
What People Are Saying About The Birdhouse…

Laura Hilton’s The Birdhouse is one of those wonderful books that 
starts good and gets better and better. Readers will have a hard 
time laying the book aside. “Just one more page” turns into “ just 
one more chapter.” Laura has crafted another riveting story in The 
Amish of Jamesport series. Readers will reconnect with characters 
of the previous two books (though it is not necessary to have read 
those books first) and will meet new characters, as well. The plot is 
fast-moving, and the characters are well developed and believable. 
Themes of trust and forgiveness are woven in throughout the story. 
Anyone who enjoys a romance with a message will want to read 
The Birdhouse.  

—Susan Simpson 
Author 

Amazing. Beautiful. Heart-touching. All wonderful words to 
describe Laura Hilton’s latest book, The Birdhouse. It was heart 
stirring to read the “miry clay” experience from Josh’s point of 
view. I wept as I read his side of the experience. Having read all of 
Laura’s books, I have to say this one touched my heart the most. 
It is truly  an evangelistic story. I foresee hearts and lives being 
changed by this book.

—Cindy Loven  
Co-author, Dianna’s Wings, The Parables of Trevor Turtle and  

Swept Away (Quilts of Love series)



Laura V. Hilton has exceeded my expectations once again! The 
Birdhouse is a compelling story articulated with intensity and sen-
sitivity! Lost faith and hope, as well as lies and misunderstand-
ings, take this beautifully crafted story to a profound level, while a 
deepening, passionate love is reignited with both palpability, dis-
cernment, and discretion. A story of renewed faith, hope, and love, 
this story will leave you thirsting for more!

—Nancee Marchinowski 
Reviewer, www.PerspectivesbyNancee.blogspot.com

Author Laura V. Hilton has become one of my favorite Amish fic-
tion authors. Her stories never disappoint. I am always drawn into 
each one, savoring each page and waiting on pins and needles to 
see what happens next. Her characters are real, so real that I often 
forget the stories are fiction.

—Judy Burgi 
Reviewer, ChristianFictionBookReviews.org

No girl rumschpringes like Greta, the jellies seller, thanks to the 
sweet and tart storytelling of Laura V. Hilton in The Birdhouse. 
How complex can a return-to-Amish-life get? Gut and compli-
cated, chust like Josh, the birdhouse guy. A bundling of plots and 
twists.

—Alan Daugherty 
Columnist, Angelkeep Journals, Bluffton (IN) News-Banner
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Dedication

To the God that healeth, the One that saved me.
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Glossary of Amish Terms  
and Phrases

 ach:  oh
 aent/aenti: aunt/auntie
 “ain’t so?”:  a phrase commonly used at the end of a  
  sentence to invite agreement
 Ausbund:  Amish hymnal used in the worship services,  
  containing lyrics only 
 banns: public announcement in church of a  
  proposed marriage
 boppli:  baby/babies
 bu:  boy
 buwe:  boys
 daed:  dad
 “Danki”:  “Thank you”
 dawdi-haus: a home constructed for the grandparents to  
  live in once they retire 
 der Herr:  the Lord
 Gott: God
 großeltern:  grandparents
 dochter:  daughter
 ehemann:  husband
 Englisch: non-Amish
 Englischer:  a non-Amish person
 frau:  wife



 grossdaedi:  grandfather
 grossmammi: grandmother
 gut:  good
 haus: house
 “Ich liebe dich”:  “I love you”
 jah:  yes
 kapp:  prayer covering or cap
 kinner:  children
 koffee: coffee
 kum: come
 liebling:  a term of endearment meaning “darling”  
  or “little love”
 maidal:  young woman
 mamm:  mom
 maud: maid/spinster
 morgen: morning
 nacht: night
 nein:  no
 onkel:  uncle
 Ordnung:  the rules by with an Amish community lives
 rumschpringe:  “running around time”; a period of freedom  
  and experimentation during the late  
  adolescence of Amish youth 
 ser gut:  very good
 schatz:  sweetheart
 schnuckelchen:  beautiful girl
 snitz: dried apples, usually for pies
 sohn: son
 süße:  sweetie/sweetness
 to-nacht: tonight
 verboden: forbidden
 “Was ist letz?”:  “What’s the matter?”
 welkum:  welcome
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Chapter 1

Greta’s diary, 2012

Who I am, and all I believe, is marred with just one glance 
into angry steel-blue eyes. He seems to control my air, my abil-
ity to breathe. He makes me crave everything I know is sin. 
Pure becomes tainted, and lines are blurred. It’s my fault; I’m 
the one who isn’t strong enough. I’ve been damaged, broken. 
Josh’s words haunt me: “There’s a consequence for every choice 
you make.”

|

2015

The hairs rose on the back of Greta Miller’s neck, and her 
skin prickled the way it did whenever someone stared at 

her. She should be used to the attention. Used to feeling like a 
caged circus animal, with all the tourists who came into the Amish 
Country Store. But this seemed different somehow. She turned 
away from the boxes of cereal she’d been unpacking, and her eyes 
met Joshua Yoder’s penetrating gaze. 
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He stood stock-still, not ten feet away, his hand holding his 
hat slightly above his head, as if he’d stopped mid-lift. His blue 
eyes narrowed. 

Her mouth went dry. Her chest hammered. 
“Greta….” He lowered his hat to his side and approached, a 

smile slowly forming on his lips. 
Nein. She couldn’t deal with him and those emotions today. 

Or any day. She fled down the aisle and ducked inside the door 
marked “Employees Only.” She would find some work to do in 
back until her shift ended. 

As she dashed past the employee break room, she glanced at 
the clock. Fifteen minutes till she got off. He should be long gone 
by then. She wiped away a renegade tear.

After Greta clocked out, she made a few purchases—a bottle 
of olive oil, a jar of yeast, a fresh pineapple, and several avocados—
and surveyed the store. Nein sign of Josh. She sagged with relief. 

“Bye, Greta.” Her cousin Rachel waved from the cereal aisle, 
where she’d taken over the task of unloading boxes.

Greta waved back on her way out the door. “See you tomorrow.” 
Greta stepped outside and into strong masculine arms that 

swept her up against a solid chest and swung her around and 
around. She screamed, trying to pull away. The man stopped 
swinging and released her waist. Josh. His hands immediately 
cupped her face, and he pressed his lips against hers. Hard. 

They softened as they moved, igniting an unexpected fire. She 
couldn’t keep from responding. Something inside her flared to life. 
She had a brief taste of peppermint before reality set in. Nobody 
had the right to kiss her. Not anymore. 

She shoved her hands against his firm chest. “Joshua Yoder!” 
He let go with a wink, then bent and retrieved his hat, which 

had fallen off sometime during the assault, and plopped it on his 
head before jogging over to his buggy and jumping in. 

Leaving her reeling. In more ways than one. 
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She grabbed the nearest support beam on the porch and 
watched him flick the reins and drive off with a grin and a wave. 

The door swished open behind her, and the store manager, 
Joel, stepped onto the porch, adjusting his hat against the glare of 
the sun. “Greta Miller. Must I remind you that we don’t approve of 
such public displays of affection?” 

She couldn’t tear her gaze away from the buggy as Josh pro-
ceeded through the four-way stop. Leaving her behind. 

As he’d done so many times before. 
She should be used to the sting of rejection. The pain of 

abandonment.
Then again, she never expected him to kum from out of 

nowhere, swing her around, and kiss her.
Not after….
Her lips still tingled. 
Such strange behavior, even from Josh. 
“Greta.” Joel’s voice was sharp. 
She dragged her attention away from the departing buggy to 

the bearded man standing next to her. 
He held out a full white plastic bag. “Must I remind you….” 

He started to repeat the question, but Greta tuned him out. She 
glanced at the bag—her groceries?—then lowered her gaze to the 
ground. 

It’s not my fault! she wanted to say. He kissed me when I wasn’t 
even looking! But that would require an explanation, and she didn’t 
have one to give. So, she got the blame for being assaulted in broad 
daylight. 

“I’m sorry,” she assured her boss. “It won’t happen again.” 
It shouldn’t have happened in the first place. 
Especially not after…. 
Joel gave the plastic bag a shake, causing the two glass contain-

ers inside to rattle against each other. 
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Her face heated as she reached for her purchases. Hopefully, 
the avocados weren’t bruised. 

Joel frowned. “What’s gotten into you? You’ve been so skittish 
this past year. It’s affecting your work. Probably a gut thing Gizelle 
is going to start soon.” 

Greta cringed. “I’m…I’m sorry. It’s just…my daed….” And 
Josh’s return. “Wait—what? My sister…working here?”

Joel’s eyes softened. “I thought your daed would have told you. 
He arranged for Gizelle to take over your job, since you’re going 
to have other obligations. We’re all praying for him, you know. If 
your sister needs some time before she starts—”

“She won’t.” Not when their family needed every penny to 
cover their everyday expenses, plus the extra medical bills from 
Daed’s accident ten months ago. They needed far more than Greta 
earned, so she’d spent every free hour making jams, jellies, and 
baked goods to sell at the tiny roadside stand in front of their haus. 
She’d thought she would continue doing this just on her days off, 
but apparently it was about to become a full-time venture. Mamm 
had mentioned sending her to farmers’ markets, festivals, and 
other events. Tears burned Greta’s eyes. Couldn’t her parents have 
at least discussed it with her? Instead, she’d found out secondhand 
from her boss.

“Have a gut afternoon.” Joel turned to go back inside, nodding 
at a couple Englisch customers who were just arriving. 

Not even a “We’ll miss you”? But he wouldn’t say that. It wasn’t 
their way. Besides, he would still see her at church gatherings. 

She put her bag of groceries on the front seat of the buggy, 
tied the strings of her black bonnet, and unfastened her horse, 
Whippoorwill, from the hitching post. Then she started home, 
the sting of betrayal still burning. 

A buggy was parked along the side of the road. As she started 
past it, a man stepped out in front of her. Josh. His straw hat was 
askew. Sunglasses concealed his eyes. She’d never dreamed he’d 
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look so gut in them. So dark. Mysterious. Handsome. He wiped 
his hands down the sides of his pants. She caught her breath and 
flicked the reins. 

He reached for the horse, stopping her. “Greta, wait. We need 
to talk.” 

A car inched around them. “The middle of the road is not a 
gut place.” 

Another vehicle approached and passed. 
“If I kum over to-nacht, will you walk with me?” 
He’d given up that right long ago. They weren’t courting. She 

shook her head. 
Josh released Whippoorwill and stepped back, his shoulders 

slumping. He nodded, accepting her refusal. 
Something the old Josh never would’ve done. 
He lowered his head. “I won’t bother you again.”
Inside her, something shifted, and the words tumbled out 

almost without conscious thought: “Jah, you can kum. After 
dinner.” 

He glanced up with his heart-stopping grin. “Danki. We really 
do need to talk.” Then he turned back toward his buggy. 

Her stomach fluttered. She’d probably regret changing her 
mind. She and Josh had nothing to say to each other. 

Not one single word. 
But better talking than kissing, for her sanity’s sake. 

|
Josh couldn’t believe she’d said that he could kum over. He 

wouldn’t be calling on her, exactly, but at least he’d been granted 
permission to go to her haus. Under duress. His stomach rum-
bled, reminding him it was past suppertime, and he hadn’t yet been 
home to eat. Instead, he’d taken care of business in town for Daed 
and Grossdaedi. And himself. He smiled.
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He left the horse and buggy at the end of her driveway, by 
the mailbox—an old habit from when they were courting, and 
his visits would last late into the evening. To-nacht, however, he 
wasn’t coming for dinner. He’d probably be allowed to stay just 
long enough to say what he needed to say, then told, in no uncer-
tain terms, to go away. Permanently. 

Josh winced, though he knew he deserved nothing more. 
The thing was, he didn’t know what he would say. Just that he 

had to talk to Greta. 
Maybe he should apologize for his impulsive behavior at the 

store that afternoon. But he’d wanted to get her attention. Instead, 
he’d stirred up a host of familiar feelings and a history of memories 
he’d need to live down.

He needed to stop and pray for guidance and wisdom before 
he went any farther, so he stepped to the side of the driveway and 
bowed his head. Lord Gott, I hurt her so badly. I don’t know how to 
begin making restitution. Give me the words. Give me the strength. 
Soften her heart. 

He raised his head as he started walking again, bypassing the 
front door and going around to the back. The rear of the haus came 
into view, and he stopped and stared for a moment. One side of the 
porch roof listed heavily, and the steps appeared to have rotted. 
Didn’t Greta’s brother know how to use a hammer? Or was he too 
swamped with other chores to take care of a haus and an over-
grown yard? 

The back door opened, and Greta appeared, wiping her hands 
on her apron. She held the door open. “Hallo. Want to kum in?” 

Josh eyed the steps again. “Nein, I want to talk to you. But if 
it’s not a gut time, I can kum in for a few minutes.” And maybe 
find out how bad her daed was injured. The whispered comments 
he’d heard varied from “hurt his back, needs surgery” to “ just lazy, 
spending all his days in bed.”
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Greta glanced behind her. “I’m doing dishes. You’re welkum to 
join Daed at the table while he finishes his tea.” 

Josh nodded, then carefully navigated the steps and walked past 
her into the kitchen. He inhaled. “Something smells wunderbaar.” 

Greta’s daed looked up with a smile. “Joshua Yoder. I haven’t 
seen you around in forever.” 

Andy Miller appeared frail, his face drawn and ashen with the 
look of a man in constant pain. He held a fork in his hand, a half-
eaten slice of coconut cream pie in front of him, a steaming mug of 
tea to the side. 

“How are you doing? I heard you were in an accident.”  
Andy scowled. “Jah. An accident.” He shifted. “Have a seat. 

Talk awhile. Gut to see you again. We’ve missed you.” 
So, the accident was taboo as a topic of conversation? Josh 

glanced away. “I’ve missed your family, too.” He avoided looking 
at Greta. After all, it was his fault. All the blame fell on him for 
causing so much hurt. Pain. Ruined relationships. He pulled out 
a chair and sat. 

“Greta, get your young man a slice of pie and some tea.” 
She wiped her hands on her apron and did what her daed 

asked, but the look she gave Josh clearly communicated, “Not my 
young man. And don’t you forget it.” 

Not that he could forget it if he tried. Pain knifed him again. 
He looked up. Her long lashes framed her beautiful green eyes. 
Strawberry blonde curls escaped her kapp. His fingers flexed with 
an inexplicable desire to touch her hair. Dangerous thoughts. He 
glanced at the pie. “Danki, Greta. Looks great.” Did she hear the 
huskiness in his voice?

“Have you had dinner?” Andy forked off another bite of his 
dessert. “She grilled bratwurst and served it with some fancy salsa 
she made from pineapple and avocados. Actually, pretty tasty.” 

“Sounds gut. But I’ll eat when I get home.” He didn’t want 
their food. Not when he knew their budget was tight. 
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“Nonsense. We’ve hardly any left over. It’ll be a snack for you. 
Greta, get the bu a brat and some of your salsa.” 

He should’ve kum a little later. To give her daed time to eat 
and Greta time to clean. Instead, he was causing more work. 
“Really, I’m fine.”

A plate holding a brat in a bun, covered in fruit salsa with 
onions and a few other unidentified things, landed on the table in 
front of him. Delivered with a frown. 

He couldn’t blame her. 
“Did Greta tell you that Gizelle starts work at the store 

tomorrow?”
Josh saw Greta’s back go rigid. “Uh, nein. Is Greta going some-

where?” He hoped not. In an effort to appear as if he didn’t care, he 
picked up the sandwich and took a bite. It was ser gut. 

“Nein, but we’re going to put her to work selling baked goods 
and jams and such to the tourists. And at farmers’ markets.” 

Josh straightened, set the sandwich back on the plate, and 
swallowed. He’d get to see her almost every day, then. He tried to 
control his grin. Danki, Lord. “Really? I’m selling birdhouses and 
feeders that I made, and fishing flies and baskets made by David 
Lapp. I’ll be glad to send my driver over to pick up Greta and her 
food items. Be easier than hauling them all by buggy. And we’re 
going by here, anyway, so she won’t need to contribute toward gas.” 

“That would be wunderbaar,” Andy said. “We’d appreciate 
that, Joshua. Gott surely smiled on us when He brought you back 
home again.” 

An iron skillet slammed down on the counter. 
“This tastes wunderbaar, Greta.” Josh took another bite of his 

meal and glanced at her daed. “I’d be happy to help William with 
the repair work and chores too, if he needs it.” Which he clearly 
did.

“I can’t pay, but one of the benefits of having a man courting 
my dochter is, I can put him to work.” Andy chuckled. 
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If only. Josh rolled his shoulders and took another bite. He 
wasn’t sure why her daed didn’t know they were no longer courting. 

But Andy would figure it out soon enough. 

|
Greta finished the dishes, including Daed’s and Josh’s, her 

tongue firmly pinned between her teeth so she wouldn’t blurt out 
anything disrespectful. Or spiteful. But really, she had only herself 
to blame for inviting Josh in. 

And they desperately needed his help. 
Josh pushed to his feet. “Nice talking with you, Andy. I’ll stop 

by tomorrow after the sale and see what I can do to help. Now, I’m 
going to take Greta on a walk, if it’s okay.” 

Her daed nodded. “See you tomorrow.” A smile lit his eyes. 
Greta didn’t want to dash his hopes. Not when so little brought 

him joy these days. 
Josh held the door open for her, then followed her down the 

rickety steps. She felt embarrassed that he’d seen them in the cur-
rent condition, a not-so-subtle signal of the family’s state of need. 

She turned and looked at him with barely contained anger. 
“We aren’t courting.” 

“I’m aware of that.” He bent his head and fell silent, walking by 
her side down the lane. 

“You wanted to talk?” Controlled annoyance edged her voice. 
She winced at the realization. 

Josh looked up. “Nobody mentioned you wouldn’t be working 
at the Amish Country Store anymore. Why didn’t you tell me? 
Why didn’t Rachel?” 

Why did he think he deserved advance notice, especially when 
even she hadn’t gotten as much?

She shrugged. Tears threatened. “Nobody bothered to tell me, 
either. I found out today. At work. After you left.” She wiped her 
eyes, embarrassed at her roller-coaster emotions. “I thought I was 
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going to sell jams and baked goods on my days off. But apparently, 
that wouldn’t bring in enough money, so Gizelle is taking my job, 
and I….”

His hand grazed the top of hers. The one up by her face. “You 
get to have the adventure.” 

Greta blinked and jerked away. Her skin tingled from his 
touch. “You’ve been around Onkel Samuel too much.” 

Josh smiled. “Gut man. Lot of wisdom to share.” 
They turned at the road and strolled past his horse, Sea Grass, 

calmly grazing. 
“It hurts to admit when you make a mistake—but if it’s big 

enough, it hurts only for a minute,” Josh said quietly. 
She glanced at him, failing to understand his statement. But 

she wouldn’t ask him to clarify. Not now. Maybe not ever. Instead, 
she repeated the last words he’d said to her the day he left the 
Amish: “There’s a consequence for every choice you make.”

He nodded and held her gaze. “You remembered.”
She remembered everything about that day. But she wouldn’t 

tell him that. Wouldn’t bring it up. That would only open a whole 
well of hurt. 

“Look, I’m sorry I kissed you like that today,” he said. “If you 
want, consider that the kiss I owed you.” 

Leave it to him to bring it up. She sighed. That fateful nacht 
flashed through her memory. He’d refused to participate when the 
other youth played spin the bottle. At least, after they told him to 
go into the closet with her and shut the door. 

Instead, he shamed her by outright refusing, then got up and 
strode out of the haus. 

Leaving the community. The Amish. 
For years. 




