


What people are saying about …

Leaving Lancaster

“Kate Lloyd explores familial bonds in this warm and moving novel. 
She deftly captures the complicated relationships between mothers 
and daughters, exploring both expectations and disappointments. 
!is talented and capable writer will leave you wanting more.”

Suzanne Woods Fisher, author of the best-
selling Lancaster County Secrets series

“A lovingly written tale of family, forgiveness, and redemption. 
Readers of Amish "ction will love every moment.”

Hillary Manton Lodge, author of the 
Carol Award–"nalist Plain Jayne

“In Leaving Lancaster, Kate Lloyd gives us a fascinating glimpse 
into a tightly knit Amish community—and the terrible impact a 
daughter’s thoughtless rebellion has had on three generations of 
women. !is novel is well crafted and compelling!”

Serena B. Miller, author of Love 
Finds You in Sugarcreek, Ohio

“In Leaving Lancaster, Kate Lloyd has penned an inspirational 
novel about a long-kept secret that threatens to destroy an entire 
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family. While the truth seems painful at "rst, Kate’s beautiful story 
demonstrates how forgiveness can heal even the deepest of wounds.”

Melanie Dobson, award-winning author of Love 
Finds You in Amana, Iowa and !e Silent Order
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For my husband, Noel 
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Note to Readers

!ank you for adventuring with my "ctional characters to Lancaster 
County, Pennsylvania, a glorious location near to my heart. Any 
resemblance to real members of the Amish or Mennonite communities 
is unintended. I ask your forgiveness for any inaccuracies. 
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To every thing there is a season, and a time 
to every purpose under the heaven:

A time to be born, and a time to die; a time to plant, 
and a time to pluck up that which is planted;
A time to kill, and a time to heal; a time to 

break down, and a time to build up;
A time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time 

to mourn, and a time to dance;
A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones together; 

a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing;
A time to get, and a time to lose; a time to 

keep, and a time to cast away;
A time to rend, and a time to sew; a time to 

keep silence, and a time to speak;
A time to love, and a time to hate; a time 

of war, and a time of peace.
—Ecclesiastes 3:1–8 
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13

PROLOGUE

Anna Gingerich stood in the barnyard waving good-bye to four of 
her "ve sons as her neighbor Beth’s minivan pulled away, transport-
ing the men to the Lancaster railway station. 

“Ach, why Montana?” Anna voiced her complaint aloud, though 
no one but the orange tabby and the Lord could hear her grumblings. 

She shu$ed around the side of the house for one last wave, but 
the van had already sped from view, leaving an empty hollow in its 
wake. 

!e oak trees across the way snagged Anna’s attention. Clusters 
of leaves lay scattered on the ground, decomposing and mingling 
with the aroma of dew upon the greenest grass on earth. Did grass 
even grow in Montana? How would she walk barefoot during the 
summer? Were all of Montana’s trees evergreens? How would she 
mark the changing seasons if the trees never shed their foliage?

Quit your griping, Anna admonished herself, and tried to be 
grateful for the help of her Mennonite neighbor, Beth. !ough a 
gulf as wide as the Susquehanna River ran between the two women 
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14 KATE LLOYD

spiritually, over the last thirty years Beth had felt more like a daugh-
ter to Anna than Esther—her own %esh and blood she’d probably 
never set eyes on again. 

Anna stu#ed her hands in her apron pockets. Like a spinning 
wheel rewinding, she recalled her and her daughter Esther’s "nal 
argument—more like a screaming match. 

“I’m leavin’ and you can’t stop me,” Esther had said, her nutmeg-
brown hair out of its prayer cap—all schtruwwlich, streaming down 
her back in de"ance. Esther stomped her foot. “It’s my running 
around time—Rumspringa. I’m goin’ ta see the world.”

“Nee!” Anna had barred the doorway. “You’re scarin’ me. Wait ’til 
your dat gets home.” No matter, though. Levi’s meeting hadn’t dis-
banded for hours, and by then Esther had slipped out of the house. 

If only Anna had listened patiently instead of lashing out, Esther 
and her beau, Samuel Fisher, might not have severed their family 
roots that threaded deep into the Pennsylvania soil. !ey might have 
returned home, eventually become baptized, and gotten married 
instead of …

A rustling breeze lifted the hem of Anna’s skirt. 
Today, according to her sporadic letters, Esther lived an Englisch 

life and belonged to what she labeled a nondenominational church 
in Seattle. 

“Meanin’ what?” Anna said, and glanced around to make sure 
she was still alone. For sure, her daughter’s church ignored the 
Ordnung and the ways of the People. 

She watched her youngest son, Isaac, stride toward the barn, 
hours of work ahead of him. He’d already milked their two dozen 
Holsteins, but corn demanded harvesting, a fence in the back "eld 
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LEAVING LANCASTER 15

was sagging, and a buggy wheel needed repairing. And the vet-
erinarian would stop by later to evaluate Cookie’s fetlock. !e old 
mare’s deterioration—Isaac called Cookie a nag—reminded Anna 
of herself.

Now that Anna was standing still, a vague dizziness visited her, 
spun her o#-kilter. She leaned against a fence post for support. Over 
the last few years, she’d sought the opinion of several doctors, but had 
left their o&ces feeling brushed aside, discounted—because she was 
almost eighty. None was able to solve the mystery of her a$ictions 
and forgetfulness other than citing her declining age. With dismis-
sive words, they’d o#ered pain medication and antidepressants, but 
she’d refused. 

She returned from the barnyard to mount the stairs leading to 
the kitchen. Had she remembered to put in the bread? Or even turn 
on the oven?

Her toe caught on the second step and she stumbled forward, 
landing on her knees and palms. Again, she was grateful for solitude; 
no one had seen her clumsiness. 

She’d planned to put up tomatoes for most of the day. By herself. 
She was in no mood for chitchat. But how would Anna get the lids 
on tightly enough to seal them, let alone stand for hours on end in 
the kitchen? Her hands and shoulders ached as though they’d spent 
the night in the icebox. She might as well go back to bed.

It was moments like this she missed Levi the most. But he lived 
in heaven, at the feet of the Lord, she hoped. At rest. In peace. She’d 
come to accept his passing as God’s will—what the bishop had sug-
gested at his funeral. 

Not that she didn’t miss Esther, too. Every day. 
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16 KATE LLOYD

Anna believed Esther’s leaving had set her husband’s death 
in motion. His buggy wouldn’t have been on the road that night 
weeks later if word hadn’t circulated throughout the community that 
Esther and Samuel were camped out in an Englischer’s basement in 
New Holland, north of their farm. Her husband would have been 
home sitting in front of the "re recounting his day, and Anna would 
have been quilting. 

In fact, the night he died, Esther and Samuel were clear across 
the country. Esther hadn’t attended her father’s funeral.

Anna knew she harbored resentment, for which she rebuked her-
self. God demanded forgiveness. Stewing over the past only bogged 
a person down. She prayed she’d truly risen above her bitterness and 
regret, and wished Samuel’s mother felt the same way. 

Anna entered the house, but instead of checking her bread, she 
sat at her writing desk to contact Esther one last time. Anna would 
spill the beans, tell her daughter the truth, admit how ill she was, 
and beg Esther to come home before the men sold the farm. But she 
knew Esther wouldn’t.

If only Anna’s elusive illness would consume her in one swoop 
this very afternoon and spare her the agony of leaving Lancaster 
County.
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CHAPTER ONE

“Holly Samantha Fisher,” Mom called from down in the shop. 
“Come talk to me.”

When she summoned me by my whole name, it spelled trouble, 
so I grabbed my half-empty co#ee mug and trotted down to the "rst 
%oor like a good little girl, when in truth I was thirty-seven years old. 

Clad in my bathrobe over pj’s, my feet snuggled in suede moc-
casins, I stepped across the wooden %oor into my mother’s pride and 
joy, the Amish Shoppe. I found her in the living room—used as a 
showroom—on the easy chair, her knitting basket and handbag at 
her feet. 

“Hey,” I said. “Where’ve you been? When I got up, the house 
was empty.”

“On an errand.” She wore a charcoal-colored cardigan over a 
matching calf-length skirt that didn’t %atter her "gure. !ree inches 
taller than me, she was plumpish in all the right places.

I perched on the straight-back bench near the gas "replace 
and glanced out the front window to the buggy—minus the 
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18 KATE LLOYD

horse—glistening on the porch from a recent shower. Mom’s cus-
tomers’ kids loved playing in the covered box-shaped carriage pulled 
by a make-believe spirited mare, as I had many times as a girl. If I 
closed my eyes, I could still imagine the clip-clopping sound.

!e clock on the mantel chimed eight times. “I’d better get 
showered,” I said, wishing I could tunnel back into bed. “I need to 
be out the door in thirty minutes.”

Mom let out a breathy sigh. “First, we need to talk.” 
I didn’t bite into her dangling carrot like I usually did, but let 

the words drift around the showroom. Every square inch of the 
house’s "rst %oor, except the kitchen, was crammed with handmade 
Amish products from Indiana and Ohio, all for sale: chairs and 
tables displaying jars of jams, apple butter, the best pickled beets, 
and chowchow. !e walls were adorned with men’s straw hats and 
women’s bonnets of the plainest sort, aprons, and several patchwork 
quilts Mom had sewn herself. 

!e scent of baking raisins and molasses beckoned me to the 
kitchen. “Something smells yummy. You cooking bran mu&ns?”

“Yes, but they’re not done.” 
I held up my mug. “I’ll get us co#ee.”
“Hold still, girl of mine.” Mom’s mousy hair, graying at the 

temples, was tucked into its usual bun, but %yaway strands wisped 
loosely around her ears. “I need to tell you—I’ve got big trouble.” 

“To do with money?” I felt a throb at the bottom of my throat. 
“I apologize, I haven’t chipped in enough on groceries and owe you 
three months’ rent.” Last year, I’d given up my apartment and was now 
camping out in my childhood room. “If only the stock market would 
turn around and our clients %ock back.” I felt like a botched NASA 
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LEAVING LANCASTER 19

rocket launch, toppled on its side. Five, four, three, two, one—“I’ve 
been putting o# telling you. Last week my boss gave me notice.” 

“I’m so very sorry, dear heart.” 
“After all the work I’ve put into building a new career, I could 

scream.” 
Her lips clamped together like clothespins. She looked pale. 

Washed out.
“Mom, did I miss something? You’re in some kind of trouble?” 

My spine straightened. “Are you going out of business? Is the bank 
repossessing the house?”

“I wish it were that simple.” Her hand wrapped the back of her 
neck. “!ere’s an illness in the family.”

“What family?” !en it hit me; she was describing herself. “Are 
you all right? Please tell me it’s not cancer.”

“My health is perfect.”
“Are you sure you’re okay?” 
“I’m "ne, darling.”
“Is it Aunt Dori?” I was referring to Dorothy Mowan. Mom’s 

best friend and her husband, Jim, were the closest we had to family.
Mom picked up her knitting needles and struggled with the 

olive-green yarn that echoed her eyes. “No, someone else. A blood 
relative.”

“What are you talking about?” 
With shaking hands, she yanked out several stitches—it wasn’t 

like her to make a mistake. “My mother wrote me a letter.”
“Grandma Anna?” I coughed a laugh, because Mom had to be 

pulling my leg. !is early in the morning I didn’t "nd her humor 
entertaining. “Did I hear you right? Grandma Anna’s back from the 
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20 KATE LLOYD

grave?” I tilted my head and expected my mother to smile. But her 
stony expression remained "xed.

Her words sounded strangled. “I, I—don’t know where to begin. 
You’re going to hate me.” 

“Why would I do that? But I need to hustle. I’m running late 
for work.” 

“Promise to forgive me if I tell the truth?” Mom was big on the 
word forgiveness, even when the neighbor kid dented my car’s fender 
and refused to pay for the damage.

“Yes, okay, I promise.” I set my mug on a coaster on a side table. 
“I won’t get mad.”

Mom’s eyes turned glassy, like she was holding back tears. I’d 
rarely seen her cry, only when she was chopping onions. 

“I let you believe my mother passed on,” she said. “I know it was 
wrong.” 

“You’re kidding me, right?” Before I could demand more infor-
mation, I saw a UPS truck swerve to a halt at the curb and a man 
jump out. Moments later, his knuckles rapped on the front door, 
then he jabbed the bell and turned the knob, but Mom didn’t let the 
deliveryman in, nor did I rush upstairs to get dressed. My mother 
and I sat frozen in this surreal scene as we listened to his footsteps 
descend to the street and the truck depart. 

“I should have told you years ago,” she said. “My mother still 
lives on the family farm.” 

“I don’t understand.” My mind was doing somersaults. Nothing 
made sense. 

As I scrutinized Mom’s face—she never wore makeup—she 
lifted her chin and read the framed needlepoint of Romans 12:2 
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LEAVING LANCASTER 21

hanging on the wall, words cautioning believers not to conform to 
the world. Black thread on a white background, surrounded by a 
black frame. Black and white, like Mom. No cloudy areas, I’d always 
thought. Until now.

“Let me get this straight.” I stroked my jawline as my mind 
explored the convoluted avenues. “!e woman who gave birth to 
you—Grandma Anna Gingerich—is alive. But you told me she was 
dead, even though you knew I always wanted a grandmother?”

“Yes.”
“Why on earth?” 
“I was so young, I didn’t know what to do. I thought it best.” 
“Well, neither of us is young anymore.” My lungs gasped for 

air, as if I were sinking chin-deep in quicksand. Was our whole life 
a sham? If Grandma Anna were living, that meant my mother—the 
righteous woman who’d hammered the importance of integrity into 
me—was a liar. And she’d deprived me of what I wanted most in life: 
family.

A startling thought bombarded me. “How about my dad?” My 
voice turned shrill. “Is he still alive too?”

“No, darling. Samuel lost his life in Vietnam.”
“If you have to be mixed up about something, couldn’t it be 

about my father? I’ve secretly prayed he was a prisoner of war with 
amnesia who’ll someday wander out of the jungle.” A dream I’d never 
admitted before, even to Mom, because I was embarrassed to harbor 
such naive fantasies. 

“I’ve had the same thought.” She bundled her knitting project 
and tossed it into the basket like a dishrag. “But you know as well as 
I do, the army and Veterans A#airs swear there are no more POWs.” 
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22 KATE LLOYD

A familiar cloak of sadness as heavy as a lead apron draped itself 
across my narrow shoulders, making them slump forward, right 
when I should be marching o# to work, even if my lofty dreams of 
becoming a "nancial advisor were crumbling. 

With all the strength I could muster, I scu$ed into the kitchen 
and poured myself fresh co#ee. !e mu&ns were in the oven and 
the clicking timer read "ve minutes. My appetite had vanished any-
way. Who cared about food at a time like this? I’d always longed 
for siblings—a humongous family—but my father had died before 
I was born and my mother never remarried, so Mom and I were 
a twosome. All those years I’d asked about her parents—she could 
have told me the truth. 

Returning to sit near her, I put my mug on the coaster. My 
stomach gurgled with a mixture of longing and confusion, like oil 
and water boiling on a stove top. 

“How do you know Grandma Anna’s alive?” I asked. !ere had 
to be a logical answer.

“She’s contacted me many times.”
“!is is crazy. What are you talking about?” My hand swung 

out, colliding with my mug, splashing brown liquid onto the %oor. 
I grabbed a Kleenex from my pocket to mop up the puddle, then 
decided to leave it. !e mess was the least of my worries. “Mom, 
what are you trying to say? !at your mother put you up for adop-
tion and now she’s tracked you down and wants to see you?” 

“I wish it were that simple.” Mom placed her handbag in her lap 
and opened it. 
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… a little more …

When a delightful concert comes to an end,

the orchestra might offer an encore.

When a !ne meal comes to an end,

it’s always nice to savor a bit of dessert.

When a great story comes to an end,

we think you may want to linger.

And so, we offer ...

AfterWords—just a little something more after you

have !nished a David C Cook novel.

We invite you to stay awhile in the story.

Thanks for reading!

Turn the page for ...
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Discussion Questions for 
Leaving Lancaster

1. How would you feel if you discovered a parent or guardian had 
kept momentous secrets from you—in Holly’s case that she has 
relatives she’s longed for but has never met? What were Esther’s 
motivations? 

2. What are Holly’s emotions when she learns her mother has been 
lying to her? Has a trusted person lied to you? What was your 
response? 

3. Esther’s lifelong goal has been to protect Holly. In what ways has 
she uplifted and helped Holly? Can you identify with Esther? 

4. Esther feels responsible for her former husband Samuel’s death. 
Do you think she is? It’s safe to say most of us harbor a hidden 
secret. What is the worst scenario should your secret be revealed? 

5. Holly is a grown woman, but inside, in many ways a child. What 
messages from her youth does she carry that have kept her from 
maturing and maintaining a good self-image? 

6. How could growing up without a dad cause a young woman to 
feel insecure and not trust men? How did it a#ect Holly’s belief 
in God? 
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7. Are Holly’s visions of her deceased father unrealistic? Will visit-
ing his gravesite, traveling to the Vietnam War Memorial, or 
tracking down his old buddies help her heal her wounds? What 
are other ways to come to peace with her loss? What does Zach 
mean when he mentions a heavenly Father?

8. If Holly and Esther were separated, as Esther was from her own 
mother, Esther feels she’d be losing a part of herself. How will 
having her sons living in Montana a#ect Mommy Anna? Keep 
in mind: !e Amish do not use airplanes. How would having a 
beloved family member or friend move away a#ect you? 

9. It seems both Holly and Esther are jumping into relationships 
and taking great risks with men they barely know. What are 
Zach’s and Nathaniel’s good qualities? Can they be trusted and, 
if so, why? Do you think after growing up in the city Holly can 
be content living in the country with a veterinarian? Will their 
relationship last?

10. Holly’s mother, Esther, is planning to take baptism classes and 
join the Amish church. Do you think Holly should explore the 
Amish church more thoroughly? Is she making a wise choice 
attending the Mennonite church with Zach’s family?

11. Holly is going to be nearby when Beth’s dog, Missy, delivers her 
litter of pups. As far as we know, Mommy Anna has never kept a 
dog in the house but might be willing to make an allowance for 
Holly. What other exceptions are Holly’s grandmother making 
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for her and Esther? When has someone shown you bounteous 
generosity?

12. How would this story have di#ered if Mommy Anna, Holly’s 
grandma, had harbored bitter resentment toward Esther and not 
forgiven her? How would this have a#ected Holly? Do you cling 
to resentment toward anyone?

13. In Matthew 18:22, Jesus instructed Peter to forgive seventy times 
seven. Does this sound unrealistic and impossible? How did you 
feel when Holly’s mother, Esther, and her dad’s mother forgave 
each other? How do you feel when someone forgives you?

14. As kids, Holly’s parents were instructed that no violence is jus-
ti"able. What are your thoughts on total passivism? Have you 
ever turned the other cheek in the face of adversity? What was 
the outcome? 

15. What other insights and information did you learn about the 
Amish through reading this book? Are there any Amish customs 
or practices you might wish to emulate?
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