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Housekeeper For The Holidays  

During the Christmas season, Rebecca Yoder agrees to help new preacher Caleb
Wittner with his mischievous daughter. Amelia's turned the community of Seven
Poplars upside down. Only Rebecca can see the pain hidden beneath the little
girl's antics—and her father's brusque manner. After losing his wife in a fire,
Caleb's physical scars may be healing, but his emotions have not. Yet Rebecca's
sweet manner soon has him smiling and laughing with his daughter—and his
pretty housekeeper. Soon Caleb must decide whether to invite Rebecca into his
life—or lose her forever. 
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About the Author
Emma Miller lives quietly in her old farmhouse in rural Delaware amid fertile fields and lush woodlands.
Fortunate enough to be born into a family of strong faith, she grew up on a dairy farm, surrounded by loving
parents, siblings, grandparents, aunts, uncles and cousins. Emma was educated in local schools, and once
taught in an Amish schoolhouse much like the one at Seven Poplars. When she's not caring for her large
family, reading and writing are her favorite pastimes.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
Seven Poplars, Kent County, Delaware, Autumn

Rebecca Yoder stole another secret glance at the new preacher before ducking behind an oak tree. Today had
been delightful; she couldn't remember when she'd last enjoyed a barn raising so much. Leaning back against
the sturdy trunk of the broad-leaved oak, she slipped off her black athletic shoes and wiggled her bare feet in
the sweet-smelling clover. It may have been October, but fair weather often lingered late into autumn in
Delaware and the earth was still warm under her feet.

She and her friends Mary Byler and Lilly Hersh-berger had been busy since sunup, cooking, helping to mind
the children and squeezing dozens and dozens of lemons to make lemonade for the work frolic. It seemed
that half the Amish in the county, and more than a few from out of state, had come to help rebuild new
preacher Caleb Wittner's barn, and everyone—from toddlers to white-haired elders—had been hungry.

As adult women, a great deal of the heavy work of feeding people fell to them. Rebecca didn't mind—she
was happy to help—and work frolics were fun. A change from everyday farm chores was always welcome,
and gatherings like these gave young people from different church districts an opportunity to meet and
socialize. Getting to know eligible men was the first step in courtship, as the eventual goal of every Amish
girl was finding a husband.

Not that she would be in the market for one for some time. Technically, at twenty-one, she was old enough to
marry, but she liked her life as it was. Her older sisters had all found wonderful husbands, and she intended
to take her time and choose the right man. Good men didn't exactly grow on trees, and she wouldn't settle for
just anyone. Marriage was for a lifetime and she didn't want to choose in haste. If she couldn't have someone
who loved her in a romantic way, she'd remain single.

Rebecca yawned and rubbed the back of her neck. This was the first chance that she, Mary and Lilly, all of
courting age, had found to take a break. Here, under the shade trees, they could take a few minutes to relax,
talk and enjoy some of the delicious food they'd been serving to the men all afternoon. The fact that their
chosen spot was slightly private while offering a perfect view of the young men pulling rotted siding off the
old barn was a definite plus.

"I don't care how eligible Caleb Wittner is. I wouldn't want him." Balancing her plate of food, Mary folded
her long legs gracefully under her as she lowered herself onto the grass. Her voice dropped to a
conspiratorial whisper as she leaned toward Rebecca. "Amish or not, I tell you, I wouldn't set foot in that
man's house again, not even for double wages."



Lilly's curly head bobbed in agreement beneath her spotlessly starched prayer kapp. "Didn't I tell you? I
warned you before you took the job, Mary. I learned the hard way. He's impossible to please, and that child
of his…" Lilly rolled her dark eyes and raised both hands in mock horror, causing a round of mirth. Blonde,
round-faced Lilly had a sweet disposition and had been a loyal pal since the three of them had gone to school
together as children, but Rebecca knew she was prone to exaggeration.

Actually, Lilly and she had been first graders when they'd met. Mary had been older, but that hadn't stopped
her from taking the newcomers under her wing and helping them adjust to being away from their mothers all
day. The friendship that had kindled around the school's potbellied woodstove had only grown stronger with
each passing year. And since all of them had left their school days behind and become of courting age, not a
week went by without the three of them attending a young folks' singing, a trip to Spence's Auction or some
sort of frolic together. To cement the bond even more, Mary's brother Charley had married Rebecca's sister
Miriam, which made kinship an added blessing. So tight was hers and Mary's friendship that Rebecca often
worried how she'd stand it if she married out of the community and had to move away.

"Seriously." Rebecca nibbled at a stuffed egg and returned to the subject of Caleb Wittner's mischievous
daughter. "She's a four-year-old. How bad could she be?"

"Oh, she's pretty awful." Mary chuckled as she tucked a stray lock of fine, honey-brown hair behind her ear.
"Don't let those big, innocent eyes fool you. Turn your back on that girl and she's stuffing a dead mouse in
your apron pocket and tying knots in your shoestrings."

"Together," Lilly added with a grimace. "She tied my church shoes together so tight I had to cut the laces to
get them apart. And while I was trying to sort them out, she dumped a crock of honey on the sermon her
father had been writing."

"I think you two are being uncharitable," Rebecca pronounced. She eyed one of Aunt Martha's famous
pickled carrots on her plate. "And letting your imaginations run away with you." Her attempt at reining in
her friends' criticism of Caleb and Amelia Wittner was spoiled by another giggle that she couldn't contain.
Mary was terrified of mice. Rebecca could just picture Mary's face when she'd slipped a hand into her pocket
and come up with a dead rodent.

"That's not the half of it," Mary went on. "Amelia's impossible, but her father…" She pursed her lips. "He's
worse. Short-tempered. Never a kind word for me when I came to watch his daughter. Have you ever seen
him smile? Even at church? It's a wonder his face doesn't freeze in winter. He—" Mary broke off abruptly
and her face flushed. "I didn't mean…" She shook her head. "I wasn't mocking his scars."

"I didn't think you were," Rebecca assured her. The three of them fell silent for a minute or two, and even
Rebecca, who hadn't been critical of the new preacher, felt a little guilty. Caleb had suffered a terrible burn in
the fire that had killed his wife. One side of his face was perfectly acceptable, pleasant-looking even, but the
other… And his left hand… She shivered. God's mercy had saved him and little Amelia, but had left Caleb a
marked man. She swallowed the lump rising in her throat. Who could blame him if he was morose and sad?

"Ya." Lilly took a small bite of fried chicken and went on talking. "It's true that Caleb Wittner is a grouch.
And it's not uncharitable to speak the truth about someone. He's nothing like our old Preacher Perry. I miss
him."

"We all do." Rebecca sipped at her lemonade, wondering if she'd made it too tart for most people. She liked
it as she liked most things—with a bit of a bite. "Preacher Perry always had a joke or a funny story for



everyone. What is that English expression? His cup was always full?"

Perry's sudden heart attack and subsequent passing had been a shock to the whole community, but nothing
like the surprise of having newcomer Caleb Wittner selected, within weeks of his arrival in Seven Poplars, to
take his place as preacher. The position was for life, and his role as shepherd of their church would affect
each and every one of them.

"You have to admit that Caleb and Amelia have certainly livened things up in the neighborhood," Rebecca
added.

The coming of the new preacher was the most exciting thing that had happened in Seven Poplars since
Grace—Rebecca's secret half sister—had appeared on their back porch in a rainstorm two years ago.

Without being obvious, she glanced back at the barn, hoping to catch another glimpse of her new neighbor.
There were two men pulling a large piece of rotten sideboard down; one was Will Stutzman, easy to
recognize by his purple shirt, and the other was her brother-in-law, John Hartman, Grace's husband. Caleb
Wittner was nowhere in sight. Disappointed, she finished the last few bites of her potato salad and rose to her
feet. "We better get back and help clear away the desserts before someone comes looking for us."

Her friends stood up, as well. "I wonder if there's any of your sister Anna's apfelstrudel left?" Lilly said. "I
think I could make room for just one slice."

More than two hours later, as the purple shadows of twilight settled over Caleb's farmstead, Rebecca
returned to the trees near the barn to retrieve her shoes. Most of the families who'd come to work and visit
had already packed up and gone home. Only a few of those who lived nearby, including her sisters Miriam
and Ruth, and their husbands remained. Rebecca had been ready to go when she realized that she was still
barefoot; she'd had to stop and think where and when she'd removed her sneakers.

"I remember where they are now," she said to her mother, Hannah, who was just climbing into their buggy.
"You and Susanna go on home. I'll go fetch my shoes and see you there." Home was around the corner and
across the street. She could just walk.

Mam and Susanna waved and their buggy rolled down the driveway, followed by her sisters and brothers-in-
law behind them.

"You want us to wait?" Miriam called as Charley brought their wagon around to head down the driveway.

"I'm fine." Rebecca waved. "See you tomorrow!" As the sun set, she turned to go in search of her shoes.

The barn stood some distance from Caleb's home, which was a neat story-and-a-half 1920sera brick house.
English people had remodeled the house over the years, but had left the big post-and-beam barn to slowly
fall into disrepair. Although the roof and siding had deteriorated, the frame of the barn remained sound.

It was the potential of the barn and outbuildings that had drawn Caleb to the ten-acre property, according to
Rebecca's brother-in-law Eli. Even though it was quickly getting dark, Rebecca had no problem finding her
shoes. They were lying by the tree, exactly as she'd left them. She thrust her foot into the left one and was
just lacing it up when she heard a pitiful meow. She glanced around. It sounded like a cat… No, not a cat, a
kitten. Rebecca held her breath and listened, trying to locate the source of the distressed animal. She hadn't
seen any cats on the property today. In fact, when she'd been serving at the first meal seating, she'd distinctly



heard Caleb say that he didn't like cats.

That had been a strike against him. Rebecca had always liked cats better than dogs. Cats were… They were
independent. They didn't give affection lightly, but once they'd decided that you were to be trusted, they
could be a great source of company. And they kept a house free of mice. Rebecca had always believed cats
to be smart, and there was nothing like a purring cat curled up in her lap at the end of a long day to soothe
her troubles and put her in the right mind for prayer.

Meow. The plaintive cry of distress came again, louder than before. It was definitely a kitten; the sound was
coming from the shadowy barn. As Rebecca stepped into her other shoe, she glanced in the direction of the
house and yard, then back at the barn. Maybe the mother was out hunting and had left a nest of little ones in
a safe spot. One of the kittens could have wandered away from the others and gotten lost.

Mee-oo-www.

That settled it. There was no way that she could go home and abandon the little creature without
investigation. Otherwise, she'd lie awake all night worrying if it was injured or in danger. Shoes tied, she
strode across the leaf-strewn ground toward the barn.

Today hadn't been a proper barn raising because the men hadn't built a new barn; they'd stripped the old one
to a shell. Tomorrow the men would return, accompanied by a volunteer group from the local Mennonite
church and other Amish men who hadn't been able to take a Friday off. They'd nail up new exterior siding
and put on a roof. The Amish women would return at noon with a hearty lunch and supper for the workers.

Rebecca looked up at the barn that loomed skeletonlike in the semidarkness. She wasn't easily scared, but
heavy shadows already lay deep in the structure's interior, and she wished she'd thought to come back for her
shoes earlier.

She stepped over a pile of fresh lumber and listened again. This time it was easy to tell that a kitten was
crying, and it was coming from above her head. Only one section of the old loft floor remained; the planks
were unsound and full of holes. The rest was open space all the way to the roof, two stories above, divided
by beams. Tomorrow, men would tear out the rest of the old floor, toss down the rotten wood to be burned
and hammer down new boards.

Meow.

Rebecca glanced dubiously at the wooden ladder leaning against the interior hall framing. Darkness had
already settled over the interior of the barn. It was difficult to see more than a few feet, but she could see
well enough to know that there was no solid floor above her.

The sensible thing would be to leave and return in the morning. By then, the mother cat would probably have
returned for her kitten and the problem would be solved. At the very least, Rebecca knew she should walk
back to Caleb's house to get a flashlight.

But what if the kitten fell? Nine lives or not, the loft was a good fourteen feet from the concrete floor. The
baby couldn't survive such trauma. And what if it got cold tonight? It was already much cooler than it had
been this afternoon when the sun was shining. She didn't know if the kitten could survive a night without its
mama. What she did know was that she didn't have the heart to abandon the kitten. Making up her mind, she
started up the ladder.



Caleb tucked his sleeping daughter into bed; it was early for bedtime, but she'd had a long day. He covered
her with a light blanket and placed her rag doll under her arm. He never picked it up without a lump of
sadness tightening in his throat. Dinah had sewn the doll for Amelia before the child was born. It was small
and soft and stuffed with quilt batting. Dinah's skillful fingers had placed every stitch with love and skill, and
Baby, with her blank face and tangled hair, was Amelia's most cherished possession.

He paused to push a lock of dark hair off the child's forehead. Amelia had crawled up into the rocking chair
and fallen asleep when Caleb was seeing the last of his neighbors off. He hadn't even had time to bathe her
before carrying her upstairs to the small, whitewashed room across the hall from his own bedchamber. A
mother would likely wake a drowsy child to wash her and put her in a clean nightgown before putting her to
bed, but there was no mother.

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Joseph Jenkins:

The book untitled Rebecca's Christmas Gift (Hannah's Daughters Book 7) contain a lot of information on the
idea. The writer explains the woman idea with easy means. The language is very straightforward all the
people, so do not really worry, you can easy to read that. The book was authored by famous author. The
author brings you in the new era of literary works. It is possible to read this book because you can keep
reading your smart phone, or gadget, so you can read the book in anywhere and anytime. In a situation you
wish to purchase the e-book, you can wide open their official web-site in addition to order it. Have a nice go
through.

Leigh Harris:

Beside this specific Rebecca's Christmas Gift (Hannah's Daughters Book 7) in your phone, it can give you a
way to get more close to the new knowledge or data. The information and the knowledge you may got here is
fresh through the oven so don't always be worry if you feel like an older people live in narrow town. It is
good thing to have Rebecca's Christmas Gift (Hannah's Daughters Book 7) because this book offers for your
requirements readable information. Do you oftentimes have book but you do not get what it's interesting
features of. Oh come on, that will not happen if you have this inside your hand. The Enjoyable option here
cannot be questionable, similar to treasuring beautiful island. Techniques you still want to miss that? Find
this book in addition to read it from now!

Harold Scott:

On this era which is the greater particular person or who has ability in doing something more are more
important than other. Do you want to become certainly one of it? It is just simple solution to have that. What
you have to do is just spending your time little but quite enough to enjoy a look at some books. One of
several books in the top collection in your reading list is usually Rebecca's Christmas Gift (Hannah's
Daughters Book 7). This book and that is qualified as The Hungry Inclines can get you closer in becoming
precious person. By looking upwards and review this guide you can get many advantages.



William Kavanaugh:

That e-book can make you to feel relax. This book Rebecca's Christmas Gift (Hannah's Daughters Book 7)
was colourful and of course has pictures on there. As we know that book Rebecca's Christmas Gift (Hannah's
Daughters Book 7) has many kinds or variety. Start from kids until young adults. For example Naruto or
Investigation company Conan you can read and believe you are the character on there. So , not at all of book
are usually make you bored, any it can make you feel happy, fun and chill out. Try to choose the best book in
your case and try to like reading that will.
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