






“When can we begin seeing patients, again?” Amber asked.



Philip’s gaze deepened into a fierce scowl. “You’re planning on seeing maternity patients?”

Amber didn’t care for his tone. “I haven’t since Harold left, but now that you’re here, I have one waiting now.”

“I see.” His glower lightened.

Amber continued to study him. He was a hard man to read. “We haven’t exactly been on vacation while we waited for you to arrive. We’ve traveled a lot of miles letting people know what happened.”

He raised an eybrow. “Wouldn’t a few phone calls have been easier?”

Smiling with artificial sweetness, Amber said, “It would if our patients had phones. The majority of our clients are Amish, remember?”

“I’ll let you get to work, but there will be changes around here that you and I need to discuss. Come to my office when you’re done.”

Amber didn’t like the sound of that. Not one bit.
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My little children, let us not love in word or in tongue, but in deed and in truth.

—1 John 3:18







To Terrah in Kansas City and to Rachel in Poland, Ohio. Bless you both for all your help. This book is dedicated to nurse-midwives everywhere.
 Women helping women bring healthy babies into loving families.
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Chapter One



“Amber, you won’t believe who’s here!”

The agitated whisper stopped Amber Bradley in her tracks halfway through the front door of the Hope Springs Medical Clinic. She glanced around the small waiting room. The only occupant was her wide-eyed receptionist standing at her desk with one finger pressed to her lips.

Amber whispered back, “I give up, Wilma. Who’s here?”

The tiny, sixty-something woman glanced toward the hallway leading to the offices and exam rooms, then hurried around the corner of her desk wringing her hands. “Dr. Phillip White.”

Oh, no. Amber closed the door with deliberate slowness. So the ax was going to fall on their small-town clinic in spite of everyone’s prayers. What would they do now? What would happen to their patients? Her heart sank at the prospect.

Please, dear Lord, don’t let this happen.

Composing herself, she turned to face Wilma. “What did he say? Is Harold worse?”

“He said Harold is the reason he needs to meet with us, but he wanted to wait until you were here before going into details.”


Dr. Harold White was the only doctor in the predominantly Amish community of Hope Springs, Ohio. Four weeks earlier, he’d taken his first vacation in more than twenty years to visit his grandson, Phillip, in Honolulu. While there, a serious accident landed the seventy-five-year-old man in intensive care.

Wilma leaned close. “What do you think he’s doing here?”

“I have no idea.”

“You think he’s here to close the office, don’t you?”

Amber couldn’t come up with another reason that made more sense. Harold’s only relative had come to close the clinic and inform them that Harold wouldn’t be returning.

At least he was kind enough to come in person instead of delivering the news over the phone.

Amber had been expecting something like this since she’d learned the extent of Harold’s injuries. Chances were slim a man his age could make a full recovery after suffering a broken leg, a fractured skull and surgery to remove a blood clot on his brain. Still, Harold hadn’t given up hope that he’d be back, so neither would she.

Summoning a smile for her coworker, Amber laid a hand on Wilma’s shoulder. “When I spoke to Harold last night, he assured me the clinic would stay open.”

“For now.” The deep male voice came from behind them.

Wilma squeaked as she spun around. Amber had a better grip on her emotions. Wilma hurried away to the safety of her oak desk in the corner, leaving Amber to face the newcomer alone. She surveyed Harold’s grandson with interest.

Dr. Phillip White was more imposing than she had expected. He stood six foot at least, if not a shade taller. His light brown hair, streaked with sun-bleached highlights, curled slightly where it touched the collar of his blue, button-down shirt. His bronze tan emphasized his bone structure and the startling blue of his eyes.

He was movie-star gorgeous. The thought popped into Amber’s brain and stuck. She licked her suddenly dry lips. When had she met a man who triggered such intense awareness at first glance? Okay, never.

Rejecting her left-field thoughts as totally irrelevant, Amber tried for a professional smile. Moving forward, she held out her hand. “Welcome to Hope Springs, Dr. White.”

His grip, firm and oddly stirring, made her pulse spike and her breathing quicken. He held her hand a fraction longer than necessary. When he let go, she shoved her hands in the front pockets of her white lab coat, curling her fingers into tight balls.

Striving to appear unruffled, she said, “Your grandfather speaks of you frequently. I never saw him so excited as the day he learned of your existence.”

His expression remained carefully blank. “I’m sure my happiness was equal to his.”

Little warning bells started going off in Amber’s brain. He wasn’t here to make friends. Her smile grew stiff. “Of course, it can’t be every day a grown man discovers he has a grandfather he never knew about.”

Up close, Phillip’s resemblance to Harold was undeniable. They shared the same intense blue eyes, strong chin and full lips. But not, it seemed, Harold’s friendly demeanor. Still, she cast aside any lingering doubts that the whole thing was a hoax. They were obviously related.

She said, “Isn’t it strange that both of you became family practice doctors. It must be in the genes. I’d love to hear the whole story. Harold was vague about the details.”

A cooler expression entered Phillip’s eyes. “It’s a personal matter that I’m not comfortable discussing.”


Oops! It seemed she’d stumbled on a touchy subject. “I’m sorry Harold’s holiday with you ended so badly.”

“As am I.” His lips pressed into a tighter line.

Amber indicated their receptionist. “I take it you’ve met Mrs. Nolan? Wilma has worked for your grandfather since he came to Hope Springs over thirty years ago.”

He nodded in Wilma’s direction. “Yes, we’ve met.”

“And I’m Amber Bradley.” She waited with bated breath for his reaction. She knew Harold had told his grandson about their collaborative practice.

Phillip’s expression didn’t change. “Ah, the midwife.”

There it was, that touch of disdain in his voice that belittled her profession, dismissed her education and years of training as if they were nothing. She’d heard it before from physicians and even nurses. It seemed young Dr. White didn’t value her occupation the way his grandfather did.

She stood as tall as her five-foot-three frame allowed. “Yes, I’m a certified nurse midwife. It’s my vocation as well as my job.”

“Vocation? That’s a strong word.”

“It is what it is.”

Was that a flicker of respect in his eyes? Maybe she had jumped the gun in thinking he disapproved.

Bracing herself, she asked the unspoken question that hovered in the air. “What brings you to Hope Springs, Dr. White?”

He glanced around the small office. “Harold is fretting himself sick over this place.”

Amber tried to see the clinic through Phillip’s eyes. The one-story brick building was devoid of frills. The walls were painted pale blue. The chairs grouped around the small waiting room had worn upholstery. Wilma’s desk, small and crowded by the ancient tan filing cabinets lined up behind it, didn’t make much of a statement.


Their clinic might not look like much, but it was essential to the well-being of their friends and neighbors. Amber wouldn’t let it close without a fight.

“Harold shouldn’t worry,” she said. “We’re managing.”

“Grandfather’s doctors can’t keep his blood pressure under control. He’s not eating. He’s not sleeping well. He needs to concentrate on his recovery and he’s not doing that.” Deep concern vibrated through Phillip’s voice.

A pang stabbed Amber’s heart. “I know Harold’s concerned about us, but I didn’t realize it was affecting his health.”

“Unfortunately, it is. The only way to relieve his anxiety was to find someone to cover his practice. In spite of my best efforts to hire temporary help, I’ve had no success. Clearly, working in a remote Amish community is not an assignment most physicians are eager to take on. In the end, I had to obtain a temporary license to practice in the state of Ohio. I’m here until the tenth of September or until a more permanent solution can be found.”

“You’re taking over the practice?” Amber blinked hard. While she was delighted they were going to have a physician again, for the life of her she couldn’t understand why Harold hadn’t mentioned this tidbit of information. It ranked above bad hospital food and clueless medical students, the subjects of their conversation last night.

Her shock must have shown on her face. Phillip’s eyes narrowed. “Harold did tell you I was coming, didn’t he?”

Amber glanced at Wilma, hoping she’d taken the message. Wilma shook her head. Amber looked back at Phillip. “Ah, no.”

“I shouldn’t be surprised. His mind wanders at times. This is additional proof that he is incapable of returning to work.”

Amber wasn’t sure what to think. Harold sounded perfectly rational each time she’d spoken to him on the phone. Could he fool her that easily?

Compelled to defend the man who was her mentor and friend, she said, “Perhaps his pain medication muddled his thinking and he forgot to mention it. He will bounce back. He loves this place and the people here. He says working is what keeps him sane.”

Phillip didn’t look convinced. “We’ll see how it goes. For now, I’m in charge of this practice.”

He jerked his head toward the parking lot visible through the front plate-glass window. A gray horse hitched to a black buggy stood patiently waiting beside the split-rail fence that ringed the property. “Do we put out hay for the horses or do their owners bring their own?”

His satire-laden comment raised Amber’s hackles. The Amish community was tight-knit and wary of outsiders. Harold had earned their trust over thirty years of practicing medicine by respecting their ways, not by poking fun at them.

She crossed her arms over her chest. “I thought you were joining some big practice in Honolulu. I’m sure Harold told me that before he left.”

“Under the circumstances my partners have agreed to let me take a two-month leave of absence.”

Wilma finally found the courage to pipe up. “But what if Dr. Harold isn’t back in two months?”

“Then I imagine he won’t be back at all. In that case, the clinic will be closed until another physician can be found. I’m aware there is a real shortage of rural doctors in this state, so you ladies may want to think about job hunting.”

Wilma gasped. Amber wasn’t ready to accept Phillip’s prediction. The community needed this clinic. She needed Harold’s support for her nurse-midwife practice. The people of Hope Springs needed them both.


She chose to remain calm. There was no use getting in a panic. She would put her faith in the Lord and pray harder than ever for Harold’s recovery.

Phillip didn’t seem to notice the turmoil his words caused. He said, “I found the coffeepot but I can’t find any coffee.”

His abrupt change of subject threw her for a second. Recovering, she reached in her bag and withdrew a package of Colombian blend. “We were out. I stopped at the store on my way here.”

“Good. I take mine black. Just bring it to my office.”

Was he trying to annoy her? Everyone was equal in this office. That was Harold’s rule. The person who wanted coffee made it and then offered it to the others. He never expected anyone to wait on him. And it wasn’t Phillip’s office anyway. It still belonged to Harold.

“When can we begin seeing patients?” The object of her ire glanced at his watch.

Wilma advanced around the corner of her desk with a chart in hand. “There is a patient here to see Amber now.”

His frown deepened to a fierce scowl. He pinned Amber with his gaze. “You’re seeing patients?”

Amber knew the legal limits of her profession. She didn’t care for his tone.

Her chin came up. “I am a primary care provider. I do see patients. If you mean am I seeing obstetrical patients, the answer is no. I haven’t been since Harold left. Edna Nissley is sixty-nine. She’s here for a blood pressure check and to have lab work drawn.”

“I see.” His glower lightened.

“People knew Harold was going to be gone, so our schedule has been light. Those patients outside my scope of practice have been sent to a physician in a neighboring town.”

“Plus, we painted all the rooms except Harold’s office and had the carpets cleaned,” Wilma added brightly.


Amber continued to study Phillip. He was a hard man to read. “Someone had to be here to refer patients and fax charts to other doctors. We haven’t exactly been on vacation. We’ve both traveled a lot of miles letting people know what has happened.”

He raised one eyebrow. “Wouldn’t a few phone calls have been easier?”

Smiling with artificial sweetness, Amber said, “It would if our patients had phones. The majority of our clients are Amish, remember?”

“Edna is waiting in room one,” Wilma interjected.

Amber started to walk past Phillip but stopped. She pressed the bag of coffee into his midsection. “I take cream and one sugar. Just leave it on my desk.”

Phillip took the bag. “I’ll let you get to work, Miss Bradley, but there will be changes around here that you and I need to discuss. Come to my office when you’re done.”

Amber didn’t like the sound of that. Not one bit.








Chapter Two



Phillip watched Amber’s stunning blue-green eyes narrow. She was right to worry. He wasn’t looking forward to the coming conversation. He’d rather see the charming smile she’d greeted him with earlier than the wary expression on her face at the moment.

She was pretty in a small-town-girl kind of way. Her pink cheeks and slightly sunburned nose gave her a wholesome look. She wasn’t tall, but she had a shapely figure he admired. He knew from his grandfather that she wasn’t married. Seeing her, he had to wonder why.

Phillip had listened to his grandfather singing the praises of Nurse-Midwife Bradley for the past year but this woman was nothing like he’d imagined. He had pictured a plump, gray-haired matron, not a pretty, petite woman who didn’t look a day over twenty-five.

Her honey-blond hair was wound into a thick bun at the nape of her neck. How long was it? What would it look like when she wore it down?

Intrigued as he was by the thought, it was her blue-green eyes that drew and held his attention. They were the color of the sea he loved. A calm sea, the kind that made a man want to spend a lifetime gazing over it and soaking in the beauty.


Such romantic musings had to be a by-product of his jet lag. He forced his attention back to the matter at hand. He was going to be working with Miss Bradley. He had no intention of setting up a workplace flirtation. Besides, he’d be lucky if she was still speaking to him by the end of the day.

He didn’t believe in home deliveries. In his opinion, they were too risky. She wasn’t going to be happy when she learned his stance on the subject.

He hefted the coffee bag. Perhaps it was best to give her this small victory before the confrontation. “Cream with one sugar. Got it.”

He left her to see her patient and retreated to the small refreshment room beside his grandfather’s office. Making coffee took only a few minutes. As he waited for the pot to fill, he studied the array of mugs hanging from hooks beneath the cabinet. Which one belonged to Amber?

He ruled out the white one that said World’s Greatest Grandma in neon pink letters. Beside it hung two plain black mugs, one with a chipped lip. Somehow he knew those belonged to his grandfather. That left either the white cup with yellow daises around the rim or the sky blue mug with 1 John 3:18 printed in dark blue letters.

1 John 3:18. He pulled down the mug. He didn’t know his Bible well enough to hazard a guess at the meaning of the passage, but he filed it away to look up later.

Studying medicine, working as a resident and then setting up a practice had consumed his life. All of which left him time to eat or maybe sleep, but rarely both. Even his surfing time had dropped to almost nothing. Bible study had fallen by the wayside, but it looked as if he’d have some free time now. How busy could he be in a small town like this? The next two months stretched before him like an eternity.

He’d do his best while he was here. He knew how much this place meant to his grandfather. Taking over until things were settled was the least he could do. After all, it was his fault Harold wasn’t here.

Putting aside that painful memory, Phillip carried the blue mug to the coffee dispenser. If this wasn’t Amber’s cup, at least it was clean. He filled it, then added the creamer and sugar. Taking down the grandmother mug, he filled it, too. After stuffing a couple of sugar and creamer packages in his pocket, he carried the cups to the front desk.

Wilma was on the phone, so he set her cup on the corner and held up the condiments in a silent query. She shook her head and mouthed the words, “Just black.” She reached for the mug, took a quick sip, then continued her conversation. That left him with Amber’s cup in hand.

He’d already discovered the clinic layout when he’d arrived early that morning. He knew Amber’s office was the one beside his grandfather’s, while two exam rooms occupied the opposite side of the short hallway.

Entering her office, he took note of the plain white walls devoid of pictures or mementos. The starkness didn’t seem to fit her vibrant personality. Her furniture was another story.

Her desk was a simple-yet-graceful cherrywood piece with curved legs and a delicately carved matching chair. Her computer sat on a small stand beside the desk, as if she couldn’t bear to put something so modern on such a classic piece. Everything about the room was neat and tidy. He liked that.

After setting her cup on a coaster at the edge of her desk, he returned to his grandfather’s office. Nothing in it remotely hinted at neat or tidy.

Stacks of medical journals, books and file folders sat on every flat surface. Some had meandered to the floor around his grandfather’s chair. The tall bookcases on the back wall were crammed full of textbooks. A number of them had pieces of paper sticking out the tops as if to mark important places.


Harold’s computer sat squarely in the middle of his large oak desk. On either side of the monitor were two pictures. Phillip reached past the photo of himself standing by his surfboard to pick up a framed portrait of a young man in a marine dress uniform.

He’d seen this picture before. One like it hung in his grandfather’s house where he’d spent the night last night. A third copy sat in a box at the back of his mother’s closet. The young marine was the father he never knew.

Phillip searched the face that looked so much like his own. All his life he’d aspired to be a person his father would have been proud of. He got good grades, played baseball, learned to surf, things his mother told him his father had done or wanted to do. His dad was even the reason he’d become a physician.

As a child he’d hungered for any crumb of information his mother would share about his dad. Those crumbs were all too rare. Whenever he would ask questions about his father, her reply was always the same: it was too painful to talk about that time of her life.

He could understand that. Much of his early life was painful to talk about, too.

Engrossed in the past, he didn’t hear the door open. He thought he was alone until Amber spoke. “You look like him.”

He set the picture back in its place. “So I’ve been told.”

Amber moved to stand at his side. “I can see it in the arch of your brow and your square chin, but especially your eyes.”

“Did you know he was killed in action?”

“I asked Harold once what happened to his son. He said he didn’t want to talk about it. I never asked again.”

“My father was killed in some third world country trying to rescue American citizens who’d been kidnapped.”

“You must be very proud of him.”


It was hard to be proud of an image on paper. Yet it had been the picture that led Phillip to his grandfather. Finding Harold had been like a gift from God.

What Phillip still didn’t understand was why his mother had kept his grandfather’s existence a secret for more than thirty years. She’d been furious when he announced he had contacted Harold. She wouldn’t say why.

Many of his questions about his father had been answered in the long phone conversations he and Harold had shared, but like his mother, Harold refused to talk about his relationship with his daughter-in-law. It seemed the reason for the family breakup might never come to light.

Amber cleared her throat. “You wanted to talk to me?”

Her voice broke his connection with the past and catapulted him into the present. Face-to-face with a task he knew would be distasteful.

How was she going to take it? He hated scenes. His mother had made enough of them in his life.

He lifted a stack of medical journals from a chair and added them to a precarious pile on the desk. “Please, have a seat.”

When she did, Phillip hesitated a few seconds, but quickly decided there was no point beating around the bush. Pulling out his grandfather’s chair, he sat behind the desk and faced her. “I’ve been doing some research on Ohio midwifery.”

A look of surprise brightened her eyes. “That’s great. It’s very important that I resume my practice as soon as possible. I have four patients due this month. Without Harold available, I’ve had to send them to a clinic that’s twenty miles from here. That’s a hardship for families who travel by horse and buggy. I can’t tell you how relieved I am to be getting back to my real work.”

He hated knowing he was about to crush her excitement. “You have a collaborative practice agreement only with my grandfather, is that correct?”


“Yes, but I can easily modify the agreement, listing you as my primary backup. I’ll print off a copy ASAP. You can sign it and I can start seeing patients again.”

“I’m afraid I can’t do that.”

A puzzled look replaced the happiness on her face. Then she relaxed and nodded. “Yes, you can. In this state, I’m not required to partner with an OB/GYN. I can legally work with a Family Practice physician.”

“I’m aware of that. I’m telling you I won’t sign such an agreement. I strongly believe the safest place for a woman to labor, give birth and recover is in a hospital or a well-equipped birthing center near a hospital.”

Amber shot to her feet. “Are you serious? Do you know what this means?”

Sitting forward, he steepled his fingers together. “It means you can’t legally deliver babies or treat patients as a midwife unless you agree to do so in a hospital.”

It took less than a second for the storm brewing behind her stunning eyes to erupt. She leaned forward and braced her arms on the desktop. Each word could have cut stone. “Your grandfather and I have worked diligently to get the Amish women in this community to use a certified nurse-midwife instead of an illegal lay midwife. There are still numerous Amish midwives practicing under the radar in this area. Some of them are highly skilled, but some are not. I have the equipment and training to handle emergencies that arise. I’m well qualified. I’ve delivered over five hundred babies.”

“All without complications?”

Her outrage dimmed. Caution replaced it. “There have been a few problems. I carry a cell phone and can get emergency services quickly if they’re needed.”

“I’m sorry, this isn’t open for discussion. As long as I’m here, there will be no home deliveries. However, I’d like you to remain as my office nurse. We’ll talk later about you handling hospital deliveries.”

Pushing off his desk, she crossed her arms. “Does Harold know you’re shutting down my practice?”

He thought he was being patient with her, but now he glared back. “I don’t intend to worry my grandfather with the day-to-day running of the office nor should you. His recovery depends on decreasing his stress level.”

“Oh, rest assured, I won’t go tattle to him. But you’re making a big mistake. You can’t change the way the Amish live by dictating to them. If I’m not doing home deliveries, someone else less qualified will.”

Spinning on her heels, she marched out of the office, slamming the door behind her.

Clenching his jaw, Phillip sat back. He had hoped Miss Bradley would be reasonable about this. It seemed he was mistaken. Too bad. He wasn’t about to back down on this issue. No matter what the lovely nurse-midwife wanted.








Chapter Three



“If that man thinks I’m gonna lay down and take this, he has another think coming!”

Three days after her first unhappy meeting with Phillip, Amber was still fuming. They had been working together getting the clinic back up and running full-time, but things remained tense. He refused to alter his stance on home births.

Amber sat at a back booth in the Shoofly Pie Café with her friend, Katie Lantz, across from her. Katie was dressed in the traditional Plain style with a solid green dress, white apron and a white organdy prayer kapp covering her dark hair. Amber knew outsiders would never suspect Katie had once lived in the English world. The room was empty except for the two women.

“What can you do about it?” Katie’s lilting voice carried a rich Pennsylvania Dutch accent. She took a sip of hot tea from a heavy white mug.

“I’m thinking.” Amber drummed her fingers on the red Formica tabletop.

“You’ll lose your license if you deliver babies, ja?”

“Ja. Unless I find another doctor who’ll support me.”


Katie brightened. “Why not ask Dr. Drake over in Haydenville?”

“Because Doctor Drake, great doctor that she is, is a DO, a Doctor of Osteopathic Medicine. The state requires my backup to be a Family Practice physician or OB/GYN. Most clinics and MDs won’t partner with a midwife who does home births. They don’t want to pay the huge malpractice insurance fees that go along with it. Dr. Harold is one of the few physicians who’ll take the risk.”

“Because the Amish do not sue.”

“Right.”

“This is not so easy a problem to solve.” Katie tapped her lower lip with one finger.

Propping an elbow on the table, Amber settled her chin on her hand. “I wish I could talk to Harold about it.”

“Why can’t you? It is his office. He should have some say in how it is being run.”

“The last thing he needs is to hear his beloved long-lost grandson and I are at loggerheads. In that respect, Phillip is right. Harold doesn’t need more stress. When he’s better and comes home, things will get back to normal. In the meantime, I’ll keep looking for a doctor who’ll partner with me. Until then, I’ll have to bear with Dr. Phillip while I work on changing his mind.”

“I have met your doctor. He had lunch here yesterday. He’s a handsome man.”

Amber rolled her eyes. “Is he handsome? I hadn’t noticed.”

“For an Englisher, he’s not bad. Those dark eyes are hot.”

“They’re blue, and a good Amish woman should not say a man is ‘hot.’”

Katie giggled. “I am Amish, I am not dead. If you know what color his eyes are, you’ve been looking, too.”


“Okay, I noticed he is a nice-looking man, but handsome is as handsome does. What he’s doing isn’t handsome.”

“You’re right. Elam’s sister, Mary, will be so upset if she must go to the hospital to have this baby. She didn’t have a good experience there with her first child.”

Elam Sutter was a special someone in Katie’s life. He and his mother, Nettie, took her in when she had returned from the English world destitute and pregnant. That act of kindness had blossomed into love for the pair. His sister, Mary Yutzi, had only recently become a patient of Amber’s.

“Elam’s mother convinced Mary you would do a better job. For less money, too.”

A smile tugged at the corner of Amber’s mouth. “I’m glad Nettie Sutter thinks I do good work. Thank her for the recommendation.”

It had taken years but Amber was finally finding acceptance among the majority of the Amish in the area. People like Nettie Sutter were the key. Older and respected, their word counted for a lot with the younger women in the community.

Amber took a sip of her tea, letting the warmth of the gourmet blend soothe away some of her irritation. “Two of my expectant mothers have appointments today. I’ll let them know what’s going on when they come to the office. As for the rest of my clients, I can visit their homes on Sunday to explain things and prepare them.”

“It is our church Sunday. Everyone will be at Levi Troyer’s farm. It will save you some miles if you come there after the service.”

“Thank you. If you’re sure it’s all right, I’ll drop in. Of course, I might not need to. In this tight-knit community, the word may have spread already.”

“Ja, you could be right.”


“How is Elam, by the way?” Amber smiled in spite of her unhappiness as a blush bloomed in Katie’s cheeks.

A soft smile curved her lips. “He is well.”

“And the wedding? When will it be?”

Katie’s eyes grew round. “What?”

Amber started laughing. “The whole countryside is talking about how much celery Elam planted this year. It won’t come as a surprise to anyone when you have the banns read.”

Creamed celery was a traditional food served at every Amish wedding. Leafy stalks of it were also used to decorate the tables. When a family’s garden contained a big crop of celery, everyone knew there would be a wedding in the fall.

Blushing sweetly, Katie dropped her gaze. “We don’t speak of such things before the time comes.”

Amish marriage banns were read only a few weeks before the wedding. Until then, the engagement was kept a secret, sort of. Speculating about who would be getting hitched during the months of November and December was a popular pastime.

Amber said, “I’m sorry to tease.”

Katie glanced around, then leaned close. “Not all of the celery is for Elam and me.”

“Really?” Amber was intrigued. Elam lived with his widowed mother. All his sisters and older brothers were already married.

Sitting back, Katie smiled. “I will say no more.”

“Now you’ve got me curious. Is someone courting Nettie?”

“Perhaps, but she isn’t the only one with a new beau.” Leaning forward, Katie tipped her head toward her boss. Emma Wadler was busy cleaning behind the counter.

“Emma and who?” Amber whispered.

Katie refused to comment. Knowing when to give up, Amber said, “I’m sure you and Elam will be very happy together.”


“And Rachel.”

“That’s right, we can’t forget little Rachel. She was my five-hundredth delivery. Did I ever tell you that?”

“No. Looking back all those months ago, I thought it was the worst night of my life. I was unwed, homeless and without family. I didn’t see how things could get much worse. I couldn’t see it would become the best night of my life. I met Elam, I met you, my friend, and I had a beautiful baby girl. Gott has a plan for us even when we can’t see it.”

“If you’re trying to tell me God will take care of my troubles, I already know that. But I can’t sit idly by. I’ve got to take action. Get my own ox out of the well, if you will.”

Katie stirred a drizzle of honey into her tea. “I might be able to help.”

“How?”

“Perhaps I should talk with some of Elam’s family before I say anything. This may be a matter to bring before the church district.”

Frowning in concern, Amber said, “I don’t want you to do anything that will cause trouble for you, Katie. I know you recently took your vows and were baptized into the Amish Church.”

“Don’t worry about me. Worry about the women who are depending on you.”

They were the reason Amber was upset, not for herself. She glanced at her watch. “I should get back to the office. Dr. Phillip is trying to organize some of Harold’s files. Truthfully, they need it. Harold has a terrible time putting things in their place.”

“A day with the furchtbar Dr. Phillip and old files. Sounds like poor fun to me.”

“He’s not terrible. I’m wrong to make him sound that way. The community needs a doctor while Harold is gone and Phillip has put his own career on hold to come here.”


“Ja, we do need a doctor.”

“Even if he’s a wonderful doctor, I just can’t like him. He’s so different from Harold,” Amber muttered, knowing it made her sound like a petulant third grader.

Rising, Katie chuckled. “We must forgive those who trespass against us, Amber.”

“I know,” she admitted. “I’m working on it.”

“And I also must get back to work.”

“I haven’t asked before, but do you like your job here at the Inn?” The café was part of the Wadler Inn, run by Emma and her elderly mother.

“Emma is a good woman to work for. Her mother enjoys watching Rachel while I work. It does fine for me now.”

“Until you marry and become a stay-at-home wife and mother.”

Grinning, Katie nodded. “Ja, until then.”

Amber paid her bill and headed for the door. Being a wife and mother was something she’d always wanted, but it hadn’t come her way.

Not that it was too late. She was only twenty-nine. So what if most of her Amish clients that age already had three or four children? Meeting an eligible man who wasn’t Amish was as likely as finding hen’s teeth in Hope Springs.

As she opened the door, Amber saw Phillip coming out of the hardware store across the street. He caught sight of her at the same moment. She either had to be civil or pretend she was in a hurry and rush away. Tough choice.

 

Phillip halted at the sight of Amber framed in the doorway of the Shoofly Pie Café, an unappetizing name if he’d ever heard one. Once again he was struck by how lovely she was. Today she wore a simple yellow dress with short sleeves. Her hair hung over her shoulder in a single braid that reached her waist. Now he knew how long it was. Obviously, she hadn’t cut it in many years. It was a nice touch of old-fashioned feminine charm.

They stood staring at each other for several long seconds until a man with a thick black beard and a straw hat stopped in front of Phillip. Realizing he was blocking the door, Phillip stepped out of the way. By the time he looked back, Amber was on her way down the sidewalk heading toward the clinic. He sprinted after her, cutting between two buggies rolling down the avenue.

He and Amber had both been doing their jobs at the clinic, but it didn’t take a genius to see she was still upset. Her icy stares and monosyllablic replies weren’t going unnoticed by their patients. Somehow he had to find a way to break through her anger. Phillip couldn’t handle the practice by himself. There was more to medicine than treating symptoms.

Good medicine had physical, emotional and spiritual components. Amber had what he didn’t yet have in Hope Springs. A familiarity with the people he would be treating and knowledge of the inner workings of the town.

He needed to reach some kind of common ground with her if she could get past his stance on home deliveries. As much as he hated to admit it, he needed her help to keep his grandfather’s clinic running smoothly.

Besides, the last thing he wanted was to tell Harold that he’d driven away the irreplaceable Miss Bradley. During their brief phone conversation last night, Harold once again sang her many praises. If Phillip didn’t know better, he might have thought the old man was playing matchmaker.

After crossing the street at a jog, Phillip reached Amber’s side and shortened his stride to match hers. “Morning, Miss Bradley.”

“Good morning, Doctor.”

“Are you on your way to the office?”

“Yes.”


He glanced at his watch. “You’re a little early, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

In spite of the warm summer sun there was no sign of thawing on her part. He said, “We didn’t see many patients yesterday. Can I expect our patient load to be so light every day?”

“No.”

This didn’t bode well for the rest of the day. “The weather has been agreeable. Are summers in Ohio always this nice?”

“No.”

Getting nowhere, he decided to try a different tack.

Phillip saw an Amish family walking toward them. The man with his bushy beard nodded slightly. His wife kept her eyes averted, but their children gawked at them as they passed by. One of them, a teenage boy, was a dwarf. A group of several young men in straw hats and Amish clothing walked behind the group. None of the younger men wore beards.

When they were out of earshot, Phillip asked, “Why is it that only some Amish men have beards?”

He waited patiently for her answer. They passed two more shops before she obliged him. “An Amish man grows a beard when he marries.”

“Okay, why don’t they have mustaches?”

“Mustaches were associated with the military in Europe before the Amish immigrated to this country so they are forbidden.”

“From what I understand, a lot of things are forbidden…TV, ordinary clothes, a car.”

She shot him a sour look and kept walking.

That was dumb. Criticizing the Amish wasn’t the way to mend fences. “Sorry, that was a stupid remark. Guess I’m nervous.”


She kept walking, ignoring his bait. Either she had great patience, grim determination or a total lack of curiosity about him.

He gave in first. “I’m nervous because I know you’re upset with me.”

“Ya think?” She didn’t slow down.

Spreading his hands wide, he waved them side to side. “I’m getting that vibe. People say I’m sensitive that way.”

Had he coaxed a hint of a smile? She looked down before he could be sure.

“Amber, we’ve gotten off to a bad start. I know you must blame me for Harold’s injuries. I blame myself.”

She stopped abruptly. A puzzled frown settled between her alluring eyes. “Why would I blame you for Harold’s accident?”








Chapter Four



Stunned by Amber’s question, Phillip could only stare. She didn’t know? How was that possible? More to the point, once she found out would it kill any chance of a better working relationship? He had opened a can of worms and didn’t know how to shut it. She was waiting for his answer.

“Harold hasn’t told you how the accident happened?” Phillip cringed at the memory.

“He said he foolishly stepped into the path of an oncoming car.”

Phillip stiffened his spine, bracing for the worst possible reaction from Amber. “I was driving that car.”

When the silence lengthened, he expected an angry or horror-filled outburst. He didn’t expect the compassion that slowly filled her eyes.

Encouraged, he forged ahead. “It was the last night of his visit. We’d had an argument. I dropped him off at his hotel. I was angry and waiting impatiently for a chance to pull out into the heavy traffic. When a break came, I gunned it.”

He’d never forgive himself for what happened next. “I should have been paying more attention. I should have seen him, but he rushed out from between two parked cars right in front of me. I couldn’t stop.”


She laid her hand on his arm. “That must have been terrible for you.”

“I thought I killed him.” Phillip relived that terrifying moment, that horrific sound, every time he closed his eyes.

Quietly, Amber said, “Thank you for telling me. I can understand how hard it was for you. I want you to know I don’t blame you. An accident is an accident. Things happen for a reason only God knows.”

Phillip’s pent-up guilt seeped out of his bones, leaving him light-headed with relief. “Now, can we work together without those frosty silences between us?”

He knew he’d made a mistake when her look of compassion changed to annoyance. “I don’t blame you for what happened in Hawaii. I do blame you for making me feel marginalized and ridiculed for my career choice. For brushing aside my years of training and my skills as if they were nothing. I’m proud to be a nurse-midwife.”

Taken aback, he snapped, “Wait a minute. I did not ridicule you. I stated my opinion about home childbirth. An opinion that is shared by the American Medical Association, as I’m sure you know.”

“And so far, not upheld by the courts, as I’m sure you know. Childbirth is not a medical condition. It is a normal, natural part of life.” She started walking again.

Catching up with her, he said, “But it can become a medical emergency in a matter of minutes. I’m sorry we can’t agree on this. However, if we’re going to be working together we need to agree on some other important issues.”

She shot him an exasperated look. “Such as?”

“That my grandfather’s practice is important to him. Both you and I are important to him. He wouldn’t want us at odds with each other.”

He detected a softening in her rigid posture. Finally, she admitted, “That’s true.”


“Right. We can also agree that the clinic needs to run smoothly, that I don’t know where to buy groceries in Hope Springs and I haven’t found a barbershop. Can you help a guy out?”

She did smile at that. “The grocery store is at the corner of Plum and Maple. Take a left at the next block and go three blocks east. The barbershop backs up to our building. Go through the alley to Vine Street. It’ll be on your left. And yes, the clinic needs to run smoothly. Our patients deserve our best.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

It was grudgingly given, but he’d won a small victory. “I also don’t know what labs Mrs. Nissley had done. I couldn’t find her chart.”

“I was checking her hemoglobin A1c. She’s a diabetic. Ask Wilma for any charts you can’t find. She has her own system of filing because so many of our patients have the same names.”

“Why is that?”

“Most Amish are descendants of a small group who came to this country in the seventeen hundreds. It is forbidden to marry outside of their faith so very few new names have come into the mix.”

By now they had reached the clinic. He held open the door and she went in ahead of him. To his surprise he saw they already had a waiting room full of people. Word was getting around that there was a new doctor in town.

It seemed that more one-on-one time with Amber would have to wait. He should have walked more slowly.

She leaned over and said quietly, “Something you should know. The Amish don’t run to the doctor for every little thing. They are usually quite sick when they come to us. When they find a ‘good doctor,’ they send all their family and friends to him.”

“And if I’m not a good doctor, in their opinion?”

“We’ll lose Amish clients very quickly and we’ll be out of business in no time. So, no pressure.”

“Right. No pressure.”

The day passed quickly. True to Amber’s prediction, many of the patients Phillip treated had been putting off seeing a doctor since his grandfather’s departure. Two bad cuts had become serious infections. A young mill worker with a gash on his arm and a high fever had to be sent to the hospital in Millersburg for IV antibiotics.

After that, he saw a young Amish woman who’d come to see Amber for her prenatal visits. After he explained the current situation, his patient got up and left his exam room without a word. In the waiting room, she spoke to a second expectant mother. The two left together. Amber followed them outside and talked with them briefly.

Was she smoothing things over or throwing gasoline on the fire?

His next patient was a three-year-old Amish girl with a severe cough. The shy toddler was also a dwarf, and she wanted nothing to do with him. She kept pushing his stethoscope away each time he tried to listen to her chest.

Mrs. Lapp, her worried mother, apologized. Amber moved forward to help restrain the child. “Doctor, Helen doesn’t speak English yet. She won’t learn it until she goes to school. The Amish speak Pennsylvania Deitsh at home, a German dialect.”

Glancing up at her, he said, “I thought it was Dutch.”

“It’s commonly called Pennsylvania Dutch but that’s an Americanization of the term Deitsh,” Amber replied.

He said, “Don’t hold her down, it will only frighten her. What we need is a little help from Doctor Dog.”


Reaching into a drawer on the exam table, he withdrew a hand puppet, a fuzzy brown dog with floppy ears, a white lab coat and a miniature stethoscope around his neck. Looking down at the toy, Phillip said, “Dr. Dog, I’d like you to meet Helen Lapp.”

“Hello, Helen,” the puppet chirped in a falsetto voice as he waved one stubby arm.

Phillip heard Amber giggle behind him. Helen sat up with a hesitant smile on her face.

The puppet scratched his head with his paw. “What’s wrong with you, Helen? Are you sick?”

Helen’s mother translated for her. The girl nodded, never taking her eyes off the toy.

Swinging the puppet around to face himself, Phillip asked in his puppet voice, “Aren’t you going to make her better, Dr. White?”

“I’m trying but Helen is afraid of me.”

“She is?” Turning to face the little girl, Dr. Dog asked, “Are you afraid of Dr. White?”

Her mother asked her the question in Pennsylvania Dutch. Helen glared at Phillip and nodded.

Dr. Dog rubbed his nose. “But you aren’t scared of me, are you?”

When her mother stopped speaking, Helen shook her head. Reaching out tentatively, she patted the dog’s head then giggled. Her laughter quickly became a harsh cough.

Dr. Dog asked, “Can I listen to your chest?”

Helen leaned back against her mother but didn’t object. Using Dr. Dog to grasp his stethoscope, Phillip listened to the child. When he was done with the exam, Dr. Dog thanked Helen, shook hands with her and her mother, then returned to his drawer. Helen continued to watch the drawer as if he might pop out again.


As Phillip wrote out a prescription for Helen, Amber leaned close. “Very clever.”

More pleased than he should have been by that simple compliment, he continued with his work. Helen had him deeply concerned.

Turning to her mother, he handed her the prescription and said, “I hear a loud murmur in Helen’s heart, a noise that shouldn’t be there. I’d like for her to see a specialist.”

The woman stared at the note in her hand. “Will this medicine make her better?”

“I believe so, but she needs to see a heart doctor. I’ll have Amber make an appointment. I believe Helen’s heart condition is making her cough worse.”

The mother nodded. Relieved, he looked to Amber. She said, “I’ll take care of it.”

He saw several more townspeople after that with assorted coughs and colds. Then two young Amish brothers came in with poison ivy from head to toe. Their mother explained her usual home remedy had failed to help.

He asked for her recipe and jotted it down. He then ordered a steroid shot for each of the boys. Afterward, he gave their mother a prescription for an ointment to be used twice a day, but encouraged her to continue her own treatment as well.

When they left, Amber remained in the room.

“Yes?” He kept writing on the chart without looking up.

“Why didn’t you have her discontinue her home remedy? It clearly isn’t working.”

“There was nothing in it that would interfere with the medication I prescribed. It should even give the boys some added relief. Mostly, it will make her feel better to be doing something for them.” He snapped the chart shut. “What’s next?”

His final patient of the day turned out to be an Amish woman with a badly swollen wrist.

Amber stood by the counter as Phillip pulled his chair up beside the young Mrs. Nissley. Her first name was Martha. She held her arm cradled across her stomach.

Phillip said, “May I see your wrist, please?”

Taking it gently, he palpated it, feeling for any obvious breaks. “Tell me what happened.”

“The dog scared my Milch cow, and she kicked. She missed the dog but hit me.”

He winced. “Sounds painful.”

“Ja. That it is.”

He admired her stoicism. “You’re the first cow-kick victim I’ve treated in my career. In spite of that, the only way to be certain it isn’t broken is to get an X-ray. Are you related to Edna Nissley?”

“Which Edna Nissley?”

He struggled to find a description since they dressed alike and seemed so similar. “She’s an older lady. Short, kind of stout. Oh, she drives a gray horse.”

“That is my husband’s uncle’s wife. The other Edna Nissley is the wife of my husband’s cousin William. Little Edna Nissley is the daughter of my husband’s youngest brother, Daniel.”

“Okay.” A confusing family history if he’d ever heard one. He glanced at Amber. “I’ll need AP and Lateral X-rays of the left wrist. Mrs. Nissley, is there any chance you may be pregnant?”

“Nee. At least, I don’t think so.”

He looked at Amber. “Make sure she wears a lead apron just in case.”

“Of course.”

Ten minutes later he had the films in hand. Putting them up on the light box, he indicated the wrist bones for his patient to see.

“I don’t detect a break. What you have is a bad sprain and some nasty bruising. I’ll wrap it with an elastic bandage to compress the swelling. Rest it and ice it. I want you to keep the arm elevated. Is there a problem with doing any of those things?”

“Can I milk the cow?”

He tried not to smile. “If you can do it with one hand or with your toes.”

She grinned. “I have children and a helpful husband.”

“Good. Here’s a prescription for some pain medication if you need it. See me again if it isn’t better by the end of the week.”

When Mrs. Nissley left he saw the waiting room was finally empty. A glance at his watch told him it was nearly four in the afternoon. More tired than he cared to admit, Phillip retreated to his grandfather’s office and sank gratefully into Harold’s padded, brown leather chair. If his seventy-five-year-old grandfather kept this kind of pace, he was hardier than Phillip gave him credit for.

After only five minutes of downtime, a knock sounded at his door. Sighing, he called out, “Yes?”

Amber poked her head in. “I have a ham sandwich. Would you like to share?”

His stomach rumbled at the mention of food, reminding him he’d had nothing but one cup of coffee since he’d left the house that morning. “I’d love a sandwich. Thank you.”

She entered and whisked a plate from behind her back. “I thought you might say that.”

He took her offering and made a place for the paper dinnerware on his desk. “Why don’t you and Wilma join me?”

“Wilma has gone home.”

“Then will you join me?” He held his breath as he waited for her reply.

 

Amber hesitated. It was one thing to work with Phillip. It was a whole other thing to share a meal with him.


He said, “Don’t tell me you’ve never joined Harold for a late lunch.”

“Of course I have.”

“Then what’s the problem? Afraid I’ll bite or afraid you won’t be able to resist stabbing me with a knife?”

“All I have is a plastic fork, so you’re safe on that score.”

“Good.” He lifted the upper slice of bread and peered inside. “You didn’t lace this with an overdose of digoxin, did you?”

“And slow your heart until it stopped?” She snapped her fingers. “Wish I’d thought of it. Then Dr. Dog could take over. Thanks for the idea.”

Grinning, Amber left the room and returned to the break room to get her half of the sandwich. It seemed Dr. Phillip had a sense of humor. It was one more point in his favor. The most impressive thing about him, good looks aside, was how he dealt with patients.

During the long, exhausting day he had listened to them. He discussed his plans of care in simple terms. And he was great with children. She liked that about him.

He could be a good replacement for Harold. If only she could change his mind about her midwife services.

Looking heavenward, she said, “Please, Lord, heal Harold and send him back to us quickly. In the meantime, give me the right words to help Phillip see the need the Amish have for my work.”

With her plate in hand, she returned to his office. She saw he’d been busy clearing off another spot on the opposite side of the desk. She pulled over a chair and sat down. Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath then silently said a blessing over her meal.

“Sitting down feels good, doesn’t it?” Phillip asked.

She nodded. “You can say that again.”

“Is the clinic normally this busy?”


“We serve a large rural area besides the town. Today was busier than usual but not by much.”

He took a big bite of his sandwich. “This is good,” he mumbled with his mouth full.

“I picked it up at the café this morning.”

“Okay, I have to know. Why is it called the Shoofly Pie Café?”

“You’ve never heard of shoofly pie?”

“No.”

“Wait here.” Rising, Amber returned to the break room and pulled a small box from the bottom shelf. Returning to Phillip’s office, she set it in front of him with a pair of plastic forks.

He popped the last bite of sandwich into his mouth and cautiously raised the lid of the box. Swallowing, he said, “It looks like a wedge of coffee cake.”

“It’s similar. No dessert in the world says ‘Amish’ like shoofly pie. It’s made with molasses, which some people say gave it the name because they had to shoo the flies away from it. It’s a traditional Pennsylvania Dutch recipe but it’s served in many places across the South.”

“Interesting.”

“Try some.” She pushed it closer.

He shook his head.

“Are you a culinary chicken, Dr. Phillip?”

“It must be loaded with calories. I don’t indulge in risky behaviors.”

“That from a man who surfs the North Shore of Oahu?”

His eyes brightened. “You follow surfing?”

“A little.” And only since Harold told her it was his grandson’s favorite sport.

Phillip sat back and closed his eyes. “The North Shore is perfection. You should see the waves that come in there. Towering blue-green walls of water curling over and crashing with such a roar. The sandy shore is a pale strip between the blue sea and lush tropical palms. It’s like no place else on earth.”

“I’d like to see the ocean someday,” she said wistfully.

His eyes shot open in disbelief. “You’ve never been to the seashore?”

“I once saw Lake Erie.”

“Sorry, that doesn’t count. What makes you stick so close to these cornfields?” He picked up the fork and tried a sample of pie.

“I was born and raised in Ohio.”

“That’s no excuse.” He pointed to the box with his fork. “This is good stuff.”

“Told you. I was raised on a farm in an Amish community about fifty miles from here. My mother grew up Amish but didn’t join the church because she fell in love with my father, who wasn’t Amish. They owned a dairy farm. That means work three hundred sixty-five days a year. I don’t think I traveled more than thirty miles from our farm until I was in college.”

“What made you go into midwifery?”

“I always wanted to be a nurse. I liked the idea of helping sick people. Becoming a CNM wasn’t my first choice. I was led to become a nurse-midwife by my older sister, Esther. You would have liked her.”

Thoughts of Esther, always laughing, always smiling, brought a catch to Amber’s voice. He noticed.

“Did something happen to her?” he asked gently.

“Unlike mother, Esther longed to join the Amish church. She did when she was eighteen. After that, she married the farmer who lived across the road from us.”

“Sounds like you had a close-knit family.”

“Yes, we did. Esther had her first child at home with an Amish midwife. Everything was fine. Things went terribly wrong with her second baby. The midwife hesitated getting Esther to a hospital for fear of repercussions. By the time they did get help, it was too late. Esther and her baby died.”

“I don’t understand. How would that make you want to become a midwife?”

“Because a CNM has the skills, training and equipment to deal with emergencies. There are a lot of good lay midwives out there, but as a CNM I don’t have to be afraid to take a patient to the hospital for fear of being arrested for practicing medicine without a license. I can save the lives of women like my sister who want to give birth at home because they truly believe it is the way God intended.”

“Had your sister been in the hospital to start with, things might have turned out differently.”

He didn’t get it. She shouldn’t have expected him to. “Maybe, or maybe God allowed Esther to show me my true vocation among her people.”

Amber helped herself to the small bite of pie he’d left. “My turn to ask a question.”

“Why won’t I allow you to do home deliveries? I don’t believe it’s safe.”

She leaned forward earnestly. “But it is. Home births with a qualified attendant are safe for healthy, low-risk women. Countries where there are large numbers of home births have fewer complications and fewer deaths than here in the United States. How do you explain that if home births aren’t safe?”

“The American College of Obstetricians and Gynecologists do not support programs that advocate home birth. They don’t support individuals who provide home births.”

“Is that for safety reasons or financial ones? I’m taking money out of their pockets if my patients deliver at home.”

“You think the majority of doctors in the ACOG put money before the safety of patients? I doubt it. We could argue this point until we’re both blue in the face. I’m not changing my mind.”

Frustrated, Amber threw up her hands and shook her head. “This isn’t a whim or a craze. This has been their way of life for hundreds of years. At least listen to some of the Amish women who want home births. Hear their side of the story. This is important to them.”

All trace of humor vanished from his face. “What part of no don’t you understand, Miss Bradley?”

They glared at each other, the tension thick enough to cut with a knife.

Suddenly, Amber heard the front door of the clinic open. A boy’s voice yelled, “Doktor, doktor, komm shnell!”

She leapt to her feet. “He says come quick.”








Chapter Five



Phillip jumped to his feet and followed Amber out to the office lobby. An Amish boy of about eight began talking rapidly. Phillip couldn’t understand a word. He looked at Amber. “What’s he saying?”

She shushed him with one hand until the boy was done. Then she said, “Their wagon tipped over in a ditch. His mother is trapped.”

“Did he call 9-1-1?”

She gave him a look of pure exasperation. “How many times do I have to tell you? They don’t have phones.”

Running back to his office, Phillip grabbed his grandfather’s black bag from a shelf beside the door. Returning to the lobby, he saw Amber had a large canvas bag slung over her shoulder.

He said, “I’ll get the car. Try to find out from him how badly she’s hurt and where they’re located so we can get EMS on the way.”

Taking the boy by the hand, Amber followed Phillip out the door and climbed into his black SUV. She said, “It’s Martha Nissley, the woman we treated today. They overturned near their farm. It’s a quarter of a mile from the edge of town. Should I drive?”


“You navigate and try to keep the boy calm. Is he hurt?”

She spoke briefly to the boy in Pennsylvania Dutch. He shook his head. To Phillip, she said, “I don’t think so. He’s just out of breath from running and from fright. Turn left up ahead and then take the right fork in the road.”

Phillip did as instructed. He wanted to hurry but he knew he had to drive safely. He’d heard horror stories from his grandfather about buggy and automobile collisions on the narrow, hilly roads.

“There, that’s the lane.” Amber pointed it out to him as she was dialing 9-1-1 on her cell phone.

Topping a rise, Phillip saw a group of four men freeing the horses from the wagon. Both animals were limping badly. The wagon lay on its side in a shallow ditch. Phillip pulled to a stop a few yards away.

Turning to Amber, he said, “Make the boy understand he needs to stay in the car.”

“Of course.” After giving the child his instructions, Phillip and Amber got out.

Martha was lying facedown in the ditch, trapped beneath the wagon. A man knelt beside her. Phillip assumed he was her husband.

Only the broken spokes of the front wheel were keeping the wagon from crushing her completely. The rear wheel bowed out dangerously. If either wheel came off, she wouldn’t stand a chance.

He knelt beside her. “Martha, can you hear me?”

“Ja,” she answered through gritted teeth.

“Where are you hurt?”

“My back burns like fire. I can’t move my legs.”

His heart sank. “All right, lie still. We’ll get you out.”

“Where is my boy, Louis? Is he okay?”

“He’s sitting in my car. I told him to stay there.”

“Goot.” She began muttering what he thought was a prayer. Amber scrambled down in the ditch beside them. Quickly, she checked Martha’s vital signs. Then, to Phillip’s horror, she lay down and wiggled as far under the overturned wagon as she could.

After a minute, Amber worked herself backward and Phillip helped her gain her feet. He said, “Don’t do that again.”

“Martha’s bleeding profusely from a gash on her left thigh. I couldn’t reach it to put pressure on it, but it’s bad.”

He wanted to wait for the fire department and EMS. They’d likely have the Jaws of Life to lift the vehicle. But if she were hemorrhaging as badly as Amber thought, time was of the essence. “Okay, we’ll have to get the wagon off of her.”

Phillip turned to the men gathered around. The one kneeling beside Martha rose and joined them. “I’m David Nissley, Martha’s husband. We were afraid to move the wagon and do Martha more injury.”

“You were right. However, we need to move it now.”

Mr. Nissley pointed up the lane. “My boy, Noah, is coming with the draft team.”

What Phillip wouldn’t give for a forklift or at least a tractor…something he knew had enough power and wouldn’t bolt in fright and pull the heavy wagon on top of his patient. He considered trying to use his SUV but there was no room to maneuver on the narrow road.

He said, “We need some way to brace the wagon in case that wheel comes off.”

“We can use boards from there.” Amber pointed to the white painted fence running alongside the road. An instant later, Mr. Nissley and the men were dismantling the boards by using their heavy boots to kick them loose from the posts.

Phillip watched the activity impatiently. “Once we have it braced so it can’t fall back, we’ll try pulling it off her.”

A boy of about fifteen came racing down the road with a pair of enormous gray horses trotting at his heels. Sunlight gleamed off their shiny flanks as their powerful muscles rippled beneath their hides. They made a breathtaking sight.

The boy quickly backed them into position. They stood perfectly still as they waited for their harnesses to be hooked to the wagon. Feeling dwarfed by the massive animals, Phillip decided a tractor wouldn’t be necessary.

He turned back to Mrs. Nissley just as Amber was once again working herself under the broken vehicle, this time with her bag. He caught her foot. “What do you think you’re doing?”

Her voice was muffled. “Once the weight comes off her leg, someone has to put pressure on that gash. It’s oozing bright red blood.”

“You think it’s a severed artery?”

“I do.”

He didn’t like the danger she was putting herself in. He let go of her ankle because he knew she was right. The weight of the wagon on Martha might be stemming the flow of blood. Once it came off, she could bleed out rapidly.

Mr. Nissley alternated between speaking comforting words to his wife, directing the men making braces and instructing his son on the best way to attach the horses to the rig.

In less than five minutes, they were ready. Mr. Nissley spoke briefly to his wife, then took the reins from his son.

The boy said, “I can do it, Papa?”

“Nee, das ist für mich zu tun.”

Phillip looked at Mrs. Nissley for an explanation. “He said, ‘This is for me to do.’ If it falls back, he doesn’t want my son blaming himself.”

Another man called the boy over to help with the braces. Mr. Nissley coaxed the big horses forward. The wagon creaked ominously but lifted a few inches. The men standing by instantly moved in with the fence boards to prop it up. Squatting beside Amber’s feet, Phillip prepared to drag her out of harm’s way if need be.

The wagon inched upward with painful slowness, but finally Martha was free. Amber was already staunching the flow of blood with a heavy pad as the team dragged the broken wagon across the road. Phillip rushed to help secure the pad with a heavy elastic bandage. Amber was right. It was arterial blood. Martha would have bled to death if they’d delayed any longer.

The Amish woman was conscious but pale. Phillip said to Amber, “What supplies have you got in your bag?”

“IV supplies, pain medication, sterile drapes, suture, anything you’d need for a regular delivery. I’m going to start an eighteen gauge IV with Ringer’s Lactate.”

“Once that’s done give her a bolus of morphine if you’ve got it. Martha, are you allergic to any medications?” “Nee.”

All color was gone from her cheeks and her breathing was shallow. Phillip’s concern spiked. She was going into shock.

“Amber, hurry with that IV.”

“Should we try and turn her over?” Amber asked as she rapidly assembled her equipment, donned gloves and started prepping Martha’s arm for the needle.

“I’d rather wait for EMS and their backboard.” Phillip grabbed his stethoscope from his bag and listened to Martha’s lungs through her back. They were clear of fluid. One thing in her favor.

Amber slipped the IV line in and started the fluids. Gesturing to one of the men nearby, she gave him the bag to hold.

After handing over the reins of his horses to his son, Mr. Nissley returned to his wife’s side. Once there, he sat beside her and simply held her hand without saying a word.

Relief ripped through Phillip when he heard the sound of a siren in the distance.


Within minutes, the ambulance arrived on the scene, followed by a sheriff’s department cruiser. Standing beside Amber, Phillip felt her grasp his hand as they loaded Mrs. Nissley aboard.

Louis jumped out of Phillip’s SUV and raced to his mother’s side. She patted his head and told him not to worry. One of his sisters took his hand and coaxed him away. Mr. Nissley climbed in beside Martha. Soon they were on their way to the hospital in Millersburg, red lights flashing.

Together, Phillip and Amber watched the vehicle disappear in the distance. As the adrenaline drained away, Phillip grew shaky. Looking down, he noticed Amber still gripped his hand.

 

Following Phillip’s gaze, Amber realized her fingers were entwined with his. Suddenly, she became aware of the warmth traveling up her arm from where they touched. It spread through her body in waves and made her skin tingle like a charge of static electricity.

Their eyes met. An intense awareness rippled around them. Her breath froze in her chest. Her eyes roved over his face, soaking in every detail and committing it to memory.

Sweat trickled down his cheek. His hair was mussed, his clothes dirty. None of that diminished the attraction drawing her to him.

Behind her, someone spoke and a discussion about where to take the wagon broke out. She let go of Phillip’s hand and wrapped her arms across her chest. It had to be the adrenaline ebb. Holding his hand surely wasn’t making her weak in the knees, right?

He said, “I should follow them to the hospital. She’s my patient, after all.”

Amber struggled to get herself together. “We’ll need to make arrangements for the family to travel there, too.”


Phillip reached into his pocket and pulled out his cell phone. “Who shall I call?”

“Samson Carter has a van service.” She gave him the number and after someone answered, he handed the phone to the oldest Nissley boy. When the boy was finished with the call, he handed the phone back and then gave instructions to his younger brothers and sisters. Already, the neighbors who had come to help were busy repairing the fence. The sheriff was interviewing them.

“Will these kids be all right?” Phillip asked quietly as they made their way toward his SUV.

Walking beside him, Amber nodded. “Yes. Word will spread quickly, and they will be smothered with help. Men will come to do the chores and women will come to take charge of the house. An Amish family never has to worry about what will happen to them in an emergency. It’s a given that everyone in the Church will rally around them.”

“That’s good to know. Martha shouldn’t have been driving that big wagon with her arm in a splint.”

“She wasn’t driving. Her son was.”

“That little one who ran to our clinic?”

“Yes, but it wasn’t his fault. Some teenage boys driving by in a pickup threw firecrackers under the wagon and spooked the horses.”

He stopped. “Does the officer know that?”

Amber glanced over her shoulder. “I doubt it. They won’t talk to the authorities about it. They will forgive whoever has done this. It is their way.”

“Someone should tell the officer. Can you get a description of the vehicle from them?”

“No. They won’t talk to me about it. I’m an outsider, like you.”

“But you’ve lived here for years.”


“That makes no difference. I’m not Amish.”

The sheriff came over to them. Tall and blond, with eyes only a shade lighter than Amber’s, he smiled at her fondly. “Hey, cuz. Can you give me any information about what happened here?”

“Hi, Nick. I can tell you what I overheard but not much else.” She relayed her story while he took notes.

After a few minutes, he put his notepad away. “Thanks. Not much chance of solving this but I’ll give it my best shot. How about you, Doc? Can you add anything?”

“Sorry, no.”

Amber said, “Dr. White, this is Nicolas Bradley, my cousin. Nick, this is Harold’s grandson. Phillip’s taking over the clinic until Harold gets back.”

The two men shook hands. Nick said, “Sorry we didn’t meet under better circumstances. Ordinarily, this is a pretty quiet place. If you’ll excuse me, I’ve got to get back to work. Amber, see you later.”

As he went to finish interviewing the witnesses, Amber turned to Phillip. “We should get to the hospital.”

Reaching out, he gently brushed some dirt from her cheek. “I should get to the hospital. You should get home.”

Her heart turned over and melted into a foolish puddle.

Don’t do this. Don’t go falling for a man who’ll be gone in a few weeks.

It was good advice. Could she follow it?

Drawing a quick breath, she forced her practical nature to the forefront. This rush of emotion was nothing more than a reaction to their working together during a crisis. It would soon fade.

With a logical explanation for her irrational feelings, Amber was able to smile and say, “Dr. White, you can’t find your way to the grocery store. How are you going to find your way to Millersburg?”

He looked as if he wanted to argue. Instead, he nodded toward his car. “Get in.”








Chapter Six



Phillip tried to concentrate on the road ahead, but he couldn’t ignore the presence of the woman seated beside him. Her foolish bravery, her skill and quick thinking under pressure impressed him to no end. He saw now why his grandfather valued her so highly.

He said, “You did a good job back there.”

“Thanks. It’s not the first horse-drawn vehicle accident I’ve been to. Although there’s usually a car involved.”

“If they’re so unsafe, why do the Amish continue to use their buggies?”

“It’s part of being separate from the world. It’s who they are. Turn left at the next corner. You handled yourself well. Your grandfather would be proud of you.”

“I hope so.”

“He means a lot to you, doesn’t he?”

Phillip glanced at her. “Yes. More than you can know. How did you end up working for him?”

“Long story.”

“Longer than the drive to Millersburg?”

Her smile slipped out. “Probably not.”

“So tell me.”

“When I finished my nurse-midwife program, I started looking for a place to set up my practice. I knew I wanted to do home deliveries among the Amish. I know you don’t approve. Rest assured, you aren’t the only doctor who feels that way.”

“But my grandfather sees things differently.”

“Yes. I began talking to Amish families at local farmers’ markets and other gatherings. It was at the produce market in Millersburg that I heard about your grandfather. He’s held in very high regard in the Amish community.”

“He’s devoted more than thirty years to these people. They should think highly of him. I’m sorry. Go on.” He might not approve of their lifestyle, but he had to remember she did.

“I came to Hope Springs and explained to Harold how I wanted to practice. He was delighted. We both knew it wouldn’t be easy building a practice for me, so he hired me to work as his office nurse, too. Those first couple of years he mentored me every step of the way.”

“I envy you knowing him so well and working so closely with him.” Surprised that he’d admitted that out loud, he checked for her reaction.

“Your grandfather has taught me so much. The Amish say if you want good advice, seek an old man. It is true—but don’t tell Harold I called him old.”

Phillip laughed. “It will be our secret. I wish I could get him to act his age.”

“How is he supposed to act?”

“The man is seventy-five years old. He should be retired and enjoying his golden years.”

She waved a hand, dismissing his assumption. “If Harold is able, he’ll be back. We need him.”

Phillip needed him, too. He’d longed for a father figure all his life. His mother’s string of “Uncles” who lived with them over the years hadn’t filled that need. If anything, they made it worse. Meeting Harold in person had finally started to fill the hole in Phillip’s life.

All he’d wanted was to spend more time with his grandfather. Their weeklong visit had been drawing to a close far too quickly. Phillip’s suggestion that Harold think about relocating to Hawaii had been met with an unexpectedly harsh response.

His grandfather had made it abundantly clear that his place was in Hope Springs. Harold’s anger seemed entirely out of proportion to the suggestion. Phillip still didn’t know why. Was he wrong to want his grandfather near him for what few years the man might have left? Were these backward Amish more important than Harold’s own flesh and blood?

Phillip glanced at Amber. “Harold has given enough of his life to this backwater burg. He deserves a few years of peace and relaxation.”

Her smile faded, replaced by a puzzled frown. “I think that’s up to Harold to decide.”

Phillip reined in his sudden anger because he knew she was right. For the rest of the ride, neither of them spoke. When they pulled into a parking space outside the hospital’s E.R., Phillip turned off the engine. Sitting with his hands still gripping the steering wheel, he said, “I’m sorry I snapped at you. I have issues with my family but that’s no reason to take it out on you.”

She stared at him for a long moment. The spark of annoyance in her eyes gradually died away.

“You’re forgiven. Care to talk about what happened between you and Harold in Hawaii? I’m getting the impression that something is seriously bothering you.”

“So you’re a mind reader as well as a midwife?”

She waved her hands back and forth. “Some people say I’m sensitive that way.”

He chuckled at his own line being thrown back at him. “I appreciate the offer, but I’ve got to deal with things in my own fashion.”

Reaching out, she laid her hand over his where it rested on the steering wheel and asked gently, “Are you sure that’s best?”

The touch of her hand made his heart stumble, miss a beat and then race like it did when he was surfing into the pipeline at Oahu. And like being inside the curl of a giant wave, Phillip knew he’d just entered dangerous waters.

His next move could shoot him into the clear or send him headlong into a painful battering.

 

Amber meant her touch to be comforting, an offer of friendship. It turned into something more in an instant. The warmth of his skin sent her heart racing. She couldn’t tear her gaze away from his. What was he thinking? Did he feel it, too, this strange and wonderful chemistry that sparked between them? On some purely feminine level, she knew he did.

The attraction both thrilled and frightened her. She’d never reacted to any man this way, and she’d been in a few relationships over the years.

The ambulance pulled out of the E.R. bay as they sat staring at each other. Phillip slowly withdrew his hand. Looking out the window, he said, “We should go in and find out how Martha is faring.”

Embarrassment flooded Amber to her very core. Did he think she was making a pass at him? She’d only known him a few days. He was her boss. Nothing had been further from her mind, but that might not be the way it looked to him. She quickly opened her car door and got out.

Inside the E.R. doors, the charge nurse came to greet them. “Hello, Amber. I heard about your excitement.”

“Yes. Give me pregnant women and crying babies any day. Gloria, this is Dr. Phillip White, Harold’s grandson. Dr. White, this is Gloria Bender. She’s the head of the ER department.”

The two shook hands. Gloria said, “Dr. White, I received the notice just this morning that you’ve been granted privileges here.”

“Excellent. Where is Mrs. Nissley and who’s seeing her?”

“Dr. Kline was on duty when Mrs. Nissley came in. X-rays confirmed a spinal fracture. She’s been taken to MRI to assess the complexity of her injury. The two of you did a good job stabilizing her in the field. It made our work much easier.”

Wearily, Phillip rubbed a hand over his face. “Thanks. Do we know yet if her spinal cord is compressed or if it is severed?”

“I haven’t heard. Dr. Kline started her on steroids to reduce any swelling. I know he wants to speak to you as soon as he’s done. His plan is to take her straight from MRI to surgery where he’ll clean out and close the gash on her leg. If she needs spinal surgery, she’ll be airlifted to Akron.” Glancing at her watch, she noted, “They should be finished in about thirty minutes.”

“Thank you.” He sighed heavily. Amber could sense his frustration.

Gloria returned to her office, leaving them alone once more. Phillip’s face mirrored the same worry running through Amber. If Martha’s spinal cord was severed, she’d never walk again.

He said, “Thirty minutes. Guess that leaves us enough time to get a cup of coffee.”

“It’s not gourmet, but the coffee in the cafeteria here is drinkable. Let me tell Gloria where we’ll be and then I’d like to wash up first.”

He smiled and looked her over. “Good idea. You’ve got grass in your hair.”


“What?” she squeaked as her hands flew up and brushed at her scalp.

“Come here.” He pulled her over and plucked the offending blades from where they’d lodged in her braid.

She kept her gaze riveted to the floor.

I’m not going to blush and babble like a teenage girl with a crush on the top jock. I’m a professional and I can act like one.

Phillip took a step back. “There, I think that’s all of it.”

“Thank you.” Without looking at him, she made her escape to the ladies’ room, where she splashed water on her heated face.

Staring into the mirror for a long time, she said, “I can’t hide in here forever. I’m going to be working with the man. I’ve got to get a handle on my emotions.” Standing up straight, she added, “Right? Can do!”

Bucked up by her personal pep talk, Amber exited the room.

 

Phillip also took the time to wash up and sternly remind himself that he and Amber shared a professional relationship. He couldn’t allow it to become anything else.

Unfortunately, it was easy to forget that when he looked into her compelling eyes. Determined to stick to his professional standards of behavior, he left the washroom.

Amber was waiting for him but avoided looking him in the eyes. Together, they walked out of the E.R. and took the elevator to the lower level of the hospital.

Stepping out, they walked without speaking down a short hallway to a wide set of double doors. Amber pushed one open to reveal a small, cozy room where a dozen round tables were covered with red-checkered tablecloths. Several Amish men sat at one of the tables near the back of the room. They glanced up, then resumed their quiet conversation.


Phillip said, “This doesn’t resemble any hospital cafeteria I’ve eaten in and I’ve eaten in plenty.”

“It is homey, isn’t it?”

The smell of fresh-baked bread and fried chicken filled the air. A young Amish woman wearing a dark maroon dress under a white apron with a white organdy cap on her head stood behind the low counter.

Amber approached her. “Hello, Barbara.”

“Hello, Amber. How’s Martha Nissley doing?”

“She’s still in surgery. Can we get a couple cups of coffee?”

“Sure. Have a seat anywhere and I’ll bring some out.”

Phillip realized he was hungry. The half sandwich he’d shared with Amber hadn’t been enough to fill the void in his midsection. He pointed to a chef’s salad under glass in the serving area. “Let me have one of those and give Miss Bradley anything she’d like.”

“I’ll take one of your wonderful cinnamon rolls, Barbara.”

“Icing or no icing?”

“Are you kidding? The icing’s the best part.”

Phillip eyed her petite figure in surprise. “It’s refreshing to meet a woman who isn’t afraid of a few calories. Shoofly pie and now a cinnamon roll?”

Amber giggled. “Oh, Barbara doesn’t put any calories in her rolls, do you?”

Smiling shyly, the Amish waitress shook her head. “Not a one.”

While she went to get their order, Phillip led the way to a table near the back corner. As he sat down, the elder of the two Amish men approached him. Phillip recognized him as Martha’s husband.

“I thank you both for your kindness to my wife today. Gott was gut to send you in her hour of need.”


Phillip nodded. “You’re welcome. I’m glad we were still in the office when your son arrived. He must have run like the wind.”

“He wanted to help his mama. He felt bad about the accident but it wasn’t his fault. Also, I want to tell you we are praying for your grandfather. He has done much for the Plain People hereabouts. We praise Gott for bringing him to us.”

A lump rose in Phillip’s throat, making it hard to speak. He had been harsh in his judgment of these people and he had been wrong. “Thank you.”

Barbara arrived with their food. Mr. Nissley nodded to them and returned to his own table. After Barbara set the plates down, Amber asked her, “How is your Grandmother Zook doing? Is she taking her heart medication like she should?”

“Mammi is gut. She has more energy every day.”

After the waitress left, Phillip watched Amber dig into her steaming roll. “Do you know everyone around here?”

“Not everyone, but many of the Amish. I delivered Barbara’s two youngest sisters.”

“It must be odd.” He cut a hard-boiled egg in half and forked it into his mouth. “What?”

“Knowing everybody. Having them know you.”

“Why do you think that’s odd?”

He shrugged. “It just is. Can I try of bite of your roll? It looks good.”

“Sure.” She pushed her plate toward him. When he’d cut himself a generous piece, she said, “I take it you’ve never lived in a small town?”

“I’ve lived in three or four. Just not for long.”

“You moved around a lot?”

“Yes, you could say that.” He couldn’t count on both hands the number of schools he’d attended before his mother settled in Hawaii and he started college.


After taking a sip of coffee, Amber glanced at the large round clock on the wall behind him. “Gloria said thirty minutes. That was ten minutes ago. We should hear something soon.”

He closed his eyes as he savored his sample of roll. “There are some very good cooks around here. Is it difficult working among the Amish?”

“It can be challenging. Many don’t readily accept an English midwife.”

Puzzled, he glanced at her. “English?”

“It’s what they call anyone who isn’t Amish.”

“I used to think my grandfather’s Amish stories were exaggerations.”

She grinned at that. “Harold is a talented storyteller. I don’t doubt he has embellished some things.”

“The Amish really don’t allow their children to go past the eighth grade in school?”

“That’s true.”

“It’s hard to believe anyone in this day and age is opposed to higher education.”

“They aren’t opposed to it. They just don’t want it for their children. They believe in on-the-job training for skills that will keep their family and community together. They aren’t all farmers, you know. Many are successful small-business owners. Their work ethic and craftsmanship skills are second to none. Employers love to hire the Amish. They work for less and work hard.”

“You sound like you approve of this.”

She cocked her head to the side. “Don’t you believe in freedom of religion?”

“Of course I do.”

“Do you believe a person has the right to choose his own lifestyle?”

“Yes.” He didn’t like feeling he was in the wrong some how.


“The Amish lifestyle is their religion. They do not separate the two.”

Her intenseness reminded him of his mother’s Pomeranian standing guard over his food dish. Phillip wasn’t looking to get bitten. He’d had enough trouble for one day. “I defer to someone who knows them better than I ever will.”

After they finished eating, they returned to the E.R. waiting area and were soon joined by Dr. Kline. Shaking hands with the big, burly man in blue scrubs, Phillip immediately had the feeling that Martha was being well taken care of.

“Good news. The spine isn’t severed. A bone fragment is compressing it. That’s why she can’t move her legs. I’ve already placed a call for an airlift to Akron.”

Dr. Kline continued with a description of Martha’s injuries. Phillip conferred with him over some of her interim care and then left the hospital knowing she was getting the best possible treatment.

As he walked to his SUV with Amber at his side, he said, “My grandfather told me the Amish don’t believe in health insurance. How are Martha and her family going to pay for her care?”

“It’s true that they don’t believe in insurance of any kind. If a man gets insurance, that means he doesn’t have faith in God’s protection. Whatever happens is God’s will. On the flip side of that, they don’t sue for bad outcomes. Such a thing is also Gottes Wille.

“As far as the Nissleys are concerned, the Church community will take up a collection for them. A notice will be sent to the Amish newspaper and donations will come from all over. Their bills will be paid.”

Phillip had to admire people who cared so well for their own. While he thought they were some of the most backward people on the planet for refusing modernization, he had to admit that their sense of community was impressive.


The drive back to Hope Springs was made in silence. They were both too tired to make small talk. The only time Amber spoke was when she gave him directions to her home. It was nearly dark when he pulled up in front of her house.

She hesitated before getting out. Taking a deep breath, she said, “I’m glad you came to Hope Springs. We needed you.”

“It’s not the type of medicine I want to practice, but I’ll admit it isn’t boring.”

Turning to face him, she asked, “What type of medicine do you want to practice?”

He sensed her unwillingness to leave, and it made him feel good. “I want to practice cutting-edge medicine. I want the newest and best equipment and procedures available for my patients.”

“We don’t have that here.”

“No, but you’ve got mighty big horses.” That coaxed a tiny smile from her. She looked beautiful in the fading light.

She acted as if she wanted to say something else. Instead, she abruptly got out. She gave a little wave and said, “Good night, Dr. White. See you on Monday.”

He watched her walk inside the white, narrow, two-story Victorian and felt a sharp sense of regret. He’d missed his chance to escape her dangerous undertow. He was well and truly in for a nasty dunking. Amber Bradley was as beautiful as the sea and every bit as dangerous to his peace of mind. Shifting his SUV into reverse, he backed out of her drive, determined not to think about her the rest of the night.

He hadn’t gone half a block before the memory of her last little smile slipped into his mind and stayed there.








Chapter Seven



Beside Amber’s front door, Fluffy sat waiting to get in. She picked up the overweight white cat. “How did you get out?”

A yellow tabby darted past her feet and raced down the steps. Amber recognized Ginger, her neighbor’s cat. Apparently, she had broken up a feline tryst.

Inside her house, Amber put the cat down and flipped on the kitchen light. Crossing the room, she dumped her purse on the table. Fluffy began rubbing against Amber’s legs. She picked up the big cat again and cuddled him close, taking comfort from his happy, rumbling purr.

“Did you see the guy in the car? This is nuts, Fluffy. I don’t understand why I’m so attracted to that man. He’s standing in the way of my life’s work. One minute I want to strangle him, the next minute I’m wondering what kissing him would be like. What is wrong with me?”

Putting the cat down, Amber puttered around her cheery yellow kitchen. She had only one object in mind, to get so tired that she couldn’t think about Dr. Phillip White anymore. On the one hand, she was furious with him for stopping her midwife practice. On the other hand, she was honest enough to admit she was deeply drawn to him.

Why, she had no idea. Sure, he was a good physician, but she’d met plenty of those. He wasn’t the best-looking man she’d ever met. Close maybe, but looks weren’t everything. Phillip had more going for him. Even if he didn’t understand the Amish, he seemed willing to learn. Could he learn to love this place as she did?

She banged her hands on the countertop. “Stop obsessing about him!”

Her shout startled Fluffy and sent the long-haired white cat dashing out of the room.

“Great. Now you’ll be stuck behind the sofa, and I’ll spend the night listening to you yowl. One more mark against the oh-so-handsome Dr. Surfer Boy,” she shouted after the cat.

Fluffy’s ample girth made it impossible for him to turn around and get out of his favorite hiding place. He would simply yowl until someone moved the heavy sofa away from the wall or pulled aside the even heavier bookcase that blocked one end of his tunnel.

Ignoring her cat, Amber began vigorously scrubbing her kitchen sink. Unfortunately, the exercise only took a couple of minutes. Next, she washed the kitchen floor. Another ten minutes gone. By now, Fluffy had started mewing loudly. “All right, I’m coming.”

After freeing her pet, Amber glanced at the clock. It was time to call Harold. Settling herself in her favorite chair, she dialed the long-distance number.

Each day she called and got an update from Harold to share with his friends. The entire county was praying for his recovery. He was improving slowly but not as quickly as he wanted.

As she listened to the phone ring, she wondered what she could tell Harold that wouldn’t upset him. Should she mention that things in Hope Springs weren’t the same without him?

It was true, yet if the accident hadn’t occurred, Amber never would have met Phillip.


There was no way she was going to tell Harold she might be falling for his grandson. Even a hint of that would have him planting a whole garden of celery. She had stopped counting the number of times he’d told her she needed to find a husband and raise some kids of her own.

Like it was as simple as picking out a ripe melon at a roadside produce stand.

Amber wasn’t opposed to finding a man who could win her heart and soul, but she didn’t want one who lived in Hawaii. She wanted someone who loved this community the way she did.

When Harold answered at last, she knew what she would do. She’d fill Harold in on the things happening in Hope Springs. That was the truth. She could only hope that he wouldn’t dig deeper.

 

“Keep it about the work,” Phillip muttered as he entered his grandfather’s house and closed the heavy oak door behind him. Sure, Amber was cute, intelligent, quick thinking and dedicated. What was so unusual about that?

“Okay, she’s the kind of woman any man would want to know better, but she’s completely off-limits.”

Talking to himself about it sure wasn’t a good sign. With the pressures of school and setting up his practice, the only relationships he’d had in the past few years were uncomplicated. Short-term relationships where both parties wanted nothing deeper than an occasional movie date, a dinner partner or someone to go surfing with. Amber was anything but uncomplicated.

He’d ruled out taking a wife a long, long time ago. Too many times as a kid he’d seen his mother weeping uncontrollably when her latest lover left her brokenhearted. He’d seen it often enough to know he’d never risk doing that to any woman. If his father had lived, would it have been different? He would never know.

At least his mother was happy now, or as happy as she could be. Her current husband, Michael Watson, was a good and decent man. After spending years with one toad after another, she’d finally found her prince. However, the emotional toll of her former life stayed with her. She suffered from a deep-seated fear of abandonment.

His mother met Michael when Phillip was a junior in high school. Michael provided the things she desperately longed for—safety, security, a nice home and a man who loved her. Although Phillip wasn’t sure she truly loved Michael in return, she worked hard to be a good wife.

Phillip owed his stepfather a great deal. Without Michael’s help, med school would have remained a pipe dream. Phillip never would have come to know God without his stepfather’s gentle encouragement. That had been Michael’s greatest gift, but one Phillip had let slide recently. He would remedy that while he was in Hope Springs.

He glanced at the clock above his grandfather’s mantel. With the five-hour time difference, his stepfather should be getting home from work in another twenty minutes. That left Phillip enough time to check on his grandfather first.

After dialing the number to his grandfather’s room in the rehab hospital in Honolulu, Phillip settled himself on the sofa and waited for Harold to pick up. When he finally did, he was anything but cordial.

“It’s about time you called. How are things? I want to know what’s going on.”

“Things are fine. Like they were yesterday when I spoke to you. I came to Hope Springs so you would stop worrying. If you’re not doing that, I might as well go home and get a little surfing in.”

“And then what would become of my people?”


It was a good question. One Phillip hesitated to suggest an answer for, but he did anyway. “You could advertise for a partner or for someone to take over the practice.”

“Ha! Don’t you dare try and sell my practice out from under me. I’ll fight you every step of the way.”

“I’m not trying to sell your clinic out from under you. It’s just that I’ve seen how much work is involved here. You’re not a spring chicken anymore.”

“There’s a little crowing left in this old rooster. I’ll be back there before you know it.”

“I hope so. I really do. How’s the physical therapy going?”

“They just like to torture people here. I might have fractured my skull but my mind still works.”

“I can tell. What did you do today? Besides grump at the therapists.” Harold chuckled. Phillip was happy to hear that sound again.

“I’ve been putting square pegs in round holes. I picked up numerous small objects and transferred them to different types of containers. Joy, joy. I went up three steps with my crutches but that was all I could manage. I can’t seem to make my legs work right.”

“Harold, that’s a lot more than you could do a week ago. What did your doctor have to say?”

“He says I can’t come home yet. What does he know?”

“He’s one of the best in Honolulu. He knows a lot. You’re making progress.”

“Maybe so. It’s just hard to be here and not there. Everyone writes, though. I’ve gotten lots of mail. So tell me, who did you see today?”

After describing the patients he’d seen in the clinic and their conditions, he recounted Martha Nissley’s accident.

“Yes, Amber told me about that. It’s a shame. Martha kept house for me years ago, before she was married. I don’t know why some teenagers think it’s fun to torment the Amish. They are such gentle people. They’d never hurt anyone. I will pray for her recovery.”

“The family wouldn’t make a police report.”

“It’s their way.”

“That’s what Amber told me.”

There was a long pause on the line, then Harold asked, “How are the two of you getting along?”

“Fine.” Phillip wasn’t about to get into details when he wasn’t sure what his feelings were.

“Yes, that’s what Amber said, with exactly that same tone in her voice.”

Phillip felt like a college freshman pumping his best friend for information about the cute girl in English class. “What did she have to say about me?”

“Nothing much.”

“Oh.” He hoped he didn’t sound as disappointed as he felt.

“She did mention you were a nice-looking guy.”

“She did?” That was promising.

“I think what she actually said was that you look a lot like me.”

“Gray-haired and wrinkled? Oh, joy!” he replied with teasing sarcasm.

Harold laughed out loud. “Tell me what you think of her.”

“Are you going to repeat this conversation to her?”

“Maybe.”

“Then I’m not telling you a thing. Except she’s a very good nurse. She’s brave, incredibly foolish, stubborn to a fault and—”

“And what, Phillip?”

He searched for the right word but came up short. “I don’t know. Sweet.”


“She’s pretty as the day is long, too. Don’t you think?”

Now Phillip was sorry he’d gotten himself into this conversation. “I hadn’t noticed.”

The sound that came through the phone had to be a snort. “Didn’t know you were thickheaded, boy.”

“Okay, she’s cute, but being a skilled nurse is a lot more important to me.”

“She’s the best midwife I’ve ever worked with.”

Phillip decided it was best to avoid that topic. “Is there anything you need, Harold?”

“No, your stepdad has been here every day to check on me and bring me some decent food. Some of this Hawaiian stuff is good. Have you had poi?”

Phillip chuckled. “Many times.”

He hesitated a moment, then asked, “Has my mother been to see you?”

“No, and she won’t.”

“Don’t you think it’s about time one of you told me what happened between you?”

A long silence followed Phillip’s question. Finally, Harold said, “That’s between her and me.”

“It certainly affected me. We could have known each other for thirty additional years. I could have learned so much more about my father from you!” He was almost shouting as his resentment surged to the forefront.

Calmly, Harold said, “Phillip, you have to let go of your father. Nothing you learn can bring you closer to him or bring him back. All you can do is live your life for God and others and pray you will see him in heaven.”

Sighing heavily, Phillip struggled to gain control of his raw emotions. It was hard to admit, but he said, “I know you’re right.”

“But you can’t accept it.”

“Not until I know why my mother kept me away from you all these years. Nothing you tell me can be worse than the things I imagine.”

“I wouldn’t be too sure of that. Tell Amber I’m thinking of her and hoping Sophie Knepp has an easy delivery. The poor woman has already lost two of her seven children before they turned two.”

“You’re changing the subject, sir.”

“Yes, I am. Good night, Phillip.” The line went dead.








Chapter Eight



By Sunday morning Amber had complete control of her emotions. Her feelings for Phillip were a silly infatuation and nothing more. Once she had spent a few more days working with him, this odd attraction would die a natural death. They had bonded because of their danger-filled rescue of Martha Nissley. It was a common occurrence between people in tension filled situations. Such intense emotions rarely lasted. Satisfied that she understood what was going on, she headed with light steps toward the Hope Springs Fellowship Church.

It was a beautiful summer morning. Late July could be frightfully hot in Ohio but the temperature had been mild lately. The sky was clear except for rare fleecy clouds floating past.

They reminded her of Fluffy. The cat who was most likely curled up at home asleep on Amber’s blue sofa. A few white hairs on the furniture were a small price to pay for such a loving companion. Looking toward the white spire of the church silhouetted against the sky, Amber allowed the peace she always felt on this day to soak into her soul.

That peace lasted until she reached the church steps. At the top of them, Phillip stood talking to Pastor Finzer as he greeted his flock. Her hope to slip inside unnoticed was dashed when the minister caught sight of her.

“Amber, look who’s joining us this morning.”

She nodded in their direction and slowly climbed the steps. “Pastor, good morning. Dr. White, nice to see you.”

Beaming a bright smile at the two of them, the friendly young pastor said, “We’re delighted to have Dr. White as a visitor to our church while he’s in town. I’m sure Amber will introduce you around, Phillip, and help you feel at home. Won’t you, dear?”

“Of course.” The smile on her face was fake. She hoped neither of the men realized it.

As they passed through the doors, Phillip leaned down and softly said, “Sorry about that. I know you didn’t want to get stuck with me on your day off.”

Was that how he was feeling? That he was stuck with her? She couldn’t hide the sting of disappointment she felt. “Don’t worry, Dr. White. I’ll find somebody to pass you off to quickly.”

“That wasn’t what I meant.”

Amber spied the perfect candidate sitting to the left of the aisle. Stopping beside an ample woman in a pink suit with a matching pink hat, Amber said, “Mrs. Curtis, how lovely to see you’re feeling well enough to attend church today.”

“Thank you, Amber dear. I struggled this morning. I don’t know how I managed, but the Lord gave me strength.”

“Mrs. Curtis, I’d like you to meet the new doctor in town. Dr. White, this is Gina Curtis. She’s one of your grandfather’s most frequent visitors.”

“Dr. White, do have a seat.” Gina scooted over to make room for him, her eyes bright with interest.

After he sat she said, “You know, I’ve been having this terrible pain in my neck. What do you think it could be? Oh, and my left heel hurts dreadfully when I stand up in the mornings. What can cause that? Your grandfather has never been able to figure out what ails me.”

Amber felt a little ashamed, but if Phillip was going to be practicing in Hope Springs, he had to take the good with the bad. He might as well get his first meeting with Gina over with. She’d stop listing her ailments as soon as Pastor Finzer began the service.

Amber suspected the spinster harbored a secret crush on the good-looking blond preacher who was at least thirty years her junior.

Amber started to turn away, but Phillip grasped her wrist. “Please, sit with us.”

It wasn’t so much a request as a command. Unless she wanted to make a scene by twisting away from his firm grip, she had no choice. With another false smile in place, she said, “I’d be delighted.”

He stood to let her in the pew. “I doubt it,” he muttered as she slipped past and sat down

Gina leaned forward to look past Amber. “Isn’t this cozy?”

“Very,” Phillip replied, a twinkle of amusement in his eyes.

Amber took her punishment like a big girl. For the next ten minutes she listened to Gina’s litany of complaints and answered the odd medical question aimed her way. Phillip got the brunt of them. Between Mrs. Curtis’s painful heel, clicking knee, sciatica and the nervous twitching of her right eye that only happened during the late show, she put Phillip through his paces.

Amber glanced his way once and saw his eyes about to glaze over. Taking pity on him, Amber turned to Gina. “How is your nephew in Cleveland getting along? Didn’t he have surgery not long ago?”

“Oh, honey, you don’t even want to know the things that went wrong for Gerald. First, they checked him into the wrong wing of the hospital.”

Before Amber had to hear the entire story, Pastor Finzer entered and the congregation rose to its feet. Opening her hymnal to the first song, Amber softly joined in the singing. She couldn’t carry a tune very well, but the Lord only asked for joyful noise. Phillip had no such trouble. His deep baritone rang out clear and strong.

She had been surprised to see him standing on the church steps earlier. He hadn’t struck her as a religious person. The moment the thought crossed her mind she amended it. She wasn’t being very Christian this morning.

Determined to do better, she gave her full attention to the sermon when it started. Pastor Finzer spoke eloquently on suffering for being a Christian and the prejudice that existed in their own small town.

Once or twice, well, okay, four or five times, she glanced at Phillip out of the corner of her eye. He was listening intently, not fidgeting or yawning as a few others in the congregation were doing. It warmed her heart to know he was truly listening to God’s word.

Since first meeting him, she had cast Phillip in the role of a villain because his decision played havoc with her career. He wasn’t a bad guy, and she owed him an apology.

When the closing hymn began, he glanced down at her and smiled. She smiled back before she could stop herself. Clearly, it was time to admit that she liked this man in spite of their professional differences.

When the service ended and they began filing out, Amber saw her chance to separate Phillip from Mrs. Curtis when the woman stopped to compliment Pastor Finzer on his sermon. Grabbing Phillip’s hand, Amber tugged him toward the corner of the building. Once they were out of sight, he pulled her to a stop.


“Miss Bradley, you should be ashamed of yourself.”

“I am. I’m so sorry. She’s one of our town characters.”

“Remind me to look up late show twitching tomorrow so I can at least sound like I know something.”

“Okay, but I warn you, it will be her left shoulder that hurts or her right thigh the next time you see her. Gina’s ailments travel from one place to the next.”

He nodded. “She must be lonely.”

Tipping her head to the side, Amber said, “You’re right. She is. Her family is gone or moved away.”

“She needs a hobby or, better yet, a cause.”

“A cause?”

“Yes, doing something for others helps diminish our own troubles.”

“Very wise. Did Harold teach you that?”

“No, my stepfather. He got my mother involved in raising money for a women’s shelter shortly after they were married.”

“Sounds like a worthy cause.”

“It is.”

“What’s your cause?” She was curious about every aspect of his life.

“Me? Getting my practice up and running and hitting the beach when I can.”

Disappointed, she said, “Not very altruistic.”

“Maybe I’m trying to maintain the stereotype of surfers as self-centered thrill seekers.”

She raised her eyebrows. “I’m familiar with stereotyping.”

Grinning, he said, “I thought you might be. If you must know, I’m on the board of a private relief agency called Surf Care. It’s an agency that combats diseases inside the prime surfing areas of Indonesia.”

“I’ve never heard of it.”


“I’m not surprised. A friend of mine, a doctor named Jake Taylor, started Surf Care. Jake wanted to show our thanks to the people of Indonesia for allowing us to surf in their islands. Jake was horrified at the poverty and suffering he saw when he first traveled there. He quickly saw that ninety percent of the suffering could be prevented with simple medications.”

“That’s very noble of him, and of you.”

“Thanks. We’ve been working together on the project since day one. To date, we’ve raised more than one million dollars for treatment teams and supplies.”

He had surprised her once more. In a good way.

Tipping his head, he regarded her intently. “So what is your cause, besides mothers and babies?”

“I’m active in my Ohio midwifery chapter, and I foster animals for the local Humane Society.”

“No kidding? Are you like a dog whisperer person?”

“No, I’m the woman with the food bowl.”

He laughed. The masculine sound of pure joy sent a thrill straight to her heart. Still chuckling, he asked, “How many animals do you have?”

A number of other families were gathering in the area so they began walking toward a small footbridge that arched over the stream behind the church.

Amber said, “I’ve had as many as four. Right now I have one. A big white cat named Fluffy.”

“How original.” Humor danced through his voice. His smile brightened his often-stern face and made him even more attractive.

Shaking her head, Amber said, “I didn’t name him. The shelter did.”

“How does fostering an animal work?”

“The shelter has a limited amount of space. When they have more pets than they have room for, they send them to foster families. Sometimes they stay a week, sometimes a month, but they always go back and then to good homes.”

They had reached the bridge and Amber stopped to lean on the wooden railing. The water in the small stream slipped like quicksilver over and around the stones in its race down the hillside from its birthplace in the bubbling spring that had given the town its name.

Phillip stopped beside her and leaned his forearms on the rail, too. “This is a pretty little spot.”

“It’s one of my favorites.”

Amber kept her gaze on the water. How did he do this? How could he twist her around so easily? Each time they were together she started out annoyed with him, and for good reason. Then before long she was sharing a sandwich or cinnamon roll or her favorite spot with him and wishing their time together wouldn’t end. It was perplexing in the extreme.

He turned around and leaned against the railing. “I’ve found some very lovely things to admire in Hope Springs.”

She stared at her hands. “Now you’re making fun of us. Hawaii is much more beautiful.”

“Each place has its own unique beauty, just as each person does.”

Surprised, she gazed up at him. “That’s so true.”

Their eyes locked, his darkened with emotion. “Yes. There are some very, very lovely things in Hope Springs.”

He slowly lowered his head toward her. Amber knew he was going to kiss her. Her heart began to race.








Chapter Nine



It could have been the sun on her upturned face, or the wind that toyed with a few wisps of her hair at her temples that made Phillip want to kiss her. It could have been the secluded bridge with the sound of the brook babbling underneath and the smell of mossy rocks and pine needles in the air.

It could have been anything, but it wasn’t just anything. It was those beautiful mermaid eyes looking up at him. Eyes a man could get lost in.

He bent toward her slowly, giving her time to realize what was happening. That was his mistake.

She leaned toward him a fraction. He sensed her willingness and tilted his head to meet her. Abruptly, she pulled back and took several steps away. A rosy blush flooded her cheeks with color.

She looked down, her hands fluttering nervously as she gestured toward the church. “I have to get going. I…I need to visit my clients today and tell them I won’t be delivering their babies.”

Spinning around, she hurried away from him and back up the grassy lawn toward the building.

Heaving a heartfelt sigh, he leaned against the rail again. “Phillip, old boy, you messed that up big-time.”


 

Amber ran to her car without stopping. She didn’t care about the odd looks being thrown her way by the congregation members still visiting near the church steps. She had to get away.

Why had he tried to kiss her? Did he think that was what she wanted?

Okay, maybe it was. The thought of what it would be like to kiss him had entered her mind, but she was sure she’d been careful not to let on. Hadn’t she? Had he seen through her pretense? Oh, please, no.

Reaching the sanctuary of her blue station wagon, Amber quickly started the engine and drove home. When she pulled into her own driveway, some of her panic started to fade. She turned off the engine and sat in the quiet car. Leaning forward, she rested her forehead against the steering wheel.

How was she going to face him again? How was she going to work with him after this? She sat back slowly and pressed her fingertips to her lips. What would it be like to kiss him?

Would it have been as wonderful as she imagined? Closing her eyes, she relived those moments. The way the sunlight brought out the highlights in his hair. The way his blue eyes matched the color of the sky beyond. She’d never forget the quiet way he said, “There are some very, very lovely things in Hope Springs.”

She knew by the way he was gazing at her that he wasn’t talking about scenery. He’d been talking about her.

“He thinks I’m lovely.” No one had ever said that before. Reaching up, she turned the rearview mirror to see her reflection. What she saw couldn’t be described as beauty.

She had nice hair when she kept the curl contained. It was a light blond color that was as common as dirt among the Amish communities. Her nose was short and turned up at the tip. A classical beauty wouldn’t be caught dead with a nose like that. Her eyes were a muddle of blue and green without being either. If she had her way, she’d have dark, mysterious eyes like her friend Katie Lantz.

“Oh, skip it. I’m not lovely. He was playing with me.”

Readjusting the mirror, she shook her head at her own foolishness. He was a good-looking man who found himself stuck in a tiny town with nothing to do. It was no wonder he decided to set up a flirtation to ease the boredom.

Well, she would not be his plaything. She was better than that. She would let him know the next time she saw him that he’d stepped over the line. She got out of the car and slammed the door shut.

With purposeful steps she marched toward her front door. When she reached the porch, she opened the door and saw Fluffy waiting by his food bowl. The cat let out a mournful meow. “Fluffy, you won’t believe what that man tried to do today.”

The cat meowed again and circled his bowl. It was clear he didn’t care what was troubling his human companion. Tossing her purse on the kitchen table, Amber opened a cabinet and pulled out a can of cat food. As the opener ran, she tried to think of something scathing to say.

About what? About an almost, maybe kiss? She was more mature than that.

No. She wouldn’t mention a thing to Dr. Phillip. She’d carry on as if nothing had happened because nothing had happened. He hadn’t kissed her.

“That’s right. He didn’t kiss me.”

As she knelt beside Fluffy’s bowl, the cat rubbed against her legs.

Spooning the salmon-flavored food into the dish, Amber said, “Maybe he’d simply been leaning forward to scratch his knee, and I completely misread his intentions.”


How embarrassing would it be to rake him over the coals for something he hadn’t done or intended to do?

Banging the spoon against the edge of the bowl to get the last morsel out, she said, “Nothing happened and that’s that.”

Rising to her feet, she drew a deep breath. “Good. Now I need to let my clients know that I won’t be seeing them until Harold is back or until I can change Phillip’s—I mean Dr. White’s opinion about home births. I’ll go to work as usual at the office. I won’t say a thing unless he says something because nothing happened.”

Looking down, she said, “Do you hear me, Fluffy? Nothing happened.”

The cat didn’t stop eating to reply.

 

By Monday morning, Phillip had an adequate apology prepared and rehearsed. It had taken most of a sleepless night to compose, but he felt he’d achieved the right tone of repentance mixed with a touch of humor. Although he wasn’t eager to deliver it, he found he was eager to see Amber again.

At eight o’clock, he left his grandfather’s house and walked with quick steps the two blocks the office. As he rounded the last corner, he stopped in surprise. The parking lot in front of the office was filled with horses and buggies. A crowd of Amish people stood grouped near the front door.

Had there been some kind of epidemic outbreak to bring so many people in at once? As he walked toward the door, one elderly man with a long gray beard stepped forward and approached Phillip.

“I am Bishop Zook. May I have a word with you, Dr. White?”

“What’s going on, Bishop? Are these people sick?”

“No. We’ve come today to ask you to reconsider your decision to stop Nurse Bradley from delivering our babies.”


Phillip looked over the sea of Amish faces, both men and women, waiting for his reply. Many of the women had children at their sides or babies in their arms. None of them were smiling.

Amber had put them up to this. And to think he’d lost sleep planning to apologize for wanting to kiss her.

Shaking his head, he said, “I’m sorry, Bishop Zook. On this issue I cannot change my mind. The safest place for a woman to have a child is in the hospital.”

The bishop eyed him silently for a long moment. “A high court of Pennsylvania upheld our right to have our children at home and to use midwives.”

“This is Ohio, not Pennsylvania, sir.”

“We are a peaceful people, Doctor. It is not our way to make trouble. Your thinking on this matter jeopardizes our way of life. We must be separate from the world, a peculiar people set apart by our faith. Home births are natural and in keeping with God’s design.”

“I understand and admire your religious principles, but I have principles of my own. They won’t allow me to change my mind on this issue. Amber won’t be delivering babies. I will. Your women will have to go to the hospital or birthing clinic in Millersburg.”

“I am sorry you feel this way, Doctor. We will no longer be needing your services.” Turning around, he spoke to the crowd in Pennsylvania Dutch, leaving Phillip clueless as to what he was saying. Whatever he said, it started a buzz of low conversation in return.

“What’s going on here?”

Phillip spun around to see Amber standing a few feet away. “Oh, like you don’t know.”

“Sorry?” She stepped closer, a frown making a deep crease between her brows.


“Now you’re going to try and tell me you didn’t arrange this mob?”

“What are you talking about?”

He pointed to Bishop Zook. “Ask him.”

“I will. I’m sure he’ll at least be civil in his answers.”

Walking past Phillip, she stopped beside the bishop. They spoke in low tones and in the language Phillip couldn’t understand, but it was easy to see Amber was becoming upset.

Phillip crossed his arms over his chest and waited. If she hadn’t arranged this, he might have thought she was pleading with the church elder. After a few more minutes, the bishop turned and walked away. One by one, the buggies drove out of the parking lot until only one man was left standing by the door. It was David Nissley, Martha’s husband.

The look of indecision on his face moved Phillip to approach him. “Mr. Nissley, how is Martha?”

“Some better. She can move her legs now. Again, I wish to offer my thanks for your help that day. I say this now because I will not speak to you again.” He turned away, climbed into his buggy and left.

Phillip turned to Amber. “What does he mean?”

“It has been decided that you are an outsider who seeks to disrupt their ways. They will no longer have communication with you or do business with you.”

“I’m being shunned?”

Amber shook her head. “Only someone who departs from the teaching of the Amish faith is shunned. You’re being avoided. I can’t believe this. The Amish make up over fifty percent of our patient base.”

“You can’t believe this? Aren’t you the one who arranged it?”

She rounded on him with a deep scowl. “Why would I arrange this?”


“Payback because I won’t sign your collaborative practice agreement.”

“Are you serious? You think I’d do this?”

“Did you or did you not visit your clients and tell them I stopped you from making home deliveries?”

“I did. But I didn’t plan this.”

They were still glaring at each other when Wilma drove in and parked her old sedan beside the front door. She got out and gave them a funny look. “What’s going on?”

“I’m being shunned,” Phillip said, daring Amber to correct him.

Wilma shook her head. “You can’t be shunned. You aren’t a member of the Amish faith.”

He blew out a huff of pure frustration. “Okay, I’m being avoided.”

Wilma looked at Amber. “For real?”

Nodding, Amber said, “For real.”

“That’s not good.” Wilma pressed her hands to her face. “That’s really not good. The Amish are half our patients. We aren’t going to be able to make our expenses if they stop coming to the clinic. We’re barely making it as it is. Why, we could be broke in a matter of weeks.”

Phillip walked over and laid a hand on her shoulder. “Don’t panic, Wilma. I’m sure this is a bluff on their part. People can’t do without medical care.”

Amber walked past them, shaking her head. “You underestimate the Amish, Dr. Phillip. Word will spread and the Amish will stop coming here. They’ve resisted changes that threaten their way of life for hundreds of years. They aren’t going to make an exception for you.”

Normally shy Wilma surprised Phillip when she shook off his hand and shouted at him, “You’re trying to shut this place down, aren’t you? Is that what you want? Well, you might get it. Then see how proud Harold is of you.”








Chapter Ten



When Amber arrived at the clinic the following morning, the walkway was lined with Amish women, most of them her clients. Almost all of them had their children with them. Katie Lantz stepped forward. She held her four-month-old daughter in her arms.

Katie said, “We have come to show our support for you. Dr. White must allow you to continue your work among us. It is God’s will.”

Amber’s hopes that Phillip hadn’t arrived yet were dashed. She glanced toward the clinic and saw him staring out the window in her direction. His usual frown was back in place.

Turning to Katie, Amber reached out to touch Rachel’s little bare feet where they stuck out of her blanket. “Danki, Katie.”

Mary Yutzi, Katie’s future sister-in-law, patted her round stomach. “We know you have a good place in your heart for our babies.”

Another woman said, “You have done so much for us, Amber. We wish to give back.”

Although she didn’t know if their tactics were helping or hurting, Amber was deeply moved by their support. Tears stung her eyes. Glancing around at the women, she said, “My thanks to each of you. I can’t tell you what this means to me.”

After delivering their promises of prayers and well wishes, the women left and Amber walked inside. Phillip, black coffee mug in hand, was still standing by the window.

He said, “You have a lot of friends.”

“Yes, I do.”

“Another group was waiting outside my house this morning. They gave me copies of the Pennsylvania court decision allowing their midwife to continue practicing in that state.”

“It was a huge victory for their way of life. Many hundreds of Amish showed up on the courthouse steps in support of the midwife on trial.”

“For practicing medicine without a license, I believe.”

“Yes, but the court ruled—”

He threw up his hands. “I know how the court ruled. You still claim you had nothing to do with these assemblies?”

Fisting her hands on her hips, Amber shouted, “I did not arrange this! What part of that don’t you understand?”

Shocked, he took a step back. “Isn’t this out of character for the quiet and simple Plain People?”

Crossing her arms, she reined in her anger and tried to sound reasonable. “Not really. When something threatens their teachings or way of life, they are willing to take peaceful action. When the states tried to make them send their children to high school, many were jailed for refusing to comply. They took their case all the way to the U.S. Supreme Court and won.”

Phillip took a sip of his coffee. Then without another word, he walked back to his office and shut the door.

Amber had no idea if he believed her claim or not.

 

By Friday afternoon, Amber knew the boycott of the clinic had become the talk of the town. Several non-Amish patients canceled their appointments to show their support of their neighbors.

None of the merchants in town wanted to upset the Amish by taking Phillip’s side. Most employed Amish men and women and many of their businesses depended on either the Amish themselves or the tourists who came to see them.

Even the mayor made a visit to Phillip asking him to reconsider. He stressed how the Amish were good for tourism and how tourism was good for the entire community. As far as Amber could see, Phillip remained unmoved.

Reluctantly, Amber admired the way he stuck to his principles in the face of so much pressure.

By late afternoon on Friday, the one patient that showed up was Gina Curtis. After taking her vital signs, Amber listened to her describe her usual recurring, traveling pains and made a few quick notes on her chart. Phillip was waiting outside the door when she left the room. She didn’t speak to him as she handed over the chart.

Still annoyed over the fact he believed she had set up the confrontation with the Amish, she tried her best to ignore him. Seating herself on the corner of Wilma’s desk, she noticed that Wilma’s long face matched her mood.

“How tight are the expenses, Wilma?”

“We’ve had very little income since Harold left. Our checking account is almost empty.”

“But the business has a reserve fund, doesn’t it?”

“Only enough to run the place for another month. You know how Harold is about his charities.”

“He’d give away the shoes off his feet.”

“And his smelly socks, too.” Wilma leaned forward. Worry set deep creases between her eyebrows. “What are we going to do?”

It was the same question that had been keeping Amber up at night. She gave Wilma the only answer she had. “We’re going to pray and we’re going to hold on until Harold gets back.”

“What if he doesn’t come back?”

“He has to. He just has to.”

Amber heard the exam room door open and stood up.

Phillip came down the hall with a look of deep concentration on his face. “I want to set up an appointment for Mrs. Curtis with a rheumatologist. Is there one Harold normally uses?”

“Dr. Abe Snider in Akron,” Amber said.

“Fine. See how soon they can get Mrs. Curtis in.”

He started to turn away but Amber wanted more of an explanation. “Why are you sending Gina to a rheumatologist?”

He stopped and looked over his shoulder. “Because I suspect she has fibromyalgia. I think she’s been dismissed as a crackpot for years instead of getting the workup she deserves.”

Amber stared at him, aghast. “Are you insinuating your grandfather inadequately treated one of his patients? How dare you. Harold loves the people of this town. He’d do anything for them.”

Phillip stared at the chart in his hands for a long moment, then looked at her. “I’m not insinuating anything. I’m flat-out telling you. This woman has the symptoms of a real disease and she’s been left untreated. Because she complains a lot doesn’t mean she isn’t sick.”

Amber was speechless. Phillip handed her the chart. “I’ve ordered lab work, and I’m starting her on some medication for her pain.”

Turning to Wilma, he said, “I want to see Gina back in three weeks to assess if the medication helps her. Please put her on the schedule.”

With that, he walked away and left Amber staring open-mouthed behind him.


“Harold is a fine doctor,” Wilma stated emphatically. “He’s been the salvation of this town for more than thirty years.”

Still staring down the hall, Amber replied quietly, “Our only salvation is the Lord.”

“You know what I mean.”

“I do, Wilma. I’m going to be in my office for a while. Call me if you need anything.”

Walking down the hall, Amber paused outside the exam room door. She heard muffled voices but she couldn’t make out what they were saying. Turning aside, she entered her office and sat at her computer.

For the next thirty minutes, she did an extensive search for information on fibromyalgia. After reading through the literature and surfing the Web sites, she conceded Phillip might be right.

Some of the stories from patients were heartwrenching. Many had been ignored by their physicians and made to feel like they were crazy or simply attention seekers. After proper treatment many had drastically improved lives.

Turning off her computer, Amber sat with her chin in her hand and her elbow on the desktop. Surely Harold had done a proper workup on Gina Curtis before deciding she was a hypochondriac. Amber thought back over the years the woman had been coming to the clinic and couldn’t recall one.

Had Harold been negligent? As hard as that was to accept, the idea stuck in Amber’s mind and couldn’t be dislodged. She idolized Harold. To know that he might have let Gina suffer all this time was enough to make her feel sick to her stomach. She rose from her desk and walked down the hall to Phillip’s office.

His door was open. He was seated at the desk studying a spreadsheet on Harold’s computer and making notes. He glanced up as she entered.


Looking around, she said, “I see you’ve made some inroads in taming the disorder.”

Waving to the stack of folders on the corner of the desk, he shook his head. “I’ve still got a long way to go.”

Picking up a journal that had fallen to the floor, Amber rolled it into a tight cone. “You know Harold will complain for months that he can’t find anything.”

“Then we will be even. I can’t find anything in here now.”

She walked over and sat in the chair across from him. “Have you had an update on Martha Nissley?”

“They were able to repair the fractured spine and she has recovered some use of her legs.”

Amber chewed the corner of her lip, then asked, “Do you think Harold blew off Gina’s symptoms?”

Phillip rubbed his forehead. “I don’t know. I can’t find evidence that he sent her for a workup, and Gina says she’s only seen Harold. Ignoring complaints from people with this disease is more common that you think because of the vague and changing symptoms they have.”

“So I’ve learned as I’ve been reading. I feel horrible about this.”

Leaning back in his chair, Phillip gazed at her intently. “I’m not saying you and Harold are entirely to blame. These textbooks must be more than twenty years old. Many of the journals look like they’ve never been opened. I can’t tell if he’s done any online research.”

Unrolling the journal in her hand, she stared at the cover. “He hates using the computer. He told me he’d rather have real paper in his hands. There were never enough hours in the day to catch up on his reading.”

“I’m sure there weren’t. From what I’ve seen of this practice, I can’t imagine how a seventy-five-year-old man could manage it by himself.”


Rolling his eyes, he gave her a half smile. “This week being the exception, of course. Has Harold ever tried to get a partner?”

“We had a young resident drop in last year and ask about joining us but Harold turned him down.”

“Do you know why?”

Shrugging, she said, “I assumed Harold didn’t think there was enough work for the both of them.”

“That might be true now.”

Amber gritted her teeth and decided it was best to get it out in the open. “When I said I had nothing to do with the meeting Monday, that may not have been the entire truth.”

His eyebrows rose. “Oh?”

“I didn’t organize it, but I may know who did. I have a friend, an Amish woman whose baby I delivered a few months ago. She told me she thought she could help by bringing it to the attention of the Church elders.”

“And you didn’t try to dissuade her?”

“I don’t remember the exact conversation. I don’t believe I encouraged her. She may have seen it differently.”

He waved aside her confession. “What’s done is done. My intention was to keep my grandfather’s practice going in the event that he could return.” He tapped the computer screen. “It looks like I may run it into the ground instead.”

Leaning closer to see what he was pointing out, she asked, “What is that?”

“Harold’s financial records.”

“He did his financials on the computer? That’s surprising.”

“Wilma does them for him. I nearly had to threaten her with bodily harm to get the password.”

“I can imagine. Is it as bad as she says?”

“It is. Harold has taken out a large bank loan using this place as collateral.”


Amber was stunned. “Why?”

“It appears he bought a fifty-one percent interest in the Wadler Inn.”

“He owns part of the inn? He never mentioned that. I know he takes most of his meals at the café. He likes their cooking. When did he do this?”

“Five years ago.”

“Five years ago was when Mrs. Wadler’s husband died.”

“Maybe he was trying to help out an old friend’s widow. Anyway, the loan payment is what’s hurting us the most.”

Tapping the desk lightly with her journal, Amber gathered her courage and said, “I know this must sound like blackmail, but if you’d allow me to resume my deliveries it would solve a lot of problems.”

He sent her a sidelong glance. “You’re right. It does sound like blackmail.”

Her shoulders drooped. “You don’t know how important this is to them.”

There had to be some way to make him understand.








Chapter Eleven



As Phillip stared at Amber, she suddenly jumped to her feet. “We need to take a trip.”

“We do?” What was she up to now?

“Yes, we do. You need to meet someone who can tell you what being Amish really means.” There was new excitement in her voice.

“I think I already know,” he replied dryly.

“No, you don’t. You’ve been on the outside looking in. We’re going to take a drive to an Amish farm about thirty-five miles from here.”

“Won’t they shun me, too?”

“They’re not from the same church district as the Amish in this area. When I explain why we’ve come, they’ll be happy to educate you.”

“What if we get a patient in?”

“Wilma can call us and we’ll be back in forty minutes or less.”

This was a waste of time. “I don’t see what good it will do. I’m not going to change my mind.”

Crossing her arms, she gave him a challenging stare. “Okay, then why not come with me? What have you got to lose? The Plain People mean a great deal to your grandfather. Why not learn why?”

Phillip stared at her thoughtfully. What did his grandfather see in these people? Why had he chosen to remain here instead of living near Phillip and making up for thirty-four years of lost time with his only living relative?

Maybe Amber was right. Maybe it would be worthwhile to understand them better.

If his stepfather were here, Michael would be telling him to keep his heart open to God’s whispering. Perhaps this was one of those times.

“Okay. I’m game,” he admitted slowly.

Within ten minutes they were traveling northeast on a winding rural highway in Amber’s beat-up station wagon. As they left the town limits, they had to slow down for an open-topped buggy. The high-stepping horse pulling it looked like a thoroughbred trotter.

When the opportunity arose, Amber pulled out and passed the buggy. Phillip said, “That animal looks more like a race-horse than a farm horse.”

“He may have been on the track at one time. The Amish frequently buy trotters and pacers who can’t make the grade on the racetracks. They’ve already been trained to pull racing carts. It’s a short step to teaching them to pull the family buggy. The one we just passed most likely belongs to a young man of courting age. A high stepper and an open buggy are cool.”

“The Amish version of a sports car?”

“Sort of.” She smiled at him and he relaxed.

Glancing covertly at Amber as she drove, Phillip realized their on-again, off-again battle was starting to take its toll on him. He was friendless in a strange land. Amber was the one person he’d met that he wanted to count as a friend—and perhaps even something more.


They continued down the highway, slowing occasionally to follow behind a buggy or horse-drawn cart until it was safe to pass. Outside his window he saw farm after farm dotting the rolling landscape of fields and pastures. For the most part, the houses were white and the barns were red. It was easy to tell which farms belonged to the Amish. The lack of power and phone lines was a dead giveaway.

After traveling in silence for a quarter of an hour, he turned in the seat to face her. “What should I know about the Amish?”

“Wow, there is so much it’s hard to know where to begin. They immigrated to this country, mostly from Germany and Switzerland in the seventeen hundreds to avoid religious persecution.”

“I thought they were Dutch.”

“Because their language is called Pennsylvania Dutch?”

“That might lead a person to believe they came from Holland.”

“The common explanation was that they were known as the Pennsylvania Deutsch, or ‘German,’ and that the word Deutsch morphed into Dutch over time. What they speak is a form of German.”

“You speak it, too.”

“It was spoken in my home when I was growing up.”

“Was it hard growing up in an Amish community not being Amish?”

“Not really. Like most kids I accepted my home life as normal. I knew I dressed differently than my cousins and that I went to a different school. That didn’t matter when we were playing together.”

“Makes sense.”

“Back to your history lesson. In nineteen hundred there were about five thousand Amish in America and Canada. Currently, there are over two hundred thousand. Ohio and Pennsylvania have the largest settlements. We have about three hundred seventy-five church districts among the dozen or so different types of Amish.”

Intrigued in spite of himself, Phillip asked, “What do you mean different types? Aren’t they all one religion?”

“Yes and no. They range from ultraconservative like the Swartzentrubers who live without gas, electricity or indoor plumbing and don’t even allow cushioned chairs in their homes, to the Beachy Amish. They use electricity and drive cars. However, the cars must be black. They paint the chrome bumpers black so they don’t appear ‘fancy’ or worldly.”

“You’re kidding, right?”

“Nope. If you’re Amish and you must use a computer for your business and your church group doesn’t allow it, you can join a more progressive group.”

“Do they switch?”

“Not very often. Okay, here we are.” She slowed the car, turned onto a gravel lane and drove up to a large, rambling white farmhouse.

An elderly Amish woman sat on a rocker on the front porch surrounded by three young girls of varying ages. They all had large pans in their laps.

The woman’s face brightened into a big smile when Amber got out of the car. Putting her pan aside, she held out her hands. Amber raced up the steps and sank to her knees beside the woman. “Hello, Mammi.”

“My English granddaughter finds time to visit me at last. I thought I was going to have to get a driver to take me into Hope Springs to look for you.”

Phillip walked around the hood of Amber’s car and stood beside the steps.

Amber laid her hand on her grandmother’s arm. “I’m sorry. I will come more often, I promise.”

“You must not forget us while you are out in the English world. Who have you brought with you? Your young man perhaps?” She eyed Phillip hopefully. He knew his face had to be turning red.

Amber giggled like a schoolgirl. The sound was adorable. “No, Mammi, don’t go planting extra celery for me. This is Dr. Phillip White. We work together. Phillip, this is my grandmother, Betsy Fisher.”

Betsy studied him with interest. “I thought your doctor was old, like me.”

“This is his grandson.”

Phillip stepped forward. “How do you do, madam? It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“You will stay to supper, ja?”

“Unless we get called back for an emergency, I’d love to. I’m finding Amish cooking is full of hidden delights.”

“Gut! Amber, your Tante and Onkel should be home soon. They’ve gone to market.”

Amber glanced from Phillip to her grandmother. “I’ve brought Phillip here today so you can talk to him about Amish ways.”

Betsy’s eyes brightened. “What is it about our ways that you would like to know?”

“Many things.”

She spoke in German to the young girls who were watching the adults intently. The girls set their pans on the floor and went into the house.

Betsy looked at Amber for a few seconds, then said, “Go and help your nieces prepare supper, Amber. They have many questions for you about living in the English world.”

“Yes, Mammi.” Rising, Amber kissed her grandmother’s cheek, then followed the younger girls into the house.

Turning her sharp gaze back to Phillip, Betsy scrutinized him long enough to make him squirm. Finally, she patted the chair beside her. When he sat down, she handed him a pan. “Have you snapped beans before?”

“No, but I’m a fast learner.”

She chuckled warmly. “A man willing to learn a woman’s task is a man I like. Ask your questions, Phillip.”








Chapter Twelve



Amber visited with her young cousins in the spacious kitchen but kept an eye on Phillip and her grandmother through the big window overlooking the porch. Could her grandmother make him understand that the Amish weren’t some strange cult but simply Christians that didn’t separate their everyday lives from their faith?

She glanced at her watch. They had been out there for almost thirty minutes.

Taking a sip of tea that had been made for her, Amber blew out a long breath. If her grandmother couldn’t make Phillip see how important having a home birth was for an Amish woman, Amber didn’t know who could. She glanced out the window again and saw the rocker was empty. Her grandmother and Phillip were nowhere in sight.

“Is he your boo-friend?” Lilly, the youngest cousin asked.

Turning her attention back to the three girls ranging in age from seven to twelve who were seated around the table with her, Amber shook her head. “No. He is most definitely not my boyfriend.”

The girls were like stair-step carbon copies of each other with blond hair, inquisitive blue eyes and ready smiles for the English cousin they rarely saw.

“Mammi Fisher fears you will become en alt maedel. Will you?” Ruth, at twelve, was in charge of her younger sisters while their parents and brothers were gone.

Amber summoned a smile. Trust kids to ask the most embarrassing questions. “If I find the right man, I’ll get married someday.”

“Are there no good English men? My friend Kara’s dat needs a new wife. Kara’s mamm died last year. Kara has only four brothers and sisters.” Ruth looked hopeful.

“Please tell Kara I’m sorry for her loss but I’m not interested in getting married right now. Besides, I’m not Amish. Kara’s dat would not marry me.”

“Mammi says you could be Amish if Gott wished it.” Rhoda, the nine-year-old, left the table to check on the roast simmering in the oven. The mouthwatering smells of perfectly seasoned beef with roasting carrots and onions filled the kitchen and set Amber’s stomach rumbling.

She said, “I believe I’m following the path He has chosen for me.”

The door opened and Betsy came in, followed by Phillip. He had three large pans full of snapped beans stacked in his arms. Amber jumped up to help him by taking one. “This is the trouble with visiting my family. They find work for everyone.”

“I don’t mind. I can add bean snapper to my résumé now.” He was smiling and seemed less tense than he’d been at the start of this journey.

After helping him set his burdens on the counter, Amber showed him where to wash up, then waited for him in the living room.

When he returned, she gestured to an empty chair. “Was my grandmother able to answer your questions?”


“She’s a very wise woman. Do you know she is worried about you? She wishes you lived closer to home so she could see you more often.” There was a touch of longing in his voice that Amber didn’t understand.

“I know she worries about me. She doesn’t understand I have my work and I love what I do. The Amish view being a wife, a mother and a helpmate to her husband as the only roles for women. Has she helped you see how important my work is?”

“She gave me a lot to think about.”

The sound of a buggy coming into the yard sent the girls scurrying outside to help. Amber and Phillip were soon engulfed in introductions as she presented her mother’s youngest sister, Maryanne, and her stoic husband, Tobias. While he and his two teenage boys stayed to visit with Phillip, it was easy to see they weren’t entirely comfortable with an outsider in their home. When the conversation lagged, Amber leaned over and whispered to Phillip, “Do you like baseball?”

He gave a slight nod.

“So does Tobias,” she said with a nod in his direction.

Giving her a thankful wink, Phillip straightened on the sofa and asked, “How do you think the Cleveland Indians will do this year?”

Tobias’s face turned bright red. His oldest son sat forward in his chair. “Their pitching staff is deep and they can field a ball. I think they’ll do well this year.”

“Nee.” Tobias shook his head. “They’ve got good hitters but no consistency.”

The conversation quickly turned to local Amish teams and then to the sport Phillip enjoyed. He tried to explain surfing, but it was clear the idea of zipping along in front of a wave on a long board seemed silly to these stoic men. Fortunately, Maryanne came in to announce that supper was ready.

When everyone was seated in the kitchen, Tobias clasped his hands together at the head of the table. The entire family did the same and closed their eyes for his silent blessing over the meal.

He cleared his throat when he was finished. It signaled everyone to begin serving themselves and passing the food to their guests.

For Amber, watching Phillip enjoy her family’s home cooking made the trip worthwhile. The roast, fork-tender, was done to perfection, as were the warm dinner rolls served with homemade strawberry jam and fresh butter.

Phillip sat beside Lilly. She watched his every move with wide eyes, especially when he began laying a few of his string beans aside at the edge of his plate. After careful examination of each bean, he chose to eat some and save some. Finally, it was too much for her.

“What are you doing? Are de beans faul?” Lilly eyed her own critically.

“Bad,” Amber translated.

Pointing to his stack with his fork, Phillip said, “These are my friends. I met them today when I was snapping with your grandmother.”

A few chuckles came from the adults at the table, including Amber.

Lilly looked at him in disbelief. “You can’t be friends with a bean.”

“I can’t?”

“Nee, and you can’t tell ’em apart, neither.”

“Are you sure?” He picked up one. “This looks an awful lot like one I snapped today.”

“I’m sure.”

Phillip tossed the bean in his mouth. “Well, he tastes good, even if he was my buddy.”

Lilly put her hands on her hips. “Are you funning me?”

Smiling, he nodded. “Ja, just a little.”


Lilly looked at her papa. “Der Englischer ist ab im kopf.”

That made everyone laugh. Amber, seated across from Phillip, explained. “She said you are off in the head. Crazy.”

Phillip laughed, too.

When the meal was nearing its end, Betsy brought an apple-sauce cake to the table. Phillip held up his hand. “It smells wonderful, but I’m too full. Thank you, no.”

Cutting a slice, she placed it on his plate. “You must try this. It is my special recipe.”

Sighing, he lifted his fork and took one small bite. His eyes grew as round as silver dollars. Swallowing, he said, “This is the best stuff I’ve ever had.”

Seeing her grandmother’s delight, Amber was glad she had talked Phillip into coming here.

Later on the way back to Hope Springs, they traveled in companionable silence, both too stuffed to need conversation. The setting sun painted the sky with bands of gold and turned the bottom of the clouds a beautiful pink. When they passed a small cornfield, a flock of black birds rose in unison and wheeled across the sky, circling back and coming to rest again in the place they’d left.

Amber watched them settle in her rearview mirror and knew she was like those birds. No matter where she traveled in life, she would always come back to this place. It saddened her to think that Phillip would be flying away and might never return.

As they were nearing the outskirts of Hope Springs, he said, “I had a wonderful time today.”

“I’m glad.”

“Meeting your family has changed my perception of the Amish in many ways.”

“For the better or for the worse?”

“For the better. But I haven’t figured out one thing.”


“What?”

“Without TV or radio, how do they keep up on the baseball scores?”

Amber started giggling. “The Amish do love baseball. You’ll find games being played in all the districts during the summer. While interest in such worldly things is forbidden, you can find many of the young boys gathered around a radio in someone’s store when a professional game is on, with the occasional elder shopping near by. The local newspapers have a sports section for those not willing to risk the censure.”

“Ah.”

“Dr. White—”

“Please, call me Phillip.”

“Very well, Phillip.”

“I know what you’re going to ask. I’m afraid the answer is still no.”

Deflated, Amber didn’t know how to respond. She was out of arguments. Driving into the clinic parking lot, she stopped the car and turned toward him. “I’m still glad you enjoyed your visit with my family.”

“They have a special charm, don’t they? Not only your family but all the Amish. They coexist peacefully in a world that is anything but peaceful. They turn their backs on the basic modern inventions most Americans can’t live without, yet they thrive and are happy in their small world.”

“Everything they do, everything in their daily lives, is a direct reflection of how they interpret the Bible.”

“It’s very thought-provoking. Your grandmother’s explanation for why they don’t use electricity made a lot of sense.”

“I imagine she said if electricity comes to a house then all sorts of things come with it, things that pull a family apart. Instead of spending the evening together, they turn on the TV and tune out what is happening around them. Another person may go away to listen to the radio or use a computer. Still another chats on the phone instead of with the family.”

“Right, and before long it isn’t a family anymore. It has become a group of strangers living in the same house. I’ve seen the truth of that in my own life, but I still couldn’t live the way the Amish do.”

“Nor could I, but my respect for their culture is bone-deep.”

After a long pause, he said, “I see you inherited your wisdom and strength from your grandmother.”

Looking down, Amber shook her head. “I’m not sure I have wisdom, but I do have stubbornness.”

“I’ve noticed, but you are passionate, too, in your defense of these people. I think that’s a rare thing.”

His soft tone made her look up. When she did, he reached out and gently touched her cheek. “Thanks for a great evening.”

Blushing, she shrugged. “And I didn’t even have to cook.”

Don’t get sappy. Don’t read more into his touch. Don’t think about kissing him. He’s your boss.

Looking away, she noticed a light still on in the clinic. “Wilma must be working late.”

He withdrew his hand. “Does she do that often?”

“Once a month or so she stays late to catch up on filing and to get old charts ready to be shipped to the storage facility.”

“Maybe we should give her a hand after goofing off most of the day.”

“Maybe we should.” Anything to escape the close intimacy of sitting in the car with him. The scent of his sandalwood cologne stirred her, making her anxious to get away.

Quickly, she pushed open the car door and got out. As she headed for the clinic, he fell into step beside her. When they entered, they found Wilma sealing several cardboard boxes with packing tape. Her disapproval when she caught sight of them was all too easy to read.

Amber felt like a teenager who’d been caught coming home after curfew.

Phillip didn’t look troubled in the least. Glancing at the files stacked on her desk and the number of boxes, he said, “I didn’t know you had this much work to do. You shouldn’t have to work late.”

“I’ve been managing this office for thirty-four years. Your grandfather never complained about my working late.”

“I’m not complaining. I hate to see you doing this by yourself. You should have called us to come back.”

“Then you should keep your cell phone turned on.”

“What?” Reaching for the phone in his pocket, he lifted it up to the light. “It’s dead. Wilma, I’m so sorry. Did we have patients? You should have gotten me by calling Amber.”

“No patients, just phone calls.”

As if on cue, the telephone on the desk rang. She answered it, spoke briefly, then held it out toward Phillip. “It’s your grandfather. Again. And he’s not happy.”








Chapter Thirteen



Phillip picked up the phone. “Harold, is something wrong?”

“I’ll say there is! What on earth do you think you’re doing, running my practice into the ground?”

Phillip held the phone away from his ear until the shouting decreased in volume. It was then he caught Wilma’s self-satisfied smirk. When she realized he was staring at her, she began working industriously.

Speaking into the phone once more, Phillip said, “Harold, I’d rather have this conversation in my office. I’m going to put you on hold.”

Some muttering started. Phillip ignored it and pushed the button. Amber moved to stand beside him, a look of worry clouding her eyes. “Is he all right?”

“Once he’s finished reading me the riot act, I think he will be.”

“Do you think he’s heard about the Amish avoiding us?”

“That would be my guess. Go home, both of you. I’ll lock up.”

“But I have work to finish,” Wilma said.

He scowled in her direction. “It can wait.”


“Very well.” Rolling her eyes, she gathered her purse and headed for the front door.

His annoyance faded as he transferred his gaze to Amber. “You go home, too. I can handle this.”

“Are you sure?”

He wasn’t. He wanted her to stay. He wanted her help in calming Harold. He just wanted her near him.

For a moment, he wavered, but in the end realized this trouble was of his own making. His principles were under fire. He was the one who needed to face the music.

“Go on home, Amber. I’ll be fine.”

 

Amber left the building reluctantly. Looking over her shoulder, she said, “I hope Harold isn’t too upset.”

“Oh, he is.” Wilma confirmed Amber’s fears.

“You talked to him?”

“Yes. Someone had let him know how things were being handled here. I spoke the truth when he asked me about it.”

“You told him we were being boycotted? Why would you do that? You know he needs to rest and recuperate.”

Wilma dismissed Amber’s concern with a wave of her hand. “Harold already knew. I just wish Surfer Dude Doc had never found Harold. Things were fine the way they were. Don’t worry, Amber. I have a feeling you’ll be seeing patients again in no time.”

Wilma got into her car and drove off, leaving Amber staring after her. Torn between leaving and staying to hear what Phillip had to say, Amber decided it was best to go home. Phillip and Harold deserved their privacy. She drove back to her house with a million questions swirling through her brain.

When she reached home, the cat greeted her at the door. As usual, Fluffy was more interested in his bowl being filled than granting affection. Keeping his mistress company went by the wayside when there was kibble available. When his belly was full, he’d be all about purring and wanting attention.

Tossing her handbag on the dining room table, Amber checked her message machine. It showed a big fat zero. It seemed she wasn’t as popular as Dr. White.

In the kitchen, she put the kettle on and grabbed a box of tea from the cupboard. She was pouring the hot water into her cup when her doorbell rang.

When she opened the door, she saw Phillip standing on her steps. In her heart, she had been hoping he would come.

Looking tired and frustrated, he said, “I didn’t know where else to go.”

She took a step back. “Come in. I just made some chamomile tea. Would you like some?”

“Sounds great, thank you.” He followed her into the kitchen and took a seat on one of the bistro chairs at her small round glass table near the bay window.

Fluffy came over to investigate the new visitor. Purring loudly, he wound in and around Phillip’s ankles. Phillip picked him up and scratched behind his ears, a maneuver Fluffy loved.

“If he bothers you I can put him up.” Amber fixed Phillip his tea and carried it to him.

“No, I like cats. Is this the well-named Fluffy?”

“It is. Of all the animals I’ve fostered, I like him the best.”

Handing Phillip his cup, she sat down opposite him. “What did Harold have to say?”

Phillip put Fluffy on the floor. “The gist was that if I can’t run his clinic any better than this, I need to go back where I belong.”

“That was harsh and not like Harold.”

Propping his elbows on the table, Phillip said, “I spoke to his primary doctor after Harold hung up on me. His doctor says he’s been improving rapidly when he isn’t worried about his patients here. His doctor and I are both afraid this may trigger a setback.”

“Oh, no. I was worried about that, too.”

“So you weren’t the person who called and updated him on our troubles.”

Scowling, she retorted, “No.”

“I didn’t think so.”

Somewhat mollified, Amber said, “It wasn’t Wilma, either.”

“Rats. She was at the top of my list.”

“It doesn’t matter who called him.”

“Maybe not, but I’d like to find out who it was.”

“If you leave, we’ll go under anyway.”

“It seems we can’t stay afloat with or without me. I came here to help my grandfather. I owed him that much. I’m even beginning to understand why he feels so protective of these people, why he loves the simplicity and peaceful lives they lead. But instead of helping him out, I’ve made things worse.”

She wanted to take Phillip’s hand, to reach out and hold him and offer him comfort, but she didn’t dare. She had no idea where such a move would lead. Her attraction to this man was simply too strong. The last thing she wanted was for him to find out how she felt.

After taking a sip of her tea, she asked, “What are your plans? Will you leave?”

“That may depend on you.”

Taken aback, she frowned. “What do you mean?”

He hesitated and suddenly she knew. Happiness surged through her veins. “You’re going to sign a collaborative practice agreement with me.”

“Yes, but before you start doing the happy dance, I’ve got a few restrictions.”


Her scowl came back. “Such as?”

“I’ll allow home births as long as I’m in attendance. If I’m going to be ultimately responsible for these women and their babies, I want to be there.”

This was the last thing she expected. “Let me get this straight; I can do home deliveries, but you have to be there?”

“Yes.”

“What about my prenatal and postnatal visits, the birthing classes I hold here and my seeing women at the clinic?”

“All those things can continue. After every delivery, I want to see both mother and baby at the clinic within two days.”

“Harold liked to see them at two weeks unless there were problems. Remember, these women have to come by horse and buggy, not in a comfortable car.”

“All right, I’ll compromise and say one week.”

Rising, she carried her cup to the sink and poured out her tea. “What makes you think you’re more capable of delivering a baby than I am?”

“I’m an MD.”

Spinning around, she glared at him. “How many babies have you delivered?”

“Fifty-four.”

“Fifty-four compared to my five hundred and two. You’re asking me to give up my autonomy, to project the image that I can’t do my job. Why would I want you tagging along?”

“So that you can do your job. Being a midwife is what you love, isn’t it? I’m offering you the opportunity to get back to it.”

Crossing her arms, she leaned back against the sink. “Will you let me do my job? Or will you interfere if you see something you don’t like?”

“You can do your thing as long as no lives are endangered. If we can’t agree on this, it won’t matter anyway.”


He was right. Amber considered her options. If she didn’t work with Phillip, she would remain out of business until Harold returned. If he returned.

She had to admit she’d known for some time that Harold needed a partner. He was getting on in years. Finding another doctor who allowed home deliveries would take time. Time she would not have if the clinic went under.

Staring at the tips of her shoes, she said, “Dr. White, I accept your proposal under one condition.”

“What’s that?”

She looked up. “That you begin searching for someone to take over the practice in the event Harold can’t return.”

“I’ve been doing that.”

“I don’t mean temporary help.”

“You mean someone with the same Amish-friendly philosophy that Harold has?”

“Yes.”

“I can’t guarantee we can find someone or that he or she will permit home deliveries.”

“I’ll face that when I come to it. This town needs a full-time doctor.”

They were both silent for several long seconds. Amber suspected they were thinking the same thing. She asked, “Shall we arm wrestle to see who gets to mention this to Harold?”

A touch of humor glinted in Phillip’s eyes. “I’m good with that.”

“I was kidding.”

“I’m not.”

She leveled her most serious gaze at him. “Your mission, Dr. White, should you accept it, is to convince your grandfather that he needs a partner.”

“Will this message self-destruct in five seconds?”

“No. I will be here to remind you constantly that God never gives us more than we can bear.” A smile tugged at the corner of her lips.

“I still think the suggestion would be better coming from you.”

“No.”

He crossed his arms. “From both of us then.”

“Maybe, but you first,” she insisted.

Rolling his eyes, he said, “I’ve already mentioned something like that once.”

“And how did that go over?” she asked with interest.

He shook his head. “Not well.”

Her smile vanished. “You’ll simply have to keep after him. If he doesn’t agree, our clinic could be without a doctor in a few more years. I pray that doesn’t happen for a long time, but I have to be practical.”

“I’m not sure you know what you’re asking me to do.”








Chapter Fourteen



Phillip knew Amber was right. Harold needed to start looking for a partner or someone to replace him. Since their last conversation on the subject ended with Phillip accidentally running Harold down with his car, he wasn’t eager to broach that subject again. His relationship with his grandfather was tenuous at best. It might not survive many more blowups. And he wanted it to survive.

Amber said, “If you are going to be seeing my patients, you need to get up to speed on their cases. I’ll get their files for you.”

He hated giving in on this. He’d hate himself more if Harold had a serious setback following his angry outburst tonight. It had never been Phillip’s intention to ruin Harold’s health, his business or his standing in the Amish community. Yet in the past month he had accomplished just that.

Coming out of her office, Amber handed Phillip a heavy box. “If you look at my outcomes, you’ll see how safe giving birth at home is for low-risk pregnancies.”

He shook his head. The woman did not give up. “You’ve won. What more do you want? Is that everything?” He gestured toward the box.


“Yes, even those patients I sent to the hospital because of complications. What I want is for you to accept what I do. Wait a minute. Before you leave, let me get a few other things for you.”

She sat down at her desk and booted up her computer. A few minutes of searching gave her a dozen articles in favor of home deliveries with qualified nurse-midwives in attendance. Handing them to him, she said, “If you won’t believe me, maybe you’ll believe the data from other experts in the field. Say you’ll at least read these.”

He looked at the loaded box he held. “Sure, in my spare time.”

“It won’t be that bad. I’ve put the charts of the women who are due first on the top.”

“Good. So, how do we get the word out?”

“It won’t take long. I’ll make a few calls.”

He cocked his head to the side. “I thought you said they don’t use phones.”

“No, but the businesses they use do. We can start by putting a notice in the paper and notes up at the grocery and feed stores.”

“I can see the headlines tomorrow. Dr. Phillip White Crumples Under Pressure.”

Her gaze turned sympathetic. “I realize you’re doing this only because Harold insisted, but I do want to thank you.”

It was hard to resist her when she was being nice. “I’ll admit I’ve been curious about how you handle the whole thing at someone’s home.”

“I’m sure your questions will be answered within a few days. I have women due the end of this week and two due the following week.”

He patted the top of the box she’d given him. “Then I’d better get my homework done.”


“If you have any questions I’ll be happy to answer them. I plan to make this very easy on you.” They walked together to her front door.

“Why, after the grief I’ve given you so far?”

“Because I believe in what I do, and I want you to feel the same way. Birth at home is a beautiful, spiritual experience.”

He thought simply looking into her eyes was a beautiful, spiritual experience. He stopped trying to kid himself. He was falling hard for this woman.

The last thing he’d expected to find in Ohio was someone like Amber Bradley. He deeply admired her grace, her humor, her dedication to the Amish people, her skill as a nurse and her profound faith.

Leaving Hope Springs was going to be much harder than he’d anticipated.

 

It didn’t take long for word to get around that Amber was back in business. The first person Amber told was her friend Katie. After several moments of rejoicing in the lobby of the Wadler Inn, Katie declared that she’d be happy to pass on the news.

On Monday afternoon, Bishop Zook arrived at the clinic and had a brief chat with Phillip. Amber was not included. Phillip looked surprised by the fact she wasn’t being asked to sit in. She wasn’t. Men dominated Amish society. Only men held Church offices and could work outside the home. Unmarried women could hold jobs to help support the family, but once a woman married she stayed at home.

The bishop, satisfied that Phillip was willing to allow home births, left to share the news with the rest of the Church district. That evening, Amber resumed prenatal visits with her expectant mothers.


Phillip accompanied her. She knew it was important for the families to meet him prior to the big day, but spending so much time alone with him as they traveled the back roads of the county began wearing on her nerves. Each hour she spent with him made it increasingly difficult to maintain a professional attitude. The one thing helping her was the knowledge that he didn’t agree with what she was doing.

Sunday morning rolled around on the first day of August with the good soaking rain so many farmers had been praying for. In church, Amber made a point of sitting with Nick and several of her cousins during the service. Looking over her shoulder, she saw Phillip come in.

Nick leaned over to whisper, “I see your special friend is here.”

Slanting a glance at her handsome cousin, she caught his mischievous grin and made a face. “He’s not my anything, Nick.”

“That’s not what I’ve been hearing.”

Okay, who had been talking? “Not all gossip in Hope Springs is true, you know.”

Nick glanced toward the back of the church then crossed his arms. “The man might think you’re avoiding him.”

Amber focused her attention on the sanctuary where a large stained-glass window depicting a shroud-draped cross was set high in the wall. Instantly, she felt guilty.

It’s not that I’m avoiding Phillip, Lord. It’s just that…okay, I’m avoiding him.

Being in Phillip’s constant company was making her wish for things that could never be. He was charming and funny. He loved kids. In spite of their many differences, it would be so easy to fall for the guy.

She hadn’t fallen for him, but she could feel herself stumbling.


Remember, he isn’t staying in Hope Springs. He has a life waiting for him in Hawaii.

She had a wonderful life here. A life she had always wanted. So why didn’t it feel as wonderful as it once had?

During the service, she prayed for the strength to keep a level head and her heart intact. After church was over and they all went outside, she remained with her cousins, exchanging small talk and getting updated on family matters. The sun had come out and the air smelled fresh-washed and sweet. She saw Phillip standing off to the side of the church steps. He looked lonely by himself, and very handsome in his charcoal gray suit and pale green dress shirt.

Amber wavered and nearly went to talk to him. The arrival of the mayor saved her. As the tall, lanky public servant pumped Phillip’s hand and loudly expressed his gratitude, Amber made a quick escape.

Her respite lasted until Monday. At least they were busy through the morning, which left them little time together. In the afternoon, Phillip sat down with her to finish reviewing the charts of her clients.

Amber was leery that he would be critical of her methods. She knew she did good work, but this collaboration could prove to be difficult if they didn’t see eye to eye on the basics.

Closing the last chart, he looked up at her. “You’re very thorough. The only patient I question as low-risk is Sophie Knepp.”

“Why? Everything about this pregnancy has been great.”

“She has lost two children.”

“From what Harold and the family told me, those little girls died at the age of two from medical problems. It was before my time here. Her last two pregnancies have gone without a hitch.”


“Still, I’m not comfortable with doing a home delivery with her.”

“Will you be comfortable with any of them?” Amber snapped. She didn’t mean to be snippy but the words were out before she could stop them.

He sat forward in his chair and crossed his arms on the desktop. “You think I’ll find something wrong with all your patients?”

“No. I’m sorry I said that.”

“We’ve got some trust issues here, don’t we? Maybe we should begin addressing those.”

Leaning back in her chair, she studied him intently. “I want to believe you’ve got my back here but it’s a little hard. I know you’ve been forced into this and it goes against what you believe. Besides that, you aren’t invested in these patients because you’ll be leaving in a few weeks.”

“Fair enough. The only thing I can do is to let my actions speak for me.”

Just then her cell phone rang. Opening it, she spoke briefly with the caller and then hung up.

Looking at Phillip, she said, “Here and now you should know this isn’t about us anymore. From now on, our focus must be making sure our clients have a wonderful birthing experience.”

“And safe.”

Nodding, she echoed him. “And safe. Agreed?”

“Absolutely.”

Amber rose to her feet. “Well then, you’re about to see your first home birth. That call was from a neighbor of Mary Yutzi. She’s in labor and we need to go.”

He picked up the phone. “Wilma, do I have any more patients scheduled this afternoon?”

Amber grinned. He was going to find balancing office work and delivering babies to be a real time challenge.


He said, “Cancel Mrs. Curtis and reschedule her for tomorrow morning.”

Hanging up the phone, he rose. “Let’s go welcome a new child of God into this world.”

 

As soon as they arrived at the Yutzi farm, Phillip watched Amber quickly set up her equipment. Mary was still walking the floor with her hands pressed to the small of her back. Her husband was holding her elbow and speaking softly to her as he walked by her side.

After examining her, Amber smiled. “You’ve got a ways to go yet.”

Getting up from the bed, Mary looked at Amber. “But you will stay, ja?”

“I’ll stay. Dr. Phillip and I can make ourselves at home. Why don’t you take a walk outside? It’s a beautiful day.”

With her attentive husband at her side, Mary went out the front door.

Amber said, “Walking will move her labor along more quickly.”

She removed her gloves and washed while Phillip checked over her supplies.

“Clamps, suction bulb, Ambu bag, oxygen, IV fluids, Pitocin, a baby scale. You’ve got a whole delivery suite here.” He sounded impressed.

“There’s more in the car if I need it. Are you feeling less apprehensive about this?”

“Maybe. Cleanliness isn’t an issue here. This home is as neat as a pin.”

“That’s true for most Amish homes.”

It wasn’t long before Mary and her husband returned. Phillip stood in the bedroom doorway and watched as Amber helped her lie down. When Mary was comfortable, Amber listened to the baby’s heartbeat with her fetoscope. “Everything sounds fine. How are your contractions?”

“Uncomfortable and about every two minutes.” She glanced repeatedly at Phillip with a slight frown on her face.

“Good. It won’t be long now,” Amber reassured her.

Walking over to Phillip, she asked, “Would you like to help?”

“You seem to have everything under control.”

“You look like you’re ready to jump in at any second.”

“I am.”

“I’ll tell you what you can do to help. I find reading from the Bible will often calm my mothers.”

“And nervous doctors, too?”

Smiling, she nodded. “Yes, you, too. I hand out an instruction packet on diet and exercise and what new moms need to expect on my first prenatal visit with a client. The packet also contains some of my favorite Scripture passages.”

“Do you do that because they are Amish?”

“No, I do it because I have been called by God to be a nurse-midwife. Praising His name and reading His word while a new life is coming into the world just seems right.”

“Would one of your favorite Scriptures be 1 John 3:18?”

“Yes, how did you know that?”

“Your coffee cup told me. ‘My little children, let us not love in word or in tongue, but in deed and in truth.’”

Her eyes softened. “Exactly.”

“Would you like me to read to you, Mary?”

“Ja.”

Amber said, “I think it would make us less nervous than having you hovering in the background.”

He looked about the room. “Do you have a Bible I can use?”

“How good is your German?” Amber asked with a know-it-all grin.


He adored her smile. “I now know Doktor, doktor, komm schnell and Der Englischer ist ab im kopf.”

Mary and her husband chuckled at that.

Amber slipped past him in the doorway. “I have my Bible in my bag. I’ll get it.”

When she came back, she handed it to him. Happily, it was an English version. She said, “Read anything you like.”

Settling himself on a wooden chair by the bedroom window, Phillip started reading as Amber coached Mary in her labor, checked her progress and kept a good eye on the baby’s condition without seeming intrusive.

Later, when it grew dark outside, Mary’s husband lit the gas lamp on the bedroom wall. Phillip moved to make use of the soft, warm glow.

Throughout the evening, Mary asked for numerous readings and he was happy to oblige. In amazement, he watched as Mary labored with her husband at her side in the quiet stillness of their own bedroom and by the light of a single lantern. It was a surreal experience for Phillip who had attended many deliveries under bright hospital lights with numerous medical personnel in the room.

At 12:09 a.m. Anna Yutzi arrived, weighing seven pounds, three ounces. She was twenty inches long and as bald as a rock.

“A beautiful and healthy girl,” Phillip said after examining the baby. He gave the weighed and measured infant back to her smiling parents. He had usurped Amber’s job, but the chance to hold such a precious child wasn’t to be missed. “Ja, she is our gift from God. My mother will be excited to have her first granddaughter,” Mary replied, never taking her eyes from her baby’s face. Her gentle smile warmed Phillip’s heart.

It took another hour or so to clean up and make sure both mother and baby were comfortable. Mary’s husband assured them Mary’s mother would come to stay as soon as she heard the joyful news.

Phillip knew it was the man’s way of saying that he and Mary wanted to be alone.

Amber said, “I’ll check in on you tomorrow.”

“And I’d like to see you in the office in about a week,” Phillip added.

As he followed Amber outside to her car a little after two o’clock in the morning, he noticed at once the full white moon shining down on them. A soft breeze stirred the night air and carried to him the scent of roses from Mary’s garden and the smell of corn ripening in the fields. He drew in a deep, cleansing breath and blew it out slowly.

“Tired?” Amber asked.

“A little. You?”

“A lot.”

“Want me to drive?”

She turned and leaned against the car door, then slipped her hands into her scrub top pockets. “First tell me what you thought of this home birth. How did it compare to your hospital deliveries?”

At a loss for words, he simply shook his head.

“Come on. You must have some opinion. What did it feel like?”

Moving to stand beside her, he rested his hip against the car, too. “It was amazing. To see their all-embracing faith, their absolute trust in God’s will, was humbling. There is beauty and serenity in every birth but this was special. Mary was so quiet, I’ve never seen a laboring woman stay so calm.”

“You will find that’s the norm among Amish women.”

“Really?” He studied her upturned face. Her eyes glittered in the moonlight. Her hair glowed from the touch of moonbeams. Her skin looked flawless and pure. He beheld her ethereal beauty that was so much more than skin-deep.

This time, he wasn’t going to mess up. Cupping her chin in his hand, he bent down and kissed her before she could turn away.








Chapter Fifteen



The world stood still around Amber. The full moon faded away and the stars winked out. The wind died to a soft sigh. Only it wasn’t the wind she heard. That wistful sound formed in her own mind. The wonder of the moment swept her away from everything she’d ever known and into enchantment.

Phillip’s lips were firm yet gentle as they moved across hers. The rasp of his whiskers on the tender skin around her mouth sent a thrill racing over her, making her want to draw closer. She leaned into the kiss and her arms crept up to encircle his neck.

Nothing in the world existed except the two of them and this wonderful feeling of rightness. Her hands moved up his neck to tangle in his hair. He was a very good kisser.

It took a while but Amber’s common sense finally reasserted itself. As hard as she tried to stay in the glorious moment, reality seeped in. It was a wonderful kiss. It was a doomed romance. She couldn’t let this go any further.

Moving her hands to Phillip’s shoulders, she pushed gently. He loosened his embrace but didn’t release her entirely. The kiss lasted one more heart-stopping second before he pulled away.


Drawing a ragged breath, he cupped the back of her head and tucked her face against his neck. “Wow.”

It felt marvelous to rest in his embrace. He was so warm and strong and vital. It was the kind of moment she’d dreamed of but never thought would become a reality. She didn’t want to lose this marvelous feeling but the sensation was fading. She had to get the two of them back on solid footing.

“Phillip, if you say something stupid like ‘I’m sorry,’ I’ll kick your shin.”

He chuckled. The sound reverberated deep in his chest beneath her ear and made her smile. “Amber, of all the things running through my mind right now, I’m sorry is not even on the horizon.”

“Good.”

Where did this leave them? It changed nothing and it changed everything.

“Does this mean we’ve resolved the trust issues between us?” he asked.

“I’m working on it.” If only it were that easy. One kiss and everything became rosy. Not.

He leaned back so he could see her face. Amber looked up, hoping her heart wasn’t shining in her eyes. Before she could think of anything else to say, he released her and stepped away.

“I think it’s time I drove you home.”

Without his arms around her, the night air felt cold. She crossed her arms as a shiver ran down her spine. “If you aren’t going to kiss me again, we should go.”

He paused in the act of opening the car door. “Oh, Amber. Talk about temptation. You’ve been one since the first day I came to Hope Springs.”

His comment pleased her feminine side to no end, but it didn’t narrow the chasm that existed between them.

“Okay, home it is,” he conceded.


Once in the car, Amber hoped things would return to normal. Her hopes were in vain. He said, “What are we going to do about this?”

What could they do about it? The answer was painfully clear to her. “Nothing.”

His gaze jerked toward her. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Don’t get me wrong. It was a wonderful kiss.”

“That was the impression I had at the time. Now I’m wondering if I misread something.”

“You didn’t. It just can’t happen again.”

By the sudden deep silence, Amber knew he understood. Finally, he said, “It won’t.”

“We have to work together. You’re my boss. Besides that, you’re leaving in a few weeks. If we jump headlong into a relationship, we’ll end up hurting each other.”

“I thought I was practical. You’ve got me beat hands down. But answer me this, what if we allowed this relationship to take its natural course and see where it leads?”

He had no idea how much she longed to have that happen. One kiss from him was not enough. It would never be enough. That didn’t change anything. “Okay, you tell me how this might play out differently.”

“We could enjoy each other’s company when we aren’t working. You know, spend time together. We could get to know each other. Who knows, we might find this is the real deal for both of us.”

“And then what? You’d settle down in Hope Springs for the rest of your life? You’d be happy being a family doctor to the Amish and skip the part where you practice cutting-edge medicine with the latest technology?”

She hated driving home the point, but it was a pipe dream to think what they had between them could ever be more than a breathless kiss in the moonlight.


“You’re right,” he admitted.

“Of course, I’m right.”

He gave in so easily. That hurt a little. He could have offered a few more arguments.

Okay, maybe it was better that he hadn’t. This way she could make believe it was nothing more than a simple flirtation.

By now they had reached the edge of town. It didn’t take much longer to reach her house. When he pulled up to the curb in front of her home, she turned in her seat to see his face better. Trying to convince herself it hadn’t been an important moment didn’t cut it. She had to admit the truth. “I’ll never forget tonight, Phillip.”

Reaching out, he tenderly stroked her cheek with the back of his knuckles. “Neither will I, Amber. Neither will I.”

 

Phillip didn’t want her to go. The delight he’d felt when he held her in his arms was stronger than anything he’d experienced before. She fit so perfectly.

Perhaps those feelings had been caused by the heightened emotions they both shared following Mary’s delivery. Perhaps it was because Amber was a remarkable, beautiful woman.

Whatever the reasons, he knew once she stepped out of the car they had to go back to their roles of doctor and nurse. Working side by side, never touching the way he touched her now.

She said, “I should go.”

He withdrew his hand. Other than locking the doors and driving away with her, he couldn’t think of any way to stop her from leaving.

Silently admitting defeat, he tried for a normal, friendly tone. “Then I’ll see you tomorrow at the clinic.”

“You mean today at the clinic.”

She was right. Dawn was still a few hours away, but he wasn’t in any rush to get home. Sleep would be very hard to come by. He would relive that tender kiss many times before he slumbered. Probably for many nights to come.

“Don’t forget, Gina Curtis will be in first thing,” she reminded him.

Shaking his head, he said, “I’ve never seen a person so happy to find out there was actually something wrong with her.”

“Poor Gina. I feel terrible for dismissing her complaints so callously.”

“What happened in the past can’t be changed. What we do from now on is what’s important. Get some sleep, Nurse Bradley. I’ll need you at your best today.”

“Are you sure you don’t want me to drop you off at your place?” she asked.

“No, a walk will do me good. It’s only a few blocks. Besides, it not like Hope Springs has much of a criminal element.”

He got out and came around to her side of the car. Opening the door, he handed her the keys as she got out. “I’ll expect you at eight sharp.”

“Yes, Doctor,” she replied smartly and walked up the steps to her house.

She never looked back. He knew because he waited at the curb until she entered her front door, until the downstairs lights finally went out and until her upstairs bedroom window went dark. Only then did he walk away.

At the corner, he stopped and looked back. How was he going to stay away?








Chapter Sixteen



After a sleepless, very short night, Amber arrived at the clinic determined to revert to her normal working relationship with Phillip. The last thing she needed was for things to be strained between them.

By the middle of the morning she knew it wasn’t working.

There were all those little things that sparked memories of the kiss. Like when he handed her a cup of coffee when she arrived and their hands touched for a brief moment. The current of attraction that ran between them zinged like lightning. It grew more powerful with each passing moment.

Not long afterwards, she came face-to-face with him in the break room door. She froze, unable to move as she stared into his expressive eyes. He was thinking about the kiss, too.

He found the presence of mind to step back and allow her to leave. If he hadn’t, she’d still be standing there longing to find out if a second kiss would be as wonderful as the first.

Several times throughout the morning she looked up to find him staring at her. Once, he had the sweetest smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. The next time, he wore a faraway sad look, as if he’d lost something important. Was she important to him? She was afraid to ask. Afraid that he would say yes. Afraid he would say no.

A little before noon, Amber’s phone rang. Phillip, having finished with their last patient of the morning, stopped outside her door to wait as she answered it.

It was the husband of Sophie Knepp. Excitement sent Amber’s pulse skipping. She loved delivering babies and was grateful God had chosen her for this special work.

After assuring Elijah Knepp that she would be there within the hour, she closed her phone, looked at Phillip and grinned. “Ready to help me bring another child into the world?”

He glanced at the schedule board. “We’ve got three more patients to see this afternoon.”

Sitting back in her chair, she shrugged. “Clue number one as to why Harold lets me do my own deliveries. Not enough hours in the day. I can do this on my own,” she offered.

“That’s not the agreement we signed.”

She smiled sweetly. “Can’t blame a girl for trying.”

He struggled not to smile but lost the battle. “I’ll get Wilma to reschedule. Give me five minutes. Will this one last all night, too?”

“That’s not likely. It’s baby number five for Sophie Knepp. She’s not due for three more weeks, but her other babies have come this early. They did fine.”

“Knepp? I remember reading her chart. She’s not a candidate for home delivery. She’s high-risk.” All levity vanished from his face.

Amber bristled. “In my professional assessment, she is not a high-risk mother.”

“Then professionally we disagree.”

“Yes, I believe we do.” To think she’d been feeling sorry for him less than an hour ago.

“Call the Knepps back. Tell them to make arrangements for Mrs. Knepp to go to the hospital in Millersburg. I’ll meet them there.”

“Yes, Doctor,” she snapped. Annoyed, Amber flipped open her phone and poked in the numbers.

After eight rings, she hung up. “There’s no answer. It’s likely that Elijah called from one of the rural phone booths shared by several of Amish families in his area.”

“I thought they didn’t use phones.”

“Not in their homes. Some who need phones for their businesses share a freestanding booth located centrally to their farms.”

“So how do we contact him and tell him about the change of plans?”

“Wilma will know if they have a neighbor with a phone who can deliver that message. If not, one of us will have to go out there.” Amber picked up her desk phone and asked Wilma to see what she could find out.

Hanging up, Amber glared at Phillip. “She’s looking into it.”

“Good. Keep me informed.”

Something in his tone pushed her over the edge. “Yes, Dr. White, of course, Dr. White. I shall keep you informed of the situation without delay, Dr. White. How could you think otherwise?”

Turning back to her computer, she said, “Now, if you will excuse me, I have work to do.”

She pulled out her keyboard and began typing up her notes from her last delivery. He didn’t move. He simply stood in the doorway staring at her. Try as she might, she couldn’t ignore him.

With an exasperated huff, she looked up. “Yes, Dr. White, is there something else? Some other mistake I’ve made that needs to be pointed out?”

“Amber, please.”


“Please what? Please don’t be annoyed that you can’t trust my judgment? You know what? You’re right. That little episode of bad judgment on my part last night proves your point.”

Taking a step toward her, he said, “We need to talk about that.”

Nope. That was the last thing she wanted. What if she blurted out how much she enjoyed it?

“I have nothing to say to you. Now, this is still my office. I have work to do. Close the door on your way out.” Pushing the print button on the machine at the side of her desk, she focused on the noisy clatter as her notes were transferred to paper.

He didn’t reply. When she looked up from her task, her door was closed. Phillip was standing inside with his arms folded across his chest. The look on his face said he wasn’t going anywhere.

 

Phillip had no idea how to handle Amber when she was in a mood like this one, but he couldn’t leave until they had reached some kind of understanding. She had become too important to him, and he had hurt her.

Trusting God to bring him the right words, he crossed the room and pulled a chair over beside her. He sat down and took her hand. “I’m sorry.”

“For what?” She tried to pull away. He held on.

The catch in her voice made him want to kick himself for upsetting her. “I’m sorry for a lot of things. For kissing you last night, not in the least.”

“If you’re expecting a repeat, you’re not getting one.”

He chuckled. “How can you be so cute even when you’re mad at me?” She opened her mouth but shut it quickly. He turned her hand over and began stroking her palm with his thumb. “Now you’re speechless?”


“I can’t very well say I’m not cute because I am. That doesn’t make me less irritated with you.”

Her tone, if not her words, showed she was somewhat mollified. It was hard to believe she hadn’t pulled her hand away and slapped him. That gave him hope.

“Let’s get things out in the open. Maybe then we won’t have to tiptoe around each other for the next few weeks.”

“That’s not necessary.”

“I think it is. From my point of view, we were both elated by the beauty of Anna’s birth. The moonlight and the scent of roses were utterly romantic. You are a beautiful woman. One thing led to another and we kissed. It wasn’t wrong. It was an expression of joy. I’d repeat the event in a heartbeat.”

The tension left her shoulders and the wary expression disappeared from her eyes. A shy smile tugged at the corner of her oh-so-kissable lips. “That wasn’t exactly an apology.”

“No, and I won’t offer one. I don’t regret that I kissed you. I do regret it’s making it difficult for us to work together. Believe it or not, I do understand boundaries.”

“You’re giving our interlude too much credit. We had trouble working together before then.”

Letting go of her hand, he sat back with a grin. “Okay, you’re right about that, but we are making progress.”

“I know I’m right. I’m right about a lot of things. Including Sophie Knepp.”

Leaning forward, he rested his forearms on his knees and clasped his hand together. “Let’s say you are right and her delivery goes off without a hitch. Is it really going to make a difference to this Amish community to have one mother deliver at a hospital just to be on the safe side? Come on, are these people so fragile or so autocratic that they can’t accept this?”

He watched the internal struggle going on behind her expressive eyes. Finally, she shook her head.


He sat back. “I’ve reviewed your charts. I have agreed with all your assessments except this one. Doesn’t that prove I think you know your stuff?”

“Maybe.”

“Not maybe. Yes or no?”

“Okay, yes, you believe I know my stuff.”

“And you will agree that I know my stuff?”

“Maybe.”

Shaking his head in exasperation, he said, “Yes or no, Amber?”

“Yes, you’re a skilled doctor who has the best interests of his patients in mind.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

Reaching out, he took her hand again. “Does this mean we can kiss and make up?”

She yanked her hand away. “In your dreams, buster.”

How right she was. She’d been invading his dreams for some time now. He didn’t see it stopping anytime soon.

There was a knock at the door. Wilma looked in. “I got hold of the Knepps’ neighbor who went right over to give them your message. He just called me back on his cell phone. He was still at their house. Sophie says it was false labor. Elijah jumped the gun by calling. She says she’s sorry to have alarmed you.”

“Thank you, Wilma.”

Rising, Phillip looked at them both. “We’ve got forty minutes before our next patient. How about lunch at the Shoofly? It’s on me.”

“I’ve already had my sandwich,” Wilma replied. She left the room, but she made a point of leaving the door open.

Phillip turned to Amber. “What about you? Have you forgiven me enough to join me for lunch?”

“Only if we go Dutch.”

It was always small victories with her. Independent, stubborn and passionate about her work, he wouldn’t have her any other way. “Dutch it is.”

Leaving Wilma to hold down the fort, Phillip walked beside Amber as they traversed the few blocks to the café.

He fought the urge to hold her hand the entire way. He kept his hands inside his lab coat pockets instead.

The day was sunny and warm, but the breeze made it bearable. At the café, the interior was cool and filled with appetizing aromas that made his mouth water. He hadn’t realized how hungry he was.

Katie came forward to greet them. “Willkommen. I’m afraid we don’t have a table for you, but the wait should not be long. Our special today is pork chops with fresh peas and home-baked dinner rolls.”

“Sounds wonderful, Katie. What’s for dessert?”

Katie grinned, “We have raisin pie. I know you want a slice of that.”

“Oh, yes I do.”

Phillip nudged Amber with his elbow. “Let’s have lunch first before you go diving into dessert.”

“All right, but we don’t have time to wait for a table. It took us ten minutes to walk here.”

“We have some fried chicken ready. I can make you a quick picnic,” Katie offered.

“Is that all right?” Phillip asked Amber. He loved the outdoors and the sun on his face. He suspected Amber was the outdoorsy type but he didn’t know for certain.

To his delight, she said, “Sounds great. We can eat at the park. It’s a block from the clinic.”

He liked the sound of that. Amber was being practical. He saw it as the perfect opportunity to spend some quality time with her. Their brief but so-very-sweet kiss left him longing for more. He smiled at the prospect of a repeat.

A hint of wariness crept into her eyes. He wiped the grin from his face. It wasn’t like he was planning to kiss her again. He wasn’t. Absolutely not. No way.

He turned his attention to the rest of the room. From their spot by the door, he saw the place was indeed packed with a dozen or so English tourists, and numerous Amish families at the other tables.

Phillip leaned toward Amber. “I didn’t think the Amish ate out.”

“Sure they do. They come for special occasions like birthdays or simply to enjoy a break from home cooking on market day.”

At the nearest table, Phillip noticed that two of the children where dwarfs. “I’ve seen a disproportionately large number of little people since I’ve arrived.”

“The Amish, because of intermarriages, suffer from many inherited diseases such as the dwarfism that those children have.”

“For people who don’t believe in health insurance, some inherited diseases must place a huge burden on the families.”

“They don’t see it as a burden. They accept it as God’s will. They consider the children who are affected to be gifts from God.”

“As they are.”

“I’m glad you think so. I’ve noticed you are very good with the children who come to the clinic.”

He folded his arms across his chest. “I almost went into pediatrics.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“I’ve wanted to be a family practice doctor since I was ten years old.” Memories of his unhappy childhood slipped out to taint the day.

“So young? Did something happen that pushed you in that direction?”


Staring into her sympathetic eyes, Phillip struggled with a difficult decision. Normally, he deflected questions about his early life. Plenty of people had looked down on him in the past. Deeply ashamed of the way he’d grown up and of his mother’s behaviors, he preferred to keep those times bottled away.

Amber was someone who made him want to share even the ugly parts of his life. There was something about her that made him believe he could trust her—made him believe that she would understand.

Was he right? Could he take that chance?








Chapter Seventeen



Katie returned with their box lunches, giving Phillip a chance to ponder his options. Some inner part of him wanted to share everything about himself with Amber. He had guarded his past so closely for so long, he wasn’t sure he could talk about it now. It existed like a bad dream in the back of his mind.

With their lunches and ice-cold bottles of soda in hand, they left the Shoofly and started back toward the clinic. Flashing a sidelong glance at her, he half hoped she would forget about her question.

She hadn’t. After taking a sip of her cola, she went right back to the subject. “What happened that made you want to become a doctor?”

He walked in silence for several yards, unable to bring himself to talk about it.

She cast a worried glance his way. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to pry.”

He opened his mouth to say it was a personal matter he didn’t care to discuss. That wasn’t what came out. “When I was ten, my mother and her current boyfriend had a birthday party for me. I can’t remember his name. She had so many men in her life that they all run together in my head.”

Looking down, he expected to see repugnance. He saw only sympathy in her beautiful eyes. “I’m sorry, Phillip. I can’t imagine what that must have been like for you.”

Suddenly, it was as if the floodgates of his emotions broke open. His unhappy past came pouring out. “It was so hard. A new town every few months, a new ‘Uncle’ just as often. I was always the new kid at school who didn’t fit in, who wore dirty clothes. It didn’t pay trying to make friends because I knew I’d be leaving.”

“Yet you turned out to be a responsible, caring adult. You became a physician, which is no easy task.”

“That was due in large part to my stepfather. When I was fifteen, God brought a great guy into our lives. A man who saw how sad Mom was and helped her find a better life. Michael is a devout Christian. He showed me God’s blessings in my own life. He made me realize I didn’t have to shoulder my burdens alone. I still have a ways to go in being a good Christian, but I’m trying to get there. It was Michael’s generosity that allowed me to go to medical school, although I did receive some academic scholarships.”

By this time they had reached the park. They found a picnic table in the shade of a pear tree and sat down. The park was deserted except for a few squirrels chattering as they raced from treetop to treetop. The faint breeze smelled of newly mown grass. Phillip opened his box just as Amber held out her hand and bowed her head. He grasped her hand and did the same.

She said, “We thank You, Lord, for the food that nourishes our body. Grant us Your comfort and Your grace as we work to do Your will. Amen.”

“Amen,” Phillip echoed. Slowly, he released her hand.

“What happened on your birthday?” She took a bite of her drumstick. Her gaze didn’t leave his face.

Drawing a deep breath, he said, “Mom’s boyfriend asked me what I wanted to be when I grew up. She told him I was going to be a doctor like my father planned to be. It was the first I’d heard that my dad wanted to be a doctor. I cornered her later that night before she and what’s-his-name went out to party. I asked her what kind of doctor my dad wanted to be. She hemmed and hawed, but finally told me he wanted to be a family doctor.”

“Your father must have wanted to be like his own dad. I’m sure Harold would be happy to know that.”

Phillip took a drink, then said, “You once asked me how Harold and I found each other.”

“I remember. You said it was personal. I respect that.”

“I want to tell you now. Sometimes, when I’m in my grandfather’s house, I try to put myself in his place. I try to imagine what it would be like to live alone in that small house for thirty-four years. I stare at the walls and wonder what made him give up a lucrative practice in Boston to come to Hope Springs. I wonder what makes him stay. Did he ever tell you what brought him here?”

“No, and I never asked. By the time I began working here he was already a fixture, like the clock in the town square. I didn’t even know he came from Boston. Perhaps it was the death of his only son that made him leave.”

He shrugged. “Mother rarely talked about my father although I pestered her for information about him from the time I could talk. I was certain if he had lived my life would have been different. I thought my mother would have been happy. That we would live in a house instead of rented trailers and abysmal run-down apartments.”

“It’s easy to understand that you wanted to know him.”

“That’s the easy part. The rest is weird.”

“How so?”

“My mother never showed me a picture of my dad. Yet she kept it all those years. Through all the moves and all the crummy boyfriends. When I found it, I didn’t know who he was. I turned it over. On the back of the picture he’d written, ‘To my wife Natalie with all my love, Brendan.’ I was shocked.”

“What did she say when you asked her about it? She had to know how much you wanted to learn things about him.”

“She gave no explanation other than to say it was a personal item and for me to put it away.”

“That is weird. Perhaps it was too painful for her to look at.”

“That was always her excuse. Once I knew my dad had been in the military, I started searching his military records for some clues about what kind of man he was. That was how I found out about Harold. He was listed along with my mother as kin. My mother told me that my dad was an orphan, that he had no family.”

“Why would she do that?”

“I don’t have a clue. She’s very good at avoiding uncomfortable situations. From the moment I learned of my grandfather’s existence, I spent every free minute and every free dime I had trying to track him down. I looked online, combed through old newspaper articles and public records. It was slow going. I finally hired a private detective in Boston to do the legwork for me.”

“And that’s how you found Harold?”

“The P.I. was a good investment. Within a week, he sent me Harold’s current address and the phone number of this clinic. I can’t begin to describe the emotions going through me at that moment.”

“To finally find your father’s father must have been wonderful.”

“My fingers were cold as icicles when I dialed the number. My heart was beating so hard I thought I might stroke out.”

Every word of that first conversation remained imprinted in Phillip’s mind. After explaining who he was and how he’d found Harold, Phillip waited for his grandfather’s reaction.

Amber said, “I imagine Harold was delighted to hear from you.”

“His reaction wasn’t exactly what I’d hoped for. Harold was hard to convince. Who could blame him? To have me pop up out of nowhere after thirty-four years must have been a shock. I told him about the military records and the P.I. I left my phone number with him, then I hung up and waited.”

“He may have sounded hesitant when you were on the phone but I saw him when he came out of his office after speaking to you. There was such joy on his face. He didn’t share his news until a few days later but I knew something big was up.”

“That’s because he hired a P.I. to check me out first.”

Her eyes widened. “Really?”

“He’s a smart man. A week after our first contact Harold called me. We began a tentative long-distance relationship. After nearly a year of e-mails and phone conversations, Harold announced he was ready to meet me. We both know how that turned out. I ran him down with my car.”

Reaching out, Amber laid a hand on his arm. “You never intended to hurt him, Phillip. It was an accident. You have to stop blaming yourself.”

Her gesture of comfort was exactly what he needed. A sense of peace settled in his bones. “You’re right. I can’t blame myself forever.”

 

Amber withdrew her hand. The warmth between them cooled as she concentrated on her pie. Words didn’t seem adequate but she needed to say something. “Thank you for sharing your story with me. I feel honored.”

“Thank you for listening.”

They finished their meal in silence. As they gathered their trash and disposed of it, he glanced at his watch. “Time to get back to work.”

And time to shift back into her professional mode. If only Phillip didn’t make it so hard for her to maintain that persona.

Having him share his unhappy childhood memories with her touched her deeply. Little by little he was creeping into her heart in a way she knew would lead to heartbreak. He’d be leaving in a few weeks. She simply had to get a grip on these emotions.

If only he weren’t such a wonderful person. Sure, they disagreed about a few things, important things. She could get downright angry with him but it never lasted long. He had a way of smoothing over the rough spots and making her like him all over again.

Besides being charming, he was wonderful with patients, especially the children. He attended the same church she did. He had strong Christian beliefs. He was growing to accept and care about the Amish and their ways.

Okay, he’s an almost perfect man. My mother would fall over backward with joy if I brought him home.

So why had the Lord brought such a wonderful man into her life if he wasn’t going to stay? It was a question she couldn’t answer. The ways of the Lord were not for her understanding.

Back at the office, they went through the rest of the day together without any more blowups or exchanged confidences. A little before five o’clock, they were in the lobby getting ready to close for the night.

Phillip said, “I still have to make my rounds at the hospital in Millersburg. I should get going.”

“And I need to see Mary and her baby.”

“Let me know how they’re doing.” He held up one hand. “Not because I don’t trust your professional expertise. Because I’d like to know how they’re getting along.”

Amber couldn’t help smiling. “I’ll call you later tonight.”

He stopped on his way to the door and glanced back. “I’ll look forward to that.”

Just then, the phone rang. Phillip waited as Wilma picked up. After exchanging a few pleasantries with the caller, she covered the mouthpiece with one hand. “It’s Harold. He’d like to speak to both of you.”

Amber exchanged a worried glance with Phillip. He said, “We’ll take it in my office. Thank you, Wilma. You can go home.”

“I always miss the good stuff,” she grumbled as she gathered her purse.

“I’ll fill you in tomorrow morning,” Amber promised.

“You’d better.” She walked out the door, leaving Amber and Phillip alone.

Amber turned to face him. “Ready to accomplish your mission?”

Stuffing his hands in his pockets, he asked, “What mission?”

“Don’t play dumb. Harold needs a partner. You get to tell him.”

“I can’t believe I gave in to you.”

She gave him a playful push toward his office. “Don’t worry. I’ll be right there beside you.”

“You’d better be.”

In the office, Phillip pressed the blinking light on the phone and set it to speakerphone mode. Leaning his hip against the corner of the desk, he said, “Hello, Grandfather. How are you?”

“Better than these morons give me credit for. If I were home I’d be doing great.”


Speaking up, Amber said, “Harold, I’m sure they know what’s best for you.”

“Enough about me. How is my practice?”

“It’s busy,” Phillip said with a questioning look at her.

“And Amber is back to work as a nurse-midwife?”

“Yes,” she said quickly. “Mary Yutzi had a little girl last night. Seven pounds, three ounces and twenty inches long.”

“Wonderful. What did they name her?” He sounded truly relieved and happy.

“Anna.” Phillip answered.

Harold chuckled. “Nettie must be over the moon to finally get a granddaughter. Give Mary my congratulations.”

Amber perched on a chair by the desk and leaned toward the speaker. “I will. I’m going out to the farm tonight to check on her and Anna.”

Looking at Phillip, Amber nodded toward the phone. He closed his eyes and said, “We’ve been busy here.”

“You mean since the boycott ended.”

Phillip flinched. “Even before the boycott, I was amazed at the number of patients you see.”

Harold replied, “Of course we’re busy. There’s a shortage of rural doctors, or haven’t you heard that in Hawaii?”

“I’ve heard. I was simply wondering if you had considered taking on a partner?”

“Ha! Find me one who’ll work for peanuts, see patients without insurance and make visits to homes without electricity, and I’ll take him on. It has to be a man, though. No offense, Amber.”

She grinned. “None taken. I know Amish men won’t use female doctors.”

Phillip said, “Let me be clear. You are okay with me advertising for a new physician to work with you?”

There was a long silence on the phone. Amber finally asked, “Harold, are you still there?”


“Yes.”

“What do you think about Phillip’s suggestion?”

“So the pair of you think I can’t do the job, anymore, is that it?”

“No!” they said in unison.

Phillip closed his eyes. “You aren’t a young man anymore. These people deserve to have your knowledge and skills passed on to someone who can help them far into the future. If you had died, what would have happened to them?”

“Don’t think that hasn’t crossed my mind, but I’m not ready to hang up my stethoscope.”

“Phillip didn’t say that you were,” Amber replied, trying to be reasonable.

“All right. Go ahead and advertise. You won’t find anyone.”

Phillip winked at Amber. “Then you should do as your doctors tell you so you can get back here and get to work soon.”

“Everyone sends their love and prayers,” Amber added.

“Give them my thanks.” Harold’s tone held a pensive quality that troubled Amber. The line went dead before she could ask him what was wrong.

Phillip rubbed his jaw thoughtfully. “Do you remember the name of the resident who wanted to join this practice?”

“I still have his card somewhere.” What was it that Harold hadn’t said? Amber couldn’t get his tone out of her mind.

Springing to his feet, Phillip said, “Great. Maybe the guy is still interested in working here. I can’t believe Harold agreed. That was easy.”

Amber continued to stare at the phone. “I’m not so sure.”








Chapter Eighteen



Phillip couldn’t believe how quickly the days were flying by. When he’d first agreed to spend two months in Ohio, it had seemed like a prison sentence. He couldn’t imagine being away from his beloved ocean for so long. Now he wished he had more time to spend with Amber.

They had done one more delivery together, a first baby for a non-Amish couple. In spite of Phillip’s worries, Amber conducted the whole experience so that both the young woman and her nervous husband had a happy and successful birthing experience.

As Amber and Hope Springs worked their way deeper into his heart, it became increasingly clear why Harold refused to give up medicine in this place. There was something so soothing and rich about the way these people lived.

He sat in his grandfather’s kitchen, absently tapping a pen on the table. He didn’t have to leave. He could be the man to work with his grandfather.

Tempting as the thought was, he knew it wouldn’t work. This wasn’t the kind of medicine he saw himself doing into his seventies. He imagined himself working in the finest modern medical center, diagnosing diseases and treating his patients with the best tools available.


Coming to Hope Springs had clarified one issue for him. It was the sick children that called to his soul. Sick children like little Helen Lapp with her bad heart. If anyone deserved the finest care, it was children like her.

Wilma was waiting for him when he reached the clinic. Not once since arriving in Hope Springs had he beaten the woman to the office. He wasn’t sure that she didn’t sleep there. She said, “The Lapp family is here as you requested.”

“Good, thank you. Please hold my calls.”

He had little Helen’s report from the cardiologist. He had asked for a family meeting to discuss it.

In his office, he found Mr. and Mrs. Lapp waiting for him. They looked like any other Amish couple he might pass on the street. She wore a dark blue dress and apron. On her head she wore a dark bonnet with a wide brim.

Her husband had on a dark suit and held his black felt hat in his hands. They could have been any Amish couple in Hope Springs except for the intense worry in their eyes.

Phillip sat behind his desk. “How is Helen?”

“Some better,” her mother answered.

“As I’m sure Dr. Yang discussed with you, Helen has a heart defect called an atrial septal defect.”

Her father nodded. “Ja, she will need surgery soon to fix her heart.”

“Yes. In studying her cardiologist’s report, I see that her disease is genetic in nature. Do you know what that means?”

They looked at each other and shook their heads.

“She has Ellis-van Creveld syndrome. That means your future children are at risk for the same type of dwarfism and heart defects.”

“But I have two fine sons,” Mr. Lapp insisted.

“I know. I merely wanted you to be aware of the risks for any other children. Your sons need to know that their children may have the same problems.”


“It was Gottes Wille that our daughter was born this way. We accept that.” Mrs. Lapp spoke at last. She sat with her hands clasped tightly in front of her, her knuckles white with tension.

Her husband nodded. “If He sends us more children like Helen, we will accept that, too.”

Phillip sat back in his chair. “We have no way to cure Helen. Surgery isn’t a complete fix. Any colds or coughs can quickly turn serious for her, so please don’t hesitate to come see me if she becomes ill again.”

“Danki, Doktor.” Rising, Mr. Lapp nodded, then walked out the door. His wife hung back.

Looking at Phillip, she asked, “What can be done so that my sons don’t have such children?”

“They can be tested for the defective gene. If they don’t carry it, their children will not have Helen’s disease.”

She took a step closer. “And if they do carry it?”

“In that case, the way to prevent them from having a child with her defect would be to screen the women they wish to marry to see if they carry the gene.”

“If they both have this gene?”

Sighing deeply, he said, “Their children will have a one in four chance of having Ellis-van Creveld syndrome.”

“So God decides?”

“Yes. I’m not an expert on this disease, Mrs. Lapp. If you’d like, I can make an appointment for you to see a genetic specialist.”

“No.” She left his office and caught up with her husband waiting outside.

Phillip watched them leave and knew they both carried heavy hearts. The specialist believed Helen had only a fifty-fifty chance of reaching adulthood. Phillip prayed God would give them the strength and comfort they needed to deal with such devastating news.


Turning back to his desk, he stared at the books in his grandfather’s case. Pulling down one with numerous bits of paper sticking out, he read the title. Noted Patterns of Human Malformation.

Leafing though the pages of the text, Phillip saw Harold had made dozens of comments in the margins, mostly dates and occasional names.

“Are you looking for something special?”

He turned at the sound of Amber’s voice. She was standing in the doorway. She had on her usual pale blue scrubs and white lab coat. He heard Wilma call out a question to her. Turning around, she stepped into the hall to answer. When she did, he saw that her hair hung to her hips in a shimmering honey-colored curtain. The sight robbed him of breath.

When she turned back to face him, he closed his mouth and asked, “What did you say?”

“I asked if you were looking for something special?”

He focused his gaze on the books. “I was looking for some texts on genetics.”

She joined him by the bookcase and reached for a book on the upper shelf. “I’m not sure what Harold has in here. He never alphabetizes anything.”

The clean citrus fragrance of her hair slipped around him like a soft Hawaiian breeze. He leaned back to scope her hair out again.

Yep. Every bit as glorious up close.

She should have flowers in it, the way the island women wore them. It was easy to picture her walking beside him on the beach, her hair flowing in the wind. He itched to feel its softness. To let it glide though his fingers.

Suddenly, she whipped her head around to stare at him. “What?”

He took a step back and crossed his arms. “Nothing.”

“You were staring at me.”


“No, I wasn’t.” Even to his own ears he sounded like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

She arched one brow. Her look said she wasn’t buying it.

“Okay, I was admiring your hair, that’s all.”

Grasping a lock in her hand, she frowned at it. “When I left the house this morning it wasn’t dry so I had to leave it down. I’ll put it up before I see patients.”

“You don’t have to do that. It’s very lovely.”

Her cheeks took on a rosy hue. “Thank you.”

He couldn’t help himself. Reaching out, he brushed a strand from her shoulder in a soft caress.

 

Amber sucked in a quick breath at his touch. Her hair had been damp when she left the house, but she could have put it up after she arrived. She never wore it down. It was always confined in a braid or bun. Today had been different. For some inexplicable reason, she wanted Phillip to see it down.

Now she realized she was being vain. Taking a step away from him, she swept it into a rope and began coiling it. “My mother never cut her hair. She called it a hangover from her Amish life. I adopted the habit.”

“You don’t have to put it up.” He sounded sorry to see her do so.

“It’s dry now.”

“Have you ever cut it?”

Continuing to wind, she said, “It gets trimmed. It pleases mother and my grandmother that I keep it long.”

Pulling several large hairpins from her pocket, she slipped them in and patted the roll. “There. Good to go.”

“You should wear it down more often. It’s beautiful.”

He did like it. A thrill of happiness made her smile.

“Amber, have you ever thought of working somewhere else?”

“Like where?”


“Hawaii, for one place.” A question hovered in his eyes, a hope that secretly pleased her. She had thought about seeing his island home, but she wasn’t ready to admit that.

She turned back to the bookcase. “I sunburn too easily. Genetics, you say? I don’t see anything but what you’re holding. You can always use the computer to look something up. I know our dial-up can be slow and frustrating.”

“I’ll drive to Millersburg after work and do some research at their medical library. I need to check on Martha, anyway. Are any of your patients in labor?”

“Not a one.”

He opened the book and held it out to her. “Do these dates and names mean anything to you?”

She studied the textbook for a few minutes. “I’m not sure.” Pointing, she said, “This could be the Zook boy who died two years ago. He had some developmental difficulties from birth.”

“What kind of difficulties?”

“I’m not sure.”

“He wasn’t one of your patients?”

She shook her head. “No, he was born in the hospital in Millersburg. They were visiting family there when she went into premature labor. He never left the hospital.”

Turning to a new page, he asked, “What about this one?”

Checking, she shook her head. “Before my time.”

“It says Knepp. Could it be one of Sophie Knepp’s girls?”

“It could be. We have a lot of Knepps in this state.”

He carried the book back to his desk and sat down. It was clear he was deep in thought.

“Your next patient is in room one,” she reminded him.

“Fine. Thank you. I’ll be there in a minute.”

She started to leave but he suddenly spoke again. “Do me a favor, will you? Ask Wilma to get some old charts from storage.”

“Sure. Which ones?”

“The one for this Zook boy, and see if she can find a Knepp with this birth date.” He scribbled it down and handed her the note.

“It may take a few days. We store our closed charts out of state.”

“Tell her to get them as soon as she can.”

Throughout the rest of the morning, Phillip remained distracted. He was always attentive to his patients, but in between clients he shut himself in the office.

At noon, Amber stuck her head in to see if he wanted to get some lunch. He didn’t, and she went away feeling more disappointed than she should have.

When they closed up that evening, she watched him walk across the parking lot and turn the corner.

“You’ll have to get used to that,” Wilma said as she came to stand beside Amber.

“Get used to what?”

“Him being gone.”

“I know he’s leaving soon.” It was hard to imagine this place without him. He’d become so much a part of her life. Pushing open the door, she walked to her car and drove home feeling more depressed than she had since she’d first learned of Harold’s accident.

At home, Fluffy was waiting eagerly for his food bowl to be filled. Amber obliged the cat then made herself a light supper. She spent the rest of the evening catching up on her midwife journal, reading and trying not to think about Phillip. Or how much she would miss him when he went away.

On an impulse, she went to the computer and began clicking through some of the travel sites that featured Hawaii. She’d always thought the rolling hills, fertile fields and pristine white farmsteads of the Amish made Hope Springs a beautiful place. It paled in comparison to the exotic beauty of the islands embraced by the blue-green sea.

What man in his right mind would give up a home and a practice there to relocate to this wide spot in the road? No, she might wish he would stay but he wouldn’t. This wasn’t the kind of medicine he wanted to practice. She understood and respected that to the fullest. Phillip would leave in a few more weeks.

Unless Harold asked him to stay.

Was that what Harold had been thinking when he agreed to getting a partner? Was that idea the odd quality she detected in his voice? If it was, he might be in for a heartbreak as big as hers.

Fluffy chose that moment to leap onto Amber’s desk in search of some affection. Pulling the cat close, Amber sighed. It was time to stop denying it. She had fallen hard for Dr. Phillip White.

“Do you want to hear how foolish I am, Fluffy? I may not get stuck behind the sofa but I’m a fool anyway. I’ve fallen in love with Phillip. Stupid, huh?”

The cat meowed softly as if in agreement.

It was foolish. A wonderful kind of foolishness. She’d never felt like this about anyone. She suspected the attraction was mutual. Even if it were, it wouldn’t make a difference.

“He didn’t come here looking for a relationship, Fluffy. He’s doing his grandfather a favor, that’s all. He came out of guilt, not because he wanted to work in an Amish community.”

Fluffy remained silent this time.

“You’re right. I’m going to do myself a favor by forgetting we had this conversation.”

Raising the cat to look into his face, Amber said, “I hope you can keep a secret. I’m going to bed now and I’m not going to cry myself to sleep. I’ll save that for the night he leaves.”


It seemed like she’d barely closed her eyes when her doorbell began ringing incessantly. She glanced at the clock. It was a few minutes after three-thirty in the morning.

The doorbell chimed again. Slipping into her robe, she pulled it tight and padded barefoot down the stairs. It was likely that one of her expectant mothers needed her.

Turning on the porch light, she pulled aside the lace panel on the tall window that flanked her entryway.

To her surprise, she saw Elijah Knepp standing outside, his straw hat in his hand. She pulled open the door. “Elijah, what’s wrong?”

“It is Sophie. Her time has come.”

Amber’s heart sank. “Elijah, I can’t deliver her. Sophie must go to the hospital in Millersburg.”

His brows snapped together in a worried scowl. “We do not wish the hospital.”

“I’m sorry, but this is what Dr. White says must happen. Didn’t you get his message last week?” She couldn’t force anyone to accept medical care. She could only hope to persuade them to agree. “Ja, we got the message. But it is not what we wanted. If you say we must, we will. Her time is close.”

“Thank you. Let me grab her chart. The hospital will want it. Why don’t you leave your buggy here? I’ll drive you back to the farm and take both of you into the city. You can make arrangements for someone to get the buggy home in the morning.”

“Danki. I will unhitch Dobby.”

“You can put him in the side yard.”

It wouldn’t be the first Amish buggy to be parked in her drive overnight. She’d had a small area privacy fenced at the side of the house for such occasions.

Racing back upstairs to change, Amber wished with all her heart she could give Elijah and Sophie the kind of delivery they wanted. Being able to do home deliveries again was the one good thing that would happen when Phillip left.

Perhaps the only good thing. She would to cling to that bit of comfort.








Chapter Nineteen



The ringing of Phillip’s cell phone woke him at a quarter to four. Picking it up, he mumbled, “Dr. White here.”

“Phillip, this is Amber.”

Her voice brought him wide-awake. “What’s up?”

“I’m on my way to Sophie Knepp’s home. She’s in labor. Her husband came to get me.”

He sat up and swung his legs over the side of the bed. “Okay. What’s the plan?”

“I’m going to pick her up and drive her to the hospital. Why don’t you meet us there?”

“Sounds good. How long?”

“It’ll take me at least fifteen minutes to get out to the farm. I’d say we should be in Millersburg in forty minutes.”

“All right. I’ll meet you there.”

Hanging up the phone, he headed for the shower. He couldn’t be sure of his grandfather’s motivation for allowing Amber to do home births, but if it meant more hours of sleep, it wasn’t such a bad idea.

After a quick shower, he dressed and jumped into his car. He did think Sophie was a high-risk patient, but his conscience pricked him. She might not get to experience the calm, spiritual birth that he’d seen with Amber’s other home delivery patients. Even so, it was better to be safe than sorry.

Halfway to Millersburg, he dialed Amber’s number while he was stopped at a stop sign. It went straight to her voice mail. He left a brief message asking for an update, then snapped his phone shut and drove on. At the parking lot of the hospital, he placed another call to her number with the same results.

Why wasn’t she picking up? What was wrong?

Up on the OB floor, he checked in with the night shift charge nurse. The young woman in pink scrubs smiled at him brightly. “How may I help you?”

“I’m Dr. Phillip White. I’m expecting a patient soon. Nurse-midwife Bradley is bringing her in. What room is she going to?”

“This is the first I’ve heard of an admission, Dr. White.”

“Miss Bradley hasn’t notified you?” He glanced at his watch. It had been almost an hour since he’d spoken to her last.

“No sir, but we have room six ready. Can I have the patient’s name?”

“Sophie Knepp,” he replied absently.

“Do you have her chart with you?”

“No. Excuse me a moment.” He walked away from the desk and tried Amber’s number once more. There was still no answer.

 

Driving on the dark roads required all Amber’s concentration. In places it was rough and bumpy. It was easy to get lost on some of these twisting lanes. When they finally pulled up to the farmhouse, Mr. Knepp got out first and hurried toward the house. Pausing to grab her bag from the front seat, Amber noticed her phone on the car floor. Picking it up, she dropped it in her jacket pocket and followed Elijah inside.

It took her five seconds to see that Sophie was well into her labor. Her face, sweat streaked and red from exertion, filled with relief when she caught sight of Amber. “The baby is coming.”

There was no way Amber was going to put her in a car and risk a delivery on the roadside somewhere between here and Millersburg. Smiling to reassure her, Amber said, “Hi, Sophie. It looks like you’ve done most of the work already.”

Sophie’s only answer was heavy breathing as another contraction took hold.

Pulling her phone from her pocket, Amber started to dial Phillip’s number, but her phone screen remained blank.

Surprised, she tried again. “This isn’t out of my service area. I should still get a signal.”

She tapped the phone against her palm. Nothing. She tapped it harder. Still nothing. It couldn’t be the battery. She’d put a new one in two days ago. Maybe it had broken when it fell out of her bag.

Sophie spoke up. “I do not want to go to the hospital.”

Amber shook her phone again. “I’m sorry, we talked about this. The doctor feels it’s best that you do.”

Sophie, wide-eyed, shook her head. “There is no time.”

Amber slipped her useless phone in her pocket, then took off her jacket and looked for a place to lay it. Elijah took it from her. She muttered her thanks and started laying out her things. Babies didn’t care what doctors wanted. They came in their own good time. This one was going to arrive very soon. She needed to get ready.

 

For another hour, Phillip waited by the hospital maternity desk, drumming his fingers, turning down offers of coffee and pacing. His first instinct was to rush out to the Knepp farm, but he knew he’d never find his way in the dark. He wasn’t sure he could remember the way in broad daylight.

He’d spent more time enjoying Amber’s company than memorizing the twisting roads when they’d made prenatal visits to her clients. If he hadn’t been so smitten with her he’d be more effective now in tracking her down. That irony wasn’t lost on him.

When a second full hour had gone by, he couldn’t wait any longer. Something was up. She wouldn’t blow him off like this. Maybe she’d had an accident. His mind shied away from that thought, but he knew something had gone wrong.

Returning to the desk, he leaned on the counter and spoke to the charge nurse. “How do I contact the sheriff?”

The nurse dialed the emergency number and handed him the phone. When dispatch answered, he quickly explained the situation. After being asked to wait, he impatiently held the line, his fear growing by leaps and bounds. Finally, a man’s voice came on.

“This is Nick Bradley. You think something has happened to Amber?”

“She hasn’t shown up at the hospital, she’s not answering her phone. Did she call 9-1-1?”

“We’ve got no record of that. Stay at the hospital, Doc. I’m on my way. I’ll pick you up out front.”

 

Amber was loading her supplies in the back of her station wagon when she saw the flashing lights coming up the lane. Oh, dear. Phillip had pulled out all the stops to find her. At least she knew he cared.

When the sheriff’s car stopped beside her and an officer got out, she gave him a little wave. “Hi, Nick.”

She saw Phillip emerge from the cruiser’s passenger side door. Her heart did a funny little flip-flop at the sight of him. He was a tall, lean silhouette against the blood-red sunrise; she couldn’t see his face.

The sheriff said, “You okay, cuz?”


“I’m fine, Nick. Sorry you were sent on a wild goose chase.”

“When someone tells me my little cousin is missing, I don’t take that lightly. What’s the story?”

“Yes, Amber. What is the story?” Phillip asked coming up behind Nick.

“It was the weirdest thing. I called you on my cell phone and told you I was on my way here. When I arrived, I tried to notify you, but my phone didn’t work. I think it broke when it fell out of my bag.”

Nick gestured toward the house. “Everything go okay?”

“Sophie and her new daughter are fine. They were settling down to sleep when I left. Phillip, I was going to call you as soon as I got to a phone. Thanks for sending the cavalry after me. Even if I didn’t need it.”

He approached and stood close. Softly, he said, “I’m just thankful you’re okay.”

His voice vibrated with deep emotion. He held out his hand. She took it and he squeezed tightly, as if he’d never let go. Amber wanted to throw her arms around him and reassure him with a kiss. Having her eagle-eyed cousin observing them kept her from doing something so foolish.

Nick opened his cell phone and held it up. “I’ve got cell service here. I wonder why you can’t get it?”

“It wasn’t that I didn’t have service. The thing was dead. It wouldn’t work.”

Suddenly, her phone began ringing. Both men looked at her in surprise.

Amber dug it out of her pocket, her surprise equal to the men standing beside her. She opened the phone and said, “Hello?”

“Honey, are you all right?” It was Wilma.

“I’m fine.”

“I heard the sheriff’s office is looking for you.”


“They found me.”

“Thank the Lord for that. Where are you?”

Amber saw a scowl begin to darken Phillip’s face. “Wilma, I’ll give you the details when I get to the office. I’ve got to go.”

Closing the phone, she looked Phillip straight in the eye. “It was not working an hour ago. At least the delivery went off without a hitch. I told you it would.”

A remote expression turned his face to stone. “You had to do it your way, didn’t you? You had to prove I was wrong.”

“What?” Was he implying she deliberately didn’t take Sophie to the hospital?

“I never thought you’d risk her life to make a point.” Disappointment filled his voice.

Amber stood toe-to-toe with him. “If I planned to attend her at home, why did I call you in the first place?”

“Beats me, but it’s clear your phone works. I’ve seen people devoted to their jobs, but you take the cake, Amber. What if something had gone wrong?”

Anger sent her pulse pounding. Crossing her arms, she glared at him. “Nothing did go wrong, so I was right all along.”

“Whoa.” Nick stepped in between them. “There’ll be no bloodshed on my watch. It makes too much paperwork.”

Seething, she said, “Don’t worry, Nick. I wouldn’t waste my time trying to knock some sense into Dr. White. There’s no room in that brain with his overgrown ego taking up so much space.”

Phillip’s jaw tightened and his eyes narrowed. For a second, she thought she’d gone too far. When he spoke his voice was like ice. “Take the day off, Miss Bradley. We’ll manage without you at the office.”

“Fine. I’d love to.” Marching to her car, Amber got in, slammed the door and started the engine. Her anger began draining away and tears rushed in to fill the void.

How could he think she would play such a trick on him? She pressed the heels of her hands into her stinging eyes to stem her tears. It didn’t help.

It had been such a beautiful birth. The calmness, the joy on their faces when they saw their little girl. From their rushed start to the peaceful finish, it had gone without a bit of trouble.

Phillip would have robbed them of one of the most precious moments of their lives because he didn’t trust her judgment. He didn’t believe in her skill. He believed she was capable of underhanded deceit and lying to his face.

Slamming the car in gear, she backed up to turn around in the narrow yard. When she had the car straight, she saw Mr. Knepp coming out of the barn with his oldest son. Each of them carried pails full of frothy milk.

Rolling down her window, she said, “I’ll be happy to take your son into town so he can bring your buggy back but I must leave now.”

She heard Phillip call her name. She ignored him.

Setting his pails down, Mr. Knepp spoke quietly to his son, handed him something, then spoke to her. “Danki. Walter will go with you.”

Again she heard Phillip call her name. She refused to look that way. She had no intention of letting him see she was crying.

Walter raced around to the passenger side of the car, eager to ride in the normally forbidden automobile. When he got in, she said, “Buckle up.”

After he complied, she stomped on the gas and tore down the dirt lane. She left her window rolled down so the warm air would dry the tears on her cheeks.

Walter, at sixteen, loved everything about cars. He chatted happily on the way to town and changed the radio station a dozen times. Amber didn’t mind. It saved her from having to make conversation.

When they reached her home, she got out feeling as if her entire body were made of lead. She couldn’t remember the last time she felt so disconnected. Her tears were done but they’d brought on a pounding headache.

Walter went to get the horse and she waited until he returned and harnessed the animal. When he climbed into the buggy, she stepped up to the driver’s side. “Please remind your mother that I will be back tomorrow to check on her and your new sister.”

“My dat asked me to give you this.” He held out a note.

She opened the slip of paper. It was a brief apology for disabling her phone. She looked up at Walter in shock. “Your father tampered with my phone?”

“Mamm did not want to go to the hospital. Dat took your battery out when you weren’t looking and put it back before you were ready to leave. He does it to my phone whenever he finds it.”

Lifting his pant leg to show his boot, he pulled a cell phone out of his sock. “I hide it better now, and I keep a spare battery in the barn.”

The Amish never ceased to amaze her. She knew that their teenagers often ventured outside the Church rules to use modern gadgets such as phones and radios. Without electricity in their homes, they had to find an English friend or neighbor who would charge the battery-powered devices for them.

While parents often turned a blind eye to such behaviors, Mr. Knepp had apparently learned how to silence his son’s unwanted intrusion in his home. The Knepps belonged to the Swartzentruber Amish, the most conservative group. Walter would soon have to give up his worldly ways or face growing Church disapproval of him and his family.


Walter said, “Dat is sorry if you were upset.”

“Tell your father he is forgiven.” There was nothing else she could do. “Danki, I will.” He slapped the reins and sent the horse trotting out into the street.

Amber stared at the note. She had proof that she hadn’t lied about her phone. When Phillip saw this he’d realize how wrong he’d been.

Suddenly angry, she crumpled the note and tore it into shreds. Phillip shouldn’t need a note to prove she was honest. What an idiot she’d been to think she was in love with him. He didn’t trust her. How could she love a man like that?

That answer was simple. She couldn’t.








Chapter Twenty



“How long are you going to keep giving me the silent treatment?”

Phillip watched as Amber ignored his question, laid the patient chart he’d asked for on his desk and walked out of the room. Apparently, she could be silent a little longer.

Wilma, standing on the other side of his desk, tucked her pencil behind her ear, crossed her arms and scowled at him. “I don’t know what you did. I’ve never seen her this upset.”

Shooting her a sour look, he asked, “What makes you think I’m to blame?”

“Because you’re a man.”

There was no point arguing with her logic. He was beginning to think he had liked Wilma better when she was a timid mouse. Who knew she could become a spitting cat when her friends were in trouble? “Just order those forms and check to see if we have more printer ink somewhere.”

“Yes, sir.” She rolled her eyes and started to leave, but stopped at the door and turned around.

“What now?” he demanded.

Pointing at him, she said, “Don’t be crabby with me, young man. I’m old enough to be your grandmother. I deserve some respect.”


She was right. He folded his hands and made himself smile. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Nolan. What is it you wanted to tell me?”

“That young Mennonite doctor who was here last year called after you left last night. He wants to come interview for the position.”

Phillip’s spirits shot skyward. Maybe he could get Harold the partner he needed. “That’s great. Thank you, Wilma. I’ll give him a call and we can set something up.”

“Maybe he’ll be smart enough not to go around upsetting the Amish, Harold and everyone else.” She closed the door behind her when she left.

Phillip’s elation popped like a balloon hitting a thorn tree. It had been like this for three days. Amber spoke to him only when necessary. Wilma never missed a chance to deliver a jab. If this was how his last three weeks were going to go, he honestly didn’t think he could take it.

How was he supposed to run a clinic with a nurse who wouldn’t speak to him? Maybe he should have handled the whole thing differently.

He had cooled off considerably by the time Nick Bradley dropped him at the office after leaving the Knepp farm. After all, Amber had been found safe and sound. Mrs. Knepp and her daughter seemed fine. He had checked on them before he left the farm. He’d almost called Amber then to apologize but his pride had held him back. He wasn’t wrong. She was.

How often had she insisted Sophie Knepp wasn’t a high-risk patient? Unable to change his mind on the subject, she’d gone behind his back and delivered the woman at home anyway. What he didn’t understand was why Amber wouldn’t admit she’d turned her phone off on purpose. She’d been found out. She had nothing to gain by pretending anymore.

Unless she was telling the truth.

That nagging voice at the back of his brain was getting louder by the hour. He hadn’t known Amber very long but she didn’t seem like an underhanded person. She was warm and witty and devoted to the people of her community.

Okay, there had been that time at church when she’d seated him with Gina Curtis. That had been a little sneaky but it was nothing compared to this. Was his ability to read a person that messed up?

If she had told the truth, what could he do at this point? He’d already called her a liar. In front of her cousin, no less. Would she even accept his apology?

He glanced at his watch. It was almost four and it was time to end this standoff. They had to work together. He would eat crow. One wouldn’t hurt him. There were plenty more out in the cornfields.

He pressed the intercom button. “Wilma, ask Amber to step in here, please.”

“Can’t.”

Letting go of the button, he muttered a few unkind words under his breath, then asked. “Why not?”

“She’s with Sophie Knepp and her new baby.”

“Sophie wasn’t scheduled to come in until Monday. Is something wrong?”

“Oh, yes.”

He rose and headed for the door. Before he reached it, it flew open. Amber stood in the doorway with a look of panic on her face. “You need to come quick.”

“What’s the matter?”

“It’s Sophie Knepp. She’s hallucinating and muttering that God is taking another child away. She won’t let me see that baby.”

“Is her husband with her?”

“Yes.”

They crossed the hall and Phillip saw Amber wasn’t exaggerating. Sophie sat plucking invisible things from the baby’s blanket and throwing them away as fast as she could. She kept muttering the same phrase over and over.

Quietly, he asked Amber, “What’s she saying?”

“That leaves are falling and covering her baby. She has to keep them away or her baby will be buried.”

Phillip looked at her husband. “When did this start?”

“This morning. She picked up the baby and started crying. I couldn’t get her to stop.” He stood against the wall turning his straw hat around and around in his hands. He looked worried to death.

Phillip sat on a stool and moved in front of her. “Sophie, I’m Dr. White. Do you remember me?”

She didn’t answer, didn’t make eye contact. He moved closer slowly and touched her hand. “Sophie, I need to see your pretty little girl.”

She stopped picking and started crying. Carefully, he withdrew the swaddled child. Laying the baby on the exam table, he opened the blankets. The child looked asleep. To his relief she was clearly breathing. She was also very jaundiced.

He looked at Mr. Knepp. “How long has her skin been so yellow?”

“Since two days after she was born.”

Amber broke in. “I told you to contact me if the baby’s jaundice got worse.”

“When we saw the whites of her eyes were yellow, too, we knew God was taking her from us as He did our first children.”

Puzzled, Phillip asked, “You’ve had other children with jaundice?”

“Twin girls who both died before they were two years old. Then we had strong sons and more healthy daughters. Why has God put this burden on us again?”

Sophie sat rocking herself and staring into space.

Phillip said, “Elijah, your wife is very sick. This is a rare thing called postpartum psychosis. She needs to be hospitalized, but she will get better.”

The man nodded without looking convinced. Phillip turned to Amber. “Call an ambulance, then call the hospital and tell them we need a mental health assessment for Sophie. After that, call the Peds unit and tell them we need triple phototherapy lights for this little one. I also want a total bilirubin level STAT along with standard admission lab.”

“Yes, Doctor.”

He asked, “Mr. Knepp, do you understand what jaundice is?”

When the man shook his head, Phillip explained. “This is a common thing in newborns. Jaundice refers to the yellow color of the skin and whites of the eyes caused by excess bilirubin in the blood. Bilirubin is a chemical produced by the normal breakdown of red blood cells. We all have a little in our blood. Normally, bilirubin passes through the liver and is excreted as bile by our intestines. This yellow color occurs when bilirubin builds up faster than the baby’s liver can break it down and pass it from the body. We treat it by putting the child under a special light. If the level is very high, we may have to do an exchange transfusion. To do that, we take out some of the blood with the high concentration and put in blood with normal levels.”

“Will she die from this as our other children did?”

“I’ll do everything I can to make sure that doesn’t happen.”

Within thirty minutes, both Knepp patients were on their way to the hospital. Phillip was getting into his car to follow the ambulance when Amber came running up to him. She grasped his arm in a tight grip. “I have to know, Phillip. Did I miss something? The jaundice was barely visible the day after birth. I told them to bring her in if it got worse.”

The look in her eyes tugged at his heart. He didn’t want to answer her. He wanted to pull her into his arms, kiss her and tell her everything would be all right, but that might be a lie.

Home deliveries weren’t safe. Maybe she hadn’t missed anything at the birth, but a woman and her baby need round-the-clock observation for two days after a delivery. Most state laws require a mother and her newborn to stay in the hospital at least that long.

He had tried to make that point. Amber had made it for him.

 

When Phillip didn’t answer, Amber’s heart sank. “I saw them the day after delivery and nothing looked out of the ordinary. Lots of newborns have mild jaundice.”

She bit her lip as she waited for him to say something, anything.

“Amber, there are too many unknowns for me to start guessing now. We need some solid information. Let’s run some lab tests and find out why the baby is so jaundiced at four days old.”

“Sophie’s blood type is O positive so it can’t be an RH incompatibility. Sepsis? The baby didn’t act sick or look dehydrated. Maybe it’s an ABO problem. And what about Sophie?” Amber knew she was babbling. She couldn’t help herself.

He gripped her hand. “Calm down. You’ll drive yourself nuts doing this. Postpartum psychosis can occur anywhere from one to three months after delivery. I’ve not heard of a case starting four days after birth, but I haven’t researched it. Were the signs there when you saw her? We may never know. The best thing that could happen is happening now. They’re getting the treatment they need.”

She withdrew her hand. “You’re right.”

“Do you want to come with me to the hospital?”


Shaking her head, she stepped back. “I’d only be in the way.”

“All right, I have to get going. I’ll fill you in when I get back.”

After he drove away, Amber went back inside the clinic. Wilma, getting ready to close up, slipped her purse strap over her shoulder. “Is everybody okay?”

“Sophie was sedated enough to go calmly. Elijah looked like a zombie. I don’t think he knows what’s hit him. The baby was sleeping quietly in the car seat the EMS brought.”

“Dr. White will find out what’s wrong. Don’t worry.”

“You think he’s a good doctor, don’t you?”

“As good as Harold. Maybe better.”

Turning around, Amber began pacing across the lobby as she racked her mind for every little detail. “For a baby to get that jaundiced so fast, it must have been worse than I thought when I saw her last. Why didn’t I pick up on that?”

“Amber, you’re a great midwife. You love your patients. You’d never hurt them.”

Pressing her hand to her forehead, Amber closed her eyes. “I remember checking her nose. I always push lightly on the tip of their noses to see what color their skin was underneath. I do that on all newborn checks.”

“See? What did I tell you?”

“I was so mad that day. Did my anger at Phillip cloud my judgment? Did I want to be right so badly that I fooled myself into thinking everything was fine? That baby could have permanent brain damage if her jaundice causes kernicterus.”

“What does that mean?”

“If the levels of bilirubin in her blood rise high enough to cross the blood-brain barrier, the bilirubin can enter her brain cells and damage them.”

Wilma took Amber by the shoulders. “Some things are out of our control. We are human. Only God is perfect. Beating yourself up is not helping. Go home and get some rest.”

Dropping her arms to her side, Amber nodded. “I will. First, I need to call Harold.”

“That reminds me. The charts Dr. White wanted were delivered a little while ago.” Returning to her desk, Wilma picked up a large package and brought it to Amber.

Taking it, Amber said, “I’ll see that he gets them.”

After Wilma left, Amber retreated to her office and put a call through to the rehab hospital in Hawaii. When Harold came to the phone, she started crying. It seemed like she was always crying. How many tears did she have left?

“Amber? What on earth is wrong? Get a hold of yourself. Has something happened to my grandson?”

The fright in his voice forced her to gain a modicum of control. “Phillip…I mean, Dr. White, is fine. It’s nothing like that.”

“Thank heaven. Then what is it?”

After blotting her face and blowing her nose, she was able to relate the event of the afternoon with only a few hiccups.

He said, “Another yellow baby for Sophie. I’m so, so, sorry to hear that. The twins she lost were such beautiful little girls.”

“What was the cause of death?”

“I’m not sure. It had to be some kind of liver disorder, but all the liver function studies were normal. It was very puzzling. Both Sophie and Elijah said they had family members who had lost children from the same thing. They knew the girls were going to die. I tried everything. Phototherapy and blood transfusions worked for a while, but once we stopped them the jaundice came back. There was nothing left to do but let them take the girls home to die. We accepted it as God’s will.”


“That must have been awful for Sophie. Seeing this baby getting jaundice may be what triggered her psychosis.”

“I imagine you’re right.”

“I’ll let Phillip know what you’ve told me. I’ll pray this isn’t the same thing.”

“I’ll do the same. All those tears over Sophie’s illness, that’s not like you, Amber. What’s going on?”

“We need you back,” she moaned, then pressed her fingers to her lips. She had no intention of telling him that his grandson was breaking her heart.

“I’m getting better by leaps and bounds.”

“Are you? Honestly?”

“Okay, now you’ve got me worried.”

“Don’t be. Things are…okay here. I’m tired. I miss you.”

“Are you sure there isn’t something else you want to tell me? Are you and Phillip still not getting along? Wilma told me he accused you of doing deliveries without his consent. I’m gonna have to have a talk with that boy.”

“No,” she said promptly. “Just…just get well soon. Everyone misses you.”

“Okay.” He didn’t sound convinced but he hung up.

Amber settled the handset back in the cradle and lowered her head on her folded arms. She did miss Harold. Things were okay at the clinic. It was only her heart that was broken.

She’d seen the look in Phillip’s eyes. The look that said she had messed up big-time. Exactly the way he had expected.

Sitting up, she dried her face on her sleeve. After leaving her office, she locked up the building and got in her car. She didn’t drive home.








Chapter Twenty-One



When Phillip pulled into his grandfather’s driveway it was well after eleven o’clock at night. He’d had a long day and an even longer evening.

Getting out of the car, he headed for the front steps. Someone rose from the wrought iron bench that circled the maple in the front yard and came toward him. He saw it was Amber when she stepped into the light coming from the front porch.

She had her hands clenched tightly in front of her. “How are they?”

“Both of them are doing better.”

He heard her sigh of relief. “I’m so glad.”

They stood staring at each other like strangers in the near darkness. How had their relationship gotten so out of whack?

“Amber, you should go home.”

“I needed to know how they are.”

He walked toward the bench and sat down. She joined him but left some distance between them.

Running his hand through his hair, he said, “Sophie has been admitted to the psychiatric unit. Little Grace had a bilirubin level of twenty-six milligrams per deciliter. We did an exchange transfusion and got it down to sixteen.”

“That’s still a long way above a normal of four.”

“She’ll stay under triple lights for now. We’re doing a workup to see if this is an infection. It doesn’t look like it.”

“Will she have brain damage from such a high level?”

“You mean will she want to be a doctor when she grows up?” He didn’t get the smile he was hoping for.

“Phillip, please. Tell me.”

“She’s lethargic but she isn’t showing the more serious symptoms of kernicterus. They’ll check her bili level again at midnight. I came home to get a change of clothes. I’ll be spending the night at the hospital.”

She nodded slightly. “I talked to Harold about Sophie’s other children who died. He thinks it was some kind of liver disorder.”

“All Grace’s liver studies are normal. You know that in some cases the reason for a high bilirubin is never found and the child recovers. Grace was a little dehydrated. I think she’ll be fine in a few days. Stop worrying.”

“I can’t help feeling guilty.”

He hated to add to her burden, but he didn’t believe in sugarcoating the truth. “To have a bili level this high this soon after birth, she had to have had some symptoms when you saw her.”

Clasping her arms across her middle, Amber stood. “I’m so sorry. I thought it was ordinary newborn jaundice. I should have gone back to see her again.”

“Amber, mistakes happen.” He rose and reached for her. She stepped away. She wouldn’t look at him.

“You’ll stop all my home births, won’t you?” She sniffed and wiped her face with the heels of her hands.

“I have to. You know that.” He hated giving her this news on top of everything else.


She gave a short, quick nod. “I knew you would.”

Picking up a mailing envelope, she held it out to him. “These are the old charts you wanted.”

He took them, wondering what he could say to make this whole thing better. No words came to him.

She said, “Thanks for giving me an update on Sophie and Grace. I’ll see you on Monday.”

Before he could stop her, she vanished into the darkness.

 

Phillip kept close tabs on Grace overnight. Her bilirubin levels dropped as expected. With no sign of infection or other underlying problems, he thought he’d be able to send her home in a few days.

By early in the morning, he was able to gradually drop the number of blue lights to one. Her level stayed low and steady. He went home.

He wanted to call Amber then, but he wasn’t sure what to say. In spite of being exhausted, he slept poorly. The phone rang shortly after six-thirty the next morning. The news was good. Grace’s levels were much lower.

He’d had the nursing staff take the lights off for six hours and recheck her. She might have some rebound but he didn’t expect much.

Waiting was the hardest, so he called to get an update on Sophie. The report he got for her was good. Sophie continued to improve with medication, but she remained under the care of her psychiatrist. It might be several more days before she could be reunited with her baby.

Getting dressed, Phillip got ready to go into work, eager to see Amber and find out how she was doing. The answer, as it turned out, was not well.

She came in to work but remained aloof and withdrawn. He missed her smile more than he missed the sea. When he tried to talk with her, she found something to do elsewhere.


A little after one o’clock, Wilma came toward him with a sheet of paper in her hand. “The hospital called over these lab reports for you.”

“Thank you.”

Just then Amber came out of the exam room. She muttered, “Excuse me.” Then she slipped between them and went into her office and shut the door without another word.

He stared after her. “Wilma, what are we going to do with her? I hate to see her like this.”

Patting his arm, Wilma said, “She’ll come around. She feels responsible. She’s going to have to learn to live with that. Medicine is not for the faint of heart.”

“Amen to that.”

“How are you doing?”

“Me? I’m fine.”

“Are you?” Wilma nodded toward Amber’s door. “I ask because you’ve got the same hangdog look on your face that she’s wearing.”

As Wilma walked away, he glanced at the lab report in his hands. Grace’s bilirubin level had shot back up. Her jaundice had returned.

This was not right. Puzzled, he went to his phone and called the pediatric unit with orders to restart the lights and retest her in six hours.

Sitting at his desk, he noticed the old chart files he’d been too busy to review. He opened them and began to study them.

The first chart he picked was the child named Knepp. As it turned out, it wasn’t one of Sophie’s children. The parents were Otto and Norma Knepp. Their child had died at eighteen months from persistent jaundice. As he read the lab reports and notes by his grandfather, he became more and more intrigued. It was as if he were reading Grace’s chart. The similarities were too close to ignore.


There was a soft knock at his door. Amber looked in, staring at a point over his head. Each time she couldn’t bring herself to look him in the face, another piece got shaved off his heart. He had no idea how to mend it.

She said, “I’m getting ready to leave. Do you need anything before I go?”

A kiss, a hug, a smile. I want you back, Amber. How do I do that? Help me, God. Help me find a way through this wall she’s put up between us.

He glanced at the chart in his hands. Medicine was her life. Somehow, the answer was in their work.

“Amber, do you remember a child of Otto and Norma Knepp who died about eight years ago?”

He saw the hesitation in her face, but her curiosity won out. “I do. The funeral was held the day after I arrived here. Why?”

“I started reading this old chart and found that this Knepp child died of severe jaundice at eighteen months of age.”

Amber stepped inside the room. He wanted to shout for joy. Instead, he kept his gaze down. She asked, “Was it liver failure?”

Leafing though the chart, he said, “Not according to these lab reports. Do you know if Otto and Elijah are related?”

“I believe they’re first cousins. Actually, I think Norma and Sophie are second cousins.” She came to peer over his shoulder at the papers he held.

His heart raced at her nearness. It was a struggle to keep his voice level. “Sophie’s twins, this child and now Grace, all related. This suggests we are dealing with some kind of inherited disorder.”

“Like what?”

“I’m not sure. Maybe something like Dubin-Johnson or Rotor’s syndromes, maybe—” He spun around to the computer and began typing.


Pulling a chair up, she sat beside him. “Maybe what?”

His frustration at the slow speed of the dial-up connection was offset by Amber’s nearness. He wouldn’t care if it took an hour to get online as long as she stayed beside him.

Nudging him with her elbow, she repeated, “Maybe what?”

“Maybe it’s Crigler-Najjar Syndrome.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “Why does that sound familiar?”

“It’s a very rare recessive genetic defect. The actual incidence is less than one case per one million live births.”

“One in a million?” she repeated. “And you think we’ve had four suspected cases in our town? That’s kind of a stretch.”

“No, it’s not. There are only about two hundred cases of Crigler-Najjar Syndrome in the world. There are nearly forty cases in the United States. Care to guess where the majority of those are found?”

He saw the lightbulb come on. She leaned toward him eagerly. “A recessive gene disorder would occur more frequently in a population with limited common ancestors.”

“Bingo. Old Order Amish and Mennonite communities.” The computer finally connected. She bumped him with her elbow to gain access to his keyboard.

Happily, he allowed it, grinning like a schoolkid. This was the woman he’d come to love, determined, smart and eager to help. She typed quickly and pulled up the Web site for the Pennsylvania Clinic for Special-Needs Children.

Tapping the screen with her finger, she said, “This is where they’re doing wonders with genetic research among the Amish. They are working on treatments and, someday, maybe even cures.”

“How do you know this?” He stared at her in amazement.

“I read everything I can about my mother’s people. This is the contact information for the clinic.” She pointed to a number scrolling at the bottom of the screen.

Leaning close to look, he inhaled the clean, citrus scent of her hair and the fragrance that was uniquely her own. It sent his head swimming. He reached for the mouse at the same time she did. His hand covered hers.

Her gaze flew to his face, those beautiful mermaid eyes widened with wonder. He’d never wanted to kiss anyone so badly in his whole life.

 

Never had Amber wanted a man to kiss her as much as she wanted to be kissed by Phillip. He knew it. She saw it in his gaze.

He was so close. If she moved a fraction of an inch toward him it would be the impetus he needed. The temptation was so great it formed a physical ache in her chest.

“Amber.” He breathed her name into the air with such longing.

Turning her face away, she concentrated on keeping her wild emotions in check.

He squeezed her hand. “Tell me you feel the way I do about you. Tell me I’m not imagining this…thing we have.”

“Phillip, there’s no future for us.”

Taking her chin in his hand, he tipped her face toward him. “Are you sure about that?”

“Maybe,” she whispered, wishing for some way to keep this wonderful man in her life.

His tender smile was her undoing. Closing her eyes, she raised her lips to his. His kiss, featherlight at first, slowly deepened as his hands cupped her face. This was how it was meant to be between two people in love.

Pulling away at last, he drew a ragged breath. “You rock my world, Amber. We can work this out, darling. I know we can.”


“How? Do you give up your dreams or do I give up mine? How long before one of us starts to feel cheated? To wonder if it was worth it? I won’t do that to you. I won’t do it to myself.”

How she wanted to snatch her words out of the air and take them back. She couldn’t because they were the truth.

“I understand.” His voice grew rough as he withdrew his hand in a soft caress. “I don’t like it, but I understand.”

Clenching her jaw, she refused to acknowledge the stinging behind her eyes. She forced her attention back to the computer screen. “This may not be what Grace has.”

When he didn’t say anything, she chanced a glance in his direction. He stared at her with a lost, sad look in his eyes.

After a moment, he blinked hard, then focused on the computer and took control of the mouse. “I’ll have to do some further research on this disorder, but I think we’re on to something.”

He clicked through to information and symptoms of the disorder. “It says high levels of unconjugated bilirubin in the presence of normal liver function is characteristic of CNS. That’s exactly what I’ve found with Grace. The cause of CNS is a missing liver enzyme. That explains a lot.”

Amber forced herself to concentrate on the computer screen and not on her breaking heart. A child needed their help. “Grace’s liver functions normally, but without that specific enzyme, the production of bilirubin in the blood can’t be controlled by her body.”

“Right. Nothing we’ve tested for so far could detect that.”

One more click brought up the picture of a child resting in a crib under intense blue lights. A mirror on one side of the crib reflected the light around the sleeping infant.

Phillip said, “The current treatment is twelve hours of phototherapy a day for their entire lives. With the type 1, which sounds like Grace’s illness, patients will die before they are two years old without these special blue lights.”

Amber couldn’t imagine trying to sleep one night under such intense lamps, let alone a whole lifetime.

He leaned closer to the screen. “These people are doing some fascinating work. In rural Pennsylvania, of all places. How strange is that? They’ve identified more than thirty-five different diseases that Amish children can be born with. Wow. What I wouldn’t give to tour their facility.”

“Is there anything else that can be done for Grace?”

“Sorry, I got off on a tangent for a second. It says a liver transplant provides the only known cure.”

Sitting back, he shook his head. “A transplant exchanges one set of problems for another. Costly antirejection drugs, infections, a whole host of other potential complications.”

“But it can save her life?”

He looked at her. “Yes. Would the Amish consent to a liver transplant for one of their children?”

“Harold told me they won’t accept heart transplants. I do know someone who had a kidney transplant. Yes, I believe most of them would allow it. They’re not opposed to modern medicine.”

Rubbing his chin with one hand, he studied the screen. “She would need home phototherapy lights like the ones in the picture in order to survive until she’s old enough for a transplant.”

Amber sat back with a sigh. “I see one big hurdle with that.”

“What?”

“The Amish have no electricity in their homes.”

“That is a big problem. Would they make an exception for this?”

“I’m not sure. What is the likelihood of matching Grace for a liver?”


“We’re getting ahead of ourselves. First we need to confirm that this is what she has.” He picked up the phone and began dialing.

“Who are you calling?”

“The physicians at the Pennsylvania Clinic for Special Needs Children. I want to pick their brains.”

Rising to her feet, she stared down at him with pride and sadness. She deeply admired his intensity, his knowledge and his desire to help patients. He was a fine doctor. She would be sorry to see him leave—for that reason and many others.

As she headed for the door, he softly called her name. When she looked back, he said, “Thank you.”

She gave him a half smile and a short nod. He was a good man but he wasn’t the man for her.

The eagerness in his voice as he spoke with the genetic specialist and the questions he fired off proved to her he’d never be happy practicing small-town medicine. His vocation lay in another direction.

Her calling was here among the Amish. Only, how could she be happy in Hope Springs without Phillip?








Chapter Twenty-Two



At the sound of her phone ringing, Amber laid aside her duster to answer it. Even a telemarketer would be a welcome break from her Saturday morning housecleaning. How did things get so dirty in a week?

Snatching up the portable handset, she pressed it to her ear. “Hello?”

“Amber, I’m glad I caught you.” The cheerful voice belonged to Jennifer Hart, the director of the county animal shelter.

A sinking sensation hit the pit of Amber’s stomach. Crossing to her kitchen table, she parked herself on one of the chairs. “What’s up?”

“We have room at the shelter now for the cat you are fostering.”

Oh, no. Amber knew this day was coming, but she still wasn’t prepared. “Jennifer, I don’t mind keeping Fluffy a little longer. I’ve been thinking about adopting him myself.”

“We’ve had an inquiry about him from our Web site. A family in Toledo believes he’s the cat they lost when they were on vacation. They’re driving down to see him tomorrow. I’m sorry, Amber. Is there any way you can bring him in today?”


Fluffy had a family searching for him. Adopting him was out of the question now. Amber fought back sudden, unexpected tears. What was wrong with her? She should be thrilled for her pet and the unknown family. “Sure. I can bring him in.”

Ten minutes later, Amber could barely see the front door for her tears. She didn’t want company but the persistent knocking would not stop. Setting her now-damp cat down off her lap, she wiped her swollen eyes with a paper towel and jerked open the door. “Yes?”

It was Phillip. Why did it have to be him?

“Amber, you’re crying. What’s wrong, honey?”

Sympathy was the last thing she needed. She started boohooing again.

Without another word, he stepped inside and took her in his arms. One hand cupped the back of her head and tucked her face against him. The other arm held her tight as she cried out her heartbreak. Softly, he swayed and rocked her as if she were a child. Over and over, he murmured that it would be okay.

No, it wouldn’t.

Her sobbing slowed to an occasional hiccup, but she didn’t move. She simply rested in the gentleness of his embrace, soaking in his masculine smell and warmth. He would be gone soon. When he was, she would remember this moment of kindness for a long, long time.

He leaned back to look down at her. “What happened?”

“It’s just the last straw.” She fought back a new flood of tears.

Slipping a finger under her chin, he raised her face to his. “What was the last straw?”

“The Humane Society wants Fluffy back. I have to take him there this afternoon.” Her lip started quivering.

“I’m so sorry. Can’t you adopt him?”


“He has a family already.”

“You’re his family.”

“No, the family that lost him wants him back. I knew I wouldn’t keep him but I didn’t know how attached I was going to get, either.”

That, in a nutshell, was what was wrong with her whole life. The things she loved were gone or going away. Her practice, unless Harold came back, her cat, this wonderful man—it wasn’t fair.

Moving out of his arms was the last thing she wanted to do. She forced herself to do it anyway. “What are you doing here, Phillip?”

“I need your help.”

Rubbing her cheeks with her palms, she cleared her throat and tried to look like a calm, reasonable woman instead of a wreck. “Sure. What do you need me to do?”

“I’m meeting with Elijah Knepp and some of his Church elders at five o’clock tonight. I’m sorry for the short notice. We were right about Grace having Crigler-Nijjar syndrome. I got confirmation this morning.”

“Oh, no. I hoped we were wrong.” Her heart ached for Grace and her parents. Returning Fluffy paled in comparison to such heartrending news.

“Elijah was at the hospital this morning. Sophie has been released. Both of them came to see the baby. When I explained what Grace would need to go home, they said no. Can you believe that?”

Putting her own troubles aside, she gestured toward the living room. “Have a seat. Let me wash my face and we can talk about this.”

“I’m sorry to bring this to you but I didn’t know who else could help.”

After Amber made herself presentable, she joined Phillip in the living room. Agitated, he paced back and forth in front of her bay window. Taking a seat in one of her chairs, she asked, “Can I get you something to drink? A soda? I have iced tea made.”

He stopped pacing and turned around. “No, I’m fine. Tell me why these people won’t allow electricity in their home to save their child’s life.”

How could she explain it to him? “Phillip, the Amish believe they are commanded to be separate from the world. Literally. Having power lines come to their home makes them connected to the world at large.”

“Grace will die without those lights.”

“We all die. The Amish understand that and accept it in a way that is foreign to many people. They know that Grace will be in a better place, a place without pain or want. They love their child as any parent loves their child, but they believe they will be with her in heaven. She will not be lost to them.”

He turned to stare out the window. “You were supposed to help. How can I argue against that when it is what I believe as a Christian?”

She rose and moved to his side. “I’m not suggesting we give up. I’m simply saying we have to work within their system.”

Rubbing the back of his neck, he asked, “How do we do that?”

“Do you know why my phone didn’t work the night Sophie gave birth?”

“Why?”

“Because Elijah slipped the battery out when I wasn’t looking and put it back in before I left.”

Looking stunned, he pressed the fingers of one hand against his temple. “Okay, two questions. Why? And how did he know how to do that?”

“The why was because Sophie didn’t want to deliver at the hospital. He knew how because his son uses a cell phone. The cell phone operates on a battery and is not connected to landlines so some Amish are accepting them.”

“That seems contradictory.”

“Welcome to the Amish world. What we need is a way to provide the power for Sophie’s light without electric lines to the house.” Amber started pacing.

“A generator?” he suggested.

“That may not work. The Knepps belong to an ultraconservative church district that doesn’t allow the use of gas.”

“How do the Amish feel about solar power?”

Returning to her chair, Amber sat forward and laced her fingers together around her knees. “Solar might be okay. It’s light from God to power the world. Maybe that’s the right angle. If their Church elders don’t agree to the lights, then Sophie and Elijah will have to abide by that decision or be shunned.”

“It doesn’t seem right.” He shook his head in frustration.

“For the Amish, it is not about the individual. It is about the good of the whole.”

“Then the good of the whole is the angle I need.”

“I’d say so.”

He sat in the armchair opposite her. “Let’s think this through.”

Folding her jean-clad legs under her, she stared at the floor. “My mind is a blank.”

“I’m sorry. I know you’re upset about your cat. I shouldn’t have come running to you.”

She waved aside his concern. “I don’t have to leave for a while yet. I’m glad you came.”

He rose and started pacing again, his brow furrowed in concentration. She didn’t envy him his task. His words today might mean the difference between life and death for little Grace.

Turning to her, he said, “I think I’ve got an idea. Listen to this.”

 

Phillip arrived at the home of Elijah Knepp at five minutes before five o’clock. On the porch, he saw eight straw hats hanging from pegs along the side of the house. He took a second to wonder how each man found his own hat when he left. They looked identical to him.

The elders were already waiting for him inside. Seated in a semicircle, the men all wore dark suits or pale blue shirts under dark vests. Most wore wire-rimmed glasses. All had gray beards that reached to the middle of their chests.

After the introductions were made, Phillip took a seat. “Thank you for meeting with me today.”

The man on the end said, “It is a serious thing you are asking Elijah to do. It is forbidden.”

“I understand that. I do not ask lightly. Without these special lights, his daughter will die. As did his first daughters and in the same way.”

“It was Gottes Wille,” said one on the other end.

“He had need for my daughters to be with Him in Heaven,” Elijah replied, his voice heavy with sorrow.

His suffering was painful to watch. Phillip had no doubt he loved his child. “Grace has a terrible disease, but one that can be treated by the very first gift God gave the world. Genesis 1:3-4, ‘And God said, Let there be light: and there was light. And God saw the light, that it was good: and God divided the light from the darkness.’”

A stern-faced man in the middle said, “We know the Bible.”

“Forgive me. What I want to show you is that God has given us the knowledge to understand how His gift, His light can save Grace.”

Pulling a prism from his pocket, Phillip moved to where the sunlight was streaming in the south window. Holding the glass to the light, he threw a rainbow on the opposite wall.

“Light is made up of all these colors. The blue you see is the color that will make Grace better. Blue fluorescent lamps generate specific wavelengths of light that help break down the chemical in her blood, the bilirubin. As the light shines on her skin it changes the bilirubin into water-soluble components that are excreted.”

He put the prism back in his pocket. Did they understand or was he talking over their heads? “If Grace could stay outside all day, without clothes on, all year ’round, and let God’s light touch her skin, her jaundice would be controlled. You men know what it is to be outside all day summer and winter.”

“It would not be possible for a child to live like this.” The elder on the end stroked his beard.

Phillip knew he was reaching them. “That’s right. That’s why we take the blue light and bring it inside and let the sick children sleep under it at night. By using a solar panel, we can change sunlight into electricity to run the lights.”

“But this will not cure her,” Elijah said mournfully.

Phillip returned and sat on the edge of his seat. “No, but work is being done in the Amish community in Lancaster County, Pennsylvania, to understand this disease and find a cure. It will be found, but not in time to help Grace. Right now, the only cure for her will be a liver transplant when she is old enough to have one.”

Elijah’s bishop, who had been sitting quietly among the other elders, spoke up at last. “You have given us much to consider. Thank you for coming.”

He was being dismissed. Deflated, Phillip tried one last thing. “Because this defective gene comes from both her father and mother, we know there will be more children with this disease in your community. We have already seen it in Elijah and Sophie’s families. When the children of those families grow up and marry, they will pass this gene along to their children and their grandchildren. More Amish children will be sick. It is within your power to save them by using the first gift God gave the world. How can you turn your backs on them?”

He held his breath as he waited for their reply.

 

Wilma was already at the clinic when Phillip arrived there early on Monday morning. To his surprise, Amber was there, too.

He knew he’d never tire of seeing her face. The thought that he’d be leaving in two weeks was as painful as a knife in his heart. How could he leave her? How could he not?

His new partners in Hawaii were eagerly awaiting his return. Their busy practice needed him there full-time. They had been generous in granting him a two-month leave, but he couldn’t ask them for more time.

Harold was progressing so well that he’d be able to return in a month or so. The clinic might have to close for a few weeks, but it would survive until Harold’s return. It might even prosper if Harold took on a partner of his own.

Phillip wondered if Amber would be as sorry to see him go as he was to leave.

“Well?” Wilma demanded. “What did they decide?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t heard.” He came into the room and parked himself on the corner of her desk. Amber moved to settle herself close beside him.

“When will you hear?” she asked.

“I’m not sure. Soon, I hope.”

Amber laid her hand on his arm. “What if they say no?”

“I won’t think like that.”


Smiling, she nodded. “God brought you here for this reason.”

He had such a short time left in Hope Springs. He was going to make the most of every minute with this wonderful woman. He had a lifetime worth of memories he needed to make.

“But what if they do say no?” Wilma asked.

“If they say no, I have a tough choice ahead of me. I’ll either have to release the child from the hospital to go home and die, or I can petition the court to have her removed from her parents’ custody. In that case, she would go to foster care, but at least she’d be getting the treatment she needs. I’m sure the Amish would take us to court over such a move. They might even win.”

Amber’s hand tightened in a gesture of sympathy. “What will you do?”

He gave her a soft smile. “I honestly don’t know.”

The clatter of hooves outside announced the arrival of a buggy. Phillip stood and waited with his heart pounding as Elijah Knepp walked in. The farmer pulled his hat from his head. “I must speak with you, Phillip White.”

“Please, come to my office.” Phillip led the way and when they were inside the room, he offered Elijah a chair. “Nee, I must get back to my fields. I wish to tell you the Church elders have come to a decision regarding Grace.”

“I see.” Phillip swallowed hard. “What was their decision?”

“Grace may have the lights.”

Phillip’s mouth dropped open in relief. Rounding the corner of his desk, he slapped the man on the back. “That’s great news.”

Elijah grinned. “Ja. It is goot. My Sophie is happy today.”


“I’m sure she must be. I don’t want you to worry. I’ll take care of getting the equipment ordered.”

“My Church will pay for what is needed.”

“Fine. As soon as it’s installed in your house, Grace can come home.” Phillip knew he was grinning like a fool, but he couldn’t stop.

At the door, Elijah said, “My thanks for your efforts to help my daughter and my wife. You have been a gift from Gott to my family.”

Pulling open the office door for him, Phillip said, “I’m glad I could help.”

Elijah looked down at his hat and then back to Phillip. “This cure they are looking for, you will help them find it?”

“I’m afraid I must leave that to more qualified doctors.” What he wouldn’t give to be part of that battle.

As the man walked away down the hall, Phillip stared after him. He did want to be a part of finding answers and cures, not waiting for others to do the work. He’d never be content to send grieving parents out his door without being able to give them hope.

Suddenly, he realized he’d been heading down the wrong career path.

Perhaps this had been God’s purpose in bringing him to Hope Springs. To show him where his true calling lay. Not in family medicine like this, but in genetic research.

Amber once said God used her sister’s tragedy to reveal her true calling. In his heart, Phillip knew he was being called, too. Not to follow in his father’s footsteps, but to forge a new path for himself.

I’m listening, Lord. I’m finally listening.

Excitement percolated through his body. He’d need a new degree. It would mean more years of study. He knew just where to make it happen. At his alma mater, the University of Hawaii at Manoa.


The door beside his office opened. Amber peeked out. “Well?”

Wilma came rushing down the hall. “Don’t keep me in suspense.”

Phillip stepped back into his office. The women crowded in. Holding his arms wide, he grinned. “They said yes.”

Happy screams almost raised the roof. Phillip found himself the center of a group hug and joyful jumping.

Wilma broke away first. “I’ve got to call my husband. We’ve been praying about this all weekend.” She dashed out of the room and headed for her desk.

Shyly, Amber smiled at Phillip and placed both her hands on his chest. “You done good.”

“With your help.” His heart turned over and he pulled her close. She had become as important to him as breathing. How could he live without her?

He loved her. He loved her with all his heart. Would she leave this place and come with him to Hawaii if he told her that? He braced himself to find out.

The outer door of the office opened. Expecting Wilma, he looked over Amber’s head and his mouth dropped open.

Harold, leaning on crutches, stood in the doorway scowling at them. “Don’t let me interrupt. On second thought, what’s going on here?”

With a squeal of delight, Amber tore away from Phillip to embrace his grandfather. “Harold, I’m so glad you’re back. Why didn’t you tell us you were coming?”

Wilma squeezed through the door behind them shaking with excitement. She, too, threw her arms around the man. “God has answered my prayers. It hasn’t been the same without you.”

He hugged both women close. “I’m happy to be back. I don’t think I’ll ever leave this town again.”


“Good,” Wilma stated firmly, patting his chest. “Now, maybe things can get back to normal around here.”

Phillip stood back, allowing them their long-awaited reunion. Finally, his grandfather looked up and met Phillip’s gaze over the women’s heads. Harold said, “That’s my plan. I’m here to make sure that things get back to normal as soon as possible.”








Chapter Twenty-Three



Amber walked slowly toward Phillip’s office the following morning. The door stood open.

Harold’s office, she corrected herself. It would take some time to get used to that again. She stopped in the doorway and watched the man she had come to love more than anyone in her life. Busy packing his few belongings, he didn’t see her.

The dreaded moment was here at last. She wouldn’t cry. She wouldn’t. “You’re leaving?”

He looked up. His eyes were filled with the same pain and longing that was tearing her heart to shreds. “Yes.”

“When?” She took a step inside the room.

“I’ve got a flight out of Cincinnati at two o’clock. I can make it if I hurry.”

“Today?” He heard the despair in her voice because he stopped packing and came to take her in his arms. Huddled against his chest, she said, “I don’t want you to go.”

If she told him that she loved him, would he stay? Did she have the right to ask him?

He whispered, “You could practice as a CNM in Hawaii. It’s a beautiful, special place.”

Those were the words she both longed and dreaded to hear. “There are no Amish in Hawaii.”


The strength ebbed out of his embrace. “Why are they so important to you?”

“I don’t really know—except I believe this is where God wants me to be.” She looked up. “Why don’t you stay? You know Harold could use the help.”

“Not according to him. He’s in a rush to get back in the saddle. I’m in the way. I’ve changed things.”

“He’s bluffing. He does need help, especially now. He can barely walk.”

“Even if I didn’t have commitments in Hawaii, I wouldn’t stay longer.”

“Of course. It was silly of me to ask.”

He held her at arm’s length. “Let’s not make this any harder than it already is. We knew from the start that I was only here for a short while.”

Her throat ached with unshed tears. “Somehow, I forgot that.”

Gently, he stroked her cheek. “So did I. I never meant to hurt you, Amber.”

“I know that.”

“You are the most amazing person I’ve ever met in my life. Knowing you has been an honor. I’ve learned so much from you about the Amish, about birthing babies and a great deal about myself. If you ever change your mind, you’ll be welcome in Hawaii.”

“I thought we weren’t going to make this harder than it already is?” Her voice caught on the last word and she pressed a hand to her lips as she struggled not to cry. “I’d love to see your island, but Harold is going to need me more than ever. I can’t run out on him now.”

“No, and I shouldn’t ask you to do that.” Defeat laced his words. She stepped away from him and wondered why life had to be so difficult.

Just then, her cell phone rang. As much as she wanted to ignore it, she couldn’t. One of her patients needed her. The longer she stayed with Phillip the harder it became to say goodbye.

Holding up the phone, she said, “I have to take this.”

She silenced the ringing and put the party on hold. Taking another step away, she said, “Have a wonderful flight. I know you’ll be a great doctor in Hawaii. Send me a postcard of the ocean.”

She turned and ran before the tears started falling again.

 

Phillip pressed his fingertips to his eyes to ease the burning pain behind them. Why had God allowed him to find the most perfect woman in the world only to put her out of reach?

A tap at the door made him look up. Harold stood in the doorway. “May I come in?”

“It’s your office.” Phillip turned away to finish putting his few personal belongings in his carry-on case. The last item to go in was Doctor Dog. Phillip drew his hand over the puppet’s silky ears before putting him away.

Harold cleared his throat nervously. “I’m hearing good things about what you did while you were here. I’m a little sorry now that I rushed back.”

Phillip glanced at his grandfather with concern. “Are you well enough to be back to work?”

Holding out his leg cast, Harold said, “I’ll need some physical therapy when this comes off, but they tell me I’ll be as fit as ever. The old noggin gets headaches. Hopefully, those will fade.” Stepping close, Harold said, “I know you didn’t have an easy time here, but I’m proud of the way you handled yourself. Your father would have been proud of you, too.”

“I hope someday I can become as good a doctor as he hoped to be.”

Harold drew back, a puzzled frown on his face. “Your father never wanted to be a doctor.”


Stunned, Phillip stared at his grandfather. “Wait a minute. What are you saying?”

“My boy wanted to be a musician from the time he could reach the piano keys. I know you idolized him, but he drifted from club to club playing his saxophone and guitar. He was always broke, never had a decent place to live. I prayed for him. I paid for his college but he blew that, too.”

“Why didn’t anyone tell me this?” It was like Phillip’s world had tipped off its axis.

“Was it your mother who told you Brendan wanted to be a doctor?”

“Yes.”

“What else did she tell you about him?”

“That he loved baseball.”

“I wouldn’t say he loved it, but he enjoyed Little League.”

“And did he surf?”

“As far as I know, he never tried it.”

Phillip sat down, his knees suddenly weak. His entire life he’d done things because he believed they were the things his father wanted to do. It had all been a lie. Why?

He thought back to those times. When his mother wanted him to play ball, he refused at first. Telling him his father had loved the sport had changed his mind. Shortly after that, she began dating his coach.

She’d never brought up the subject of surfing until they moved to California. She had hooked up with more than one beach bum during those years.

He looked up at Harold. “Why did my father join the Marines?”

“Your mother should tell you that.”

Phillip stood and picked up his bag. “This time she will.”

He started to leave, but Harold grabbed him in a fierce hug and clung to him as if for dear life. “I’m going to miss you, my boy. I love you, more than I thought possible. I loved your father, too. Remember that and don’t think badly of me.”

“I could never think badly of you.”

Sniffing once, Harold straightened. “It was great getting to know you. Thank you for everything you’ve done to keep this practice going. It’s all I have left in the world.”

Pulling a card from his pocket, Phillip handed it to him. “This is the number of a young doctor who’d like to go into practice with you. You should give him a call. The Amish deserve to have someone here after you’re gone. Hopefully, that won’t be for many years so you can train him up the way you want.”

Harold took the card. “God bless you, Phillip.”

“And you, too, sir.” With a nod of goodbye, he walked out to the lobby. Wilma rose from her desk and came around to shake his hand and wish him well.

Out in the parking lot, he tossed his bag on the front seat of his car, then glanced toward the building once more. Amber stood at the window in the first exam room. She raised her hand and pressed it to the glass.

He raised his hand briefly in return, then got into his car and drove away.

 

His flight was long and tedious, giving him plenty of time to rehash every decision he’d made in Hope Springs. Right or wrong, he still wasn’t sure. He put his pain and unhappiness in God’s hands. The Lord had a plan for his life that he couldn’t see yet. He had to believe that.

After seventeen hours in a cramped airline seat, he was more than happy to get off the plane. To his surprise, his mother was waiting near the gate.

“Mom! I wasn’t expecting you.” He gave her a quick hug.

“When my baby is gone for two months, do you think I wouldn’t want to see you the moment you got off the plane? Tell me about your stay in that frightful place.”

Petite, with an artfully styled riot of red curls that wasn’t her natural color, Melinda Watson tried never to look her age, yet tonight she looked much older than he remembered. There were carefully disguised dark circles under her eyes.

He wasn’t ready to talk about his time in Ohio. “Mom, what I want is a hot shower and to sleep for a week.”

“I thought you could use a lift back to your apartment.”

“I could have grabbed a cab. Where’s Michael?”

“I didn’t tell him you were coming today. I thought you and I could visit for a while.”

“All right. Let me get my bags.” He was tired, but he didn’t want to dampen her happiness. Besides, he had questions he needed to ask her.

“Marvelous.” She clapped her hands together. “Why don’t we have dinner at the Maui Fire? I hear it’s the hot new place.”

After catching his bags off the carousel, he followed his mother outside into the warm, tropical evening air. He could smell the sea. For the first time in his life it didn’t make him want to pick up his board. It reminded him of Amber…and her sea-green eyes glistening with tears.

How was he going to function if he couldn’t cross the airport parking lot without missing her so much his heart felt like a jumble of broken glass?

His mother continued to chat aimlessly on the drive. Watching the familiar sights of high-rise hotels and waving palm trees, he couldn’t help comparing the glitter and glitz to the simple rolling hills and plain white farmsteads of the Amish countryside.

“You’re very quiet,” she said, sneaking a peek at him.

“I’m tired.”

“A good dinner will perk you up in no time.”


He didn’t want food. He wanted answers. “Why did you tell me my father wanted to be a doctor?”

“Because he did!”

“Was that before or after he wanted to form his own rock band?”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she slowed the car and turned into the parking lot of one of the popular beaches, stopping the car where they faced the ocean. The waves came sweeping in, each topped with a whitecap of foam. His stomach was churning in much the same fashion.

After rolling down the windows, she turned the car off. Gripping the steering wheel, she stared straight ahead. “Phillip, I wasn’t a very good mother when you were young. I know that. I do.”

She turned to gaze at him. “But I’ve been a good mother since I met Michael, haven’t I? I love you. You know that, don’t you?”

“You’ve always done your best, Mom. I love you, too.”

“I know how excited you were to find your grandfather, but he isn’t a good man. Believe me, I know.”

Phillip drew a deep breath. Was he finally going to get to the bottom of this? “He is a good man, Mother. He’s kind and devoted to the Amish and his community.”

“Well, he wasn’t always that way. Your father and he never got along. Nothing Brendan did was good enough for Harold. Finding out that Brendan and I were planning to get married infuriated him. I wasn’t good enough for his only son.” Scorn dripped off her every word.

Phillip wasn’t sure he liked where this conversation was leading. “Some parents have trouble accepting their child’s new spouse at first. It normally changes over time.”

“Harold didn’t want his son tied down with a family at such a young age. He knew Brendan couldn’t handle it, that it would destroy his life. We were only nineteen and I was pregnant. We were as poor as dirt, living in Brendan’s van half the time. Oh, Brendan’s father had plenty of money. He could have helped us but he wanted his son to earn his own way.”

Phillip tried to imagine what his mother had gone through back then. “I’m sorry things were so difficult for you. I never knew.”

“And I never wanted you to know but there’s no point in hiding it any longer. Your grandfather came to me and offered me a lot of money.”

Phillip’s heart sank. “He paid you to leave my father?”

“He paid me to get rid of you.”

The blood rushed to Phillip’s brain and sent his head pounding. “I don’t believe it!”

Calmly, she replied, “It’s true. When Brendan found out, he flipped. He and your grandfather had a terrible fight. Brendan told his old man he’d find a way to support his wife and a child. Then he stormed out of the house and stopped at the first recruiting station he could find.”

“That’s why he joined the Marines?”

“Yes. We were married before he shipped out and he was killed three months later. It’s your grandfather’s fault that your father is dead.”

Leaning his head back against the seat rest, Phillip listened to the waves and struggled to digest all the information he’d been given. Had he wanted his grandfather to be a wonderful man so badly that he’d been blind to Harold’s faults? Perhaps that had been true, at first.

Phillip realized that he’d spent his life longing for something he could never have. He’d never have his father watch him at a ball game or sit in the audience at his graduation. Maybe he’d gone to medical school because he thought that was what his father would have wanted, but medicine was where Phillip belonged. It was his vocation.


Images of Amber slipped through his mind, quieting the turmoil inside him. Amber knew where she belonged in life. Now he finally did, too.

He couldn’t stay in Hawaii. He had to confront his grandfather, to find out if this was the truth or more of his mother’s manipulations.

Then he needed to tell Amber that he loved her. He’d been a fool to leave without telling her how he felt. If she returned his love, somehow he would to find a way to keep her in his life.

He looked at his mother. “Thanks for telling me this, Mom. I’d like to go to your house now. There are some important things I want you and Michael to hear together.”








Chapter Twenty-Four



Phillip got out of his rental car in front of Harold’s home late on a Saturday afternoon. It had been almost three weeks since he’d left Hope Springs. Because it was the weekend, Phillip was reasonably sure Harold would be in. He hadn’t called in advance. He wasn’t sure what he was going to say now that he was here. After knocking, he waited outside the door.

Thumping of crutches and grumbling on the other side alerted him before Harold yanked it open. The elderly man’s annoyed expression changed to happiness, then to guarded surprise. “Phillip. What are you doing here?”

What was he doing here? What did he hope to learn? The truth? Or more carefully crafted secrets? “I need to talk to you.”

The light died in Harold’s eyes. His face went ashen. “Your mother told you, didn’t she?”

“I want to hear your side of the story.”

The man seemed to grow older in front of Phillip’s eyes. “Then you’d better come in. I can’t be up long or this miserable leg begins to swell.”

Following his grandfather inside, Phillip sat on the sofa and waited until Harold settled himself in his recliner. He sighed loudly as he grimaced and leaned back. “Thought you might like to know that Martha Nissley got to come home.”

“That’s great. How is she doing?”

“She got all the feeling back in her legs. Looks like she’ll make a full recovery.”

“That’s great to hear.” Phillip nodded toward Harold’s walking cast. “How are you managing at the clinic?”

“I get around in a wheelchair for the most part. That young whippersnapper, Dr. Zook, is helping a lot.”

“I’m glad to hear he took the job.”

“He’s got his head on straight, but don’t tell him I said so.”

“I’ll leave that to you. I’m sure he’d like a little encouragement.” Any would be more than Harold had given Phillip.

Harold dismissed the idea with a wave of his hand. “I don’t need to give him pats on the back. Amber and Wilma do it for me.”

“How is Amber?” Phillip was almost afraid to hear the answer but he was dying for any information about her.

“She has changed. She’s not herself, although she tries to be. Some of the light has gone out of her.”

Phillip dropped his gaze to his feet. He was to blame. “She’s a wonderful, strong woman. I’m sure she’ll be fine.”

“You didn’t come here to talk about Amber, did you?”

Raising his head, Phillip stared at Harold. “I came to get some straight answers.”

“All right. Ask away.”

Phillip hesitated. His mother had lied to him and manipulated him so many times in the past. Why should he trust what she’d told him about Harold? Would it alienate his grandfather to be accused of such horrible motives? Was that her plan all along?

Well, he hadn’t come all this way for nothing. “Is it true you tried to bribe my mother to get an abortion and to leave my dad?”

Harold closed his eyes. “Stupidest mistake I ever made. I had no idea how much Brendan loved her. What a terrible fight we had when he found out.”

“At least they wanted me.” Phillip couldn’t keep the bitterness out of his voice.

Harold folded his hands across his abdomen. “Did your mother tell you she took the money?”

Phillip blinked hard. Why wasn’t he surprised? No wonder she hadn’t wanted him to contact Harold. “She left that part out.”

“I never dreamed Brendan would enlist. I always thought we’d be able to mend things between us. Then he was killed. You are so like him. Looking at you is like looking into my past.”

“Why didn’t you take care of us after he died?”

“When Brendan was killed, your mother blamed me. At his funeral, the only time we saw each other again, she told me she’d gone through with the abortion and she never wanted to see me again. You have to understand. I held her responsible for my son’s death instead of accepting my share of the blame. I didn’t know and didn’t care where she went after that.”

Phillip struggled to find the words for what he was feeling. “We lived a hard life. She drank heavily. She got into drugs. I can’t count the times we were evicted from one rattrap or another. I can’t count the number of men she brought home. If it hadn’t been for Michael, I don’t know what would have happened to us.”

“Believe me when I tell you I’m glad your mother has found some happiness. I came to realize Brendan’s death and the loss of his child was my punishment for putting my own desires ahead of his love. In spite of what you think, I was doing what I thought was best for my son. Had I known about you, I would have moved heaven and earth to find you.”

Seeing the sincerity in his grandfather’s eyes, Phillip felt he had the truth at last. “I believe that.”

“After your father died, I couldn’t stay in Boston. Everything reminded me of him and my horrible mistake. My wife had died when Brendan was five. There was nothing to keep me there. I sold all I had and came here. I hoped to find forgiveness and peace working among these simple and faithful people.”

Phillip wasn’t done with his questions. “When I suggested you retire and come live near me, why did you become so upset?”

Harold rubbed his jaw with one hand. “Because I was terrified my sins would come to light. I didn’t want to lose you the way I lost your father.”

“When you ran in front of my car, why were you trying to stop me?”

“I realized I couldn’t come back to Hope Springs and live among the Plain People with that terrible secret in my heart. I had to tell you the truth.” The corners of his mouth quirked upward. “I honestly had no intention of getting run down.”

“I thank God each day you weren’t killed.”

“I thank God He has given me the chance to right the terrible wrong I did you and your mother.”

Harold struggled to stand. Phillip moved to assist him. When he was on his feet and steady, he gripped Phillip’s arm and looked into his eyes. “Can you forgive me?”

Phillip had the truth now. More than he wanted to know. It was all so sad and so unnecessary. He had it within his power to lay a lifetime of unhappiness to rest, for both of them.

Phillip covered his grandfather’s hand with his own. “Yes, I can.”

The old man’s eyes closed and he swayed. Frightened, Phillip quickly helped him into his chair. “Are you all right, Grandfather?”

“I’m fine. I’m fine for the first time in a long while. Thank you.”

“Can I get you something?”

“Great-grandchildren.”

Phillip’s worry slipped away. Relief made him smile. “I was thinking along the lines of a glass of water.”

Harold sat up and took a deep breath. “That would be nice, too. You are going to marry Amber, aren’t you? She loves you. You’re a fool if you don’t know that.”

 

Amber was bone-tired by the time she returned home. The delivery had gone well. Both mother and child were happy and healthy. She should have been thrilled, but all through the long hours of labor she kept thinking about the time she and Phillip spent with Mary and her family. Remembering their time together was still painful but she didn’t cry as often anymore.

After parking in her driveway, Amber walked toward the house with lagging steps. Everything took more energy since Phillip had gone. Walking, eating, getting out of bed, it was all so hard to do. How much longer would this malaise affect her? It already felt like a lifetime had passed since he went away.

At the steps, she heard a meow from the end of the porch. For a second she thought it was Fluffy, then she remembered that her cat was gone, too. It had to be one of the neighborhood cats.

Fluffy was back with the family who loved him. At least that had ended well. When Amber reached the front door, she heard a second meow.

Turning to see whose cat had come for a visit, she froze in shock. Phillip sat in her wicker chair with a box at his feet. Afraid to blink in case he vanished, she kept staring, trying to make herself believe it was true.

Rising to his feet, he said, “Hello, Amber.”

He wasn’t a figment of her imagination. Her heart thudded painfully against the inside of her chest. It took every ounce of self-control she possessed to keep from flinging herself into his arms. “Phillip? What are you doing here?”

He smiled but she saw the uncertainty in his eyes. “I had to see you again.”

Looking away before he could read the longing on her face, she fumbled to get her keys out of her purse. Finally, she found them and attempted to open her lock. When they tumbled out of her shaky fingers she knew there was no use pretending she was okay.

She closed her eyes and leaned her head against the door. “I can’t do this again, Phillip.”

In a few steps he was beside her, not touching her, but surrounding her with his masculine warmth. “I’m sorry. I had to see you.”

Bending down, he picked up her keys. She stayed strong until he placed them in her palm and tenderly closed his fingers over hers. He whispered, “I’ve missed you, Amber.”

His soft words were her undoing. She melted into his arms as he gathered her close. “Oh, Phillip, I’ve missed you so much.”

“I love you. I never want to leave you again.”

“I can’t bear it, Phillip. I can’t stay here without you.”

Brushing her damp cheeks with his knuckle, he asked in surprise, “You would come to Hawaii?”

“Yes, if you want me. I can’t be more unhappy there than I’ve been here these past three weeks.”

“My poor darling. I don’t want you to be unhappy anywhere. I don’t want you to give up the things you love most.”

She buried her face against his chest. “I love you the most. So we are right back where we started from because I know you will never be happy practicing small-town medicine.”

He rocked her gently in his embrace. “We’re not exactly back where we started from. I know that I love you and I know that you love me.”

“True.”

Leaning back, he looked down at her. “I have something for you.”

“What?” Wiping her face with both hands, she took a step back, already missing the warmth of his body and the comfort of his arms around her.

Picking up the box by the chair, he held it out. “Open it. Doctor’s orders.”

As she started to take the top off, she heard a tiny meow. It was then she noticed the holes poked in the sides of the box. Phillip said, “I know you miss Fluffy.”

The moment the top came off, a white kitten raised its head over the lip. Amber gasped in delight. “Oh, he’s beautiful.”

Phillip looked quite pleased with himself. “I’m glad you like him. He’s all yours. No one is going to take him back.”

“He’s just what I’ve been needing. What a wonderful gift. Thank you.”

“I’m not done.” Phillip put the top on the box and took it from her. The kitten protested as he set it aside. Drawing a deep breath, he withdrew several packets from his jacket and offered them to her.

Puzzled, Amber took them. Tilting them toward the porch light she saw they were celery seed packets. Her lip quivered as she pressed a hand to her chest. “Oh, Phillip.”

He dropped to one knee in front of her. “Amber Bradley, will you marry me?”

Speechless, she stared at him as happiness strummed the cords of her heart. Joy unlike anything she’d ever known sent her blood humming. On the heels of that intense joy came a quick downer dose of common sense.

She bit her lower lip. What should she do? If she said yes, one of them would have to give up their dreams. Yet how could she bear to say no and lose his wonderful love? Finally, she said, “Maybe.”

He sat back on his heel. “Maybe? I thought your only choices were yes or no.”

“I want to marry you, but I’m afraid.”

“Of what?” He rose to his feet and took her in his arms once more.

“I’m afraid I’ll be miserable away from the Amish and I’ll make you miserable, too.” If they could only stay this way forever, encircled in each other’s arms, surrounded by love.

He took her face in his hands. “I don’t want you to come to Hawaii. I want you to stay here.”

In a flash, she realized he was giving up his dream for her. “You can’t resign from your practice in Hawaii.”

“I already have.”

“But you won’t like practicing medicine here. You know you won’t.”

“I’ll be happy wherever you are, but you’re right. I wouldn’t be content practicing general medicine. Anywhere.”

“Then I don’t understand.”

“I have been mistakenly trying to fulfill my father’s dreams, not my own. God brought me to this town to meet the most wonderful woman in the world.” He flicked the tip of her nose with his finger.

She chuckled. “I’m glad you think so.”

“And He brought me here to show me my true calling. I’m going to be a pediatrician in a new diagnostic center for children with special needs that will open in Hope Springs sometime in the next few years.”


He wasn’t kidding. She knew by the joy in his voice. “A new clinic here?”

His eyes danced with eagerness. “I’ve just come back from Pennsylvania and their genetic research facility for special needs children. It’s a wonderful place. They are doing cutting-edge genetic research among the Amish there. Besides research, they treat children with all types of inherited diseases and they don’t limit their service to just the Amish. They are eager to find out more about the Knepp baby and her parents, and they want to develop a second clinic in this area.”

“You and Dr. Dog will make wonderful pediatricians. But that means you’ll have to go back to school.”

“Believe me, I’ve been looking into it. There’s a combined human genetics and pediatric residency at Cincinnati Children’s. It’s only three hours away. We can see each other on my days off. It’s a five-year program, but I’ll be board certified in both genetics and pediatrics when I’m done. I’ve already applied. So, you can see why I’m going to need a wife with a good job.”

Pulling back, she asked, “You’re okay with me continuing as a nurse-midwife here?”

“Honey, I know you give your patients the very best of care. I know that because I’ve seen your passion and your skill. I may never be convinced that home deliveries are best, but I will support you one hundred percent.”

Circling his neck with her arms, she smiled softly. “Oh, I think in fifty or sixty years I can get you to come around.”

“What method of persuasion will you be using?” He tightened his hold and gave her a heart-stopping grin. The love in his eyes sent a tingle clear to her toes.

Leaning close, she whispered, “Kisses, lots of kisses.”

Phillip pulled back a little. “Does this mean you’ve changed your maybe to a yes?”


“Yes, yes, yes,” she whispered as she drew his face to hers. The heady feel of his arms and his lips sent her heart tripping with delight.

As their lips touched, Amber sent up a silent prayer of thanks. God had truly brought a wonderful man into her life.

After that, she gave Phillip her full and undivided attention.











Dear Reader,

I hope you enjoyed this visit to the fictional Amish community of Hope Springs, Ohio. I know I enjoy going back there and plotting new stories for the characters. This is my second book in the BRIDES OF AMISH COUNTRY series. If you read Kate’s Redemption, I’m sure you recognized some of the characters from that story. Romance and faith walk hand in hand in this little town. Who will fall in love next?

I had a lot of help with this book. Even though I spent many years as a nurse, I knew very little about certified nurse-midwives when I came up with the idea for this story. Happily, my nephew is married to a lovely lady who also happens to be a nurse-midwife, and I was able to pick her brain on numerous occasions. Many thanks, Terrah.

Now, I have to get back to writing An Amish Christmas, the third story in this series. Look for it in December 2010. Blessings,
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QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION






	Did you learn something new about the Amish in the story? What was it?

	Not everyone agrees with allowing home births. Do you feel a woman has the right to that choice? Why or why not?

	Do you know anyone who has had a home birth? Is that something you might choose to do? Why or why not?

	Faith plays a large role in Amish life. What part, if any, of the Amish culture would you like to incorporate into your own life?

	Phillip carried an enormous amount of guilt following his grandfather’s injury. How can we use faith to help us overcome the guilt we carry?

	What part of the story did you like the best? Why?

	Is there any part of the story you didn’t like? Why?

	Amber and Phillip disagreed on principles they both held dear. Have you ever found yourself in conflict with someone you cared about? How does our faith help us in such a situation?

	Were you surprised to learn that a modern genetic clinic exists in rural Pennsylvania and that the Amish support it?

	Doctor and nurse relationship stories have long been a staple of romance books. Why do you think it works so well?

	The majority of doctors do not support home deliveries because of the risk to mother and child and because of the risk of a lawsuit. Do you think our society holds medical workers to an impossible standard? Why or why not?

	Do you know someone with a rare genetic condition? How has it affected their life and the life of their family?

	Phillip and Amber came from very different religious backgrounds. What growth did you see in their faith? How did that affect the characters?

	Phillip made a huge career change at the end of this story. Do you know someone who realized at a late age that they wanted to drastically change their career? Did they? How did their decision affect the ones closest to them?

	Why do you think people are so fascinated with the Amish culture?
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