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Her eyes snapped up to meet his equally. “So Mica and you figure I have 

plenty of time on my hands?” 
The earth went quiet. Not a frog croaked, not a bug dared to zoom by. He 

was pretty sure time simply halted, giving him time to regain some sense of 
composure. Those big blue eyes, a dazzling violet matching a small flower 
tucked into her hair, made Adam’s mouth go dry. He was trying to stay 
focused, but all he could do was stare helplessly at the way she really had 
grown into those eyes, and the small delicate point of her chin, the way her 
lashes encased those...Snap out of it. 

“Jah, I mean I hoped, I’m hoping,” he stuttered foolishly, pulling his gaze 
away from those eyes and the tiny flower in her hair. She sang to flowers, and 
wore them, which should’ve made him think her a foolish maedel, but it 
seemed adorable instead. She had freckles, too. He hadn’t known that. Three 
made a cute line down the right side of her button nose. Adam knelt to see her 
more clearly. Maybe he looked too intimidating standing over her as he was. 
Maybe there was more of her to see in the dimming light of the day. 

“There is no one else. I really could use the help,” he said with complete 
honesty, uncomfortably aware that he was just east of begging. Asking for help 
was harder than it looked. Add guilt, and it was pure torture. He was putting 
pressure on her and he didn’t like himself for it, but he was desperate. “I will 
compensate you fairly for any help you can offer.” 

“I’m your last choice,” she muttered. Adam knew better than to answer 
that. She bit her bottom lip—a little fuller than her top one—as she considered 
his request. 

Adam waited, wishing he knew what was going through her mind, 
wondering how he could tip it in his favor. He was the worst neighbor, using 
her good heart to get what he wanted. Mamm would have his hide if she knew 
he used his circumstances to apply pressure for his own personal gain. But he 
needed this help too much to walk away. 

Belinda yanked a few blades of grass that dared to grow too close to the 
garden’s edge, and contemplated. Not only had her brother sent Adam out 
here, but now her good moral sense told her she might just have to accept 
helping him. It was the Amish way: helping out those in need. 

The sun was nearly gone, the moon casting a warm scarlet hue over the 
landscape as he waited for her answer. She’d always enjoyed harvesting honey 
for Dawdi, but could she work with another, someone who wasn’t family? On 
top of that, could she take money for it? With Atlee’s injured state, the 
Hostetlers needed every dime they could rub together. 



“You can’t pay me.” She started to get to her feet, and Adam followed. “It 
wouldn’t feel right. I know Atlee’s surgeries and future needs will be costly.” 

“You can’t do the work for nothing. That wouldn’t be fair.” Adam offered 
her a hand up, but she ignored it, brushing dirt from her drab chore dress. 
When she looked up to him, Adam was again staring. Life had taught her to 
wilt under such looks. Unexpectedly, Adam took a step back, a gesture to 
address her natural-born reticence. 

“I won’t do it for nothing.” 
His eyes flickered with surprise. “What do you want, then?” 
Belinda swallowed the flock of sparrows trying to make its way out of her 

belly and took a deep breath. What she wanted was not to be looked at like she 
was right now—especially by him. Adam’s eyes had always intrigued her. From 
a distance, she’d thought them to be green, but as sure as she stood there 
looking at them now, they were blue, a pale dusty color like a sky nearing the 
brink of change. She needed to think, and that wasn’t easy with those 
magnetic eyes hanging on so tightly. 

She was inexperienced in matters of attraction, avoiding worldly 
temptations easily enough, but Belinda was bewildered by what those eyes 
were doing to her. Maybe she was coming down with something. A summer 
cold, perhaps? Or maybe she had been spending too much time reading and 
daydreaming. 

One thing she did know for certain, though: He wouldn’t be here, asking 
her for help, if he wasn’t desperate for it. 

Adam had a lot of responsibilities. Working two jobs while trying to run 
his own business, and having not a soul he could depend on. Belinda could 
always count on her family if she needed them in anything, but Adam was an 
only child. All of these responsibilities fell on his shoulders alone. 

She knew so little about work troubles, except one. How to find a market 
for her flowers without actually speaking to strangers. A thought hit her like 
lightning. Yes! She could do this. He needed her, and she needed a way out of 
doing the one thing she feared most. 

“I’ll help you harvest your honey, and you’ll help sell my flowers.” She 
spoke loudly and lifted her chin to show him she was serious. It was a moment 
of bravery. If only her siblings were here to witness it. 
 
 
 
 


