easy to get distracted by 
the buggies and beards and bonnets, 
but there’s so much more to learn 
about them … and from them. At the 
heart of Amish customs and traditions, 
most of them anyway, is a belief in the 
sovereignty of God. It’s like the crust 
of a pie, not just a slice of it. Learning 
more about them always points me 
to a deeper faith. And that pursuit is 
unending.  

ReAd MORe Online!: http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/suzanne-woods-fisher/books/the-quieting-a-novel-the-bishop-s-family-2/
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NEW RELEASES

click on a book cover for more information

more new releases online: http://www.familyfiction.com/genres/amish/books

THe QUieTinG
Suzanne Woods 
Fisher
Revell

THe BeTRAYed 
FiAnCee
THE AMISH 
MILLIONAIRE #3
Wanda Brunstetter & 
Jean Brunstetter
Shiloh Run Press

THe sTUBBoRn 
FATHeR
THE AMISH 
MILLIONAIRE #2
Wanda Brunstetter & 
Jean Brunstetter
Shiloh Run Press

CHAnGe oF 
HeART
SISTERS & FRIENDS
Rachel J. Good
Realms
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NEW RELEASES

click on a book cover for more information

more new releases online: http://www.familyfiction.com/genres/amish/books

A siMPle voW
SIMPLE GIFTS
Charlotte Hubbard
Zebra

An AMisH MATCH
AMISH HEARTS #2
Jo Ann Brown
Love Inspired

HoPe in THe lAnd
AMISH TURNS  
OF TIME #4
Olivia Newport
Shiloh Run Press

THe AToneMenT
Beverly Lewis
Bethany House
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Sarah Sundin may very well be the reigning queen when 
it comes to World War II fiction. Aside from her engaging 
blog and her wonderful social media presence, she writes 
fascinating historical romance novels set during a unique time 
in history. Sarah is continuing her Waves of Freedom series 
with a book fans are sure to adore!  

What inspired this plot?
My husband and I are both 
pharmacists. A few years ago, he 
became a manager at a community 
pharmacy, and he discovered a lot of 
fraudulent prescriptions for narcotics. 
As he cracked down on the problem, 
my novelist imagination spun into 
action. What if he enraged the local 
drug community—was he in danger? 
I’m thankful nothing happened, but my 
plot was born. My pharmacist heroine,  
Lillian Avery, notices suspicious 
prescriptions for sedatives and 
begins investigating. She needs a love 
interest, and she really doesn't care for 
her brother’s best friend, society boy 
Ens. Archer Vandenberg, so of course, 
he falls for her.

For Arch’s story, I was intrigued 
by the battle off the U.S. East Coast 
in 1942. After Pearl Harbor, the 
U-boats came in force to the Eastern 
Seaboard and sank 100 ships within 
six months—often in sight of horrified 
beachcombers. The U.S. Navy didn’t 
have enough escort ships to institute 
convoys, and they struggled to meet 

the threat. Arch serves on a destroyer 
based in Boston during this crucial 
time in the war.

How was this book different from your 
previous projects? And what makes this 
series unique?
Each book has its own character and 
challenges. The Waves of Freedom 
series is my first with strong mystery 
plots, which were both fun and 
exasperating to write. And Anchor in 
the Storm allowed me to do something 
I’d always wanted to do—write 
about a character with a physical 
disability. Lillian Avery lost her leg in 
a childhood accident, and she faces 
personal, romantic and professional 
issues because of this—especially in 
the 1940s!

Do you know how many books will be in 
this series?
There are three novels in the Waves of 
Freedom series: Through Waters Deep 
(Revell, 2015), Anchor in the Storm 
(May 2016), and When Tides Turn 
(spring 2017).
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AncHor in tHe Storm
Waves of freedom
sarah sundin
revel

You must do a lot of research, with as 
much historical fiction as you write. What 
are some of your favorite resources?
I do love research. Since this series 
follows U.S. naval officers, my favorite 
research gems are a 1944 copy of 
Seamanship, the basic manual for 
naval officers, and a 1940 copy of the 
Bluejacket’s Manual for enlisted men. 
I’ve also found hundreds of incredible 
documents, manuals, and books on 
the Hyperwar website (http://ibiblio.
org/hyperwar/ ). My bibliography is 
embarrassingly long.

What do you hope fans take away from 
this novel?
It’s so easy to place our identity in 
our roles and careers, but if those are 
stripped away, who are we? Both Arch 
and Lillian struggle with this question, 
and they each learn to grasp onto 
Jesus as their only true anchor. I hope 
readers will also come to cling to God, 
no matter what storms they face.

Are any pieces of this plot pulled from  
real life?
Actually, I found the opposite—part of 
this plot began to play out in our family 
while I was writing this book! Arch 
Vandenberg falls for his best friend’s 
little sister, who wants nothing to do 
with him—until she works with him, 
sees his merit, and falls for him despite 
herself. Meanwhile, my oldest son’s best 
friend actively pursued our daughter, 
who wanted nothing to do with him—
until she worked with him, saw his 
merit, and fell madly for him. They 
were married July 18.

Your main character, Lillian Avery, is 
a pharmacist. When people think of 
pharmacists they don’t typically think of 
wartime involvement. Was it your intention 
to bring to light an unconventional role 
during WWii?
As a pharmacist myself, I’m fascinated 
by the historical role of my profession, 
especially for women. Also, the 
drugstore setting was fun and quaint 
and allowed me to highlight many 
wartime challenges—sugar rationing, 
metal shortages, collecting scrap, 
and war bond sales. As a gathering 
place for the community, drugstores 
were very active in these Home Front 
activities—plus they faced other issues 
like medication shortages and having to 
compound prescriptions without sugar 
and glycerin, which were in short supply.
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NEW RELEASES

click on a book cover for more information

more new releases online: http://www.familyfiction.com/genres/amish/books
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sHAdoWs 
GOLDEN GATE 
CHRONICLES #3
Karen Barnett
Abingdon Press
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PReTendeR
A MEDIEvAL  
FAIRy TALE
Melanie Dickerson
Thomas Nelson

AnCHoR in  
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WAvES OF  
FREEDOM #2
Sarah Sundin
Revell
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GULF COAST 
CHRONICLES #3
Beth White
Revell
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THe WHiTe WiTCH
Elizabeth Goudge
Hendrickson 
Publishers

A FliGHT oF 
ARRoWs
THE PATHFINDERS #2
Lori Benton
WaterBrook Press
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TREASURES OF  
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Mesu Andrews
WaterBrook Press
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Fresh. Unique. Page-turning. Hillary Manton Lodge’s romance is everything 
contemporary fiction fans want. Her newest novel, Together at the Table 
(WaterBrook Press), tells the story of a restaurant entrepreneur, Juliette, and her 
journey to discover the truth—behind her grandmother’s letters and the feelings 
for one man she thought were long gone.

I love romance plots like this one! Where 
did the inspiration come from?
For Juliette’s story, the initial storyline 
was inspired by my romance with my 
husband. But while our story came 
together fairly simply, Juliette’s takes 
several turns. The resolution for that 
thread was something I wrestled 
over for about a year! But it came 
together piece by piece, with the ending 
suggested by my agent. We were on 
the phone with each other while I was 
working at Panera, and I was able to 
finish the book shortly after. 

For Mireille’s story, I wanted her 
next chapter. Originally, her story 
was something of a sad one, but after 
writing about her in Reservations 
for Two, I was emotionally invested! 
I needed her to be happy, so figuring 
out how that happened was a really 
interesting element to navigate.

 

Juliette is trying to answer some 
questions about her grandmother’s life 
that surfaced through reading her old 
letters. What questions does she have?
Reservations for Two spoilers here! 
After reading the letters, she still 
doesn’t know how her biological father 
died, and why the family had no contact 
with his family. And there’s also the 
matter of her aunt, and discovering 
what happened to her after the war. 
Juliette’s invested in seeing the mystery 
through, and her persistence opens 
new doors.

Your Two Blue Doors series has celebrated 
foodie culture. Do you consider yourself  
a foodie?
Kind of? It’s become a bit of a loaded 
term in some circles. I like food—I like 
interesting food. I love finding fun, new 
ingredients, and I like developing and 
reverse-engineering recipes. But I’m 
not an obsessive meal photographer 
by any means—I’m usually more 
interested in eating!

Hillary Manton lodgeROMANCEROMANCE
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TogeTher aT  
The TaBle
Two Blue Doors
Hillary Manton lodge
waterBrook Press

Can fans expect more installments in  
the series?
I worked really, really hard to tie up 
the threads. So for readers who have 
waited for a happily ever after? This 
book’s for them!

That said, I made really good friends 
with a lot of these characters. I haven’t 
ruled out doing a novella in the future. 
But my focus for now is my next book, a 
standalone releasing in 2017. The title 
is Jane of Austin, and it’s a Sense and 
Sensibility story set in Austin, Texas, 
told from Marianne and Brandon’s 
perspectives. After working on the 
Two Blue Doors series for six years, I’ve 
enjoyed the change of pace!

Can you tell us about your writing 
process?
I usually write throughout the day in 
fits and starts. When I’m not at my 
computer, I’m often writing notes about 
characters and settings. I write slowly, 
but a lot of the first draft winds up 
going to print, so it usually balances 
out. The best writing, though, happens 
at night when it’s quiet. My brain 
settles in, and I can get hundreds more 
words in than during daylight hours. 

Would you say your books are typically 
plot or character driven?
I think that plot vs. character can exist 
on a bell curve, and most of my books 
land in the middle. They feed off of each 
other, with one fueling the other. The 
key is having interesting characters 
who do things—ones who create plot 
for you.

Your books read like movies. What’s your 
favorite romantic film?
Aw, thanks! There are several romantic 
films that I love, but You’ve Got Mail 
is probably the favorite. A major 
scene in Together at the Table is very 
much inspired by it; there’s also a 
conversation between sisters Juliette 
and Caterina that references it. I don’t 
usually reference other media so 
directly, so it was a lot of fun to write.

reaD More onlIne!: http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/hillary-manton-lodge/books/together-at-the-table-a-
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In Cynthia Ruchti’s latest release, Song of Silence (Abingdon 
Press), she tells the story of a couple—one happily retired, 
one forced into it—and their journey to find fulfillment when 
the “music” that defined them loses all its notes. Cynthia 
demonstrates a universal truth in this novel: exploration, 
discovery and retooling are not reserved for those in their youth.

In this novel, a retired couple takes  
center stage. What made you want to tell 
their story?
It was fun to explore what love looks 
like years after—or decades after—a 
couple first falls in love. Rather than the 

“We’ve got this figured out now” attitude 
many of us might assume, what often 
happens is that each new season of a 
couple’s relationship presents its own 
depth of meaning, its own challenges, 
its own version of true love. More 
and more, though, we’re hearing of 
marriages dissolving after 20, 30, or 
40 years together—calling it quits for 
any number of reasons. We’re careful 
to insist on premarital counseling to 
help a young couple set themselves 
up for success in marriage. But who’s 
counseling relationships when seasons 
change? What happens if a loving 
couple, faithful to each other for decades, 
gets slammed against the kind of life 
circumstances that threaten their 
happiness individually and threaten the 
health and welfare of their relationship?

The other element that inspired Song 
of Silence is that I’m living through that 
stage right now.

A lot of fiction and movies are focusing on 
telling stories of older individuals. Why do 
you think this is?
In a clinical observation, we could 
say it’s because the reading public 
is comprised of a high percentage of 
maturing individuals, Baby Boomers 
and beyond. But there’s an artistic 
bent behind it, too. If we expand our 
pool of plot lines and characters to 
include a wider age range than the 
20-somethings discovering their life’s 
passion, who they are, and their place 
both in this world and in the heart of 
someone worth committing to for life, 
we’re enriching readers’ choices. Novels 
spend countless pages setting the stage 
for a kiss or proposal or wedding … or 
for a defining faith moment. But what 
comes next? Is the adventure over? No. 
It’s just beginning. And new phases that 
test the relationship’s mettle follow a 
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Song of SIlence
Cynthia Ruchti 
Abingdon Press

couple throughout a lifetime of love and 
loss, just as new challenges continually 
face us in our walk of faith.

We joke that 50 is the new 30, 60 
the new 40. In some ways, readers 
are more open now to what that looks 
like on the page. If we’re living longer, 
it makes sense that we’re creating 
a longer lifetime of stories for our 
characters, too.

If older readers open books with 
young characters and get whisked into 
a storyline different from their current 
experience, logic tells us younger 
readers can get caught up in a well-told 
story with older characters … as long 
as the story itself is compelling.

What makes the setting of this  
book unique?
The uniqueness of the setting is that 
it could be Anywhere USA. It could 
be any reader’s backyard, hometown, 
house, neighborhood. Because I was 

intentionally non-specific about exactly 
where the story is set, my hope is that 
readers will let their imaginations flesh 
out the backdrop with details they can 
relate to.

What do you hope readers take away from 
this novel?
I hope readers see Song of Silence as 
the many-layered story it is. Lucy’s 

“song” is silenced in a number of ways 
through the book. When her life’s work 
falls apart, it seems life itself is frayed 
beyond recognition. Her enforced 
songlessness brings her face to face 
with what she worked tirelessly to 
communicate to her music students: 
A rest is not nothingness. The best 
musicians “play” the rests with as 
much intentionality and focus as the 
notes on the page.

Hope’s voice is never silenced.
It’s a truth we can count on.

can you tell us what your next project  
will be?
I have another Christmas novella 
releasing this fall (Worthy Inspired) 
titled Restoring Christmas, a nonfiction 
book of encouragement and devotional 
thoughts from Worthy titled As My 
Parents Age (releasing early next year), 
and my final novel with Abingdon Press 
called (at the moment) On the Night, 
which releases in April of 2017. 
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“Men, I believe I have just met my future bride!”
David Stoltzfus hurried out of his storeroom office to see who 

had just burst into the store to deliver such a bold announcement. 
Dane Glick stood at the open door with a delighted look on his face. 
The handful of graybeards, settled into rockers that circled the 
woodstove in the front of the Bent N’ Dent store, turned from an 
endless discussion of the weather to consider Dane.

“BOY,” Hank Lapp called out. “Matrimony is nothing you should 
rush into. Trust me on that. You know what my wife Edith has to 
say on the topic.”

“What does Edith have to say?” one of the men asked.
“Wer heiert dutt gut; wer leddich bleibt, dutt so viel besser.” He who 

marrieth doth well, but he who marrieth not, better.
“Hank,” David said in the warning tone usually reserved for his 

children.
“It’s high time I marry,” Dane said. “I can’t stand my own cooking 

and my own company for one more day. I’m starting to talk to my 
buggy horse.”

Dane had left the door open behind him, and cold air came into 
the store on a gust of wind. David walked around him to shut the 
door. “Lots of folks talk to their horses.”
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Dane turned to him with frustration. “Today she answered back.”
“THEN, SON, YOU’VE COME TO THE RIGHT PLACE,” Hank Lapp 

boomed. “Sit down and let’s hear all about your future missus. 
Es is ken Heffel so grumm as net en Deckel druffbast.” No pot is so 
crooked that you can’t find a lid for it.

The graybeards all shuffled over to make room for Dane as he 
plunked down in the rocker next to Hank.

Community, David realized. He was all about building and 
strengthening community—and that was happening, right here, 
right now, in the Bent N’ Dent store. A woodstove community, and 
it pleased him to his core.

Until this moment, watching the men surround Dane, David 
hadn’t been convinced that his son Jesse’s improvements to 
the store were all that beneficial—at least to the bottom line. 
Even more concerning was that Hank Lapp was a part of the 
improvement project. Hank Lapp and Jesse had started to sell 
premade sandwiches, made by his daughter Molly, who was just 
learning to cook. Happily, the graybeards weren’t particularly 
fussy about the quality of the sandwiches, especially with the 
frequent-sandwich punch cards that Jesse had implemented.

Jesse and Hank also added rocking chairs by the woodstove 
in the store, and had plans for picnic benches out front, come 
springtime. The outcome was such that quite a few retired men 
gathered around the stove during the afternoons. In a good way, 
the store was filled with customers, and that was a change from a 
few months back. In a bad way, these particular customers rarely 
bought much other than Molly’s dry sandwiches.

Hank Lapp was there every day. Newly married, his wife Edith 
shooed him out the door each morning, with orders not to return 
until sunset.

David shook his head. Never would he have thought he’d see the 
day when anyone would go to Hank Lapp for matchmaking advice. 
It was like asking an elephant to tie your shoe, but if Dane Glick 
wanted to put his fate in the hands of Hank Lapp and his cronies, 
then who was he to interfere? Besides, David had enough troubles 
on his plate. The church of Stoney Ridge, for one.
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Maybe helping Dane find a wife would be a good thing. David 
did worry about the young man, fairly new to Stoney Ridge and all 
alone on that neglected hillside property. But who could handle a 
fellow like Dane Glick?

He thought of a news article he had just read this morning about 
the training of service dogs. Some dogs were dropped from the 
program because they were “too much dog.” Too exuberant, too 
enthusiastic, too distractable, too much to handle.

That, David realized, described Dane Glick to a T: “Too much man.”
Unpolished, rough around the edges, Dane was like a gust of 

wind blowing through an open window, somewhat oblivious to 
the effect he had on others. But, David thought, he had a kind 
heart and a way with animals. Maybe Hank was right. Es is en 
Deckel fer alle Haffe. There’s a lid for every pot.

Suddenly, all of the graybeards’ eyes turned toward him. 
“David’s niece?” Hank said.

“My niece?”
Hank nodded. “That’s who Dane has picked out for his future 

missus.”
Dane slapped his palm against his forehead, knocking his hat off. 

“I forgot to mention, David. I dropped two of your nieces off at your 
house.” He bent down to pick up his hat. “Not to worry. Ruthie was 
home to tend to them.”

“Which nieces? What were their names?”
Dane’s face went blank. “Come to think of it, I don’t know. I was 

a little dazzled by their beauty and forgot to ask.” He lit up and 
lifted a finger in the air. “Ohio! They said they were from Ohio.”

That narrowed it down to all of David’s nieces—sixteen at last 
count.

Well, as long as his daughter Ruthie was tending to the visiting 
nieces, he would wait to head home after he closed the store for 
the day. Without any actual paying customers in the store, David 
went back to his office to set his mind on this letter to Isaac 
Bender, a nearby bishop. He sat in his chair with the pen poised 
in his hands ... stuck. How to put into words the dilemma facing 
the church?
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His mind traveled to Dane’s uncle, Freeman Glick, as it often did, 
and he said a prayer for the unrepentant, stubborn man. Freeman 
was—is—the bishop for Stoney Ridge.

But the church was facing an impossible, improbable, 
heartbreaking situation, a problem created by Freeman Glick. 
Switching the lots in the hymnals during the choosing of a 
minister or bishop was a serious sin, a sign of grave arrogance. 
Even more heinous was the knowledge that this lot switching had 
begun with former bishop Elmo Beiler, a man who was beloved. 
He had modeled the behavior to Freeman, who followed suit, 
doing what he thought was right.

So he said.
Freeman refused to believe he had done anything wrong. He 

was adamant that switching the lots was in the best interest of 
the church. David was still stunned by Freeman’s response when 
he asked him why he had switched the lots. “I knew that God was 
calling me to be bishop.”

But it wasn’t up to an individual to determine whether God was 
calling him to the position. It was the voice of the church that 
constituted the call. Freeman knew that.

It weighed heavily on David’s heart and conscience to help 
navigate the church through these troubled waters, and he knew 
that God alone could guide it safely through to the other side. It 
was a situation beyond his own limited supply of earthly wisdom. 
What was there to do when a good bishop goes bad?

Just as the dam broke and words started to flow, David heard 
the door to the store open and the voices around the woodstove 
quiet, like the hush before a storm.

“Oh no. No, no, no. This will never do. It all has to be changed.”
Instantly, David recognized the high, loud, tinny voice and felt a 

shiver run down his spine, the way he used to feel when he was a 
boy and was found with his hand in the cookie jar.

“The layout is all wrong. The lighting is far too dim. The cooler 
should be in the back. And why is there a group of old men 
loitering by the stove? Have they no place to be? No, no, no ... this 
simply will not do.”
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David took a deep breath, sent up a prayer for strength, and 
went to greet his mother.

Abigail Stoltzfus was perplexed by the astonished look on her 
redheaded cousins’ freckled faces as they opened the door. She 
expected them to be pleased, but they didn’t seem at all happy to 
see them, especially Ruthie, who blocked the door as Molly, Lydie, 
and Emma peeked out around her. Abigail noticed they all had 
the same shade of light brown eyes that ran in the blood of this 
family—the color of brown eggshells.

Ruthie looked them up and down. “Gabby. Laura. What are you 
two doing here?”

“Mother sent us to fix your problems,” Abigail said.
Laura stepped in front of her. “Mother told us about Katrina, 

poor dear, and about your father’s ... situation at church. We’re 
here to lend moral support.”

“I don’t see why,” Ruthie replied in a flat voice. “We don’t need 
help.”

That’s exactly what Abigail had thought! “Excellent.” It was 
unfortunate that the young man, who had happily offered a ride 
from town, had already left. Though, on second thought, she 
doubted she could tolerate a return bus ride all the way back to 
Ohio today. But after a good meal and a decent night’s sleep, she 
would be fortified and ready to go. “We’ll head home first thing in 
the morning.”

Laura frowned at her. “No, we won’t. We’ll stay as long as we’re 
wanted and needed.” She smiled sweetly at Ruthie. “May we 
come in?”

“We’re just coming in from school,” Ruthie said. “Dad’s still at the 
store.” But she did open the door wide to let them in.

Laura oohed and aahed at how tall the twins had grown, asked 
Molly about her cooking, and questioned Ruthie about how it felt 
to be in her last year of school. It was Laura’s way with people, 
something Abigail admired but had trouble understanding how 
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it worked. And it did work. “You catch more flies with honey than 
vinegar,” Laura would often say. Abigail being more of the vinegar 
type, obviously.

Successfully thawed out, Ruthie offered to show them upstairs 
to the bedroom where they would be staying. Jesse’s room, quite 
recently vacated, with a lingering scent of musty sneakers. Even 
the wrinkled bed was left unmade.

Abigail let Laura take care of unpacking their suitcases while 
she set out her manila file folders on the bureau top. For the last 
few years, she had worked alongside her father in his small side 
business of helping people map out their genealogies. Most of the 
research was easy work for her—she had developed stellar skills 
as a volunteer librarian in her county’s bookmobile. Her father had 
been working on a client’s genealogy when a bout of melancholia 
made it impossible for him to continue, and Abigail had felt it was 
her duty to finish what he had started. She picked up where he 
left off and started to correspond with the client, a young woman 
who lived in Stoney Ridge. Abigail was absolutely confident that 
finishing up the completion of this family tree would spur her 
father to return to his old self.

There was a tiny glitch in this plan. Abigail had posed as her 
father in the letters with the client. She hadn’t intended to 
mislead the client. Her intention was only to honor her father by 
completing the genealogy. Plus, her father’s handwriting was 
atrocious.

But then she hit a brick wall that proved unpassable, 
insurmountable, a dead end. An entire piece of family history was 
missing! Amazing.

Despite the brick wall, letters kept passing between this client 
and Abigail, continuing with increased frequency and depth. They 
wandered off genealogy and on to other topics. Why was it easier 
to get to know a stranger, on paper, than it was the people Abigail 
knew her entire life? A conundrum.

Well, this unexpected mission to Stoney Ridge might have 
thrown her life into chaos, but it would provide an opportunity 
to right this wrong. She would find a way to break through the 
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client’s brick wall ... and then admit that she had been posing as 
her father. She hoped the client was the forgiving type. From her 
letters, the woman seemed to be lighthearted and easygoing, with 
a good sense of humor.

Possibly, they might even become friends.
For some reason, Abigail had never had many friends, apart 

from her sister Laura. It turned out that she wasn’t very good at 
making friends. Other girls didn’t seem to like her. Laura thought 
the art of making friends was a weak muscle for Abigail and 
that she should keep practicing, try to work it and strengthen it. 
Abigail doubted she even had that particular muscle.

She had trouble understanding the subtleties of female 
friendship. Just last Sunday, a clump of young women were 
gathered together, questioning what it meant when Eddie 
Bender had winked at Sarah Hochstetler during church. Abigail 
had inched into their exclusive circle to offer the very logical 
possibility that Eddie Bender might have a facial tic, indicating 
the presence of a brain tumor. Or a serious illness. The girls 
gaped at her, exchanged looks with each other, and closed their 
ranks once again. Laura whispered that Abigail shouldn’t take 
everything so seriously.

That seemed like poor advice. A brain tumor could be a very 
serious matter.

However, Eddie Bender’s facial tic was not her top priority. 
She wondered what the hours of the Stoney Ridge library might 
be. She hoped hours extended into evening. Tonight, perhaps? 
It was possible that a Lancaster County library might have 
better resources at their disposal than the one in Ohio. After all, 
Lancaster County was the second original settlement of the Amish. 
Berks County was the first. In fact, a side trip to Berks County 
might be an even better option. Just as she was trying to calculate 
the distance to Berks County, she heard Laura gasp in horror.

“Gabby, come quick!” Laura was at the window, peering down 
with a look of astonishment on her face. Abigail hurried over to 
the window and saw a horse and buggy come to a stop by the front 
door. Her uncle David climbed out of the buggy. “Why, he looks to 
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be in excellent health.” Not sad or troubled or nearing a nervous 
breakdown, the way her mother painted him out to be.

“Gabby, you always overlook the obvious. Look more closely.”
And then she saw someone else emerge out of the other side of 

the buggy. “Oh no.”
“Yes.”
Please, please, please, no. Not her.
But it was her. The most vexing woman on this earth.
Tillie Yoder Stoltzfus. Privately referred to by her children 

and grandchildren as Mammi die Nasiche. Mammi the Meddler. A 
woman who felt she knew best how to run everyone’s life. Their 
grandmother.

All of Abigail’s splendid plans to locate her client and spend 
hours completing the family genealogy in a quiet library together 
disappeared like the wisp of vapor from a teacup.

Jesse Stoltzfus heard his overeager puppy run to greet someone, 
but from where he was, lying underneath a buggy with a manual 
at his side, trying to figure out if he was working on an axle 
or a rod, he could only see four large black paws and a pair of 
women’s shoes—feet that belonged to his landlady and chief 
hover-er, Fern Lapp.

Fern was the second wife of Amos Lapp, a gentle man who was 
born and raised on Windmill Farm and left Jesse, for the most 
part, alone to do his work. Not so with Fern. Her face, etched with 
lines of an undetermined age, rarely smiled, and her ears never 
missed a word that was said on Windmill Farm—whether or not 
the words were meant to be heard. But she came with the farm 
and took care of everybody and everything, Jesse included. That 
gave her the right—in her own mind, at least—to a great many 
opinions, none of which were left unspoken.

Jesse, whose own mother had passed, held Fern in a mixture 
of fear and reverence. He had been charmed by her immediately, 
although he was never quite sure whether the sentiment was 
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returned. Probably not.
From underneath the buggy, he saw Fern’s hands drop down to 

pat the puppy.
That dog. Mim Schrock had given him a black Labrador puppy 

for his birthday last week. She said he seemed lonely, especially 
now that he was no longer living with his family but in an 
apartment above the buggy shop at Windmill Farm, and she 
thought a canine companion would cheer him up. This was 
extremely awkward because, in truth, he was thoroughly content 
to be living alone—completely, deliriously, utterly happy!—and 
he did not want a dog. But Mim placed this young puppy into his 
arms without any suspicion that it might be the last thing in the 
world that Jesse wanted. It was a pity gift, Jesse was convinced, 
as Mim had jilted him in favor of Danny Riehl. The puppy was 
a consolation prize. One that chewed everything Jesse owned, 
relieved itself frequently and indiscriminately, and had a unique 
talent for selective deafness whenever he issued commands.

Jesse’s cool indifference seemed to make the pup all the more 
passionate about him. Sometimes he thought he would never 
enjoy a moment alone for the rest of his life. Being alone was a 
slice of heaven! He came from a family of all girls; his sisters never 
stopped talking. For the first time in his life, he could complete 
a thought without being interrupted. Use the bathroom without 
first waiting in a long line. Take a shower without fear of running 
out of hot water. Sheer bliss. Until this puppy arrived. It woke as 
Fern’s annoying rooster gave its first loud crow, and it made sure 
Jesse was up too by licking his face. An odious way to start the day.

Worst of all, the puppy served as a continual reminder of Mim, to 
whom many of Jesse’s thoughts kept returning, like birds roosting 
in trees at nightfall. All in all, he would much rather spend time 
thinking of ways to woo her back than manage this unmanageable 
dog, which he had named C.P., short for Consolation Prize.

“Your father called from the store and left a phone message for 
you.”

Jesse pushed himself out from underneath the buggy to answer 
Fern and immediately blocked his face from a tackle by the puppy. 
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“Anything important?”
Fern pursed her lips in that disapproving way she had. “Only 

if you consider a visit from your grandmother and cousins to be 
important.”

“Which grandmother?” He hoped it would be his mother’s 
mother, who was sweet and kind and not at all nosy. His father’s 
mother ... well, there was something about Tillie Yoder Stoltzfus 
that made nearly everyone stand up straight and throw their 
shoulders back. “And which cousins? I have dozens.” Girls, all girls. 
Family gatherings were a sore trial to Jesse.

“No idea. The message is that you are due home for dinner.” Fern 
was watching him, wearing her I-know-what-you’re-thinking look. 

“Tonight.”
That was rather disconcerting news to Jesse. As much as he 

enjoyed his family, he tried to circumvent any visit home during 
mealtimes. His sister Molly’s cooking was that bad. And Fern’s 
cooking was that good. He had only lived at Windmill Farm for 
a short time, but he was feeling very settled in. The puzzle of 
buggy repairs held a certain intellectual complexity that appealed 
to his restless mind. And the customers of Stoney Ridge, which 
included each and every family, were overjoyed at Jesse’s generally 
speedy completion of repairs. His predecessor, Hank Lapp, did not 
concern himself with matters of timeliness.

Another plus was that buggy repair work allowed Jesse time 
to pursue other interests, such as helping his father’s store, 
the Bent N’ Dent, attain new levels of customer service and 
satisfaction. The All-in-One Bent N’ Dent, he envisioned. His father 
had been remarkably open (perhaps nonresistant was a more 
apt description) to improvements, though Jesse suspected that 
was only because he was thoroughly distracted with the church 
ruckus. And, of course, there was also the Birdy diversion.

Strange, Jesse thought, to think of his father with a girlfriend. 
Fortunately, Jesse was fond of Birdy. Everyone was. It was 
regrettable that she happened to be the sister of Freeman Glick, 
but you couldn’t help the family you were born into.

Fern sighed, pulling Jesse out of his musings and into the 
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present. An uncomfortable vision suddenly shot across his mind. 
His grandmother ... encountering his sister Katrina in her ... 
condition. A ripple of dread blew over him.

He’d better get home, fast. First, though, he should fortify 
himself at Fern’s supper table.
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Vermilion, Ohio 
Sunday, December 7, 1941

Lillian Avery’s dream couldn’t have come true at a worse time.
In the pale afternoon sun slanting through the kitchen window, 

Dad sat at the table building a model ship while humming “On 
Christ the Solid Rock I Stand,” and Mom gathered kitchen gadgets.

“Here. A flour sifter.” Mom added it to Lillian’s pile on the counter.
“Remember, Mary Stirling said I didn’t need to bring anything for 

the apartment in Boston.”
Mom rummaged through a cabinet. “But do they have a flour 

sifter? You’ll need one. And last Christmas Jim gave me a new one.” 
Her voice cracked.

Lillian’s heart clenched. At the table, Dad stopped humming 
and gave Lillian a look that said, “At a time like this, take the flour 
sifter.”

Mom already had reason to be anxious, with the United States 
tilting on the brink of war and the three oldest Avery boys serving 
as naval officers. But now? Two weeks after Jim’s destroyer—a 
neutral ship!—had been sunk by a U-boat? Two weeks of not 
knowing if he was alive or dead?
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How could Lillian leave home at a time like this?
She squeezed the handle of the flour sifter so it made the 

“shugga-shugga” sound she loved. “Sure, Mom. But if you fill my 
trunk with gadgets, I won’t have room for clothing and I’ll have to 
walk around Boston naked.” She winked at Dad.

He smiled and resumed humming and tinkering.
“Lillian Avery! What am I going to do with you?” Mom extracted 

herself from the cabinet, her hazel eyes misty. “Rather, what am I 
going to do without you?”

“You’ll manage, same as you did when I was at Ohio State.”
“I know.” Mom tucked a graying lock of hair back into the roll 

at the nape of her neck. “But I do wish you’d found a job closer to 
home.”

Lillian suppressed a groan. Even excellent grades hadn’t 
shielded her from six months of unemployment. Thank goodness 
Jim had found her a position in Boston. Of course, she’d still have 
to prove herself. In the acceptance letter, Cyrus Dixon had stated 
he didn’t want to hire a girl pharmacist but that the peacetime 
draft limited his choices. She could imagine how he felt about 
hiring a cripple.

“I’ll be fine, Mom.” In time, she’d win over crotchety Mr. Dixon.
“I know. You have my spunk.” Mom squinted at a turkey baster.
“I don’t know, Erma.” Dad tied a miniature sail to a miniature 

mast. “With Lillian’s spunk and Mary Stirling for a roommate, she 
could get in all kinds of trouble.”

“Isn’t that something?” Lillian plucked the turkey baster from her 
mother’s hand and slipped it into the drawer. “I didn’t know her 
well growing up, but she was always so quiet and sensible, and off 
she goes—”

“And catches a saboteur.” Mom stashed the baster in Lillian’s pile. 
“Well, young lady, see you don’t get caught up in such shenanigans.”

“I’m working at a drugstore, not an ammunition plant.” To 
distract her parents from the truth that drug addicts did rob 
drugstores, Lillian grabbed the baster, held it to her mouth like a 
trumpet, and squeezed the rubber bulb in rhythm to her words. 

“Don’t make me go to Massachusetts. That’s where Thanksgiving 
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started. Do you know what they do to turkeys there?”
“Goofy girl.” Mom laughed. She actually laughed, for the first 

time since the telegram came. “But what if you need—”
“They have stores in Boston. I—”
The doorbell rang.
Everyone sucked in a breath. It was only three-thirty. Lucy and 

Martin weren’t arriving until five. Who else would come on a 
Sunday afternoon?

A telegram would.
“I’ll get it.” Lillian kept her voice light. She turned too fast, and 

her prosthesis pinched the skin around her knee, but she moved at 
a steady and calm pace for her parents’ sake.

“Oh, George.” Mom’s voice wavered.
Grasping the doorknob, Lillian squeezed her eyes shut. Lord, 

please let Jim be all right.
Her two younger brothers, Ed and Charlie, pounded down the 

stairs behind her.
Lillian twisted the doorknob and faced the boy from Western 

Union and whatever news he had. After she tipped him and he 
departed, she leaned against the doorjamb, the door wide open, 
chilly air nipping at her good leg.

“Read it,” her father said, deep and firm.
She slipped a shaky finger under the lip of the envelope. How 

could one tiny slip of paper hold the power to change their lives 
forever?

Lillian scanned it, read it, read it again to make sure she 
comprehended, her breath chuffing out faster and faster, pushing 
up a smile. “It’s from Jim.”

“Yes ...?” Mom said, her eyes anxious.
“No, Mom. Not from the Navy. From Jim. He’s alive.”
“Oh, hallelujah.” She sagged against the wall, eyes shut, hands 

clasped under her chin.
Dad grabbed the telegram. “Here you go. ‘Alive and whole. Back 

in Boston. Thirty-day survivor’s leave. Might come home for 
Christmas. Might bring Arch.’”

“He’s alive, and he’s coming home.” Mom smiled toward heaven.
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“Might come home, he said.” Lillian tugged her old maroon 
sweater tighter around her.

“He’s bringing Arch,” Dad said. “Such a nice young man.”
“Might bring him.” Lillian hadn’t met Jim’s best friend, Archer 

Vandenberg, who came with a pedigree as hoity-toity as his name, 
but she didn’t relish the thought of sharing Christmas with some 
snooty society boy.

At the base of the stairs, Ed and Charlie sang about the 
unsinkable Avery boys and danced a bad jig with their too-big feet 
and their too-long legs and their too-deep voices.

A smile burst onto Lillian’s face. Why was she fussing about 
Christmas? Jim was alive, and nothing else mattered.

She reached outside to pull the screen door shut. Martin 
Freeman’s Chevy parked on the driveway, and Lucy opened the 
car door and dashed up the walk.

Lillian frowned. Lucy never opened a door for herself.
Her identical twin sister’s dark blonde hair bounced around her 

shoulders as she trotted up to the porch, her hazel eyes round, her 
face pale and drawn. “Did you hear?”

They must have seen the Western Union car and followed it. 
Lillian smiled to ease her sister’s fear. “It’s good news. Very—”

“How could you?” Lucy’s face twisted and reddened. “You’ve 
always been coldhearted, but this—”

“Lucy.” Dad set his voice down like a rock and clamped his hand 
on Lillian’s shoulder.

At that moment, Lillian’s heart felt anything but cold. “Jim’s alive.” 
Her tone came out clipped. “I suppose it is coldhearted of me to 
consider that good news.”

“Lillian.” Dad squeezed her shoulder.
Lucy’s lips parted, and her gaze swam between family members. 

“Jim ... he’s alive. Well, that explains ... but haven’t ... oh, you aren’t 
listening to the radio.”

Martin stepped to his wife’s side. “You need to sit down, sweetie.”
“Oh yes. In my condition.” She curved one hand around her belly.
Lillian’s shoulders softened in Dad’s grip. After four years of 

marriage, Lucy was finally carrying a child into her fourth month 
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of pregnancy. With her emotions in turmoil, outbursts were 
expected. Still, would an apology be too much to ask for?

Martin guided Lucy to a wing chair as if she were fragile and 
precious.

Familiar jealousy wormed inside. Men never treated Lillian that 
way. Since she was already shattered, they gaped at her in shock, 
then swept her into the corner and walked on past. She would 
never be precious.

Lillian thrust the door shut and left her self-pity outside in the 
cold.

“Such news,” Lucy said. “So awful.”
Ed fiddled with the radio knobs, and voices broke through the 

static, somber and strident.
The Avery family gathered in the living room as words 

organized into sentences, and sentences clarified into truth. 
Horrible truth about the tropical land of Hawaii and the naval 
base at Pearl Harbor and Japanese planes with blood-red spots 
and American ships in flames. Ships sinking. Lots of ships. Good 
strong ships. And men killed. Lots of men. Good strong men.

Lillian’s oldest brother, Dan, was on a cruiser somewhere in the 
Atlantic. The second-oldest brother, Rob, served in San Diego. Jim 
was back in Boston after surviving a sinking. What would happen 
to them now?

“We’re at war,” Lucy said with a sob.
Mom leaned on Dad. Lucy gripped her belly and Martin’s arm. 

Charlie sat on the rug by the radio, his back straight as a gun. Ed’s 
good strong hand formed a fist on top of the radio cabinet.

And Lillian tugged her blood-red sweater around her, knowing 
she could never wear it again because it would bring back 
memories of that day.
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Friday, December 19, 1941
Arch couldn’t shake the dream.

He shifted in the train seat and stretched his eyes wide. Anything 
to stay awake and avoid the nightmare. Conversation would help, 
but Jim Avery and Mary Stirling sat across the aisle, cooing at each 
other. How could Arch complain? It had taken months for the couple 
to admit their love, and now they reveled in it.

His eyes drifted shut. No, he couldn’t fall asleep. Not in public.
With a solid shake of his head, he adjusted the jacket of his 

newly tailored dress blues. He’d lost most of his possessions when 
the Atwood went down.

The shudder of the torpedo piercing the destroyer’s skin. The 
shouts of the men in the engine room as they fought to keep the 
ship underway. The second torpedo. The list to starboard. The call 
to abandon ship.

As an officer, Arch had insisted his men get out first, but the 
watertight hatch was stuck. Could they open it in time?

No, he wasn’t trapped. He was on a train in Ohio, but his fingers 
trembled in his lap.

Arch rubbed his hands together, as if cold. He’d lick this. He had 
to. His future depended on it.

“Here we go—Vermilion, Ohio.” Jim leaned over and grinned at 
Arch. “Ready for a home-cooked supper?”

“Absolutely.” Why hadn’t he noticed the train’s deceleration? 
He fetched his coat from the overhead rack. Two weeks in the 
heartland should set his head back on straight.

Better than two weeks at the Vandenberg estate in Connecticut, 
with long-legged Elizabeth “Bitsy” Chamberlain working her wiles 
on him. He’d spent three days at home after the sinking, and that 
was three days too many.

Arch buttoned his coat.
Ironic that Bitsy had broken up with him in high school when 

he insisted on attending the Naval Academy, but now her interest 
had reignited, potent and deadly. With the United States at war, 
landing a naval officer had risen in status in their society. But 
Arch knew her. After the war ended, she wouldn’t rest until she’d 
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trapped him in a position at Vandenberg Insurance, trapped him 
in the mansion she deserved.

He’d rather go down with the ship.
Arch followed Jim and Mary off the train. The evening cold stole 

his breath. Not as brisk as the North Atlantic convoy route, but 
close. On the platform, puffs of steam from the engine glowed in 
the lamplight.

A middle-aged couple dashed forward, laughing, and pulled Jim 
into an embrace and a session of face-patting, as if to affirm he 
was really alive.

Then Mrs. Avery embraced Mary, a girl she’d known from 
childhood, exclaiming how happy she was that Mary was willing 
to put up with her Jim.

Mr. Avery shook Arch’s hand. “Good to see you, Arch. It’s been a 
while since we saw you at graduation. We’re glad to have you.”

“Thank you, sir. I’m glad to be here.”
“Let’s get the luggage.” He led the way. “Lillian’s keeping the car 

warmed up, Ed and Charlie are back at the house, and Lucy and 
Martin promised to come by and make sure the boys left us some 
dinner.”

Arch chuckled, but his head spun. As an only child, how was he 
going to keep the Avery clan straight? Seven children! He knew 
Dan and Rob, Jim’s older brothers, from the Academy, but he hadn’t 
met the others, and he never could remember the names and 
relationships.

Out on the street, Mr. Avery opened the trunk of a late-model 
Pontiac sedan, large and serviceable, and they loaded the luggage. 
Then Arch slipped into the backseat on the driver’s side, with 
Mary in the middle and Jim on the right.

On the passenger side, a light-haired young lady leaned over the 
front seat in an awkward embrace with Jim. “So glad you’re alive. 
What would I do without you?”

“I got you a job. You’d be fine.”
The girl grasped Mary by the arm. “I can’t wait to join you in 

Boston.”
Arch squinted. Boston. Yes, the sister who was a pharmacist, of 
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all things. Thank goodness Mr. Avery hadn’t shut the front door 
and snuffed out the overhead light, because she was a rather 
pretty pharmacist, with a delicate face and large dark eyes.

Jim set his hand on his sister’s shoulder. “Lillian, you haven’t met 
my friend Arch.”

“How do you do, Lillian? It’s a pleasure to meet you.” He put on 
his best smile and stretched out his hand.

She gave him a brief handshake. “How do you do?”
Mr. Avery sat in the driver’s seat. “Home again, home again—”

“Jiggety jig!” Jim and Lillian said in unison and laughed.
What would it have been like to grow up with a large family like 

this? A normal middle-class family in normal middle America?
Lillian twisted around in the front seat. “Mary, tell me about the 

apartment.”
“Yes,” Mrs. Avery said from beside her daughter. “Do you have 

everything you need?”
“A flour sifter? A turkey baster?” Humor ruffled Lillian’s voice.
“Oh, you.” Her mother nudged her.
“I think so,” Mary said, a smile visible in the dim light.
“See, Mom. I told you Boston was civilized.” Lillian looked back 

over her shoulder. “Jim, tell me more about Dixon’s Drugs. How 
big is the store? Is it clean and modern? How many employees? Do 
they have a soda fountain?”

Jim put his arm around Mary’s shoulder. “Yes, no, yes, yes.”
“Smart aleck,” Lillian said.
“I can be of some help.” Arch leaned forward. Time to turn those 

large eyes his way. “It’s rather old-fashioned, like stepping back to 
the turn of the century.”

“Yes,” Mary said. “I shop there because it’s on the way home from 
the El station, but sometimes I have a hard time finding things.”

“Good.” Lillian seemed to grow a few inches. “That means I’ll 
have a job to do. I learned so much in school, and I can’t wait to 
apply it.”

She went on to describe things she’d learned, proper practices 
for running a store and serving patients. Her voice was low in tone 
and precise in pace, her words intelligent and informed, and her 
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bearing lively without giddiness.
A pleasant sense of warmth filled Arch’s chest. Jim had held out on 

him. Never once did he mention his sister was so bright and lovely.
Mary patted Lillian’s shoulder. “Before you make too many plans, 

wait and see the store and get to know Mr. Dixon.”
Jim grumbled. “He does seem set in his ways. I told you—”

“I know. He doesn’t want a woman pharmacist, but the draft is 
siphoning off the men, so now I have a chance to fulfill my dream.”

“A chance?” Arch put his full charm into his words. “I’d say it’s a 
done deal.”

The car stopped at an intersection, and a streetlamp cast light 
on Lillian’s strained smile.

His charm didn’t ... charm her? Arch sat back, but then that 
warmth stirred into full appreciation.

This woman wasn’t like the society girls angling for the best 
husbands or the shopgirls digging for gold.

Not Lillian Avery. She’d gone to college to learn, not to snag 
a man. She had a career and plans and dreams and didn’t need 
Archer Vandenberg or his wealth. And his good looks and charm 
didn’t seem to affect her.

If he could win the heart of a woman like her, it wouldn’t be due 
to his name or looks or money, but due to who he was inside.

That would mean something.
Mr. Avery pulled to a stop in front of a modest-sized two-story 

brick home.
Now was the time to act. Arch bolted from the car and circled 

to the passenger side, careful not to slip on the icy pavement. He 
opened the door and bowed his head. “Miss Avery.”

She glanced up with those large eyes. Guarded eyes. She swung 
one leg out. A shapely leg.

My, he liked a good set of legs on a lady.
Then she swung out the other leg. A strange line stretched below 

her knee. Her leg looked stiff. Fake. An artificial leg?
Jim’s plethora of stories bounced around in Arch’s head. 

Something about a sister who lost a leg and never let it slow her 
down. This sister?
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Oh no. He was staring.
He shifted his gaze to Lillian’s face. Her cool, appraising face.

“Jim didn’t tell you.”
Arch wiped his hand over his mouth, wiped away gaping 

rudeness. “I—well, he—I think—”
She closed her eyes, shook her head, and marched away, a slight 

hitch in her step.
Arch’s breath turned to icicles. Win her heart? At this point he’d 

be happy to make peace.

FAMILYFICTION.COMMAY 2016

http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/sarah-sundin/books/anchor-in-the-storm-a-novel-waves-of-freedom-2/


EXCERPTSPECIAL

START READING NOW

Hope in the Land by Olivia Newport
Published with Permission  
from Shiloh Run Press

CHAPTER 1 
Lancaster County, Pennsylvania, 1936 

The steer resisted, but Gloria Grabill had been wresting open the 
mouths of livestock for twenty-five years. All she required was 
one spot of weakened resistance along the jawline. Her practiced 
fingers found it and rubbed the roof of the mouth so the animal 
would open wide enough for Gloria to shoot in the capsule of 
aloin and ginger. Immediately, she released the capsule gun and 
clamped the steer’s mouth under one arm for the few seconds it 
took to be sure the steer did not spit back her efforts. This was a 
perfectly good bovine, and Gloria had no intention of sacrificing 
the meat it would supply her family because indigestion got out 
of hand and made the animal unwilling to feed well enough to 
gain weight. 

“Ick.” 
Gloria released the steer and turned to her youngest daughter. 

“You’ll learn to do that soon enough.” 
“Why?” Betsy’s grimace lingered as she jumped down from her 

perch on the pasture’s wooden fence. 
“It’s a handy skill. You can’t run a farm if you can’t make a 

capsule and give it to an animal.” Gloria wiped her hands on the 
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tattered apron she wore when she handled the animals. The steer 
inched away from her. 

“Polly doesn’t know how to do it,” Betsy said. 
“Polly is Polly.” Gloria opened the gate and gestured for her 

ten-year-old to walk through. Polly shared her mother’s dark 
hair and slender nose, Gloria’s gray eyes traded for green, but her 
mind had mysterious ways. Gloria had every hope Betsy would 
learn to do what she had just witnessed. If she had realized it 
would be so difficult for Polly to master the task, she would have 
started teaching her sooner. There was still time. She was not yet 
betrothed. 

They walked toward the house, where preparation for the 
midday meal awaited. 

“I can’t wait for school to start next week.” Betsy’s voice lilted at 
the prospect. 

This year only Betsy and Nancy would be packing their lunch 
pails to carry to the one-room schoolhouse. Alice had finished the 
eighth grade in the spring and would join her three sisters and 
two brothers in the farmwork and housework over the winter. It 
was also time for Alice to master the sewing machine and cut out 
a garment with more precision. The snowy months ahead would 
give her plenty of opportunity. 

“There’s Daed.” Betsy lifted a hand to wave. 
Gloria touched her daughter’s back. “Run to the house and check 

on dinner. It’s time to mix the biscuits.” 
“I’ll do it!” 
“Ask for help.” 
“I’ll ask Polly.” 
“Yes. No, wait. See if you can find Lena.” 
Betsy raced ahead, and Gloria paused to await her husband, 

who rumbled along the lane beside the fence in one of the family’s 
three buggies. She never liked it when he visited the Swains. 

When he came alongside her, Marlin reined in the horse and 
jumped down from the buggy seat to lead the horse on foot. Gloria 
raised an eyebrow and fell into step with him. 

“They’re coming for dinner,” Marlin said. 

FAMILYFICTION.COMMAY 2016



EXCERPTSPECIAL

“Who?” 
“Who do you suppose? Ernie and Minerva.” 
“Surely Minerva is preparing a meal of her own.” 
“She’s been occupied all morning,” Marlin said. “They were just 

going to have sandwiches, so I thought they may as well join us for 
a real meal.” 

“What about their hands?” Gloria pictured her pot of stew and 
made mental divisions to stretch it to serve more. 

“They’ll have to make do with sandwiches.” 
Gloria let her step slacken to fall a pace behind Marlin and allow 

herself a controlled sigh. 
Minerva Swain was coming to dinner.

The back door creaked on the hinges Ernie had been threatening 
to change for at least four years. In the front room, Minerva closed 
the latest mail-order catalog and slid it under a sofa cushion. She 
reached the kitchen just as Ernie opened the faucet on the sink. 

Minerva moved to the icebox. “I had in mind ham for the 
sandwiches.” 

“You can set out the sandwiches for Jonesy and Collins,” Ernie 
said.

Minerva’s brows crept toward each other. “Aren’t you hungry?” 
“Starved.” 
Ernie had rolled up his shirtsleeves and was scrubbing his arms 

all the way up to the elbows. Minerva’s stomach sank. 
“We’re going to the Grabills’ for lunch.” Ernie flashed a grin. 
“Did you invite yourself again?” 
“It was Marlin’s idea this time.” 
Minerva blew out her breath. “The two of you always concoct 

something when you get together.” 
“He’s a good man. I enjoy his friendship.” 
Minerva had nothing against Marlin Grabill except that he 

was married to Gloria. She’d had nothing in common with Gloria 
for the last forty years and did not expect to discover common 
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interests in the next forty years. Of all the men on the neighboring 
farms whom Ernie could befriend, why had he chosen Gloria’s 
husband? 

“Where’s Rose?” Ernie asked, reaching for a towel to dry his 
hands. 

“Out with her friends.” Minerva removed ham from the icebox 
and laid out sliced bread. The farmhands still needed their lunch. 

“Too bad,” Ernie said. “I think she rather enjoys the Grabill girls.” 
“There are so many of them.” 
“That’s part of the fun.” 
“They haven’t even been to high school.” Minerva slapped four 

sandwiches together and put a bite of ham in her mouth. The 
sandwiches were nothing fancy, but she would rather stay home 
and nibble ham and bread than sit at the Grabill table. 

“Relax, Minerva,” Ernie said. “It’s just lunch.” 
She stiffened, hating it when Ernie told her to relax. The 

sandwiches obscured the tin plate, and Minerva filled two clean 
milk bottles with water. If Ernie had come in from the field, his 
two hands would not be far behind. She covered the sandwiches 
with a fresh towel and carried them to the makeshift back porch 
table, created by two wide planks balanced on half barrels, before 
inhaling a muttering breath and returning to the kitchen. 

“We should go,” Ernie said. 
“I have to get dressed.” Minerva pushed past him and crossed 

the kitchen. 
“What’s wrong with what you’re wearing?” 
Minerva glanced at the everyday cotton print dress and kept 

walking. “It’s ordinary.” 
“This is an ordinary day and an ordinary lunch.” 
Minerva rolled her eyes and continued into the bedroom. After a 

quarter of a century together, he still did not grasp that she would 
not leave the farm in a common day dress. 

FAMILYFICTION.COMMAY 2016



EXCERPTSPECIAL

Polly winced and made a grab for the red hen. “Is this the right 
one?” The hen squawked and flapped out of reach. 

Seventeen-year-old Sylvia finished pulling a hand rake through a 
layer of chicken litter. “You can’t let her use her wings.” 

Polly knew that. Her mother had been saying the same thing 
since Polly was six. It was ridiculous that she still tried to pick up 
a chicken from underneath and leave its wings free to protest. 

Sylvia abandoned the litter collection and moved toward the hen 
on the floor of the poultry house. “We still need to check her feet.” 

While Polly scratched the side of her face, Sylvia swooped 
toward the red hen, swiftly confined its wings, and tucked the 
bird between her rib and arm. Sylvia used a couple of fingers to 
still the feet and get a good look. 

“She’s just dirty.” Freed once again, the hen flew up to the 
highest roosting bar. 

This had been the only poultry shed when Polly was little. When 
she was ten, her mother had pushed out one wall and enlarged the 
shed. Two years later, Polly’s father and brothers erected a second 
shed larger than the first, and three years after that added a third. 
Now the Grabills had four interconnecting sheds that opened onto 
a common yard where the chickens could peck at the ground in 
search of cracked corn and kitchen scraps. 

“How many hinkel do you suppose we have now?” Sylvia asked. 
Polly’s calculation was swift. “Two hundred and sixteen.” She 

did not count the three chickens she was fairly certain were 
destined for the Grabill supper table later in the day. 

“I don’t know how you do that.” Sylvia mixed some clean straw 
into the litter beneath the roosting bars. 

“I don’t know how you remember which one needs to have her 
feet checked,” Polly said. 

The numbers involved in keeping poultry never challenged 
Polly. It was the chickens themselves that stymied her. Her mother 
insisted her daughters check the eyes and feet of the chickens and 
inspect for lice on a regular basis. But to Polly a chicken was a 
chicken. Sylvia and Alice were the ones who could tell them apart. 
Like any farmer’s wife, her mother had begun keeping chickens 
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for the eggs and meat that fed a growing family. First there had 
been eight children, two sons and six daughters. Cousin Lillian had 
arrived when Betsy was small, and then the two daughters-in-law, 
and then two grandsons. By then a bit of egg money on the side 
had become a thriving business that brought in needed cash. 

The coop’s wire mesh door opened, and Polly and Sylvia both 
rotated toward the arrival. 

Lena leaned in. “Dinner is almost ready. You might want to start 
washing up.” 

“I’m famished.” Sylvia darted out of the coop. 
Lena cocked a head at Polly. “Everything all right?” 
Polly shrugged. “As all right as it ever is.” 
“Dinner will help. Then maybe you’ll have a breather.” 
Polly nodded. 
Barely a year younger, Lena was the sister who knew Polly best. 

At twenty and nineteen, and of marriageable age, they still slept 
in the same double bed they had shared through their childhoods. 
Polly had always assumed she would be the first Grabill sister to 
marry. Now she was not so sure. 

Lena held the coop door open. “Coming?” 
“In a minute.” 

Henry Edison kicked at the tire on the old automobile.
Immediately he retracted his foot. The tire was not at fault—for 

now. Attacking it in frustration might only cause one more thing 
to go wrong. Even in the middle of a severe economic depression, 
Henry did not know anyone who drove a car as old as his. 
Sometimes it seemed as if he spent half his time on the side of the 
road trying to coax the ancient Ford into motion again. Success 
generally resulted from a mixture of guesswork and vague 
memories that he’d heard that sound or seen that color of smoke 
before. 

Henry opened the hood and assessed his risk for getting burned 
or zapped if he touched anything. He couldn’t afford to keep this 
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car running. He also couldn’t do his job without it. 
If he could have found any other job, he wouldn’t be doing this 

one, and he wouldn’t be stuck on the side of a forsaken farm road 
in Lancaster County. The truth was that Henry was not doing 
this job either—not yet. He was on the payroll, and he’d been 
through two weeks of intense instruction on how to conduct 
interviews and keep his records organized, but he had yet to 
begin gathering data. 

When Henry began attending college courses, he expected to 
finish four years later and launch into business. Weeks after his 
first lecture, the stock market crashed. Only by half starving 
himself and working three insufficient part-time jobs had he 
managed to hold his degree in his hands after seven years. 
Even once he graduated in the spring, he worked Saturdays at a 
drugstore fountain where people were more likely to drool over 
the potentialities than to actually order anything. The pay barely 
covered the rent for one room in a boardinghouse, while debts for 
everything else piled up. Finally the owner decided he couldn’t 
afford to keep Henry on at all. Twenty million people were on 
relief, and college degree or not, Henry became one of them. 

Henry ruled out radiator trouble. He had put enough water in 
before leaving Philadelphia, barely sixty-five miles away. A loose 
connection? He peered at the possibilities. 

A woman had held this job before Henry, which did not speak 
well for its worth, and the wage was barely above subsistence. But 
it was a government job, and surely that would mean something 
eventually. The Depression could not last forever. 

If the engine trouble was anything serious, Henry would be 
in trouble until his first pay caught up with him. Despite four 
examinations, the coins in his pocket added up to the same sum 
every time.

And it was lacking every time. 
A truck rumbled toward him. Was it better to keep his head over 

the engine and look as if he knew what he was doing or to look up 
and appear helpless? 

Henry leaned in, readjusting connections and tapping major 
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sections of the engine. The truck passed. 
Then Henry climbed in behind the wheel. For several long 

minutes, he held still and listened to his own breath. He arranged 
the levers and pressed the buttons—and the ignition caught! 
The clatter the engine made was far from reassuring about 
its performance, but the car went into gear and responded to 
acceleration. 

According to the map he’d been given, Henry didn’t have much 
farther to go.

ReAd MoRe online!: http://www.familyfiction.com/authors/olivia-newport/books/hope-in-the-land-amish-turns-of-time-4/
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http://genesistoursusa.com/tour/experience-israel-tour-2016
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