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A Baby left in a barn, a Father’s dying wish, can one woman heal a heart shattered in two?Sylvia
Miller is a little larger than most girls, she lives alone with her father and is happy with what she
has. One day her father says that she should marry and that he has arranged this with a
newcomer to their district.Mark is not looking for marriage, in fact he came to Faith’s Creek to
escape his memories but when the Bishop asks he cannot refuse a father’s dying wish.Mark and
Sylvia live together all alone. It seems as if both of them will be miserable, until Sylvia discovers
a baby left in the barn. The little girl is called Rose and Sylvia believes this is a gift from God and
that she must care for this child.Can this lost baby and one amazing woman heal a broken
heart? Can Mark learn to live despite his secret past?Find out in this sweet, clean, and
inspirational Amish romance by bestselling author Sarah Miller.Read now for just $0.99 or FREE
on Kindle Unlimited and learn to believe in love once more.

About the AuthorKimberla Lawson Roby is the New York Times bestselling author of the highly
acclaimed Curtis Black Series. She lives with her husband in Rockford, Illinois.Email:
kim@kimroby.comFacebook.com/kimberlalawsonrobyTwitter.com/
KimberlaLRobyInstagram.com/kimberlalawsonrobyPeriscope.com/kimberlalawsonroby
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Amish Baby RomanceBaby Rose – A Gift of LoveA Rose Through Many SeasonsSarah
Miller©Copyright 2016 Sarah MillerAll Rights ReservedLicense NotesThis eBook is licensed for
personal enjoyment only. It may not be resold or given away to others. If you wish to share this
book, please purchase an additional copy. If you are reading this book and it was not purchased,
then you should purchase your own copy. Your continued respect for author's rights is
appreciated.This story is a work of fiction any resemblance to people is purely coincidence. All
places, names, events, businesses, etc. are used in a fictional manner. All characters are from
the imagination of the author.Table of ContentsTable of ContentsChapter OneChapter
TwoChapter ThreeChapter FourChapter FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter
NineEpilogueChapter One38 For I am convinced that neither death nor life, neither angels nor
demons, neither the present nor the future, nor any powers, 39 neither height nor depth, nor
anything else in all creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God that is in Christ
Jesus our Lord.- Romans 8: 38-39Three days. Three days had passed, and Sylvia Stoltzfus
could barely account for them. First, the women from the community came. Gentle in their
speech, they understood Sylvia’s world was fractured. That her emotions were raw. The women
brought black dresses and kapps. The clothing was appropriate for mourning, and she
appreciated the kindness. The women brought food and spoke about God’s mercy and the
salvation of those who abide by Him. The men did the chores, and all Sylvia had to do was sit. It
was difficult to think, to hear, to understand, but still they came and they gave some comfort.At
the age of 30, Sylvia understood death was natural and occurred often. Many times in the past,
she had gathered with the community, cooking, washing and extending comfort. She had
helped care for those who had long illnesses and had offered similar respite to families. Only, it
was all different now. There was no warning. Her daed had simply died in the night.“Is it
possible he may have known his time was coming?” Sylvia asked Sarah Beiler, the Bishop’s
wife. Sarah was an unfathomable source of comfort and energy. She served the community like
no other. Her spiritual strength was evident, as was her ability to work tirelessly in helping
others. “We cannot know of such things.” Sarah placed her hand over Sylvia’s.Sylvia looked up
into kind brown eyes that were always so serene. It was as if Sarah understood the world more
deeply than others. There were wrinkles at the corners of those eyes. The signs of a life of love
and laughter, but Sylvia knew the Bishops wife had suffered enough of her own loss... and yet
she was always available to offer comfort. Sylvia took a breath... had her daed discussed things
with the Bishop? He must have had to make the arrangements. “It was only last week... he
arranged the marriage only last week,” Sylvia said, and then the tears came again.With her head
down and the comfort of Sarah’s hand on her shoulders, Sylvia tried to make sense of it all. Her
frown deepened as she tried to understand why her father insisted on marriage arrangements.
After so many years why had he done it now? It seemed to come out of the blue for
Sylvia. During the earlier years, Sylvia dreamed of marriage and familye as any other young



woman would. But, she was painfully aware that she was perfectly plain and plump. None of the
menner had ever shown any interest in courting her. Most had never looked at her twice. It didn’t
help that she was a little shy and was always looking after her Daed. He always told her she was
beautiful and that the Lord would bring the right man at the right time. Only she knew it wasn’t
true. With her plump and stocky figure, and plain looks, she felt she had nothing to offer. Her
dark brown hair was wavy and at times refused to be restrained under her Kapp. Most of the
time, her hair escaped and hid hazel eyes which, at times, looked more green than brown. At
other times, they seemed more brown than green. Her eyes changed color with the weather,
with the color of her dress. They even changed color with her mood, and they were the one
feature that she liked about herself, even though she knew it was a sin. “I wonder why he would
not warn me? If he knew his time was near, why didn’t he sit down and tell me to expect it
sooner, rather than later?” Sylvia let out a sigh. She still struggled with the sudden loss. Still, this
was not supposed to be a time for grieving. Hadn’t she comforted others in the past? It was a
time of rejoicing. Only Sylvia’s heart could not rejoice... not yet. Apart from the loss, there were
so many unanswered questions. Could she have done something? Sylvia struggled to
understand how she could have helped her father during a time when he needed her most. If
only she had known... maybe she could have helped? Why couldn’t she know and help
prepare? Not only prepare for her father’s comfort but to prepare herself for such a loss? She
felt guilty for not knowing her father had been so ill... how could she have missed that?“He could
not have known, Sylvia,” Sarah answered. “Do you need a scripture to assure you? I believe it is
written in the Bible: ‘But about that day or hour, no one knows, not even the angels in heaven,
nor the Son, but only the Father’ Matthew 24:36. Dear Sylvia, keep your faith and you will
welcome such thoughts.”Sylvia blushed, feeling admonished by the Bishop’s wife. “Nee,” Sarah
reached out to Sylvia. “It was not meant to chastise you. The scriptures provide answers to
those questions that are spinning in your mind right now. You’ve not had any quiet time, for the
preparations... you have had the community underfoot constantly, helping for the burial, later on
today. But, afterward, when it is finally peaceful, turn your thoughts to the scriptures and find your
strength in Gott. It is how we move on, Sylvia.”“I do not welcome peace,” Sylvia answered. “I’ve
never been here in my home without Daed. We’ve always worked together to manage the
place. I do not think I am as capable as others think I am. Right now, I don’t know how to begin a
normal day without fixing his kaffe and discussing the day before us. I cannot imagine how I will
go about it all alone.”“This will pass. Besides, you will not be alone,” Sarah picked up a plate of
cookies to add to the table of food. “You will be a married woman soon. Your father made
provisions for your future.”Those words hung heavy in the air. Was this what she wanted?
Marriage to a man she barely knew? It did not matter it was her daed’s last wish... and she would
honor it.Sylvia gazed out the window and saw the community members gathering. They were
waiting on Bishop Amos, and they were waiting for her. Over two hundred members of Faith’s
Creek and the neighboring communities had come to help with the funeral arrangements and to
pay their respects to the Stoltzfus familye and relatives. “Soon, Daed,” she thought “Soon, I will



be married as you always hoped I would be.” Amos Beiler entered the haus. His blue eyes
lingered on Sarah first, looking for signs of Sylvia’s frame of mind.Sarah smiled at her husband
and nodded. Sarah grabbed a black cape and placed it around Sylvia’s shoulders. She placed
the black kapp over her prayer covering and pronounced, “She is ready.”The three of them
joined the assembled congregation and began the slow drive to the cemetery. Over one hundred
black buggies made a solemn and striking procession, and the Englischers gathered to watch
them pass. It was a beautiful early summer afternoon. The fields were covered with forget-me-
nots, and the air carried the scent of honeysuckle vines. On any other day, Sylvia would have
relished the drive, she would have enjoyed the sunshine and the sweet scent of Gott’s bounty.
But not today... today she vowed to remember every moment of this journey for her and for her
Daed.Sylvia felt stronger after talking with Sarah Beiler. If anything, her father would want her to
cling to her faith and to rejoice in the fact that Gott takes care of his followers. She could not
disappoint the man who taught her everything that she knew about Gott, familye, and the
homestead.Though she knew not how she got from the buggy, soon she stood humbly at the
gravesite as Bishop Beiler read from the scriptures. Still amazed at the number of people who
had turned out for the last day of the funeral, Sylvia’s eyes rested on one who looked like he
didn’t belong. While the rest of the crowd found comfort in togetherness and closeness, he
stood apart, arms folded across his chest.Tall. Solemn. Detached.Sylvia looked down again
and wondered how her father arranged her marriage without consulting her. When she glanced
back up, the tall man was watching her. His stormy, dark eyes remained locked on hers. She did
not see sympathy. She did not see any sign of emotion. Why should she? He didn’t know her.
He didn’t know this place. He was a dark mystery. And soon, he was to be her husband. Chapter
Two18 Who is a God like you, who pardons sin and forgives the transgression of the remnant of
his inheritance? You do not stay angry forever but delight to show mercy. 19You will again have
compassion on us; you will tread our sins underfoot and hurl all our iniquities into the depths of
the sea.- Micah 7:19-19Several months earlier:Mark Miller found himself overwhelmed with
business. He had chosen Faith’s Creek as his new home after much deliberation. There were
many reasons to stay in his home place of Ohio Valley. The first reason was that he was skilled in
building and repairing buggies. His reputation was known for the quality of his craftsmanship and
his desire to maintain the buggies for safety sake. There was a time when he took great pride in
his work and welcomed gut days of visiting with his customers, people from his community
whom he had grown up with and loved like brothers. But that had become a bitter memory.When
he left the Ohio Valley behind, he thought he would have a lull in business until people witnessed
what kind of work he did. But there was no anticipated lull. His first customer was Bishop Beiler,
himself. Word was quickly spreading, and he found he had plenty to do in his new
community. “Splendid work,” Amos Beiler beamed as he ran his hand over the damaged door,
which refused to close properly when the Bishop first brought it to be repaired. The door now
closed seamlessly into the buggy without him having to open and shut it and bang on it a couple
of times. “I cannot tell that old Bess decided to pull us too near the tree!”Mark Miller suppressed



a grin at the manner in which Bishop Beiler described his mishap. Sarah Beiler came out.
“Come in you two! I have fresh kaffe and pound cake.”Amish Baby RomanceBaby Rose – A Gift
of LoveA Rose Through Many SeasonsSarah Miller©Copyright 2016 Sarah MillerAll Rights
ReservedAmish Baby RomanceBaby Rose – A Gift of LoveA Rose Through Many
SeasonsSarah Miller©Copyright 2016 Sarah MillerAll Rights ReservedLicense NotesThis
eBook is licensed for personal enjoyment only. It may not be resold or given away to others. If
you wish to share this book, please purchase an additional copy. If you are reading this book and
it was not purchased, then you should purchase your own copy. Your continued respect for
author's rights is appreciated.This story is a work of fiction any resemblance to people is purely
coincidence. All places, names, events, businesses, etc. are used in a fictional manner. All
characters are from the imagination of the author.License NotesThis eBook is licensed for
personal enjoyment only. It may not be resold or given away to others. If you wish to share this
book, please purchase an additional copy. If you are reading this book and it was not purchased,
then you should purchase your own copy. Your continued respect for author's rights is
appreciated.This story is a work of fiction any resemblance to people is purely coincidence. All
places, names, events, businesses, etc. are used in a fictional manner. All characters are from
the imagination of the author.Table of ContentsTable of ContentsChapter OneChapter
TwoChapter ThreeChapter FourChapter FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter
NineEpilogueTable of ContentsTable of ContentsChapter OneChapter TwoChapter
ThreeChapter FourChapter FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter
NineEpilogueChapter One38 For I am convinced that neither death nor life, neither angels nor
demons, neither the present nor the future, nor any powers, 39 neither height nor depth, nor
anything else in all creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God that is in Christ
Jesus our Lord.- Romans 8: 38-39Chapter One38 For I am convinced that neither death nor life,
neither angels nor demons, neither the present nor the future, nor any powers, 39 neither height
nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God that
is in Christ Jesus our Lord.- Romans 8: 38-39Three days. Three days had passed, and Sylvia
Stoltzfus could barely account for them. First, the women from the community came. Gentle in
their speech, they understood Sylvia’s world was fractured. That her emotions were raw. The
women brought black dresses and kapps. The clothing was appropriate for mourning, and she
appreciated the kindness. The women brought food and spoke about God’s mercy and the
salvation of those who abide by Him. The men did the chores, and all Sylvia had to do was sit. It
was difficult to think, to hear, to understand, but still they came and they gave some comfort.At
the age of 30, Sylvia understood death was natural and occurred often. Many times in the past,
she had gathered with the community, cooking, washing and extending comfort. She had
helped care for those who had long illnesses and had offered similar respite to families. Only, it
was all different now. There was no warning. Her daed had simply died in the night.“Is it
possible he may have known his time was coming?” Sylvia asked Sarah Beiler, the Bishop’s
wife. Sarah was an unfathomable source of comfort and energy. She served the community like



no other. Her spiritual strength was evident, as was her ability to work tirelessly in helping
others. “We cannot know of such things.” Sarah placed her hand over Sylvia’s.Sylvia looked up
into kind brown eyes that were always so serene. It was as if Sarah understood the world more
deeply than others. There were wrinkles at the corners of those eyes. The signs of a life of love
and laughter, but Sylvia knew the Bishops wife had suffered enough of her own loss... and yet
she was always available to offer comfort. Sylvia took a breath... had her daed discussed things
with the Bishop? He must have had to make the arrangements. “It was only last week... he
arranged the marriage only last week,” Sylvia said, and then the tears came again.With her head
down and the comfort of Sarah’s hand on her shoulders, Sylvia tried to make sense of it all. Her
frown deepened as she tried to understand why her father insisted on marriage arrangements.
After so many years why had he done it now? It seemed to come out of the blue for
Sylvia. During the earlier years, Sylvia dreamed of marriage and familye as any other young
woman would. But, she was painfully aware that she was perfectly plain and plump. None of the
menner had ever shown any interest in courting her. Most had never looked at her twice. It didn’t
help that she was a little shy and was always looking after her Daed. He always told her she was
beautiful and that the Lord would bring the right man at the right time. Only she knew it wasn’t
true. With her plump and stocky figure, and plain looks, she felt she had nothing to offer. Her
dark brown hair was wavy and at times refused to be restrained under her Kapp. Most of the
time, her hair escaped and hid hazel eyes which, at times, looked more green than brown. At
other times, they seemed more brown than green. Her eyes changed color with the weather,
with the color of her dress. They even changed color with her mood, and they were the one
feature that she liked about herself, even though she knew it was a sin. “I wonder why he would
not warn me? If he knew his time was near, why didn’t he sit down and tell me to expect it
sooner, rather than later?” Sylvia let out a sigh. She still struggled with the sudden loss. Still, this
was not supposed to be a time for grieving. Hadn’t she comforted others in the past? It was a
time of rejoicing. Only Sylvia’s heart could not rejoice... not yet. Apart from the loss, there were
so many unanswered questions. Could she have done something? Sylvia struggled to
understand how she could have helped her father during a time when he needed her most. If
only she had known... maybe she could have helped? Why couldn’t she know and help
prepare? Not only prepare for her father’s comfort but to prepare herself for such a loss? She
felt guilty for not knowing her father had been so ill... how could she have missed that?“He could
not have known, Sylvia,” Sarah answered. “Do you need a scripture to assure you? I believe it is
written in the Bible: ‘But about that day or hour, no one knows, not even the angels in heaven,
nor the Son, but only the Father’ Matthew 24:36. Dear Sylvia, keep your faith and you will
welcome such thoughts.”Sylvia blushed, feeling admonished by the Bishop’s wife. “Nee,” Sarah
reached out to Sylvia. “It was not meant to chastise you. The scriptures provide answers to
those questions that are spinning in your mind right now. You’ve not had any quiet time, for the
preparations... you have had the community underfoot constantly, helping for the burial, later on
today. But, afterward, when it is finally peaceful, turn your thoughts to the scriptures and find your



strength in Gott. It is how we move on, Sylvia.”“I do not welcome peace,” Sylvia answered. “I’ve
never been here in my home without Daed. We’ve always worked together to manage the
place. I do not think I am as capable as others think I am. Right now, I don’t know how to begin a
normal day without fixing his kaffe and discussing the day before us. I cannot imagine how I will
go about it all alone.”“This will pass. Besides, you will not be alone,” Sarah picked up a plate of
cookies to add to the table of food. “You will be a married woman soon. Your father made
provisions for your future.”Those words hung heavy in the air. Was this what she wanted?
Marriage to a man she barely knew? It did not matter it was her daed’s last wish... and she would
honor it.Sylvia gazed out the window and saw the community members gathering. They were
waiting on Bishop Amos, and they were waiting for her. Over two hundred members of Faith’s
Creek and the neighboring communities had come to help with the funeral arrangements and to
pay their respects to the Stoltzfus familye and relatives. “Soon, Daed,” she thought “Soon, I will
be married as you always hoped I would be.” Amos Beiler entered the haus. His blue eyes
lingered on Sarah first, looking for signs of Sylvia’s frame of mind.Sarah smiled at her husband
and nodded. Sarah grabbed a black cape and placed it around Sylvia’s shoulders. She placed
the black kapp over her prayer covering and pronounced, “She is ready.”The three of them
joined the assembled congregation and began the slow drive to the cemetery. Over one hundred
black buggies made a solemn and striking procession, and the Englischers gathered to watch
them pass. It was a beautiful early summer afternoon. The fields were covered with forget-me-
nots, and the air carried the scent of honeysuckle vines. On any other day, Sylvia would have
relished the drive, she would have enjoyed the sunshine and the sweet scent of Gott’s bounty.
But not today... today she vowed to remember every moment of this journey for her and for her
Daed.Sylvia felt stronger after talking with Sarah Beiler. If anything, her father would want her to
cling to her faith and to rejoice in the fact that Gott takes care of his followers. She could not
disappoint the man who taught her everything that she knew about Gott, familye, and the
homestead.Though she knew not how she got from the buggy, soon she stood humbly at the
gravesite as Bishop Beiler read from the scriptures. Still amazed at the number of people who
had turned out for the last day of the funeral, Sylvia’s eyes rested on one who looked like he
didn’t belong. While the rest of the crowd found comfort in togetherness and closeness, he
stood apart, arms folded across his chest.Tall. Solemn. Detached.Sylvia looked down again
and wondered how her father arranged her marriage without consulting her. When she glanced
back up, the tall man was watching her. His stormy, dark eyes remained locked on hers. She did
not see sympathy. She did not see any sign of emotion. Why should she? He didn’t know her.
He didn’t know this place. He was a dark mystery. And soon, he was to be her husband. Three
days. Three days had passed, and Sylvia Stoltzfus could barely account for them. First, the
women from the community came. Gentle in their speech, they understood Sylvia’s world was
fractured. That her emotions were raw. The women brought black dresses and kapps. The
clothing was appropriate for mourning, and she appreciated the kindness. The women brought
food and spoke about God’s mercy and the salvation of those who abide by Him. The men did



the chores, and all Sylvia had to do was sit. It was difficult to think, to hear, to understand, but still
they came and they gave some comfort.At the age of 30, Sylvia understood death was natural
and occurred often. Many times in the past, she had gathered with the community, cooking,
washing and extending comfort. She had helped care for those who had long illnesses and had
offered similar respite to families. Only, it was all different now. There was no warning. Her daed
had simply died in the night.“Is it possible he may have known his time was coming?” Sylvia
asked Sarah Beiler, the Bishop’s wife. Sarah was an unfathomable source of comfort and energy.
She served the community like no other. Her spiritual strength was evident, as was her ability to
work tirelessly in helping others. “We cannot know of such things.” Sarah placed her hand over
Sylvia’s.Sylvia looked up into kind brown eyes that were always so serene. It was as if Sarah
understood the world more deeply than others. There were wrinkles at the corners of those eyes.
The signs of a life of love and laughter, but Sylvia knew the Bishops wife had suffered enough of
her own loss... and yet she was always available to offer comfort. Sylvia took a breath... had her
daed discussed things with the Bishop? He must have had to make the arrangements. “It was
only last week... he arranged the marriage only last week,” Sylvia said, and then the tears came
again.With her head down and the comfort of Sarah’s hand on her shoulders, Sylvia tried to
make sense of it all. Her frown deepened as she tried to understand why her father insisted on
marriage arrangements. After so many years why had he done it now? It seemed to come out of
the blue for Sylvia. During the earlier years, Sylvia dreamed of marriage and familye as any other
young woman would. But, she was painfully aware that she was perfectly plain and plump.
None of the menner had ever shown any interest in courting her. Most had never looked at her
twice. It didn’t help that she was a little shy and was always looking after her Daed. He always
told her she was beautiful and that the Lord would bring the right man at the right time. Only she
knew it wasn’t true. With her plump and stocky figure, and plain looks, she felt she had nothing to
offer. Her dark brown hair was wavy and at times refused to be restrained under her Kapp. Most
of the time, her hair escaped and hid hazel eyes which, at times, looked more green than brown.
At other times, they seemed more brown than green. Her eyes changed color with the weather,
with the color of her dress. They even changed color with her mood, and they were the one
feature that she liked about herself, even though she knew it was a sin. “I wonder why he would
not warn me? If he knew his time was near, why didn’t he sit down and tell me to expect it
sooner, rather than later?” Sylvia let out a sigh. She still struggled with the sudden loss. Still, this
was not supposed to be a time for grieving. Hadn’t she comforted others in the past? It was a
time of rejoicing. Only Sylvia’s heart could not rejoice... not yet. Apart from the loss, there were
so many unanswered questions. Could she have done something? Sylvia struggled to
understand how she could have helped her father during a time when he needed her most. If
only she had known... maybe she could have helped? Why couldn’t she know and help
prepare? Not only prepare for her father’s comfort but to prepare herself for such a loss? She
felt guilty for not knowing her father had been so ill... how could she have missed that?“He could
not have known, Sylvia,” Sarah answered. “Do you need a scripture to assure you? I believe it is



written in the Bible: ‘But about that day or hour, no one knows, not even the angels in heaven,
nor the Son, but only the Father’ Matthew 24:36. Dear Sylvia, keep your faith and you will
welcome such thoughts.”Sylvia blushed, feeling admonished by the Bishop’s wife. “Nee,” Sarah
reached out to Sylvia. “It was not meant to chastise you. The scriptures provide answers to
those questions that are spinning in your mind right now. You’ve not had any quiet time, for the
preparations... you have had the community underfoot constantly, helping for the burial, later on
today. But, afterward, when it is finally peaceful, turn your thoughts to the scriptures and find your
strength in Gott. It is how we move on, Sylvia.”“I do not welcome peace,” Sylvia answered. “I’ve
never been here in my home without Daed. We’ve always worked together to manage the
place. I do not think I am as capable as others think I am. Right now, I don’t know how to begin a
normal day without fixing his kaffe and discussing the day before us. I cannot imagine how I will
go about it all alone.”“This will pass. Besides, you will not be alone,” Sarah picked up a plate of
cookies to add to the table of food. “You will be a married woman soon. Your father made
provisions for your future.”Those words hung heavy in the air. Was this what she wanted?
Marriage to a man she barely knew? It did not matter it was her daed’s last wish... and she would
honor it.Sylvia gazed out the window and saw the community members gathering. They were
waiting on Bishop Amos, and they were waiting for her. Over two hundred members of Faith’s
Creek and the neighboring communities had come to help with the funeral arrangements and to
pay their respects to the Stoltzfus familye and relatives. “Soon, Daed,” she thought “Soon, I will
be married as you always hoped I would be.” Amos Beiler entered the haus. His blue eyes
lingered on Sarah first, looking for signs of Sylvia’s frame of mind.Sarah smiled at her husband
and nodded. Sarah grabbed a black cape and placed it around Sylvia’s shoulders. She placed
the black kapp over her prayer covering and pronounced, “She is ready.”The three of them
joined the assembled congregation and began the slow drive to the cemetery. Over one hundred
black buggies made a solemn and striking procession, and the Englischers gathered to watch
them pass. It was a beautiful early summer afternoon. The fields were covered with forget-me-
nots, and the air carried the scent of honeysuckle vines. On any other day, Sylvia would have
relished the drive, she would have enjoyed the sunshine and the sweet scent of Gott’s bounty.
But not today... today she vowed to remember every moment of this journey for her and for her
Daed.Sylvia felt stronger after talking with Sarah Beiler. If anything, her father would want her to
cling to her faith and to rejoice in the fact that Gott takes care of his followers. She could not
disappoint the man who taught her everything that she knew about Gott, familye, and the
homestead.Though she knew not how she got from the buggy, soon she stood humbly at the
gravesite as Bishop Beiler read from the scriptures. Still amazed at the number of people who
had turned out for the last day of the funeral, Sylvia’s eyes rested on one who looked like he
didn’t belong. While the rest of the crowd found comfort in togetherness and closeness, he
stood apart, arms folded across his chest.Tall. Solemn. Detached. Sylvia looked down again
and wondered how her father arranged her marriage without consulting her. When she glanced
back up, the tall man was watching her. His stormy, dark eyes remained locked on hers. She did



not see sympathy. She did not see any sign of emotion. Why should she? He didn’t know her.
He didn’t know this place. He was a dark mystery. And soon, he was to be her husband. Chapter
Two18 Who is a God like you, who pardons sin and forgives the transgression of the remnant of
his inheritance? You do not stay angry forever but delight to show mercy. 19You will again have
compassion on us; you will tread our sins underfoot and hurl all our iniquities into the depths of
the sea.- Micah 7:19-19Chapter Two18 Who is a God like you, who pardons sin and forgives the
transgression of the remnant of his inheritance? You do not stay angry forever but delight to
show mercy. 19You will again have compassion on us; you will tread our sins underfoot and hurl
all our iniquities into the depths of the sea.- Micah 7:19-19Several months earlier:Mark Miller
found himself overwhelmed with business. He had chosen Faith’s Creek as his new home after
much deliberation. There were many reasons to stay in his home place of Ohio Valley. The first
reason was that he was skilled in building and repairing buggies. His reputation was known for
the quality of his craftsmanship and his desire to maintain the buggies for safety sake. There was
a time when he took great pride in his work and welcomed gut days of visiting with his
customers, people from his community whom he had grown up with and loved like brothers. But
that had become a bitter memory.When he left the Ohio Valley behind, he thought he would
have a lull in business until people witnessed what kind of work he did. But there was no
anticipated lull. His first customer was Bishop Beiler, himself. Word was quickly spreading, and
he found he had plenty to do in his new community. “Splendid work,” Amos Beiler beamed as he
ran his hand over the damaged door, which refused to close properly when the Bishop first
brought it to be repaired. The door now closed seamlessly into the buggy without him having to
open and shut it and bang on it a couple of times. “I cannot tell that old Bess decided to pull us
too near the tree!”Mark Miller suppressed a grin at the manner in which Bishop Beiler described
his mishap. Sarah Beiler came out. “Come in you two! I have fresh kaffe and pound
cake.”Several months earlier:Mark Miller found himself overwhelmed with business. He had
chosen Faith’s Creek as his new home after much deliberation. There were many reasons to
stay in his home place of Ohio Valley. The first reason was that he was skilled in building and
repairing buggies. His reputation was known for the quality of his craftsmanship and his desire to
maintain the buggies for safety sake. There was a time when he took great pride in his work and
welcomed gut days of visiting with his customers, people from his community whom he had
grown up with and loved like brothers. But that had become a bitter memory.When he left the
Ohio Valley behind, he thought he would have a lull in business until people witnessed what kind
of work he did. But there was no anticipated lull. His first customer was Bishop Beiler, himself.
Word was quickly spreading, and he found he had plenty to do in his new community. “Splendid
work,” Amos Beiler beamed as he ran his hand over the damaged door, which refused to close
properly when the Bishop first brought it to be repaired. The door now closed seamlessly into the
buggy without him having to open and shut it and bang on it a couple of times. “I cannot tell that
old Bess decided to pull us too near the tree!”Mark Miller suppressed a grin at the manner in
which Bishop Beiler described his mishap. Sarah Beiler came out. “Come in you two! I



have fresh kaffe and pound cake.”

Amish Baby Romance: Baby Rose - A Gift of Love (A Rose Through Many Seasons Book 1)
Amish Baby Romance: Young Rose - The Lost Girl: Inspirational Amish Romance (A Rose
Through Many Seasons Book 2)

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/QVmzz/Amish-Baby-Romance-Baby-Rose-A-Gift-of-Love-A-Rose-Through-Many-Seasons-Book-1


Kaylin, “Baby Rose. Upon her father's death Sylvia finds out that he had planned, picked a
husband for her. Someone she had never met and only saw in person the first time at the
funeral.Mark moved to the new community to get away from the reminders if his lost family.
However, the new Bishop saw him as an answer to prayer and introduced him to Sylvia' s
father.So a few weeks after the funeral they were married. However, Mark did not intend to
consummate the marriage. It would be in name only and he would take care of her and the
home.Funny how God has a way of changing the plans of man. Sylvia finds a new baby girl
wrapped up in the barn. Mark insists they go to the Bishop and have the authorities look into the
matter.A good story and looking forward to continuing it.”

Harriet Hughes, “I enjoyed this book by Sarah Miller. I enjoyed this book by Sarah Miller.I just
started the next book about baby Rose.Sarah's books are hard to put down once you start
reading them.”

linda jenkins, “Beautiful story. This was a AWESOME and exciting story ---- I kinda had a feeling
that he had a past family that had gotten killed but the ending was very good. Yes !! God is
AWESOME too....”

PEGGY, “Great book. Sarah Miller is a great author. Another wonderful story. Can't wait until the
next book is out. She keeps your interest in the characters and the stories are wonderful”

Book Aficionado, “Awesome. I love this author and how she crafts her stories. Love reading
about God's plan for us and how everything works out for our good.”

Ebook Library Reader, “So cute. It ended good where he husband realize he has a wife and a
baby to take of and it was good will”

Dorothy, “A Love of a Baby. This book shows a love of a baby is heart warming. Sarah Miller
shows that love in ever book she writes.”

Charles Parsons, “Five Stars. A great book”

The book by Sarah Miller has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 22 people have provided feedback.
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