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Sadie may be married now, but she's as spirited as ever, and her life is no less tame. In
fact, soon after she and Mark are settled into the farmhouse which Mark is renovating, she's
visited by three FBI agents who question her about the two children who mysteriously appeared
one day at the Ranch. Before the agents leave, they warn Sadie that her beloved horse, Paris, is
highly valuable, and that she and Mark may be in grave danger because of Paris. This
news, on top of Mark's unexpected black moods, leaves Sadie sometimes wishing she could go
home, "lay her head on Mam's shoulder, and ask why she hadn't warned her." But when Sadie is
kidnapped at gunpoint by two men in ski masks, her stubborn strength is tested beyond her
imagining. Mark disappears emotionally without warning. Now Sadie has disappeared, leaving
Mark and her family wracked with worry. And Anna, Sadie's youngest sister, desperate for Neil
Hershberger's attention, refuses to eat, plagued by an eating disorder as she fades away. And
yet, Mark's younger brother Timothy appears, bringing unexpected life and hope to the family.
Mercifully, healing and courage reappear in unexpected times and places in this concluding
volume of the Sadie's Montana series.Skyhorse Publishing, as well as our Arcade, Yucca, and
Good Books imprints, are proud to publish a broad range of books for readers interested in
fiction—novels, novellas, political and medical thrillers, comedy, satire, historical fiction,
romance, erotic and love stories, mystery, classic literature, folklore and mythology, literary
classics including Shakespeare, Dumas, Wilde, Cather, and much more. While not every title we
publish becomes a New York Times bestseller or a national bestseller, we are committed to
books on subjects that are sometimes overlooked and to authors whose work might not
otherwise find a home.

"ÝThis book¨ will effectively get you up to speed quickly if you are new to bilingual social
work.""[This book] will effectively get you up to speed quickly if you are new to bilingual social
work."From the Back CoverPresents the child abuse investigation referral in a bilingual format,
phrase by phrase directly as it occurs, to make it more accessible to both social worker and
family.About the AuthorEdward Stresino, raised in Buenos Aires and New York City, graduated
from The Johns Hopkins University and participated in the program of the Centro Mexicano de
Escritores. He has lived in Los Angeles since 1970.Read more
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THE SNOWS had come, Sadie missed Reuben the most. Oh, it wasn’t that she was lonely or
discontented. After all, she could go home whenever she wanted, as long as the snow was not
too heavy.It was just Reuben, his guileless blue eyes, the way he tossed his blond-streaked hair
away from his face, that often brought a lump to her throat.She was a married woman now.
Somehow, she felt no different than she ever had, except for the love that had come to fulfillment
with Mark Peight, her husband of exactly two months and five days.Sadie Peight. Or Sadie Anne
Peight. Sadie Miller no more.In the Amish world in which she lived, that close-knit community of
plain people in Montana, she was “Mark Sadie” now—not “Mark’s wife, Sadie,” in the proper way.
Just plain “Mark Sadie.” No last names were needed. Everyone knew who “Mark Sadie” was.Her
family, the Jacob Millers, had moved to Montana when she was 15 years old. She had had to
give up her beloved palomino riding horse, Paris, as well as her best friend and cousin, Eva,
moving thousands of miles away from her home community in Ohio.In time, she came to love
Montana, working at Aspen East, the huge ranch that employed dozens of men, cattle drivers,
farmers, horsemen, the list went on and on. She cooked large meals in the kitchen with Dorothy
Sevarr, whose husband, Jim, transported her to and from the ranch. The Sevarrs came to be
beloved friends, as well as Richard and Barbara Caldwell, the wealthy owners of Aspen East
Ranch.Sadie had met Mark when a horse appeared from seemingly nowhere in a snowstorm,
falling sick and disabled in front of Jim Sevarr’s pickup truck. Sadie opted to stay with the horse,
a beautiful but dying paint, while Jim went for help. Mark Peight and his driver found Sadie in the
snow with the dying horse. There was an instant mutual attraction between Mark and Sadie. A
long, imperfect courtship followed, imperfect due largely to Mark’s troubled, unusual past.Wild
horses had been a danger, running uncontrolled through the isolated areas, terrifying the Amish



community. The large, black leader of the herd threatened unassuming horses and buggies
traveling the countryside.Sadie and her brother, Reuben, had spent many weeks on a grassy hill
taming the few remaining horses. Among them was the outstanding palomino mare Sadie now
owned, which she named Paris, in memory of her beloved horse from Ohio. The palomino had
been given to Sadie as a gift of appreciation from the owner of the wild horses, which turned out
to have been stolen by clever horse thieves in Laredo County. After the thefts, someone started
going around the county randomly shooting horses, Reuben’s among them. Paris and Sadie
managed more than one harrowing narrow escape. But the sniper—or snipers—remained at
large and the motive for the shootings a mystery.She felt safe now, snug and cozy in the house
Mark was renovating. There had been no sniper activity for almost four months. The Amish
community breathed a sigh of relief. People went on with their lives, shaking their heads at the
seeming incompetence of the local police, but, in the Amish way, taking it all in stride.The home
Mark had bought before the wedding had been a forsaken homestead nestled at the foot of
Atkin’s Ridge. The buildings were covered in old, wooden, German siding, the framework
amazingly sturdy, but almost everything else was crumbling with age.When you came in the
driveway, the unique shape of the barn, with its series of gable ends and various roof slopes,
was so completely charming that you forget to look for a house, which was farther up the slope in
a grove of pine trees. Despite its lamentable state of disrepair, the property was as cozy and
attractive as a nursery-rhyme house.There was an L-shaped porch along the front, dormers on
the roof, and a low addition on the right side. Besides the broken windows, sagging porch posts,
and torn floor boards, sparrow nests were built into every available crack of the decaying lumber,
the floors littered with their feces. Bats flew in and out of the upstairs dormer windows at will, and
mice scurried in terror at their approach.Mark had put in long hours repairing the barn first. His
hard labor resulted in a remarkable building with a beautiful forebay, horse stalls on either side,
wide enough to drive a team of horses attached to a manure spreader through it, for easy
mucking out. There was a workshop in another section and room for the carriage, spring wagon,
and various lawn tools in another, all on top of a solid, new, concrete floor.The barn was their
pride and joy, especially when Paris adapted so well, becoming quite sleek and flirtatious with
Mark’s horses.Sadie would stand at the wooden fence, her arms propped on the top board, one
foot on the bottom, watching Paris nip at Truman, the new horse, then squeal and bound nimbly
away.She still loved Paris and rode her as much as ever. But whenever she went to visit her
parents, she drove Mark’s steady, brown standard-bred driving horse hitched to the shining,
black carriage. Since the sniper incidents had quieted down, she felt safer and often returned
home with the back seat of the buggy full of items that had been left behind after the
wedding.The house was not finished; only the lower floor was livable. Mark’s original plans
changed after his mother passed away from bone cancer, leaving them a substantial amount of
money to be shared with his five siblings when they had been located.Mark hired a
cabinetmaker and a crew of carpenters to finish the main floor, resulting in a well-crafted
home.The kitchen was all done in oak cabinets, with wide plank floors also made of oak. The



countertops were a speckled black and gray, so Sadie had chosen to paint the walls a gray so
light it was almost white. Three windows side by side provided a full view of the driveway, the
sighing pine trees, and the barn.Sadie placed her furniture where she wanted it in the house,
then told Mark she was unworthy to be the housekeeper of such a beautiful home. Mark ran a
hand through his black hair. He said nothing, just grabbed her and swung her around. His glad
brown eyes and perfect smiling mouth told her everything he thought she should know. Their
love was an all-consuming flame, their marriage a union of God—a blessing that, after all they
had been through together, they would never take for granted.Oh, they had their times, like
Mark’s sliding into his silences, becoming absorbed in a sort of blackness when she least
expected it. She would always revert to self-blame, her shoulders tightening, a headache
developing, watching his morose face with a sort of hopeless intensity. What have I done? What
have I said to bring this on?She would be completely miserable, afraid to approach him, until she
remembered his past and the awful times after his mother left with a real estate agent, leaving
eight-year-old Mark to care for his five younger siblings.The slightest put-down, often going
unnoticed by Sadie herself, could bring on those quiet times. A dark fog, as impenetrable as the
proverbial pea soup and about as messy to clean up, surrounded him.Sadie had been raised in
a secure, loving home, imperfect perhaps, as most homes tend to be, but completely normal.
Her three sisters, Leah, Rebekah, Anna, and one brother, Reuben, all younger than herself, had
been loved, disciplined, and nurtured.Their mother, Annie, endured mental illness that resulted
in hospitalization. In the end, it only bound them closer, enveloping the family in a shroud of
thanksgiving for Mam’s well-being.Sadie was often quick to speak her mind, the words tumbling
out happily before she thought of their consequences. Mark would be hurt, returning to that
place where only he knew, leaving her floundering, reeling from the rejection in his eyes.The
latest bout had been brought on by her happy evaluation of the oak kitchen cabinets. Sitting
back in her chair, wrapping her soft, white robe securely around her waist, she crossed her legs,
kicking her slipper-clad foot, shaking back her long, dark ponytail, saying simply how no one
could build cabinets the way a cabinetmaker could.“They just know exactly what they’re doing,
don’t they? Such perfect raised panels on their doors!” Forgetting, like a dummy, that he had
built the ones in the office and had been terribly proud of his accomplishment and the money he
had saved by doing it himself.He had nodded his head, agreed, using words to that extent,
finished his coffee, and abruptly left the table, returning to the recliner. He stayed there without
offering his usual Sunday-morning dish-drying assistance.Amish people hold church services in
a home every other Sunday. This is an old tradition, allowing the ministers and deacon to visit
other communities if they feel so inclined. Church members have an in-between Sunday,
allowing long sleep-ins, leisurely breakfasts, a day for resting, visiting, Bible-reading, studying
German, or, as is often the case, simply relaxing and doing nothing.Which is exactly how that
Sunday turned out. Doing nothing. Not one thing. Finally her insides were in knots. The book she
was reading gave her the creeps. Her legs became so restless she thought they might run away
by themselves. She wished she had never married Mark Peight. She wanted to slam doors and



spill a whole container of water over his head or pound her fists into his chest.What she did do,
finally, was kneel by his recliner and beg him to tell her what was wrong. But he feigned sleep,
grunted, stuck up an elbow as if to shake her off, rolled on his side, smacked his lips in the most
disgusting way, and resumed breathing deeply.Sadie got up and walked blindly to the kitchen,
then stood in the middle of it. She wanted to go home. She wanted to lay her head on Mam’s
shoulder and, smelling the talcum powder that always wafted from her, cry great big alligator
tears and ask Mam why she hadn’t warned and better prepared her little girl?She felt like a buoy
anchored to the sea floor, tossed about by the waves. But she stayed right there in the middle of
her kitchen, anchored to the beautiful floorboards by her marriage to him. Oh, he made her so
mad!It wasn’t right, this anger. All her life, she had been groomed to be a submissive Amish
housewife. The husband is the head of the house, and his wishes are to be respected. Your life
is now no longer your own.No doubt.Your life is doled out in portions by his moods. If he falls into
a black one, your life could be measured by the tiniest measuring spoon. Approximately one-
eighth of a teaspoon. Barely enough to keep a person going. No cup runneth over here.Ah, well.
She knew their life together would not be perfect, the way he had always been so hard to
understand. But this? This standing in the middle of the kitchen, completely afloat, by that tall
dark stranger sunk into a vile mood for which you were unprepared.Then he would get over it,
usually by going off to work the following morning, his lunchbox swinging in one hand, the red
and white Coleman jug of ice water in the other, his faithful driver and coworker, Lester Brenner,
waiting at the end of the yard, idling the diesel engine of his pickup truck.Mark was a farrier and
a good one. He shod all of Richard Caldwell’s horses, as well as those of the Amish who owned
more than one horse, and still the telephone messages kept coming.After he spent a day doing
hard physical labor, getting out among people, talking, forgetting himself, he would return home
a changed person. Smiling, his arms enfolding her, her head fitting so perfectly into that hollow
of his shoulder, she would smell the rich odor of horses and his own musky, salty essence. She
would close her eyes and thank God for her husband, forgiving him another time of
blackness.That was when the eighth of a teaspoon turned into immeasurable quantities, and
Sadie’s life made great, big, happy sense, like a tree filled with great rosy-cheeked apples, its
roots by a blue lake, watered constantly by the love of God.So when it was Tuesday morning,
and the snow was coming down thick and fast, too fast to attempt a drive to her mother’s house,
she decided to unpack some of her extra things and wash the dishes, fold the towels, and store
them in the bottom drawer of the bureau in the living room. It was a job she had meant to do at
least a month ago and still had not accomplished.She was unwrapping a set of salt and pepper
shakers, the newspaper around them aged and crumbling from being stored in her parent’s attic
for many years. Mommy Hershberger had given them to her on her tenth birthday. Purple grapes
with green leaves swinging from a sort of tree, all made in shining ceramic. Oh, my. And she had
thought they were so cool back then.Smiling, she put them on the countertop to be washed in
soapy water, then she retrieved a small white basket filled with yellow plastic roses, the greenish
faces having changed color from the heat of the attic, waxy, smelling like old plastic. Grimacing,



she pulled out the artificial flowers and threw them into the trash can with the old newspapers,
then set the white basket by the purple salt and pepper shakers.She had just found a small
cedar chest with a glossy top, a gray and white kitten smiling from the lid, surrounded by pink
flowers and a red handkerchief. Ugh. A gift from a names exchange in seventh grade. Oh, dear.
She should keep it.Barking from Wolf, Mark’s large gray and silver dog, brought her head up, her
gaze automatically going to the driveway. His bark was deep, full-throated, but not threatening.
She watched as a black Jeep, (four-wheel drive, she hoped) made its way slowly up to the end
of the yard before stopping. The driver shut off the engine.Sadie stood up, smoothed her white
apron over her stomach, adjusted the sleeves of her lime green dress, then checked her
appearance in the mirror above the sink in the laundry.Covering straight.Wonder who would
come visiting in the snow?Three men slowly opened the doors of the vehicle as if hesitant to
subject themselves to the cold wetness of the snow. They all wore some semblance of the usual
Stetson hats so common in Montana—brown, black, slouched, but seemingly clean. Their
clothes were presentable, clean blue jeans, tan Carhart coats. Adjusting their jacket zippers,
they looked to the boards leading up to the porch.No sidewalks or strips had been built yet, so
the boards leading from the porch floor to the ground would have to do. Covered with snow,
though.Why were all three of them coming in? Usually, only one person could state their
business.Well, no use getting all flustered, she’d be okay. Once fear invaded your life, it could
easily take control and make you subject to it. She’d be okay.The leader was evidently heavyset,
his large form rocking from side to side with each purposeful stride. His gray mustache hid all of
his mouth, his hair tied in the back, a long gray ponytail hanging down the back of his coat.He
stopped, evaluating the slope of the boards, the accumulation of snow, before turning to his
friends, saying something.Sadie started to go to the door to advise them, then decided against
it. They’d find their way.The other two men were smaller in stature, with clean-shaven faces, not
unpleasant. One wore glasses low on his nose, which he pushed up every time he squinted
toward the house.Wolf kept barking but followed them, his tail wagging. Sadie knew he was
friendly, but one command from Mark could change the situation entirely, and he would attack a
person or animal if Mark wanted him to.None of the men seemed to be bothered by Wolf,
completely unafraid, barely acknowledging his existence. That was odd.They were all up on the
porch now, huddled, talking in hushed tones. Should she simply disappear, glide noiselessly
away, up the stairs or into the bedroom, and hide? No, that was cowardly. She was here by
herself except the days she still worked at the ranch with Dorothy and Erma Keim, the garrulous
spinster who had been hired to make the work load easier.A resounding knock. Nothing timid
about them, that was sure.She wasn’t afraid when she opened the door, and when they greeted
her with friendly smiles, she invited them inside, the man with the glasses still pushing them up,
squinting at her as he did so.The heavyset man introduced himself as Dave Sims, the other two
shaking hands with her politely, saying their names, which she promptly forgot.Sadie gestured
toward the kitchen table.“Would you like to sit down?”“Actually, we will.”Silently, they all pulled out
chairs, Dave grunting a bit as he folded his large form into the chair that had appeared quite



sturdy before but looked very small and feeble now.“What we’re here for. . .” he began. Then,
“How much do you know about the two children who came to the Caldwell place?”Whoa. How
did they know she worked there? Why come here? Why not talk to Richard Caldwell? Or Jim
and Dorothy?Taking a deep breath, Sadie said carefully, “Not very much.”“You work
there?”“Yes.”“Were you working when they arrived?”“Yes,”“What did they look like?”“Just . . . well,
two very dirty, poor children. Their clothes were in tatters. Too big. They just hung on their thin
shoulders.”No answer, just a nodding of three heads in unison.“Where are they now?”“Why don’t
you talk to Richard Caldwell, the owner of the ranch?” Sadie asked, a bit hesitantly, yet braving
the adversity she felt would come.“We did.”Instantly, Sadie felt more at ease. She visibly relaxed,
let go of the hem of her white apron, which she had been twisting between her thumb and index
finger. If they talked to Richard Caldwell first, and he sent them here. . . .Yet, there was a lingering
doubt.“They are adopted, the way we heard.”“Yes, I think legally.”They nodded.Then, they all
showed their identification. They worked for the government, some kind of detectives who
handled special kinds of cases. (Sadie didn’t completely understand it.) Apparently, the children
had disappeared with their mother. The father was a fugitive, a person of interest who was
running from the law. The mother was also under suspicion, although her complete -
disappearance was the only reason. They needed information. Everything would be recorded.
How much did she know?Sadie told them everything from the moment the children appeared at
the kitchen door, about the bag of costly jewelry, the safe where it was held, their impeccable
manners, their names.When she mentioned their names, two of them shook their heads.“No, no.
Not their real names.”Sadie’s eyes opened wide.“Really?”“No. Their mother, or whoever took
them away, did a good job of masquerading the real kids. Their names are Sebastian and
Angelica Hartford, of the Dallas Hartfords?”Sadie shrugged her shoulders.“Ever watched the TV
show, Dallas?”“No.”“Well, there’s more money than you can ever imagine involved.”“These kids
are victims of a serious ring of horse thieves. The only thing they ever did wrong was to have
eyes and ears. They know too much, and, we’re surmising, so does their mother. There is an old,
old bloodline running in the veins of some of these horses, an Arabian strain, that makes them
worth thousands and thousands of dollars. There was one stable here in Montana that
unknowingly housed a stallion carrying the bloodline. The horse thieves knew this. Stole a lot of
horses. I think what happened, it was a mistake gone completely haywire.”Sadie swallowed hard.
The room spun, then righted itself, her breathing came raggedly now, as she acknowledged the
fact that she knew a whole lot that could help these men tremendously.But . . . should she?With
all her heart, she longed for Mark. He would know what to do. She had seen the identification.
But why the ponytail? The mustache? Their clothes did not fit her mind’s description of a
detective. Was that only the Amish way instilled in her?You expected people to dress a certain
way, to look the way you think they should. Men wore hats and suspenders buttoned to broadfall
trousers. Older women combed their hair flat, wore larger coverings, wore darker, plainer fabric
and colors. Young girls arranged their hair in nicer waves, wore smaller coverings, brightly
colored dresses. Little boys wore straw hats, denim trousers. Everything was in order and



expected to appear a certain way.People who worked for the government wore uniforms and cut
their hair close to their heads, didn’t they? She would have to know. So she asked them.
Hesitantly at first, but gaining strength as she talked.“What do you think ‘undercover agent’
means?” the heavyset man asked, a broad smile on his face, widening to a likeable grin.The
man with the glasses, (what was his name?) pushed them up again, squinted more than ever,
but smiled genuinely.So she told them everything. The black stallion’s return, Cody, Paris, the
shootings, the close calls, the Amish people’s frustration with the local police.At the mention of
Paris, Dave Sims’ eyes bore into hers. He shook his head from side to side as she mentioned
the narrow escapes.“Do you have any idea of the danger you are living with?” he finally ground
out, his face turning a dark shade of red.“Are you here alone, every day?” the thinner man asked,
keeping himself professionally in check.“No. I work at the Caldwell . . . Aspen East. Aspendale,”
she stammered.“Your husband?”“A farrier. Works for Richard Caldwell.”“Where is this horse
named Paris?”“In the barn.”They all looked at one another, compressed their lips.“Do you have
the registration papers?”“Yes. In fact, I do. They were one of the last things I brought from my
parents’ house. I’m . . . it’s been a bit over two months since we’ve been married.”“That’s
wonderful. Congratulations.”“Thank you.”“Can we see the papers?”“Yes, of course.”She found
them in the pocket of the notebook, where she had filed more important documents until she
could arrange them properly in Mark’s bottom file drawer. When she produced the papers they
needed, Dave Sims extracted an envelope from an inside pocket of his coat. They all bent their
heads, clucked their tongues, read portions out loud, then sat back. Dave Sims told Sadie she
was the owner of an extremely valuable horse who was in grave danger and would have to be
taken away if she wanted the horse to stay alive, or wanted both herself and Mark to remain
safe.“But you can’t take Paris!” she burst out, unashamed now, her only thought how much Paris
would miss her, how unhappy she’d be away from Truman and Sadie and Mark and Wolf. In the
end, she gave in. There was no other way.Chapter 2WHEN MARK ARRIVED HOME she threw
herself into his arms and cried and sniffed and mumbled and blew her nose, her eyes red, her
nose swollen, her hair disheveled, until he led her to the new beige-colored sofa with the gray
cushions. He told her to stop crying, calm down, and start all over.He held her hands and
stroked her back reassuringly as she repeated her story much slower this time, hugging him and
begging him to try and do something about Paris. They simply could not take her away.“And the
thing that worries me just as much—what in the world will happen to Dorothy if she finds this
out? She’ll be beside herself without those children.”Mark said she wouldn’t have to know, and
Sadie said that wasn’t one bit fair, that it was better to tell her, which is what she did when she
went to work the next day.She went straight to Richard Caldwell’s office, glad to hear his voice
welcoming her in, glad to hear every word he had to say about her and Paris.Yes, he believed it
was as serious as the men had said. Paris would have to go to an undisclosed location, despite
Sadie’s vehement protests that Paris would be perfectly all right in the barn.“Who knows I got
married and live with Mark now?” she finished, a note of rebellion hanging on the question.“You
want my personal opinion, Sadie? You better do what you’re told. Until this whole thing is cleared



up, anyway.”Sadie said nothing, still hoping for a chance to keep Paris in the barn where she
would be perfectly all right, thank you very much.However, they agreed to tell Dorothy about the
children together. When she was called into the office, she waited a good 10 minutes before
making her appearance, then blew through the door, prickly with irritation, sat solidly on a leather
wing chair, then almost slid off, her short legs putting a halt to it by digging into the carpet,
definitely not helping her dignity.“Now what do you want, Mr. Caldwell?” she said, putting all the
impatience she could into the “Now.”“This is very important, Dorothy,” Richard Caldwell said
soberly.“Hardly more important than my roast of beef. That Erma don’t know how to trim it, so
she don’t.”Sadie squelched a giggle. Erma Keim had only one name here at the ranch, and it
was “That Erma.”Continued combat, she thought.Richard Caldwell assured her it was much
more important than roast beef and proceeded to tell her in a level, quiet voice everything that
had occurred, which left poor Dorothy rocking from side to side in agitation.“Oh, come on now,
they can’t take my babies. They’re in school! You can’t take kids out of school. They’re mine. I
don’t care if those men say they’re the government, you can’t take kids out of school.”With that,
she pulled a bobby pin out of her gray hair and dug so viciously in one ear that Sadie was afraid
she’d never find it again. Dorothy remembered what she was doing and put it back in her hair,
clearing her throat self-consciously.A wave of pity rolled over Sadie’s heart. Dorothy was so
small and plump, her polyester slacks too short around the ankles, her beige shoes from the
Dollar General splattered with bacon grease, her multicolored shirt exposing too much of her
wrinkled neck, a cloud of bluster and sense of self riding solidly on her gray head.Richard
Caldwell went on explaining patiently. If they found the mother of their children and she was
proved innocent, Dorothy would have to give them up.Shaking a plump finger in Richard
Caldwell’s direction, Dorothy told him the Lord had sent Marcelona and Louise; they were her
beloved angels sent straight from heaven, and he’d not allow them to be taken away. And don’t
you kid yourself, she was going to go back to her roast beef, and if he wasn’t going to do
anything about Erma Keim trimming off too much fat, then she’d have to do it herself, or he’d be
eating a roast beef that had the taste and texture of good shoe leather, and she meant it.She slid
off the leather chair after that display of territorial words and bustled straight back to the kitchen,
leaving a vapor of martyrdom behind her. Richard Caldwell shook his head, then exploded in a
volcanic bellow of laughter that brought one just like it from Sadie.They wiped their eyes, smiled,
then agreed to let it go. They had told her the truth, and now it was up to Dorothy to accept
it.Sadie vacuumed and dusted, scoured bathrooms, and as always, thoroughly enjoyed cleaning
this grand house. There was just something about being in a home as beautiful as this that
fulfilled a sense of longing for the finer things in life.In her circles, Sadie knew this lust of the
world, this lust of the eyes, was accompanied by a firm denouncing of it. She was admonished to
take up the cross, deny herself, and follow the narrow path of Jesus, which she felt was good
and right. Sadie wanted no life other than the one she led, the goal of which was to live in a way
that would lead to heaven.That was how she was born. Amish. To parents who wanted this way
of life, this security for their children. The heritage passed on from generation to generation.It



was hard to explain when English people asked questions, implying the senselessness of
driving a horse and buggy or having no electricity. And if it was so wrong, why ride in a car at all?
It wasn’t wrong for Richard and Barbara Caldwell to have their beautiful home. They were living
their lives the way their parents lived theirs, doing what, to them, was right. That was fine.Sadie
loved her employer and his wife, defending their lifestyle if anyone dared say anything negative.
They were kind, caring people, who did what was right for their employees, even if they lived
lavishly, according to Amish standards. She would never judge them.She stopped in the upstairs
bathroom to lift the slatted wooden blind and gaze out across the snowy ranch land. It spread as
far as the eye could see, the scenery so beautiful it could take your breath away, especially in
winter.She would have to ride Paris this evening. One more time before they took her away. Paris
loved the snow, taking great plunging strides, spraying clouds of it when she ran, the cold air
slamming into Sadie’s face, Reuben at her side, yelling and laughing.She’d have to leave a
message for him on her parents’ phone. Maybe he could ride over tomorrow after work.As it
turned out, Reuben had to work late. Dat started a new log cabin that needed the concrete
poured for the footer before the next snow arrived.A week later, the government men came and
took Paris away. Sadie refused to watch, throwing herself on their bed, shutting out any sound
with the pillow clamped over her head as tightly as possible. She lifted it cautiously to listen for
any sounds before emerging from the bedroom, her ears red, her eyes swollen from
crying.Catching sight of herself in the mirror, she was shocked to see how old and careworn she
appeared. So she took a shower, changed to a dress the color of cranberries, brushed her teeth,
and decided to grow up and stop being so immature about Paris. She was just a horse.Then
Sadie thought of Paris stepping down from that trailer after a long cold journey, her large brown
eyes with the thick, bristly lashes looking at everyone and everything with so much trust in them.
Sadie’s lips trembled, her nose burned, and she started sobbing all over again.Mark told her to
go home and spend the day with her mother and sisters. She needed it.And that’s exactly what
she did, being greeted with cheers and hugs and coffee and French toast, maple syrup and
chipped beef gravy, fried cornmeal mush, and Mam’s perfect dippy eggs.Leah was working at
her cleaning job, but Rebekah and Anna were at home. They caught up on the latest news, the
life of dating, being with the youth, their work, Reuben turning 16 before too long, and Mam’s
concern about Reuben’s time of rumspringa, literally translated as “running around,” which is
exactly what the youth did after they turned 16.Mam was in high spirits, making them all laugh
with stories about the last quilting she had attended. She had to get started piecing Leah’s
Mariner’s Star quilt, with the feeling goading her that Kevin had marriage on his mind.“But, can
you imagine, a Mariner’s Star in black and beige? It’s enough to give me the blues. All that
black!”“Get Fred Ketty to piece it,” Rebekah suggested.“Fred Ketty?”“They said she did one with
black and . . . I forget what else, but she got over 900 dollars for it.”“Where?”Mam was so
incredulous her mouth formed a perfect O, then closed tightly after she pronounced the
“where.”“She sold it at the fire hall, remember? That auction in August.”“See, that shouldn’t be
allowed. That’s too much display . . . of . . . Well, it’s just too worldly, parading a quilt like that at a



fire hall. Likely it was raffled off or whatever, and that’s too much like gambling, and that’s strictly
verboten, you know that.”Mam became so agitated she started scraping leftover crusts of French
toast into the garbage, her face with heightened color, her nostrils flaring.Rebekah winked
broadly at Sadie, with the sort of look that said, “Mam’s just jealous,” but in a loving way. You
could never hate your mother. You could get irritated, even angry for a short time, but if she had a
whole list of failures, you sort of loved even the shortcomings. Mam so obviously prided herself
in her own ability to piece outstanding quilts that this sort of news was a bit much.After the
conversation lagged, Anna got up, saying she had a dress to sew, so Rebekah and Sadie could
do the dishes.“What color are you making?” Sadie asked.Anna brought out a three-yard piece of
fabric, the color a hue of brilliant magenta with a decided stripe in it.“Mam!” Sadie gasped. She
was clearly shocked.Why would Mam allow a color that bold, a stripe that pronounced? She
obviously hadn’t. Calmly, Mam laid down her plate, then came over to peer at the offending color
and texture.“Where did you get this, Anna?”“Walmart.”Anna’s eyes were very large in her too-thin
face, the angle of her beautiful cheekbone so pronounced, her chin so tiny, the cleft in it showing
so plainly. Her dress, as usual, hung on her thin frame, gathered about her tiny waist by the
broad belt of her apron.Anna was the youngest and battled eating disorders. With little sense of
self-worth, always appearing overweight and ugly in her own eyes, she had taken to purging.
Sadly loathing herself and her pitiful ability to be a friend, she felt she had nothing to contribute
to a conversation or any circumstance in which she found herself. Anna was one of the reasons
it had been difficult for Sadie, often acting as a mentor to her troubled sister, to leave home.Mam
pursed her lips now and said evenly, “I hope you know I can’t let you make a dress with that
fabric, Anna.”It was all Anna needed to release the spring of tension, the bottled up volcano of
rebellion against Mam, or Sadie, or anyone who tried to take this dress away from her. It was
completely essential that she wear this dress, the object that would surely grab and keep Neil
Hershberger’s faithful devotion.“Oh, no! You’re not taking this dress away from me!” she shouted,
her beautiful eyes already forming tears. “I paid for it with my own money! No. You’re not. I’m
going to wear it!”She turned, sobbing, running up the steps, the priceless magenta-colored
fabric clutched tightly to her thin chest.Mam started to follow, a hand out, calling her name, but
Sadie stopped her. “I’ll go after awhile.”“I don’t know what to do. She is so different from all you
other girls. I plum don’t know how to handle it.”With that, Mam sat down wearily, suddenly
overcome with her daughter’s rebellion coupled with Fred Ketty’s 900 dollar quilt.“Mam, you
know her whole problem is that she has to be on top of the pile,” Rebekah said harshly.“Ach,
Rebekah,” Mam said sadly.“I’m serious. She can’t give up. If that would have been me, you would
not have been overwhelmed very long. Bingo! In the trash! Subject closed!”Mam laughed, her
plump stomach shaking with mirth. “Now stop it,” she said, still laughing.When Sadie got to
Anna’s room, she found it hard to see her sister that way, lying on her stomach, as close to the
wall as she could get, her fingers in her ears the minute Sadie opened the door. Human nature
made Sadie feel like smacking her, calling her a big baby, and telling her to get off that bed this
minute, go eat something, and stop obsessing about yourself and Neil Hershberger. Maybe



that’s what Sadie should have done.There were too many big girls in the family while Anna was
growing up. Somehow, she had been shorted, whether it came from Mam’s mental illness, or
whether she was born with this decayed sense of her own worth. Whatever the cause, she
needed help.“All right, Anna. Stop it. Get your fingers out of your ears. Look at me.”“Go away.”“All
right, I will.”She walked away, closed the door firmly behind her, then heard it open and Anna
calling, “Come back, Sadie.”“Not unless you’re chide.” (nice, normal)“I’ll try.”Sadie picked up the
fabric, took it over to the window, parted the curtains and looked at it, peering closely, as if it
were a foreign object.“You weren’t really going to make this, were you?” she asked, kindly and
unaccusing.“’Course I was.”Her words were hard stones pinging against Sadie’s flinching face.
Somehow that answer was a solidified thing, an assurance that Anna was no longer the
harmless little girl who ate great dishes of Lucky Charms cereal. She was actually a concern, a
problem to be addressed, like a broken porch step or a refrigerator that stopped working. You
had to acknowledge that it needed fixing and then apply yourself, even if it put you in a state of
despair. This thought swam into her consciousness, like a shark in a peaceful barrier reef.Softly,
but firmly, Sadie addressed her sister. “Wouldn’t you be afraid? Ashamed to wear it to the hymn
singing?”“Huh-uh!”“I bet you would.”“Hah-ah.” So pronounced, her words were almost
guttural.“Come on, Anna. It’s way too bright. The parents would have a fit.”“Hah-ah.”“Tell you
what. I’ll buy you another one if you’ll go shopping with me.”Anna rolled over on her back, then
sat up, pulling her knees to her chin, wrapping her arms around them. Her dark hair was
disheveled, a lock hanging into her large, dark eyes and the dark shadows of . . . what?
Tiredness? Lack of good nutrition? Her eyes made her appear older, much older in fact, than her
years.Anna said nothing and just looked at her steadily, unflinching, with a cold look Sadie could
not fully perceive.“I want the dress I chose.” The voice was flat, the words hard as nails.Sadie
said nothing, sighed, turned toward the dresser, picked up a small bottle of cologne, winced,
gasped in shock at the words written diagonally across it. Still saying nothing, she plucked off
the cap, spritzed a small amount on her wrist, rubbed it with the palm of her hand, and sniffed.
“Mmm.”Anna’s face brightened.“You like it?”“Yes, it smells . . . different. Where did you buy
it?”“Neil gave it to me.”The defiant note in her voice is what gave away the lie. There was an
angry retort on Sadie’s tongue, but she caught herself just in time, knowing that a thick,
suffocating confrontation would follow, driving a wedge of cast iron into the fragile relationship
between them.“He did? No birthday, no nothing?” Sadie turned, her eyebrows raised, surprise in
her voice. “And you’re not dating?”Anna came up off the bed in one movement, her face
darkening as anger propelled her. Standing boldly, one thin hand on her hip, her pelvis jutted out
in defiance, she clipped her words short.“No, we’re not dating. Which I hope you know is none of
your business. If I remember correctly, you weren’t dating Mark for a very long time. Just sort of
creeping around.”It was the sarcasm that did it. Turning, she felt the heat rise in her face, did
nothing to stop it. She stepped within a foot of her sister, thrust her face close to hers, and let her
words fall where they would.“Anna, you know Neil did not give you that cologne. You also know
that you are on a dangerous road, completely obsessed with a person of . . . of questionable



intent. You can’t do this, Anna. He doesn’t seem like someone you should be spending time
with.”“You don’t know him.”“Yes, I think I do. When I saw you two at my wedding, I could tell. You
have no idea how you two appeared. The . . .”She was cut short. “Shut up!”Sadie’s mouth fell
open in disbelief. “Anna!”“Get out! Get out of my room and stop talking. Go!”Sadie opened her
mouth, closed it, turned, and walked through the door, closing it firmly behind her.The remainder
of the day passed in a blur. Mam prattled away happily about Kevin and Leah, how absolutely
wonderfully he treated her, how much money he made, being the same as foreman on that
logging operation, but then his father always was a good manager. Everything he touched turned
into money.Mam said this innocently, but Sadie caught the underlying pride. She wanted to tell
Mam to be careful, but she was suddenly too tired, too beaten down by Anna’s outburst to try
and remedy anything at all. She just wanted to go home. Home to Mark, to her clean, uncluttered
life, where the unpleasantness came only from Paris’s absence, which would turn out all right in
the end, she felt sure.She hitched up Truman with Rebekah’s help. She waved good-bye as he
pulled the carriage down the drive, and a deep sense of anticipation settled over her.There was
no need to question whether it had been God’s will for her to become Mark Peight’s wife. With a
deep, abiding knowledge, she knew the rightness of it, of returning to him with this joy after
spending a day with her family.She would worry about Anna, the magenta-colored dress, Neil,
the questionable cologne, but she would be able to put all of it out of her thoughts, for a time,
anyway. Perhaps it was just a phase.The cream-colored SUV passed her from behind, traveling
so slowly she almost had to hold Truman back to keep from catching up to it. Annoying driver . . .
Why didn’t he accelerate? Just get going? She did pull back on the black leather reins then, or
she would have driven too close. Probably an elderly couple afraid of the snow-covered back
roads. Truman wanted to run, so Sadie held back firmly now, glad to see the car ahead of her
pick up speed.Driving horses were all the same, she thought. When you got them out of the barn
and hitched them to the buggy, they trotted along willingly, took you where you wanted to go,
settling down to a level trot, even if they felt a bit spunky at first, dancing around, balking a bit, or
crow-hopping sometimes. But if you let them stand at a barn, or along a fence, or tied to a
hitching rack for any length of time, then hitched them up to return home, they pricked their ears
forward and clipped along at a much better pace, knowing a good cold drink out of their own
trough, a nice pile of oats, and a block of good hay awaited them at home.Home was where all
horses wanted to be. Me, too, Truman, Sadie thought, smiling to herself. She had some cold
chicken breast in the refrigerator. She would make the chicken and rice casserole for Mark this
evening. No broccoli, so she’d substitute peas. She had a whole pumpkin pie in a round
Tupperware container under the seat, a gift from Mam, bless her heart. Pumpkin pies were
complicated to make. She smiled to herself, thinking of Mam’s distaste for any uncovered, or
loosely covered, food items put under the seat of a buggy. No matter how hard you tried to avoid
it, there was always a certain amount of horse hair floating inside a buggy, always finding its way
to the top of a container. But not one hair would be on the pumpkin pie. Mam double-checked
the famously secure Tupperware seal.The beige-colored SUV approached her again from the



opposite direction, driving as slow as before. The windows were tinted, so there was no use
checking for the occupants. That was some expensive vehicle, Sadie guessed.She wondered
vaguely what she would drive if she was English. She smiled at the thought of turning the ignition
key, stepping on a pedal, and moving off. Wouldn’t that be different?She wished she had
sunglasses to wear. The late afternoon sun was blinding. That would be different, too. A pair of
black sunglasses on a face framed by an Amish bonnet. Likely she’d get her picture on the front
page of the local newspaper.Truman was gathering speed for his dash up the side of Atkin’s
Ridge, so Sadie relaxed the reins, letting him have his head, knowing he had to make it up the
hill on his own terms, rounding the curve on top like a racer, leaning to the right.She pulled back
in alarm when the same SUV roared past from behind, disappearing up the side of the ridge in a
whirl of snow and grit. Boy, for all the time they wasted going back and forth, probably looking for
a certain road sign, they must have suddenly decided they knew where they were going.And
when she came upon this vehicle parked across the road, she hauled back on the leather reins
as hard as she could, thinking they should have been more careful, having suddenly hit an icy
spot. She hoped no one was hurt, and she was glad to see the vehicle had not turned over.
There was no way around it, with the high bank on one side and the steep incline on the other,
so she opened the window, calling “Whoa.”Chapter 3TRUMAN OBEYED, ALTHOUGH HE
raised and -lowered his head, pulling at his bit, impatient at the obstacle in his path.Sadie was
surprised when the doors flung open and two men wearing black ski masks quickly ran to the
buggy. Her first thought was about their lack of common sense, wearing ski masks this time of
the day when the temperatures weren’t that low. Later, during the night, the temperature would
hover below zero. It was only when she saw the small black pistol in the fat man’s gloved hand
that she felt the first stab of fear.“Don’t give us any trouble and you won’t get hurt.”The words
were muffled, as if the opening in his mask was at the wrong place. His breath was coming fast
and hard, like he had been running. The barrel of the pistol was so tiny. It looked like a toy,
actually. Maybe it was. That thought was fleeting, instantly replaced by the knowledge of danger
and the alarming position in which she now found herself.Truman’s ears flicked back, he lowered
his head and tested the reigns.“You’re coming with us.”She knew she couldn’t do that. Who
would care for Truman and the buggy? What about Mark? His chicken-and-rice casserole? Her
eyes sought an opening, a way through. Not enough room. Could she jump out, make it on foot?
Not in this snow. Panic spread its oily fingers across her chest, squeezing her lungs till her
breathing was only coming in shallow puffs.“Get down.” The words were garbled, surprisingly
mild, and, in a way, mannerly.“I can’t.” Her voice was hoarse, her dry throat now aching with a
sort of despair, an acceptance that this time she could not go dashing away on Paris. She didn’t
even know where Paris was.“You will get down.” The words were forceful now, spoken much
louder. The gun was positioned again, shoved up against the frame of the buggy where the door
had been slid back.Copyright © 2014 by Linda BylerAll rights reserved. No part of this book may
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21Chapter 22Chapter 23The GlossaryChapter 1NOW THAT THE SNOWS had come, Sadie
missed Reuben the most. Oh, it wasn’t that she was lonely or discontented. After all, she could
go home whenever she wanted, as long as the snow was not too heavy.It was just Reuben, his
guileless blue eyes, the way he tossed his blond-streaked hair away from his face, that often
brought a lump to her throat.She was a married woman now. Somehow, she felt no different than
she ever had, except for the love that had come to fulfillment with Mark Peight, her husband of
exactly two months and five days.Sadie Peight. Or Sadie Anne Peight. Sadie Miller no more.In
the Amish world in which she lived, that close-knit community of plain people in Montana, she
was “Mark Sadie” now—not “Mark’s wife, Sadie,” in the proper way. Just plain “Mark Sadie.” No
last names were needed. Everyone knew who “Mark Sadie” was.Her family, the Jacob Millers,
had moved to Montana when she was 15 years old. She had had to give up her beloved
palomino riding horse, Paris, as well as her best friend and cousin, Eva, moving thousands of



miles away from her home community in Ohio.In time, she came to love Montana, working at
Aspen East, the huge ranch that employed dozens of men, cattle drivers, farmers, horsemen,
the list went on and on. She cooked large meals in the kitchen with Dorothy Sevarr, whose
husband, Jim, transported her to and from the ranch. The Sevarrs came to be beloved friends,
as well as Richard and Barbara Caldwell, the wealthy owners of Aspen East Ranch.Sadie had
met Mark when a horse appeared from seemingly nowhere in a snowstorm, falling sick and
disabled in front of Jim Sevarr’s pickup truck. Sadie opted to stay with the horse, a beautiful but
dying paint, while Jim went for help. Mark Peight and his driver found Sadie in the snow with the
dying horse. There was an instant mutual attraction between Mark and Sadie. A long, imperfect
courtship followed, imperfect due largely to Mark’s troubled, unusual past.Wild horses had been
a danger, running uncontrolled through the isolated areas, terrifying the Amish community. The
large, black leader of the herd threatened unassuming horses and buggies traveling the
countryside.Sadie and her brother, Reuben, had spent many weeks on a grassy hill taming the
few remaining horses. Among them was the outstanding palomino mare Sadie now owned,
which she named Paris, in memory of her beloved horse from Ohio. The palomino had been
given to Sadie as a gift of appreciation from the owner of the wild horses, which turned out to
have been stolen by clever horse thieves in Laredo County. After the thefts, someone started
going around the county randomly shooting horses, Reuben’s among them. Paris and Sadie
managed more than one harrowing narrow escape. But the sniper—or snipers—remained at
large and the motive for the shootings a mystery.She felt safe now, snug and cozy in the house
Mark was renovating. There had been no sniper activity for almost four months. The Amish
community breathed a sigh of relief. People went on with their lives, shaking their heads at the
seeming incompetence of the local police, but, in the Amish way, taking it all in stride.The home
Mark had bought before the wedding had been a forsaken homestead nestled at the foot of
Atkin’s Ridge. The buildings were covered in old, wooden, German siding, the framework
amazingly sturdy, but almost everything else was crumbling with age.When you came in the
driveway, the unique shape of the barn, with its series of gable ends and various roof slopes,
was so completely charming that you forget to look for a house, which was farther up the slope in
a grove of pine trees. Despite its lamentable state of disrepair, the property was as cozy and
attractive as a nursery-rhyme house.There was an L-shaped porch along the front, dormers on
the roof, and a low addition on the right side. Besides the broken windows, sagging porch posts,
and torn floor boards, sparrow nests were built into every available crack of the decaying lumber,
the floors littered with their feces. Bats flew in and out of the upstairs dormer windows at will, and
mice scurried in terror at their approach.Mark had put in long hours repairing the barn first. His
hard labor resulted in a remarkable building with a beautiful forebay, horse stalls on either side,
wide enough to drive a team of horses attached to a manure spreader through it, for easy
mucking out. There was a workshop in another section and room for the carriage, spring wagon,
and various lawn tools in another, all on top of a solid, new, concrete floor.The barn was their
pride and joy, especially when Paris adapted so well, becoming quite sleek and flirtatious with



Mark’s horses.Sadie would stand at the wooden fence, her arms propped on the top board, one
foot on the bottom, watching Paris nip at Truman, the new horse, then squeal and bound nimbly
away.She still loved Paris and rode her as much as ever. But whenever she went to visit her
parents, she drove Mark’s steady, brown standard-bred driving horse hitched to the shining,
black carriage. Since the sniper incidents had quieted down, she felt safer and often returned
home with the back seat of the buggy full of items that had been left behind after the
wedding.The house was not finished; only the lower floor was livable. Mark’s original plans
changed after his mother passed away from bone cancer, leaving them a substantial amount of
money to be shared with his five siblings when they had been located.Mark hired a
cabinetmaker and a crew of carpenters to finish the main floor, resulting in a well-crafted
home.The kitchen was all done in oak cabinets, with wide plank floors also made of oak. The
countertops were a speckled black and gray, so Sadie had chosen to paint the walls a gray so
light it was almost white. Three windows side by side provided a full view of the driveway, the
sighing pine trees, and the barn.Sadie placed her furniture where she wanted it in the house,
then told Mark she was unworthy to be the housekeeper of such a beautiful home. Mark ran a
hand through his black hair. He said nothing, just grabbed her and swung her around. His glad
brown eyes and perfect smiling mouth told her everything he thought she should know. Their
love was an all-consuming flame, their marriage a union of God—a blessing that, after all they
had been through together, they would never take for granted.Oh, they had their times, like
Mark’s sliding into his silences, becoming absorbed in a sort of blackness when she least
expected it. She would always revert to self-blame, her shoulders tightening, a headache
developing, watching his morose face with a sort of hopeless intensity. What have I done? What
have I said to bring this on?She would be completely miserable, afraid to approach him, until she
remembered his past and the awful times after his mother left with a real estate agent, leaving
eight-year-old Mark to care for his five younger siblings.The slightest put-down, often going
unnoticed by Sadie herself, could bring on those quiet times. A dark fog, as impenetrable as the
proverbial pea soup and about as messy to clean up, surrounded him.Sadie had been raised in
a secure, loving home, imperfect perhaps, as most homes tend to be, but completely normal.
Her three sisters, Leah, Rebekah, Anna, and one brother, Reuben, all younger than herself, had
been loved, disciplined, and nurtured.Their mother, Annie, endured mental illness that resulted
in hospitalization. In the end, it only bound them closer, enveloping the family in a shroud of
thanksgiving for Mam’s well-being.Sadie was often quick to speak her mind, the words tumbling
out happily before she thought of their consequences. Mark would be hurt, returning to that
place where only he knew, leaving her floundering, reeling from the rejection in his eyes.The
latest bout had been brought on by her happy evaluation of the oak kitchen cabinets. Sitting
back in her chair, wrapping her soft, white robe securely around her waist, she crossed her legs,
kicking her slipper-clad foot, shaking back her long, dark ponytail, saying simply how no one
could build cabinets the way a cabinetmaker could.“They just know exactly what they’re doing,
don’t they? Such perfect raised panels on their doors!” Forgetting, like a dummy, that he had



built the ones in the office and had been terribly proud of his accomplishment and the money he
had saved by doing it himself.He had nodded his head, agreed, using words to that extent,
finished his coffee, and abruptly left the table, returning to the recliner. He stayed there without
offering his usual Sunday-morning dish-drying assistance.Amish people hold church services in
a home every other Sunday. This is an old tradition, allowing the ministers and deacon to visit
other communities if they feel so inclined. Church members have an in-between Sunday,
allowing long sleep-ins, leisurely breakfasts, a day for resting, visiting, Bible-reading, studying
German, or, as is often the case, simply relaxing and doing nothing.Which is exactly how that
Sunday turned out. Doing nothing. Not one thing. Finally her insides were in knots. The book she
was reading gave her the creeps. Her legs became so restless she thought they might run away
by themselves. She wished she had never married Mark Peight. She wanted to slam doors and
spill a whole container of water over his head or pound her fists into his chest.What she did do,
finally, was kneel by his recliner and beg him to tell her what was wrong. But he feigned sleep,
grunted, stuck up an elbow as if to shake her off, rolled on his side, smacked his lips in the most
disgusting way, and resumed breathing deeply.Sadie got up and walked blindly to the kitchen,
then stood in the middle of it. She wanted to go home. She wanted to lay her head on Mam’s
shoulder and, smelling the talcum powder that always wafted from her, cry great big alligator
tears and ask Mam why she hadn’t warned and better prepared her little girl?She felt like a buoy
anchored to the sea floor, tossed about by the waves. But she stayed right there in the middle of
her kitchen, anchored to the beautiful floorboards by her marriage to him. Oh, he made her so
mad!It wasn’t right, this anger. All her life, she had been groomed to be a submissive Amish
housewife. The husband is the head of the house, and his wishes are to be respected. Your life
is now no longer your own.No doubt.Your life is doled out in portions by his moods. If he falls into
a black one, your life could be measured by the tiniest measuring spoon. Approximately one-
eighth of a teaspoon. Barely enough to keep a person going. No cup runneth over here.Ah, well.
She knew their life together would not be perfect, the way he had always been so hard to
understand. But this? This standing in the middle of the kitchen, completely afloat, by that tall
dark stranger sunk into a vile mood for which you were unprepared.Then he would get over it,
usually by going off to work the following morning, his lunchbox swinging in one hand, the red
and white Coleman jug of ice water in the other, his faithful driver and coworker, Lester Brenner,
waiting at the end of the yard, idling the diesel engine of his pickup truck.Mark was a farrier and
a good one. He shod all of Richard Caldwell’s horses, as well as those of the Amish who owned
more than one horse, and still the telephone messages kept coming.After he spent a day doing
hard physical labor, getting out among people, talking, forgetting himself, he would return home
a changed person. Smiling, his arms enfolding her, her head fitting so perfectly into that hollow
of his shoulder, she would smell the rich odor of horses and his own musky, salty essence. She
would close her eyes and thank God for her husband, forgiving him another time of
blackness.That was when the eighth of a teaspoon turned into immeasurable quantities, and
Sadie’s life made great, big, happy sense, like a tree filled with great rosy-cheeked apples, its



roots by a blue lake, watered constantly by the love of God.So when it was Tuesday morning,
and the snow was coming down thick and fast, too fast to attempt a drive to her mother’s house,
she decided to unpack some of her extra things and wash the dishes, fold the towels, and store
them in the bottom drawer of the bureau in the living room. It was a job she had meant to do at
least a month ago and still had not accomplished.She was unwrapping a set of salt and pepper
shakers, the newspaper around them aged and crumbling from being stored in her parent’s attic
for many years. Mommy Hershberger had given them to her on her tenth birthday. Purple grapes
with green leaves swinging from a sort of tree, all made in shining ceramic. Oh, my. And she had
thought they were so cool back then.Smiling, she put them on the countertop to be washed in
soapy water, then she retrieved a small white basket filled with yellow plastic roses, the greenish
faces having changed color from the heat of the attic, waxy, smelling like old plastic. Grimacing,
she pulled out the artificial flowers and threw them into the trash can with the old newspapers,
then set the white basket by the purple salt and pepper shakers.She had just found a small
cedar chest with a glossy top, a gray and white kitten smiling from the lid, surrounded by pink
flowers and a red handkerchief. Ugh. A gift from a names exchange in seventh grade. Oh, dear.
She should keep it.Barking from Wolf, Mark’s large gray and silver dog, brought her head up, her
gaze automatically going to the driveway. His bark was deep, full-throated, but not threatening.
She watched as a black Jeep, (four-wheel drive, she hoped) made its way slowly up to the end
of the yard before stopping. The driver shut off the engine.Sadie stood up, smoothed her white
apron over her stomach, adjusted the sleeves of her lime green dress, then checked her
appearance in the mirror above the sink in the laundry.Covering straight.Wonder who would
come visiting in the snow?Three men slowly opened the doors of the vehicle as if hesitant to
subject themselves to the cold wetness of the snow. They all wore some semblance of the usual
Stetson hats so common in Montana—brown, black, slouched, but seemingly clean. Their
clothes were presentable, clean blue jeans, tan Carhart coats. Adjusting their jacket zippers,
they looked to the boards leading up to the porch.No sidewalks or strips had been built yet, so
the boards leading from the porch floor to the ground would have to do. Covered with snow,
though.Why were all three of them coming in? Usually, only one person could state their
business.Well, no use getting all flustered, she’d be okay. Once fear invaded your life, it could
easily take control and make you subject to it. She’d be okay.The leader was evidently heavyset,
his large form rocking from side to side with each purposeful stride. His gray mustache hid all of
his mouth, his hair tied in the back, a long gray ponytail hanging down the back of his coat.He
stopped, evaluating the slope of the boards, the accumulation of snow, before turning to his
friends, saying something.Sadie started to go to the door to advise them, then decided against
it. They’d find their way.The other two men were smaller in stature, with clean-shaven faces, not
unpleasant. One wore glasses low on his nose, which he pushed up every time he squinted
toward the house.Wolf kept barking but followed them, his tail wagging. Sadie knew he was
friendly, but one command from Mark could change the situation entirely, and he would attack a
person or animal if Mark wanted him to.None of the men seemed to be bothered by Wolf,



completely unafraid, barely acknowledging his existence. That was odd.They were all up on the
porch now, huddled, talking in hushed tones. Should she simply disappear, glide noiselessly
away, up the stairs or into the bedroom, and hide? No, that was cowardly. She was here by
herself except the days she still worked at the ranch with Dorothy and Erma Keim, the garrulous
spinster who had been hired to make the work load easier.A resounding knock. Nothing timid
about them, that was sure.She wasn’t afraid when she opened the door, and when they greeted
her with friendly smiles, she invited them inside, the man with the glasses still pushing them up,
squinting at her as he did so.The heavyset man introduced himself as Dave Sims, the other two
shaking hands with her politely, saying their names, which she promptly forgot.Sadie gestured
toward the kitchen table.“Would you like to sit down?”“Actually, we will.”Silently, they all pulled out
chairs, Dave grunting a bit as he folded his large form into the chair that had appeared quite
sturdy before but looked very small and feeble now.“What we’re here for. . .” he began. Then,
“How much do you know about the two children who came to the Caldwell place?”Whoa. How
did they know she worked there? Why come here? Why not talk to Richard Caldwell? Or Jim
and Dorothy?Taking a deep breath, Sadie said carefully, “Not very much.”“You work
there?”“Yes.”“Were you working when they arrived?”“Yes,”“What did they look like?”“Just . . . well,
two very dirty, poor children. Their clothes were in tatters. Too big. They just hung on their thin
shoulders.”No answer, just a nodding of three heads in unison.“Where are they now?”“Why don’t
you talk to Richard Caldwell, the owner of the ranch?” Sadie asked, a bit hesitantly, yet braving
the adversity she felt would come.“We did.”Instantly, Sadie felt more at ease. She visibly relaxed,
let go of the hem of her white apron, which she had been twisting between her thumb and index
finger. If they talked to Richard Caldwell first, and he sent them here. . . .Yet, there was a lingering
doubt.“They are adopted, the way we heard.”“Yes, I think legally.”They nodded.Then, they all
showed their identification. They worked for the government, some kind of detectives who
handled special kinds of cases. (Sadie didn’t completely understand it.) Apparently, the children
had disappeared with their mother. The father was a fugitive, a person of interest who was
running from the law. The mother was also under suspicion, although her complete -
disappearance was the only reason. They needed information. Everything would be recorded.
How much did she know?Sadie told them everything from the moment the children appeared at
the kitchen door, about the bag of costly jewelry, the safe where it was held, their impeccable
manners, their names.When she mentioned their names, two of them shook their heads.“No, no.
Not their real names.”Sadie’s eyes opened wide.“Really?”“No. Their mother, or whoever took
them away, did a good job of masquerading the real kids. Their names are Sebastian and
Angelica Hartford, of the Dallas Hartfords?”Sadie shrugged her shoulders.“Ever watched the TV
show, Dallas?”“No.”“Well, there’s more money than you can ever imagine involved.”“These kids
are victims of a serious ring of horse thieves. The only thing they ever did wrong was to have
eyes and ears. They know too much, and, we’re surmising, so does their mother. There is an old,
old bloodline running in the veins of some of these horses, an Arabian strain, that makes them
worth thousands and thousands of dollars. There was one stable here in Montana that



unknowingly housed a stallion carrying the bloodline. The horse thieves knew this. Stole a lot of
horses. I think what happened, it was a mistake gone completely haywire.”Sadie swallowed hard.
The room spun, then righted itself, her breathing came raggedly now, as she acknowledged the
fact that she knew a whole lot that could help these men tremendously.But . . . should she?With
all her heart, she longed for Mark. He would know what to do. She had seen the identification.
But why the ponytail? The mustache? Their clothes did not fit her mind’s description of a
detective. Was that only the Amish way instilled in her?You expected people to dress a certain
way, to look the way you think they should. Men wore hats and suspenders buttoned to broadfall
trousers. Older women combed their hair flat, wore larger coverings, wore darker, plainer fabric
and colors. Young girls arranged their hair in nicer waves, wore smaller coverings, brightly
colored dresses. Little boys wore straw hats, denim trousers. Everything was in order and
expected to appear a certain way.People who worked for the government wore uniforms and cut
their hair close to their heads, didn’t they? She would have to know. So she asked them.
Hesitantly at first, but gaining strength as she talked.“What do you think ‘undercover agent’
means?” the heavyset man asked, a broad smile on his face, widening to a likeable grin.The
man with the glasses, (what was his name?) pushed them up again, squinted more than ever,
but smiled genuinely.So she told them everything. The black stallion’s return, Cody, Paris, the
shootings, the close calls, the Amish people’s frustration with the local police.At the mention of
Paris, Dave Sims’ eyes bore into hers. He shook his head from side to side as she mentioned
the narrow escapes.“Do you have any idea of the danger you are living with?” he finally ground
out, his face turning a dark shade of red.“Are you here alone, every day?” the thinner man asked,
keeping himself professionally in check.“No. I work at the Caldwell . . . Aspen East. Aspendale,”
she stammered.“Your husband?”“A farrier. Works for Richard Caldwell.”“Where is this horse
named Paris?”“In the barn.”They all looked at one another, compressed their lips.“Do you have
the registration papers?”“Yes. In fact, I do. They were one of the last things I brought from my
parents’ house. I’m . . . it’s been a bit over two months since we’ve been married.”“That’s
wonderful. Congratulations.”“Thank you.”“Can we see the papers?”“Yes, of course.”She found
them in the pocket of the notebook, where she had filed more important documents until she
could arrange them properly in Mark’s bottom file drawer. When she produced the papers they
needed, Dave Sims extracted an envelope from an inside pocket of his coat. They all bent their
heads, clucked their tongues, read portions out loud, then sat back. Dave Sims told Sadie she
was the owner of an extremely valuable horse who was in grave danger and would have to be
taken away if she wanted the horse to stay alive, or wanted both herself and Mark to remain
safe.“But you can’t take Paris!” she burst out, unashamed now, her only thought how much Paris
would miss her, how unhappy she’d be away from Truman and Sadie and Mark and Wolf. In the
end, she gave in. There was no other way.Chapter 1NOW THAT THE SNOWS had come, Sadie
missed Reuben the most. Oh, it wasn’t that she was lonely or discontented. After all, she could
go home whenever she wanted, as long as the snow was not too heavy.It was just Reuben, his
guileless blue eyes, the way he tossed his blond-streaked hair away from his face, that often



brought a lump to her throat.She was a married woman now. Somehow, she felt no different than
she ever had, except for the love that had come to fulfillment with Mark Peight, her husband of
exactly two months and five days.Sadie Peight. Or Sadie Anne Peight. Sadie Miller no more.In
the Amish world in which she lived, that close-knit community of plain people in Montana, she
was “Mark Sadie” now—not “Mark’s wife, Sadie,” in the proper way. Just plain “Mark Sadie.” No
last names were needed. Everyone knew who “Mark Sadie” was.Her family, the Jacob Millers,
had moved to Montana when she was 15 years old. She had had to give up her beloved
palomino riding horse, Paris, as well as her best friend and cousin, Eva, moving thousands of
miles away from her home community in Ohio.In time, she came to love Montana, working at
Aspen East, the huge ranch that employed dozens of men, cattle drivers, farmers, horsemen,
the list went on and on. She cooked large meals in the kitchen with Dorothy Sevarr, whose
husband, Jim, transported her to and from the ranch. The Sevarrs came to be beloved friends,
as well as Richard and Barbara Caldwell, the wealthy owners of Aspen East Ranch.Sadie had
met Mark when a horse appeared from seemingly nowhere in a snowstorm, falling sick and
disabled in front of Jim Sevarr’s pickup truck. Sadie opted to stay with the horse, a beautiful but
dying paint, while Jim went for help. Mark Peight and his driver found Sadie in the snow with the
dying horse. There was an instant mutual attraction between Mark and Sadie. A long, imperfect
courtship followed, imperfect due largely to Mark’s troubled, unusual past.Wild horses had been
a danger, running uncontrolled through the isolated areas, terrifying the Amish community. The
large, black leader of the herd threatened unassuming horses and buggies traveling the
countryside.Sadie and her brother, Reuben, had spent many weeks on a grassy hill taming the
few remaining horses. Among them was the outstanding palomino mare Sadie now owned,
which she named Paris, in memory of her beloved horse from Ohio. The palomino had been
given to Sadie as a gift of appreciation from the owner of the wild horses, which turned out to
have been stolen by clever horse thieves in Laredo County. After the thefts, someone started
going around the county randomly shooting horses, Reuben’s among them. Paris and Sadie
managed more than one harrowing narrow escape. But the sniper—or snipers—remained at
large and the motive for the shootings a mystery.She felt safe now, snug and cozy in the house
Mark was renovating. There had been no sniper activity for almost four months. The Amish
community breathed a sigh of relief. People went on with their lives, shaking their heads at the
seeming incompetence of the local police, but, in the Amish way, taking it all in stride.The home
Mark had bought before the wedding had been a forsaken homestead nestled at the foot of
Atkin’s Ridge. The buildings were covered in old, wooden, German siding, the framework
amazingly sturdy, but almost everything else was crumbling with age.When you came in the
driveway, the unique shape of the barn, with its series of gable ends and various roof slopes,
was so completely charming that you forget to look for a house, which was farther up the slope in
a grove of pine trees. Despite its lamentable state of disrepair, the property was as cozy and
attractive as a nursery-rhyme house.There was an L-shaped porch along the front, dormers on
the roof, and a low addition on the right side. Besides the broken windows, sagging porch posts,



and torn floor boards, sparrow nests were built into every available crack of the decaying lumber,
the floors littered with their feces. Bats flew in and out of the upstairs dormer windows at will, and
mice scurried in terror at their approach.Mark had put in long hours repairing the barn first. His
hard labor resulted in a remarkable building with a beautiful forebay, horse stalls on either side,
wide enough to drive a team of horses attached to a manure spreader through it, for easy
mucking out. There was a workshop in another section and room for the carriage, spring wagon,
and various lawn tools in another, all on top of a solid, new, concrete floor.The barn was their
pride and joy, especially when Paris adapted so well, becoming quite sleek and flirtatious with
Mark’s horses.Sadie would stand at the wooden fence, her arms propped on the top board, one
foot on the bottom, watching Paris nip at Truman, the new horse, then squeal and bound nimbly
away.She still loved Paris and rode her as much as ever. But whenever she went to visit her
parents, she drove Mark’s steady, brown standard-bred driving horse hitched to the shining,
black carriage. Since the sniper incidents had quieted down, she felt safer and often returned
home with the back seat of the buggy full of items that had been left behind after the
wedding.The house was not finished; only the lower floor was livable. Mark’s original plans
changed after his mother passed away from bone cancer, leaving them a substantial amount of
money to be shared with his five siblings when they had been located.Mark hired a
cabinetmaker and a crew of carpenters to finish the main floor, resulting in a well-crafted
home.The kitchen was all done in oak cabinets, with wide plank floors also made of oak. The
countertops were a speckled black and gray, so Sadie had chosen to paint the walls a gray so
light it was almost white. Three windows side by side provided a full view of the driveway, the
sighing pine trees, and the barn.Sadie placed her furniture where she wanted it in the house,
then told Mark she was unworthy to be the housekeeper of such a beautiful home. Mark ran a
hand through his black hair. He said nothing, just grabbed her and swung her around. His glad
brown eyes and perfect smiling mouth told her everything he thought she should know. Their
love was an all-consuming flame, their marriage a union of God—a blessing that, after all they
had been through together, they would never take for granted.Oh, they had their times, like
Mark’s sliding into his silences, becoming absorbed in a sort of blackness when she least
expected it. She would always revert to self-blame, her shoulders tightening, a headache
developing, watching his morose face with a sort of hopeless intensity. What have I done? What
have I said to bring this on?She would be completely miserable, afraid to approach him, until she
remembered his past and the awful times after his mother left with a real estate agent, leaving
eight-year-old Mark to care for his five younger siblings.The slightest put-down, often going
unnoticed by Sadie herself, could bring on those quiet times. A dark fog, as impenetrable as the
proverbial pea soup and about as messy to clean up, surrounded him.Sadie had been raised in
a secure, loving home, imperfect perhaps, as most homes tend to be, but completely normal.
Her three sisters, Leah, Rebekah, Anna, and one brother, Reuben, all younger than herself, had
been loved, disciplined, and nurtured.Their mother, Annie, endured mental illness that resulted
in hospitalization. In the end, it only bound them closer, enveloping the family in a shroud of



thanksgiving for Mam’s well-being.Sadie was often quick to speak her mind, the words tumbling
out happily before she thought of their consequences. Mark would be hurt, returning to that
place where only he knew, leaving her floundering, reeling from the rejection in his eyes.The
latest bout had been brought on by her happy evaluation of the oak kitchen cabinets. Sitting
back in her chair, wrapping her soft, white robe securely around her waist, she crossed her legs,
kicking her slipper-clad foot, shaking back her long, dark ponytail, saying simply how no one
could build cabinets the way a cabinetmaker could.“They just know exactly what they’re doing,
don’t they? Such perfect raised panels on their doors!” Forgetting, like a dummy, that he had
built the ones in the office and had been terribly proud of his accomplishment and the money he
had saved by doing it himself.He had nodded his head, agreed, using words to that extent,
finished his coffee, and abruptly left the table, returning to the recliner. He stayed there without
offering his usual Sunday-morning dish-drying assistance.Amish people hold church services in
a home every other Sunday. This is an old tradition, allowing the ministers and deacon to visit
other communities if they feel so inclined. Church members have an in-between Sunday,
allowing long sleep-ins, leisurely breakfasts, a day for resting, visiting, Bible-reading, studying
German, or, as is often the case, simply relaxing and doing nothing.Which is exactly how that
Sunday turned out. Doing nothing. Not one thing. Finally her insides were in knots. The book she
was reading gave her the creeps. Her legs became so restless she thought they might run away
by themselves. She wished she had never married Mark Peight. She wanted to slam doors and
spill a whole container of water over his head or pound her fists into his chest.What she did do,
finally, was kneel by his recliner and beg him to tell her what was wrong. But he feigned sleep,
grunted, stuck up an elbow as if to shake her off, rolled on his side, smacked his lips in the most
disgusting way, and resumed breathing deeply.Sadie got up and walked blindly to the kitchen,
then stood in the middle of it. She wanted to go home. She wanted to lay her head on Mam’s
shoulder and, smelling the talcum powder that always wafted from her, cry great big alligator
tears and ask Mam why she hadn’t warned and better prepared her little girl?She felt like a buoy
anchored to the sea floor, tossed about by the waves. But she stayed right there in the middle of
her kitchen, anchored to the beautiful floorboards by her marriage to him. Oh, he made her so
mad!It wasn’t right, this anger. All her life, she had been groomed to be a submissive Amish
housewife. The husband is the head of the house, and his wishes are to be respected. Your life
is now no longer your own.No doubt.Your life is doled out in portions by his moods. If he falls into
a black one, your life could be measured by the tiniest measuring spoon. Approximately one-
eighth of a teaspoon. Barely enough to keep a person going. No cup runneth over here.Ah, well.
She knew their life together would not be perfect, the way he had always been so hard to
understand. But this? This standing in the middle of the kitchen, completely afloat, by that tall
dark stranger sunk into a vile mood for which you were unprepared.Then he would get over it,
usually by going off to work the following morning, his lunchbox swinging in one hand, the red
and white Coleman jug of ice water in the other, his faithful driver and coworker, Lester Brenner,
waiting at the end of the yard, idling the diesel engine of his pickup truck.Mark was a farrier and



a good one. He shod all of Richard Caldwell’s horses, as well as those of the Amish who owned
more than one horse, and still the telephone messages kept coming.After he spent a day doing
hard physical labor, getting out among people, talking, forgetting himself, he would return home
a changed person. Smiling, his arms enfolding her, her head fitting so perfectly into that hollow
of his shoulder, she would smell the rich odor of horses and his own musky, salty essence. She
would close her eyes and thank God for her husband, forgiving him another time of
blackness.That was when the eighth of a teaspoon turned into immeasurable quantities, and
Sadie’s life made great, big, happy sense, like a tree filled with great rosy-cheeked apples, its
roots by a blue lake, watered constantly by the love of God.So when it was Tuesday morning,
and the snow was coming down thick and fast, too fast to attempt a drive to her mother’s house,
she decided to unpack some of her extra things and wash the dishes, fold the towels, and store
them in the bottom drawer of the bureau in the living room. It was a job she had meant to do at
least a month ago and still had not accomplished.She was unwrapping a set of salt and pepper
shakers, the newspaper around them aged and crumbling from being stored in her parent’s attic
for many years. Mommy Hershberger had given them to her on her tenth birthday. Purple grapes
with green leaves swinging from a sort of tree, all made in shining ceramic. Oh, my. And she had
thought they were so cool back then.Smiling, she put them on the countertop to be washed in
soapy water, then she retrieved a small white basket filled with yellow plastic roses, the greenish
faces having changed color from the heat of the attic, waxy, smelling like old plastic. Grimacing,
she pulled out the artificial flowers and threw them into the trash can with the old newspapers,
then set the white basket by the purple salt and pepper shakers.She had just found a small
cedar chest with a glossy top, a gray and white kitten smiling from the lid, surrounded by pink
flowers and a red handkerchief. Ugh. A gift from a names exchange in seventh grade. Oh, dear.
She should keep it.Barking from Wolf, Mark’s large gray and silver dog, brought her head up, her
gaze automatically going to the driveway. His bark was deep, full-throated, but not threatening.
She watched as a black Jeep, (four-wheel drive, she hoped) made its way slowly up to the end
of the yard before stopping. The driver shut off the engine.Sadie stood up, smoothed her white
apron over her stomach, adjusted the sleeves of her lime green dress, then checked her
appearance in the mirror above the sink in the laundry.Covering straight.Wonder who would
come visiting in the snow?Three men slowly opened the doors of the vehicle as if hesitant to
subject themselves to the cold wetness of the snow. They all wore some semblance of the usual
Stetson hats so common in Montana—brown, black, slouched, but seemingly clean. Their
clothes were presentable, clean blue jeans, tan Carhart coats. Adjusting their jacket zippers,
they looked to the boards leading up to the porch.No sidewalks or strips had been built yet, so
the boards leading from the porch floor to the ground would have to do. Covered with snow,
though.Why were all three of them coming in? Usually, only one person could state their
business.Well, no use getting all flustered, she’d be okay. Once fear invaded your life, it could
easily take control and make you subject to it. She’d be okay.The leader was evidently heavyset,
his large form rocking from side to side with each purposeful stride. His gray mustache hid all of



his mouth, his hair tied in the back, a long gray ponytail hanging down the back of his coat.He
stopped, evaluating the slope of the boards, the accumulation of snow, before turning to his
friends, saying something.Sadie started to go to the door to advise them, then decided against
it. They’d find their way.The other two men were smaller in stature, with clean-shaven faces, not
unpleasant. One wore glasses low on his nose, which he pushed up every time he squinted
toward the house.Wolf kept barking but followed them, his tail wagging. Sadie knew he was
friendly, but one command from Mark could change the situation entirely, and he would attack a
person or animal if Mark wanted him to.None of the men seemed to be bothered by Wolf,
completely unafraid, barely acknowledging his existence. That was odd.They were all up on the
porch now, huddled, talking in hushed tones. Should she simply disappear, glide noiselessly
away, up the stairs or into the bedroom, and hide? No, that was cowardly. She was here by
herself except the days she still worked at the ranch with Dorothy and Erma Keim, the garrulous
spinster who had been hired to make the work load easier.A resounding knock. Nothing timid
about them, that was sure.She wasn’t afraid when she opened the door, and when they greeted
her with friendly smiles, she invited them inside, the man with the glasses still pushing them up,
squinting at her as he did so.The heavyset man introduced himself as Dave Sims, the other two
shaking hands with her politely, saying their names, which she promptly forgot.Sadie gestured
toward the kitchen table.“Would you like to sit down?”“Actually, we will.”Silently, they all pulled out
chairs, Dave grunting a bit as he folded his large form into the chair that had appeared quite
sturdy before but looked very small and feeble now.“What we’re here for. . .” he began. Then,
“How much do you know about the two children who came to the Caldwell place?”Whoa. How
did they know she worked there? Why come here? Why not talk to Richard Caldwell? Or Jim
and Dorothy?Taking a deep breath, Sadie said carefully, “Not very much.”“You work
there?”“Yes.”“Were you working when they arrived?”“Yes,”“What did they look like?”“Just . . . well,
two very dirty, poor children. Their clothes were in tatters. Too big. They just hung on their thin
shoulders.”No answer, just a nodding of three heads in unison.“Where are they now?”“Why don’t
you talk to Richard Caldwell, the owner of the ranch?” Sadie asked, a bit hesitantly, yet braving
the adversity she felt would come.“We did.”Instantly, Sadie felt more at ease. She visibly relaxed,
let go of the hem of her white apron, which she had been twisting between her thumb and index
finger. If they talked to Richard Caldwell first, and he sent them here. . . .Yet, there was a lingering
doubt.“They are adopted, the way we heard.”“Yes, I think legally.”They nodded.Then, they all
showed their identification. They worked for the government, some kind of detectives who
handled special kinds of cases. (Sadie didn’t completely understand it.) Apparently, the children
had disappeared with their mother. The father was a fugitive, a person of interest who was
running from the law. The mother was also under suspicion, although her complete -
disappearance was the only reason. They needed information. Everything would be recorded.
How much did she know?Sadie told them everything from the moment the children appeared at
the kitchen door, about the bag of costly jewelry, the safe where it was held, their impeccable
manners, their names.When she mentioned their names, two of them shook their heads.“No, no.



Not their real names.”Sadie’s eyes opened wide.“Really?”“No. Their mother, or whoever took
them away, did a good job of masquerading the real kids. Their names are Sebastian and
Angelica Hartford, of the Dallas Hartfords?”Sadie shrugged her shoulders.“Ever watched the TV
show, Dallas?”“No.”“Well, there’s more money than you can ever imagine involved.”“These kids
are victims of a serious ring of horse thieves. The only thing they ever did wrong was to have
eyes and ears. They know too much, and, we’re surmising, so does their mother. There is an old,
old bloodline running in the veins of some of these horses, an Arabian strain, that makes them
worth thousands and thousands of dollars. There was one stable here in Montana that
unknowingly housed a stallion carrying the bloodline. The horse thieves knew this. Stole a lot of
horses. I think what happened, it was a mistake gone completely haywire.”Sadie swallowed hard.
The room spun, then righted itself, her breathing came raggedly now, as she acknowledged the
fact that she knew a whole lot that could help these men tremendously.But . . . should she?With
all her heart, she longed for Mark. He would know what to do. She had seen the identification.
But why the ponytail? The mustache? Their clothes did not fit her mind’s description of a
detective. Was that only the Amish way instilled in her?You expected people to dress a certain
way, to look the way you think they should. Men wore hats and suspenders buttoned to broadfall
trousers. Older women combed their hair flat, wore larger coverings, wore darker, plainer fabric
and colors. Young girls arranged their hair in nicer waves, wore smaller coverings, brightly
colored dresses. Little boys wore straw hats, denim trousers. Everything was in order and
expected to appear a certain way.People who worked for the government wore uniforms and cut
their hair close to their heads, didn’t they? She would have to know. So she asked them.
Hesitantly at first, but gaining strength as she talked.“What do you think ‘undercover agent’
means?” the heavyset man asked, a broad smile on his face, widening to a likeable grin.The
man with the glasses, (what was his name?) pushed them up again, squinted more than ever,
but smiled genuinely.So she told them everything. The black stallion’s return, Cody, Paris, the
shootings, the close calls, the Amish people’s frustration with the local police.At the mention of
Paris, Dave Sims’ eyes bore into hers. He shook his head from side to side as she mentioned
the narrow escapes.“Do you have any idea of the danger you are living with?” he finally ground
out, his face turning a dark shade of red.“Are you here alone, every day?” the thinner man asked,
keeping himself professionally in check.“No. I work at the Caldwell . . . Aspen East. Aspendale,”
she stammered.“Your husband?”“A farrier. Works for Richard Caldwell.”“Where is this horse
named Paris?”“In the barn.”They all looked at one another, compressed their lips.“Do you have
the registration papers?”“Yes. In fact, I do. They were one of the last things I brought from my
parents’ house. I’m . . . it’s been a bit over two months since we’ve been married.”“That’s
wonderful. Congratulations.”“Thank you.”“Can we see the papers?”“Yes, of course.”She found
them in the pocket of the notebook, where she had filed more important documents until she
could arrange them properly in Mark’s bottom file drawer. When she produced the papers they
needed, Dave Sims extracted an envelope from an inside pocket of his coat. They all bent their
heads, clucked their tongues, read portions out loud, then sat back. Dave Sims told Sadie she



was the owner of an extremely valuable horse who was in grave danger and would have to be
taken away if she wanted the horse to stay alive, or wanted both herself and Mark to remain
safe.“But you can’t take Paris!” she burst out, unashamed now, her only thought how much Paris
would miss her, how unhappy she’d be away from Truman and Sadie and Mark and Wolf. In the
end, she gave in. There was no other way.Chapter 2WHEN MARK ARRIVED HOME she threw
herself into his arms and cried and sniffed and mumbled and blew her nose, her eyes red, her
nose swollen, her hair disheveled, until he led her to the new beige-colored sofa with the gray
cushions. He told her to stop crying, calm down, and start all over.He held her hands and
stroked her back reassuringly as she repeated her story much slower this time, hugging him and
begging him to try and do something about Paris. They simply could not take her away.“And the
thing that worries me just as much—what in the world will happen to Dorothy if she finds this
out? She’ll be beside herself without those children.”Mark said she wouldn’t have to know, and
Sadie said that wasn’t one bit fair, that it was better to tell her, which is what she did when she
went to work the next day.She went straight to Richard Caldwell’s office, glad to hear his voice
welcoming her in, glad to hear every word he had to say about her and Paris.Yes, he believed it
was as serious as the men had said. Paris would have to go to an undisclosed location, despite
Sadie’s vehement protests that Paris would be perfectly all right in the barn.“Who knows I got
married and live with Mark now?” she finished, a note of rebellion hanging on the question.“You
want my personal opinion, Sadie? You better do what you’re told. Until this whole thing is cleared
up, anyway.”Sadie said nothing, still hoping for a chance to keep Paris in the barn where she
would be perfectly all right, thank you very much.However, they agreed to tell Dorothy about the
children together. When she was called into the office, she waited a good 10 minutes before
making her appearance, then blew through the door, prickly with irritation, sat solidly on a leather
wing chair, then almost slid off, her short legs putting a halt to it by digging into the carpet,
definitely not helping her dignity.“Now what do you want, Mr. Caldwell?” she said, putting all the
impatience she could into the “Now.”“This is very important, Dorothy,” Richard Caldwell said
soberly.“Hardly more important than my roast of beef. That Erma don’t know how to trim it, so
she don’t.”Sadie squelched a giggle. Erma Keim had only one name here at the ranch, and it
was “That Erma.”Continued combat, she thought.Richard Caldwell assured her it was much
more important than roast beef and proceeded to tell her in a level, quiet voice everything that
had occurred, which left poor Dorothy rocking from side to side in agitation.“Oh, come on now,
they can’t take my babies. They’re in school! You can’t take kids out of school. They’re mine. I
don’t care if those men say they’re the government, you can’t take kids out of school.”With that,
she pulled a bobby pin out of her gray hair and dug so viciously in one ear that Sadie was afraid
she’d never find it again. Dorothy remembered what she was doing and put it back in her hair,
clearing her throat self-consciously.A wave of pity rolled over Sadie’s heart. Dorothy was so
small and plump, her polyester slacks too short around the ankles, her beige shoes from the
Dollar General splattered with bacon grease, her multicolored shirt exposing too much of her
wrinkled neck, a cloud of bluster and sense of self riding solidly on her gray head.Richard



Caldwell went on explaining patiently. If they found the mother of their children and she was
proved innocent, Dorothy would have to give them up.Shaking a plump finger in Richard
Caldwell’s direction, Dorothy told him the Lord had sent Marcelona and Louise; they were her
beloved angels sent straight from heaven, and he’d not allow them to be taken away. And don’t
you kid yourself, she was going to go back to her roast beef, and if he wasn’t going to do
anything about Erma Keim trimming off too much fat, then she’d have to do it herself, or he’d be
eating a roast beef that had the taste and texture of good shoe leather, and she meant it.She slid
off the leather chair after that display of territorial words and bustled straight back to the kitchen,
leaving a vapor of martyrdom behind her. Richard Caldwell shook his head, then exploded in a
volcanic bellow of laughter that brought one just like it from Sadie.They wiped their eyes, smiled,
then agreed to let it go. They had told her the truth, and now it was up to Dorothy to accept
it.Sadie vacuumed and dusted, scoured bathrooms, and as always, thoroughly enjoyed cleaning
this grand house. There was just something about being in a home as beautiful as this that
fulfilled a sense of longing for the finer things in life.In her circles, Sadie knew this lust of the
world, this lust of the eyes, was accompanied by a firm denouncing of it. She was admonished to
take up the cross, deny herself, and follow the narrow path of Jesus, which she felt was good
and right. Sadie wanted no life other than the one she led, the goal of which was to live in a way
that would lead to heaven.That was how she was born. Amish. To parents who wanted this way
of life, this security for their children. The heritage passed on from generation to generation.It
was hard to explain when English people asked questions, implying the senselessness of
driving a horse and buggy or having no electricity. And if it was so wrong, why ride in a car at all?
It wasn’t wrong for Richard and Barbara Caldwell to have their beautiful home. They were living
their lives the way their parents lived theirs, doing what, to them, was right. That was fine.Sadie
loved her employer and his wife, defending their lifestyle if anyone dared say anything negative.
They were kind, caring people, who did what was right for their employees, even if they lived
lavishly, according to Amish standards. She would never judge them.She stopped in the upstairs
bathroom to lift the slatted wooden blind and gaze out across the snowy ranch land. It spread as
far as the eye could see, the scenery so beautiful it could take your breath away, especially in
winter.She would have to ride Paris this evening. One more time before they took her away. Paris
loved the snow, taking great plunging strides, spraying clouds of it when she ran, the cold air
slamming into Sadie’s face, Reuben at her side, yelling and laughing.She’d have to leave a
message for him on her parents’ phone. Maybe he could ride over tomorrow after work.As it
turned out, Reuben had to work late. Dat started a new log cabin that needed the concrete
poured for the footer before the next snow arrived.A week later, the government men came and
took Paris away. Sadie refused to watch, throwing herself on their bed, shutting out any sound
with the pillow clamped over her head as tightly as possible. She lifted it cautiously to listen for
any sounds before emerging from the bedroom, her ears red, her eyes swollen from
crying.Catching sight of herself in the mirror, she was shocked to see how old and careworn she
appeared. So she took a shower, changed to a dress the color of cranberries, brushed her teeth,



and decided to grow up and stop being so immature about Paris. She was just a horse.Then
Sadie thought of Paris stepping down from that trailer after a long cold journey, her large brown
eyes with the thick, bristly lashes looking at everyone and everything with so much trust in them.
Sadie’s lips trembled, her nose burned, and she started sobbing all over again.Mark told her to
go home and spend the day with her mother and sisters. She needed it.And that’s exactly what
she did, being greeted with cheers and hugs and coffee and French toast, maple syrup and
chipped beef gravy, fried cornmeal mush, and Mam’s perfect dippy eggs.Leah was working at
her cleaning job, but Rebekah and Anna were at home. They caught up on the latest news, the
life of dating, being with the youth, their work, Reuben turning 16 before too long, and Mam’s
concern about Reuben’s time of rumspringa, literally translated as “running around,” which is
exactly what the youth did after they turned 16.Mam was in high spirits, making them all laugh
with stories about the last quilting she had attended. She had to get started piecing Leah’s
Mariner’s Star quilt, with the feeling goading her that Kevin had marriage on his mind.“But, can
you imagine, a Mariner’s Star in black and beige? It’s enough to give me the blues. All that
black!”“Get Fred Ketty to piece it,” Rebekah suggested.“Fred Ketty?”“They said she did one with
black and . . . I forget what else, but she got over 900 dollars for it.”“Where?”Mam was so
incredulous her mouth formed a perfect O, then closed tightly after she pronounced the
“where.”“She sold it at the fire hall, remember? That auction in August.”“See, that shouldn’t be
allowed. That’s too much display . . . of . . . Well, it’s just too worldly, parading a quilt like that at a
fire hall. Likely it was raffled off or whatever, and that’s too much like gambling, and that’s strictly
verboten, you know that.”Mam became so agitated she started scraping leftover crusts of French
toast into the garbage, her face with heightened color, her nostrils flaring.Rebekah winked
broadly at Sadie, with the sort of look that said, “Mam’s just jealous,” but in a loving way. You
could never hate your mother. You could get irritated, even angry for a short time, but if she had a
whole list of failures, you sort of loved even the shortcomings. Mam so obviously prided herself
in her own ability to piece outstanding quilts that this sort of news was a bit much.After the
conversation lagged, Anna got up, saying she had a dress to sew, so Rebekah and Sadie could
do the dishes.“What color are you making?” Sadie asked.Anna brought out a three-yard piece of
fabric, the color a hue of brilliant magenta with a decided stripe in it.“Mam!” Sadie gasped. She
was clearly shocked.Why would Mam allow a color that bold, a stripe that pronounced? She
obviously hadn’t. Calmly, Mam laid down her plate, then came over to peer at the offending color
and texture.“Where did you get this, Anna?”“Walmart.”Anna’s eyes were very large in her too-thin
face, the angle of her beautiful cheekbone so pronounced, her chin so tiny, the cleft in it showing
so plainly. Her dress, as usual, hung on her thin frame, gathered about her tiny waist by the
broad belt of her apron.Anna was the youngest and battled eating disorders. With little sense of
self-worth, always appearing overweight and ugly in her own eyes, she had taken to purging.
Sadly loathing herself and her pitiful ability to be a friend, she felt she had nothing to contribute
to a conversation or any circumstance in which she found herself. Anna was one of the reasons
it had been difficult for Sadie, often acting as a mentor to her troubled sister, to leave home.Mam



pursed her lips now and said evenly, “I hope you know I can’t let you make a dress with that
fabric, Anna.”It was all Anna needed to release the spring of tension, the bottled up volcano of
rebellion against Mam, or Sadie, or anyone who tried to take this dress away from her. It was
completely essential that she wear this dress, the object that would surely grab and keep Neil
Hershberger’s faithful devotion.“Oh, no! You’re not taking this dress away from me!” she shouted,
her beautiful eyes already forming tears. “I paid for it with my own money! No. You’re not. I’m
going to wear it!”She turned, sobbing, running up the steps, the priceless magenta-colored
fabric clutched tightly to her thin chest.Mam started to follow, a hand out, calling her name, but
Sadie stopped her. “I’ll go after awhile.”“I don’t know what to do. She is so different from all you
other girls. I plum don’t know how to handle it.”With that, Mam sat down wearily, suddenly
overcome with her daughter’s rebellion coupled with Fred Ketty’s 900 dollar quilt.“Mam, you
know her whole problem is that she has to be on top of the pile,” Rebekah said harshly.“Ach,
Rebekah,” Mam said sadly.“I’m serious. She can’t give up. If that would have been me, you would
not have been overwhelmed very long. Bingo! In the trash! Subject closed!”Mam laughed, her
plump stomach shaking with mirth. “Now stop it,” she said, still laughing.When Sadie got to
Anna’s room, she found it hard to see her sister that way, lying on her stomach, as close to the
wall as she could get, her fingers in her ears the minute Sadie opened the door. Human nature
made Sadie feel like smacking her, calling her a big baby, and telling her to get off that bed this
minute, go eat something, and stop obsessing about yourself and Neil Hershberger. Maybe
that’s what Sadie should have done.There were too many big girls in the family while Anna was
growing up. Somehow, she had been shorted, whether it came from Mam’s mental illness, or
whether she was born with this decayed sense of her own worth. Whatever the cause, she
needed help.“All right, Anna. Stop it. Get your fingers out of your ears. Look at me.”“Go away.”“All
right, I will.”She walked away, closed the door firmly behind her, then heard it open and Anna
calling, “Come back, Sadie.”“Not unless you’re chide.” (nice, normal)“I’ll try.”Sadie picked up the
fabric, took it over to the window, parted the curtains and looked at it, peering closely, as if it
were a foreign object.“You weren’t really going to make this, were you?” she asked, kindly and
unaccusing.“’Course I was.”Her words were hard stones pinging against Sadie’s flinching face.
Somehow that answer was a solidified thing, an assurance that Anna was no longer the
harmless little girl who ate great dishes of Lucky Charms cereal. She was actually a concern, a
problem to be addressed, like a broken porch step or a refrigerator that stopped working. You
had to acknowledge that it needed fixing and then apply yourself, even if it put you in a state of
despair. This thought swam into her consciousness, like a shark in a peaceful barrier reef.Softly,
but firmly, Sadie addressed her sister. “Wouldn’t you be afraid? Ashamed to wear it to the hymn
singing?”“Huh-uh!”“I bet you would.”“Hah-ah.” So pronounced, her words were almost
guttural.“Come on, Anna. It’s way too bright. The parents would have a fit.”“Hah-ah.”“Tell you
what. I’ll buy you another one if you’ll go shopping with me.”Anna rolled over on her back, then
sat up, pulling her knees to her chin, wrapping her arms around them. Her dark hair was
disheveled, a lock hanging into her large, dark eyes and the dark shadows of . . . what?



Tiredness? Lack of good nutrition? Her eyes made her appear older, much older in fact, than her
years.Anna said nothing and just looked at her steadily, unflinching, with a cold look Sadie could
not fully perceive.“I want the dress I chose.” The voice was flat, the words hard as nails.Sadie
said nothing, sighed, turned toward the dresser, picked up a small bottle of cologne, winced,
gasped in shock at the words written diagonally across it. Still saying nothing, she plucked off
the cap, spritzed a small amount on her wrist, rubbed it with the palm of her hand, and sniffed.
“Mmm.”Anna’s face brightened.“You like it?”“Yes, it smells . . . different. Where did you buy
it?”“Neil gave it to me.”The defiant note in her voice is what gave away the lie. There was an
angry retort on Sadie’s tongue, but she caught herself just in time, knowing that a thick,
suffocating confrontation would follow, driving a wedge of cast iron into the fragile relationship
between them.“He did? No birthday, no nothing?” Sadie turned, her eyebrows raised, surprise in
her voice. “And you’re not dating?”Anna came up off the bed in one movement, her face
darkening as anger propelled her. Standing boldly, one thin hand on her hip, her pelvis jutted out
in defiance, she clipped her words short.“No, we’re not dating. Which I hope you know is none of
your business. If I remember correctly, you weren’t dating Mark for a very long time. Just sort of
creeping around.”It was the sarcasm that did it. Turning, she felt the heat rise in her face, did
nothing to stop it. She stepped within a foot of her sister, thrust her face close to hers, and let her
words fall where they would.“Anna, you know Neil did not give you that cologne. You also know
that you are on a dangerous road, completely obsessed with a person of . . . of questionable
intent. You can’t do this, Anna. He doesn’t seem like someone you should be spending time
with.”“You don’t know him.”“Yes, I think I do. When I saw you two at my wedding, I could tell. You
have no idea how you two appeared. The . . .”She was cut short. “Shut up!”Sadie’s mouth fell
open in disbelief. “Anna!”“Get out! Get out of my room and stop talking. Go!”Sadie opened her
mouth, closed it, turned, and walked through the door, closing it firmly behind her.The remainder
of the day passed in a blur. Mam prattled away happily about Kevin and Leah, how absolutely
wonderfully he treated her, how much money he made, being the same as foreman on that
logging operation, but then his father always was a good manager. Everything he touched turned
into money.Mam said this innocently, but Sadie caught the underlying pride. She wanted to tell
Mam to be careful, but she was suddenly too tired, too beaten down by Anna’s outburst to try
and remedy anything at all. She just wanted to go home. Home to Mark, to her clean, uncluttered
life, where the unpleasantness came only from Paris’s absence, which would turn out all right in
the end, she felt sure.She hitched up Truman with Rebekah’s help. She waved good-bye as he
pulled the carriage down the drive, and a deep sense of anticipation settled over her.There was
no need to question whether it had been God’s will for her to become Mark Peight’s wife. With a
deep, abiding knowledge, she knew the rightness of it, of returning to him with this joy after
spending a day with her family.She would worry about Anna, the magenta-colored dress, Neil,
the questionable cologne, but she would be able to put all of it out of her thoughts, for a time,
anyway. Perhaps it was just a phase.The cream-colored SUV passed her from behind, traveling
so slowly she almost had to hold Truman back to keep from catching up to it. Annoying driver . . .



Why didn’t he accelerate? Just get going? She did pull back on the black leather reins then, or
she would have driven too close. Probably an elderly couple afraid of the snow-covered back
roads. Truman wanted to run, so Sadie held back firmly now, glad to see the car ahead of her
pick up speed.Driving horses were all the same, she thought. When you got them out of the barn
and hitched them to the buggy, they trotted along willingly, took you where you wanted to go,
settling down to a level trot, even if they felt a bit spunky at first, dancing around, balking a bit, or
crow-hopping sometimes. But if you let them stand at a barn, or along a fence, or tied to a
hitching rack for any length of time, then hitched them up to return home, they pricked their ears
forward and clipped along at a much better pace, knowing a good cold drink out of their own
trough, a nice pile of oats, and a block of good hay awaited them at home.Home was where all
horses wanted to be. Me, too, Truman, Sadie thought, smiling to herself. She had some cold
chicken breast in the refrigerator. She would make the chicken and rice casserole for Mark this
evening. No broccoli, so she’d substitute peas. She had a whole pumpkin pie in a round
Tupperware container under the seat, a gift from Mam, bless her heart. Pumpkin pies were
complicated to make. She smiled to herself, thinking of Mam’s distaste for any uncovered, or
loosely covered, food items put under the seat of a buggy. No matter how hard you tried to avoid
it, there was always a certain amount of horse hair floating inside a buggy, always finding its way
to the top of a container. But not one hair would be on the pumpkin pie. Mam double-checked
the famously secure Tupperware seal.The beige-colored SUV approached her again from the
opposite direction, driving as slow as before. The windows were tinted, so there was no use
checking for the occupants. That was some expensive vehicle, Sadie guessed.She wondered
vaguely what she would drive if she was English. She smiled at the thought of turning the ignition
key, stepping on a pedal, and moving off. Wouldn’t that be different?She wished she had
sunglasses to wear. The late afternoon sun was blinding. That would be different, too. A pair of
black sunglasses on a face framed by an Amish bonnet. Likely she’d get her picture on the front
page of the local newspaper.Truman was gathering speed for his dash up the side of Atkin’s
Ridge, so Sadie relaxed the reins, letting him have his head, knowing he had to make it up the
hill on his own terms, rounding the curve on top like a racer, leaning to the right.She pulled back
in alarm when the same SUV roared past from behind, disappearing up the side of the ridge in a
whirl of snow and grit. Boy, for all the time they wasted going back and forth, probably looking for
a certain road sign, they must have suddenly decided they knew where they were going.And
when she came upon this vehicle parked across the road, she hauled back on the leather reins
as hard as she could, thinking they should have been more careful, having suddenly hit an icy
spot. She hoped no one was hurt, and she was glad to see the vehicle had not turned over.
There was no way around it, with the high bank on one side and the steep incline on the other,
so she opened the window, calling “Whoa.”Chapter 2WHEN MARK ARRIVED HOME she threw
herself into his arms and cried and sniffed and mumbled and blew her nose, her eyes red, her
nose swollen, her hair disheveled, until he led her to the new beige-colored sofa with the gray
cushions. He told her to stop crying, calm down, and start all over.He held her hands and



stroked her back reassuringly as she repeated her story much slower this time, hugging him and
begging him to try and do something about Paris. They simply could not take her away.“And the
thing that worries me just as much—what in the world will happen to Dorothy if she finds this
out? She’ll be beside herself without those children.”Mark said she wouldn’t have to know, and
Sadie said that wasn’t one bit fair, that it was better to tell her, which is what she did when she
went to work the next day.She went straight to Richard Caldwell’s office, glad to hear his voice
welcoming her in, glad to hear every word he had to say about her and Paris.Yes, he believed it
was as serious as the men had said. Paris would have to go to an undisclosed location, despite
Sadie’s vehement protests that Paris would be perfectly all right in the barn.“Who knows I got
married and live with Mark now?” she finished, a note of rebellion hanging on the question.“You
want my personal opinion, Sadie? You better do what you’re told. Until this whole thing is cleared
up, anyway.”Sadie said nothing, still hoping for a chance to keep Paris in the barn where she
would be perfectly all right, thank you very much.However, they agreed to tell Dorothy about the
children together. When she was called into the office, she waited a good 10 minutes before
making her appearance, then blew through the door, prickly with irritation, sat solidly on a leather
wing chair, then almost slid off, her short legs putting a halt to it by digging into the carpet,
definitely not helping her dignity.“Now what do you want, Mr. Caldwell?” she said, putting all the
impatience she could into the “Now.”“This is very important, Dorothy,” Richard Caldwell said
soberly.“Hardly more important than my roast of beef. That Erma don’t know how to trim it, so
she don’t.”Sadie squelched a giggle. Erma Keim had only one name here at the ranch, and it
was “That Erma.”Continued combat, she thought.Richard Caldwell assured her it was much
more important than roast beef and proceeded to tell her in a level, quiet voice everything that
had occurred, which left poor Dorothy rocking from side to side in agitation.“Oh, come on now,
they can’t take my babies. They’re in school! You can’t take kids out of school. They’re mine. I
don’t care if those men say they’re the government, you can’t take kids out of school.”With that,
she pulled a bobby pin out of her gray hair and dug so viciously in one ear that Sadie was afraid
she’d never find it again. Dorothy remembered what she was doing and put it back in her hair,
clearing her throat self-consciously.A wave of pity rolled over Sadie’s heart. Dorothy was so
small and plump, her polyester slacks too short around the ankles, her beige shoes from the
Dollar General splattered with bacon grease, her multicolored shirt exposing too much of her
wrinkled neck, a cloud of bluster and sense of self riding solidly on her gray head.Richard
Caldwell went on explaining patiently. If they found the mother of their children and she was
proved innocent, Dorothy would have to give them up.Shaking a plump finger in Richard
Caldwell’s direction, Dorothy told him the Lord had sent Marcelona and Louise; they were her
beloved angels sent straight from heaven, and he’d not allow them to be taken away. And don’t
you kid yourself, she was going to go back to her roast beef, and if he wasn’t going to do
anything about Erma Keim trimming off too much fat, then she’d have to do it herself, or he’d be
eating a roast beef that had the taste and texture of good shoe leather, and she meant it.She slid
off the leather chair after that display of territorial words and bustled straight back to the kitchen,



leaving a vapor of martyrdom behind her. Richard Caldwell shook his head, then exploded in a
volcanic bellow of laughter that brought one just like it from Sadie.They wiped their eyes, smiled,
then agreed to let it go. They had told her the truth, and now it was up to Dorothy to accept
it.Sadie vacuumed and dusted, scoured bathrooms, and as always, thoroughly enjoyed cleaning
this grand house. There was just something about being in a home as beautiful as this that
fulfilled a sense of longing for the finer things in life.In her circles, Sadie knew this lust of the
world, this lust of the eyes, was accompanied by a firm denouncing of it. She was admonished to
take up the cross, deny herself, and follow the narrow path of Jesus, which she felt was good
and right. Sadie wanted no life other than the one she led, the goal of which was to live in a way
that would lead to heaven.That was how she was born. Amish. To parents who wanted this way
of life, this security for their children. The heritage passed on from generation to generation.It
was hard to explain when English people asked questions, implying the senselessness of
driving a horse and buggy or having no electricity. And if it was so wrong, why ride in a car at all?
It wasn’t wrong for Richard and Barbara Caldwell to have their beautiful home. They were living
their lives the way their parents lived theirs, doing what, to them, was right. That was fine.Sadie
loved her employer and his wife, defending their lifestyle if anyone dared say anything negative.
They were kind, caring people, who did what was right for their employees, even if they lived
lavishly, according to Amish standards. She would never judge them.She stopped in the upstairs
bathroom to lift the slatted wooden blind and gaze out across the snowy ranch land. It spread as
far as the eye could see, the scenery so beautiful it could take your breath away, especially in
winter.She would have to ride Paris this evening. One more time before they took her away. Paris
loved the snow, taking great plunging strides, spraying clouds of it when she ran, the cold air
slamming into Sadie’s face, Reuben at her side, yelling and laughing.She’d have to leave a
message for him on her parents’ phone. Maybe he could ride over tomorrow after work.As it
turned out, Reuben had to work late. Dat started a new log cabin that needed the concrete
poured for the footer before the next snow arrived.A week later, the government men came and
took Paris away. Sadie refused to watch, throwing herself on their bed, shutting out any sound
with the pillow clamped over her head as tightly as possible. She lifted it cautiously to listen for
any sounds before emerging from the bedroom, her ears red, her eyes swollen from
crying.Catching sight of herself in the mirror, she was shocked to see how old and careworn she
appeared. So she took a shower, changed to a dress the color of cranberries, brushed her teeth,
and decided to grow up and stop being so immature about Paris. She was just a horse.Then
Sadie thought of Paris stepping down from that trailer after a long cold journey, her large brown
eyes with the thick, bristly lashes looking at everyone and everything with so much trust in them.
Sadie’s lips trembled, her nose burned, and she started sobbing all over again.Mark told her to
go home and spend the day with her mother and sisters. She needed it.And that’s exactly what
she did, being greeted with cheers and hugs and coffee and French toast, maple syrup and
chipped beef gravy, fried cornmeal mush, and Mam’s perfect dippy eggs.Leah was working at
her cleaning job, but Rebekah and Anna were at home. They caught up on the latest news, the



life of dating, being with the youth, their work, Reuben turning 16 before too long, and Mam’s
concern about Reuben’s time of rumspringa, literally translated as “running around,” which is
exactly what the youth did after they turned 16.Mam was in high spirits, making them all laugh
with stories about the last quilting she had attended. She had to get started piecing Leah’s
Mariner’s Star quilt, with the feeling goading her that Kevin had marriage on his mind.“But, can
you imagine, a Mariner’s Star in black and beige? It’s enough to give me the blues. All that
black!”“Get Fred Ketty to piece it,” Rebekah suggested.“Fred Ketty?”“They said she did one with
black and . . . I forget what else, but she got over 900 dollars for it.”“Where?”Mam was so
incredulous her mouth formed a perfect O, then closed tightly after she pronounced the
“where.”“She sold it at the fire hall, remember? That auction in August.”“See, that shouldn’t be
allowed. That’s too much display . . . of . . . Well, it’s just too worldly, parading a quilt like that at a
fire hall. Likely it was raffled off or whatever, and that’s too much like gambling, and that’s strictly
verboten, you know that.”Mam became so agitated she started scraping leftover crusts of French
toast into the garbage, her face with heightened color, her nostrils flaring.Rebekah winked
broadly at Sadie, with the sort of look that said, “Mam’s just jealous,” but in a loving way. You
could never hate your mother. You could get irritated, even angry for a short time, but if she had a
whole list of failures, you sort of loved even the shortcomings. Mam so obviously prided herself
in her own ability to piece outstanding quilts that this sort of news was a bit much.After the
conversation lagged, Anna got up, saying she had a dress to sew, so Rebekah and Sadie could
do the dishes.“What color are you making?” Sadie asked.Anna brought out a three-yard piece of
fabric, the color a hue of brilliant magenta with a decided stripe in it.“Mam!” Sadie gasped. She
was clearly shocked.Why would Mam allow a color that bold, a stripe that pronounced? She
obviously hadn’t. Calmly, Mam laid down her plate, then came over to peer at the offending color
and texture.“Where did you get this, Anna?”“Walmart.”Anna’s eyes were very large in her too-thin
face, the angle of her beautiful cheekbone so pronounced, her chin so tiny, the cleft in it showing
so plainly. Her dress, as usual, hung on her thin frame, gathered about her tiny waist by the
broad belt of her apron.Anna was the youngest and battled eating disorders. With little sense of
self-worth, always appearing overweight and ugly in her own eyes, she had taken to purging.
Sadly loathing herself and her pitiful ability to be a friend, she felt she had nothing to contribute
to a conversation or any circumstance in which she found herself. Anna was one of the reasons
it had been difficult for Sadie, often acting as a mentor to her troubled sister, to leave home.Mam
pursed her lips now and said evenly, “I hope you know I can’t let you make a dress with that
fabric, Anna.”It was all Anna needed to release the spring of tension, the bottled up volcano of
rebellion against Mam, or Sadie, or anyone who tried to take this dress away from her. It was
completely essential that she wear this dress, the object that would surely grab and keep Neil
Hershberger’s faithful devotion.“Oh, no! You’re not taking this dress away from me!” she shouted,
her beautiful eyes already forming tears. “I paid for it with my own money! No. You’re not. I’m
going to wear it!”She turned, sobbing, running up the steps, the priceless magenta-colored
fabric clutched tightly to her thin chest.Mam started to follow, a hand out, calling her name, but



Sadie stopped her. “I’ll go after awhile.”“I don’t know what to do. She is so different from all you
other girls. I plum don’t know how to handle it.”With that, Mam sat down wearily, suddenly
overcome with her daughter’s rebellion coupled with Fred Ketty’s 900 dollar quilt.“Mam, you
know her whole problem is that she has to be on top of the pile,” Rebekah said harshly.“Ach,
Rebekah,” Mam said sadly.“I’m serious. She can’t give up. If that would have been me, you would
not have been overwhelmed very long. Bingo! In the trash! Subject closed!”Mam laughed, her
plump stomach shaking with mirth. “Now stop it,” she said, still laughing.When Sadie got to
Anna’s room, she found it hard to see her sister that way, lying on her stomach, as close to the
wall as she could get, her fingers in her ears the minute Sadie opened the door. Human nature
made Sadie feel like smacking her, calling her a big baby, and telling her to get off that bed this
minute, go eat something, and stop obsessing about yourself and Neil Hershberger. Maybe
that’s what Sadie should have done.There were too many big girls in the family while Anna was
growing up. Somehow, she had been shorted, whether it came from Mam’s mental illness, or
whether she was born with this decayed sense of her own worth. Whatever the cause, she
needed help.“All right, Anna. Stop it. Get your fingers out of your ears. Look at me.”“Go away.”“All
right, I will.”She walked away, closed the door firmly behind her, then heard it open and Anna
calling, “Come back, Sadie.”“Not unless you’re chide.” (nice, normal)“I’ll try.”Sadie picked up the
fabric, took it over to the window, parted the curtains and looked at it, peering closely, as if it
were a foreign object.“You weren’t really going to make this, were you?” she asked, kindly and
unaccusing.“’Course I was.”Her words were hard stones pinging against Sadie’s flinching face.
Somehow that answer was a solidified thing, an assurance that Anna was no longer the
harmless little girl who ate great dishes of Lucky Charms cereal. She was actually a concern, a
problem to be addressed, like a broken porch step or a refrigerator that stopped working. You
had to acknowledge that it needed fixing and then apply yourself, even if it put you in a state of
despair. This thought swam into her consciousness, like a shark in a peaceful barrier reef.Softly,
but firmly, Sadie addressed her sister. “Wouldn’t you be afraid? Ashamed to wear it to the hymn
singing?”“Huh-uh!”“I bet you would.”“Hah-ah.” So pronounced, her words were almost
guttural.“Come on, Anna. It’s way too bright. The parents would have a fit.”“Hah-ah.”“Tell you
what. I’ll buy you another one if you’ll go shopping with me.”Anna rolled over on her back, then
sat up, pulling her knees to her chin, wrapping her arms around them. Her dark hair was
disheveled, a lock hanging into her large, dark eyes and the dark shadows of . . . what?
Tiredness? Lack of good nutrition? Her eyes made her appear older, much older in fact, than her
years.Anna said nothing and just looked at her steadily, unflinching, with a cold look Sadie could
not fully perceive.“I want the dress I chose.” The voice was flat, the words hard as nails.Sadie
said nothing, sighed, turned toward the dresser, picked up a small bottle of cologne, winced,
gasped in shock at the words written diagonally across it. Still saying nothing, she plucked off
the cap, spritzed a small amount on her wrist, rubbed it with the palm of her hand, and sniffed.
“Mmm.”Anna’s face brightened.“You like it?”“Yes, it smells . . . different. Where did you buy
it?”“Neil gave it to me.”The defiant note in her voice is what gave away the lie. There was an



angry retort on Sadie’s tongue, but she caught herself just in time, knowing that a thick,
suffocating confrontation would follow, driving a wedge of cast iron into the fragile relationship
between them.“He did? No birthday, no nothing?” Sadie turned, her eyebrows raised, surprise in
her voice. “And you’re not dating?”Anna came up off the bed in one movement, her face
darkening as anger propelled her. Standing boldly, one thin hand on her hip, her pelvis jutted out
in defiance, she clipped her words short.“No, we’re not dating. Which I hope you know is none of
your business. If I remember correctly, you weren’t dating Mark for a very long time. Just sort of
creeping around.”It was the sarcasm that did it. Turning, she felt the heat rise in her face, did
nothing to stop it. She stepped within a foot of her sister, thrust her face close to hers, and let her
words fall where they would.“Anna, you know Neil did not give you that cologne. You also know
that you are on a dangerous road, completely obsessed with a person of . . . of questionable
intent. You can’t do this, Anna. He doesn’t seem like someone you should be spending time
with.”“You don’t know him.”“Yes, I think I do. When I saw you two at my wedding, I could tell. You
have no idea how you two appeared. The . . .”She was cut short. “Shut up!”Sadie’s mouth fell
open in disbelief. “Anna!”“Get out! Get out of my room and stop talking. Go!”Sadie opened her
mouth, closed it, turned, and walked through the door, closing it firmly behind her.The remainder
of the day passed in a blur. Mam prattled away happily about Kevin and Leah, how absolutely
wonderfully he treated her, how much money he made, being the same as foreman on that
logging operation, but then his father always was a good manager. Everything he touched turned
into money.Mam said this innocently, but Sadie caught the underlying pride. She wanted to tell
Mam to be careful, but she was suddenly too tired, too beaten down by Anna’s outburst to try
and remedy anything at all. She just wanted to go home. Home to Mark, to her clean, uncluttered
life, where the unpleasantness came only from Paris’s absence, which would turn out all right in
the end, she felt sure.She hitched up Truman with Rebekah’s help. She waved good-bye as he
pulled the carriage down the drive, and a deep sense of anticipation settled over her.There was
no need to question whether it had been God’s will for her to become Mark Peight’s wife. With a
deep, abiding knowledge, she knew the rightness of it, of returning to him with this joy after
spending a day with her family.She would worry about Anna, the magenta-colored dress, Neil,
the questionable cologne, but she would be able to put all of it out of her thoughts, for a time,
anyway. Perhaps it was just a phase.The cream-colored SUV passed her from behind, traveling
so slowly she almost had to hold Truman back to keep from catching up to it. Annoying driver . . .
Why didn’t he accelerate? Just get going? She did pull back on the black leather reins then, or
she would have driven too close. Probably an elderly couple afraid of the snow-covered back
roads. Truman wanted to run, so Sadie held back firmly now, glad to see the car ahead of her
pick up speed.Driving horses were all the same, she thought. When you got them out of the barn
and hitched them to the buggy, they trotted along willingly, took you where you wanted to go,
settling down to a level trot, even if they felt a bit spunky at first, dancing around, balking a bit, or
crow-hopping sometimes. But if you let them stand at a barn, or along a fence, or tied to a
hitching rack for any length of time, then hitched them up to return home, they pricked their ears



forward and clipped along at a much better pace, knowing a good cold drink out of their own
trough, a nice pile of oats, and a block of good hay awaited them at home.Home was where all
horses wanted to be. Me, too, Truman, Sadie thought, smiling to herself. She had some cold
chicken breast in the refrigerator. She would make the chicken and rice casserole for Mark this
evening. No broccoli, so she’d substitute peas. She had a whole pumpkin pie in a round
Tupperware container under the seat, a gift from Mam, bless her heart. Pumpkin pies were
complicated to make. She smiled to herself, thinking of Mam’s distaste for any uncovered, or
loosely covered, food items put under the seat of a buggy. No matter how hard you tried to avoid
it, there was always a certain amount of horse hair floating inside a buggy, always finding its way
to the top of a container. But not one hair would be on the pumpkin pie. Mam double-checked
the famously secure Tupperware seal.The beige-colored SUV approached her again from the
opposite direction, driving as slow as before. The windows were tinted, so there was no use
checking for the occupants. That was some expensive vehicle, Sadie guessed.She wondered
vaguely what she would drive if she was English. She smiled at the thought of turning the ignition
key, stepping on a pedal, and moving off. Wouldn’t that be different?She wished she had
sunglasses to wear. The late afternoon sun was blinding. That would be different, too. A pair of
black sunglasses on a face framed by an Amish bonnet. Likely she’d get her picture on the front
page of the local newspaper.Truman was gathering speed for his dash up the side of Atkin’s
Ridge, so Sadie relaxed the reins, letting him have his head, knowing he had to make it up the
hill on his own terms, rounding the curve on top like a racer, leaning to the right.She pulled back
in alarm when the same SUV roared past from behind, disappearing up the side of the ridge in a
whirl of snow and grit. Boy, for all the time they wasted going back and forth, probably looking for
a certain road sign, they must have suddenly decided they knew where they were going.And
when she came upon this vehicle parked across the road, she hauled back on the leather reins
as hard as she could, thinking they should have been more careful, having suddenly hit an icy
spot. She hoped no one was hurt, and she was glad to see the vehicle had not turned over.
There was no way around it, with the high bank on one side and the steep incline on the other,
so she opened the window, calling “Whoa.”Chapter 3TRUMAN OBEYED, ALTHOUGH HE
raised and -lowered his head, pulling at his bit, impatient at the obstacle in his path.Sadie was
surprised when the doors flung open and two men wearing black ski masks quickly ran to the
buggy. Her first thought was about their lack of common sense, wearing ski masks this time of
the day when the temperatures weren’t that low. Later, during the night, the temperature would
hover below zero. It was only when she saw the small black pistol in the fat man’s gloved hand
that she felt the first stab of fear.“Don’t give us any trouble and you won’t get hurt.”The words
were muffled, as if the opening in his mask was at the wrong place. His breath was coming fast
and hard, like he had been running. The barrel of the pistol was so tiny. It looked like a toy,
actually. Maybe it was. That thought was fleeting, instantly replaced by the knowledge of danger
and the alarming position in which she now found herself.Truman’s ears flicked back, he lowered
his head and tested the reigns.“You’re coming with us.”She knew she couldn’t do that. Who



would care for Truman and the buggy? What about Mark? His chicken-and-rice casserole? Her
eyes sought an opening, a way through. Not enough room. Could she jump out, make it on foot?
Not in this snow. Panic spread its oily fingers across her chest, squeezing her lungs till her
breathing was only coming in shallow puffs.“Get down.” The words were garbled, surprisingly
mild, and, in a way, mannerly.“I can’t.” Her voice was hoarse, her dry throat now aching with a
sort of despair, an acceptance that this time she could not go dashing away on Paris. She didn’t
even know where Paris was.“You will get down.” The words were forceful now, spoken much
louder. The gun was positioned again, shoved up against the frame of the buggy where the door
had been slid back.Chapter 3TRUMAN OBEYED, ALTHOUGH HE raised and -lowered his
head, pulling at his bit, impatient at the obstacle in his path.Sadie was surprised when the doors
flung open and two men wearing black ski masks quickly ran to the buggy. Her first thought was
about their lack of common sense, wearing ski masks this time of the day when the
temperatures weren’t that low. Later, during the night, the temperature would hover below zero. It
was only when she saw the small black pistol in the fat man’s gloved hand that she felt the first
stab of fear.“Don’t give us any trouble and you won’t get hurt.”The words were muffled, as if the
opening in his mask was at the wrong place. His breath was coming fast and hard, like he had
been running. The barrel of the pistol was so tiny. It looked like a toy, actually. Maybe it was. That
thought was fleeting, instantly replaced by the knowledge of danger and the alarming position in
which she now found herself.Truman’s ears flicked back, he lowered his head and tested the
reigns.“You’re coming with us.”She knew she couldn’t do that. Who would care for Truman and
the buggy? What about Mark? His chicken-and-rice casserole? Her eyes sought an opening, a
way through. Not enough room. Could she jump out, make it on foot? Not in this snow. Panic
spread its oily fingers across her chest, squeezing her lungs till her breathing was only coming in
shallow puffs.“Get down.” The words were garbled, surprisingly mild, and, in a way, mannerly.“I
can’t.” Her voice was hoarse, her dry throat now aching with a sort of despair, an acceptance
that this time she could not go dashing away on Paris. She didn’t even know where Paris
was.“You will get down.” The words were forceful now, spoken much louder. The gun was
positioned again, shoved up against the frame of the buggy where the door had been slid back.
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Ebook Library Reader Esther D. Smith, “Feel good stories (set). I loved all the characters in this
trilogy!!The story line kept me going to the next book! Enjoyed the horses as much as Sadie
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Alicep, “Lots of good Drama. Brought out trusting God in spite of horrific circumstances. Kept
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Deborah, “Wow! So much going in this book.. A book I re-read parts but really enjoyed all that
took place.  I'm not going to tell about all that happens . You want be disappointed.”

cmestamp, “Great book. Another great book by this author. She tied this in with the previous
books so well. It was a pleasure to read and will wait for more books by this author.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Clean, wholesome read.. Strong characters that were very well defined.
Found myself emotionally attached to each one.  Definitely a read I would recommend.”

Haggys, “A slow srart but a good book.. This was slow to get into. However many twists and
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Ebook Library Reader, “Moved quickly. An action filled story...moved very quickly.It was very
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