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 Unofficial Glossary
of Pennsylvania Dutch Words

 


Ach – Oh

Alt maedel – Old maid

Bann – Shunning

Boppli/Bopplin – Baby/Babies

Bruder/Brieder – Brother/Brothers

Bu – Boy

Daed/Dat – Dad

Dawdi – Grandfather

Denki – Thanks

Der Herr – The Lord

Dochder – Daughter

Dummkopp – Dummy

Englischer – A non-Amish person

Ferhoodled – Mixed up

Fraa – Wife

G’may – Members of an Amish
fellowship

Gott – God

Gross sohn – Grandson

Gut – Good

Jah – Yes

Kapp – Amish head covering

Kinner – Children

Kumm – Come

Maed/Maedel – Girls/Girl

Mamm – Mom

Mammi – Grandmother

Mei fraa – My wife

Ordnung – Rules of the Amish
community

Rumspringa – Running around period for
Amish youth

Schatzi – Sweetheart

Schweschder(n) – Sister(s)

Sehr gut – Very good

Wunderbaar – Wonderful


 


 


 



Author’s Note


 


 


The Amish/Mennonite people and their
communities differ one from another. There are, in fact, no two
Amish communities exactly alike. It is this premise on which this
book is written. I have taken cautious steps to assure the
authenticity of Amish practices and customs. Old Order Amish and
New Order Amish may be portrayed in this work of fiction and may
differ from some communities. Although the book may be set in a
certain locality, the practices featured in the book may not
necessarily reflect that particular district’s beliefs or culture.
This book is purely fictional and built around a fictional
community, even though you may see similarities to real-life
people, practices, and occurrences.

We, as Englischers, can learn a lot
from the Plain People and their simple way of life. Their hard
work, close-knit family life, and concern for others are to be
applauded. As the Lord wills, may this special culture continue to
be respected and remain so for many centuries to come, and may the
light of God’s salvation reach their hearts.


 


 


 



ONE

 


 


The sun’s fingers stretched through the
panes of Miriam Yoder’s bedroom window, caressing her face in warm
bliss. Ach, today would be a beautiful day. A welcome break
from the recent storms they’d been having. She knelt next to her
bed, as she did each morning, and bowed her head. She had a lot to
be thankful for. A gut family, friends, the
wunderbaar sunshine, and not having to see his
face.

She shouldn’t think that, and she certainly
shouldn’t pray it. But she couldn’t help it. She was
thankful that she didn’t have to see Michael Eicher’s face at every
gathering their church district had. She was happy she no longer
had to gaze into his mesmerizing eyes or glimpse his irresistible
smile. She was glad that he’d jumped the fence, providing surety
that he wouldn’t terrorize her heart anymore. Never again. Not him,
or any other man, for that matter.

At least, if she stayed single, she didn’t
have to worry about fixing three square meals a day and waiting on
a husband hand and foot. She didn’t have to worry about caring for
sick children like her friends occasionally did. It was a blessing,
actually, that Michael Eicher had forced hard-earned wisdom upon
her.

If only she could believe that. She knew
that she should have forgiven him by now. She knew that she should
just forget everything that happened. But doing so seemed
impossible. Especially in light of—

“Miriam!” Mamm’s voice called from
downstairs, breaking through her meandering thoughts.

“Coming, Mamm.” She frowned, then
whispered a hastened, “Amen.” She’d have to send the remainder of
her prayer heavenward while Daed prayed at breakfast time.
Surely, Der Herr would understand.

She threw her choring dress on in record
time, then haphazardly pinned up her hair with her work kerchief as
her covering. No need to don her best for the chickens.

Hopefully Mamm hadn’t started
preparing the morning meal without her. She had to pull her weight
if she intended to stay in her folks’ home. She supposed that she
could move out, since she was plenty old enough, but that would
likely be too lonely. Besides, she didn’t need idle time. Time to
think about him. Ach, if only she could erase him
from her memory altogether. He certainly hadn’t given a second
thought to her. If only he’d never taken her on that first buggy
ride. Or the second. Or the third. If only…stop!

“Will you gather the eggs from the hen
house?” Mamm asked the second Miriam’s feet hit the bottom
step.

“Jah. It seems they’ve been laying
other places lately too. I found some in the woodshed the other
day, and some up in the loft when Daed had me fetch
hay.”

“In the loft even?” Mamm stared at
her as though she held answers. “It wonders me how they would get
up yonder.”

Miriam shrugged. “I guess they must’ve flown
up there. They are birds, ain’t so?” She opened the back door, egg
basket in hand, but paused to hear Mamm’s words before
stepping out.

“Unless one of your brieder put one
of the poor creatures up there.”

Jah, there was that. Her
nine-year-old brother Benny did possess an ornery streak.
Hopefully, he’d have the sense not to turn out like…

Why in the world could she not dispel
Michael Eicher from her thoughts today? It wasn’t like she’d pined
after him all these years he’d been gone. Nee, quite the
opposite. As far as she was concerned, good-for-nothing Michael
Eicher could jump off a bridge. Or get thrown from a buggy. Or…
ach, I’m sorry, Gott. That was not a
charitable thought, whether Michael Eicher was worthy of one or
not.

She pressed her lips together, determined to
distract herself.

“Hey, chickens. Do you have any eggs for me
to find today?” She smiled at the creatures as she headed toward
the hen house.

~

Michael Eicher’s eyes fluttered open.
Ach, he’d slept great. He turned over on his side, not the
least bit surprised to find the spot next to him empty. The
beautiful woman he’d met last night—what was her name? Casey?
Cathy? Cassy?—must have gone already. He yawned and stretched. What
time was it anyway?

He sat up and reached for his cell phone.
Almost nine? Oh shoot, I’m late for work. Again. No doubt
that was where what’s-her-name had gone. And she probably
hadn’t been late.

He hurried and threw on his jeans, then
tugged his arms into his work shirt. While sprinting to the kitchen
to find a quick bite to swallow on his way to work, he buttoned up
his shirt. He spotted a note on his tiny kitchen table.

Thanks for the fun! Call me some time. –
Cassidy

So that was her name! Not that it
mattered. He’d likely never see her again. He had a maximum
two-date rule. If he didn’t get what he wanted by then, he moved
on. Fortunately, Cassidy had no problem providing for his wants on
the first date.

In his younger days, when he still lived in
his Plain community, he’d once taken the same woman on a buggy ride
five times in a row. Five times? He rubbed his stubbled
cheek and shook his head, still amazed. What had he been thinking?
He hadn’t. He’d nearly lost himself, his dating standards—if that’s
what one could call it—to her. He closed his eyes, attempting to
recall her name. He knew it well but his brain was in a fog this
morning, likely from indulging in too much drink the night
before.

Miriam. Miri. Jah, she was the one.
As soon as he realized he’d been losing himself—his heart—he moved
on. A ride or two with someone else after her, then out of the
community for good. No need to make attachments to a community he
wouldn’t be staying in. But Miri, mmm, she had been
in a league of her own.

He glanced at Cassidy’s note again. The
words were written in a large heart, along with her phone number.
He crumpled the paper and tossed it in the trash. No, thank
you.

He grabbed a slice of bread and slathered
peanut butter on it, which made him long for the peanut butter
spread he’d grown up with in his Amish community. Perhaps he’d get
the recipe for it if he ever returned home again. It had been a
couple of years since he’d visited his grossdawdi—his only
tie to the community now. He took a bite of his snack and grunted.
It would have to suffice till his lunch break.

He patted his pocket to be sure his wallet
and motorcycle key were still safely tucked away in his jeans, then
ran out the door. He really should have showered this morning, but
there was no time. He was already late.

Hopefully, Nick would be forgiving of his
tardiness. He knew he’d been getting on his boss’s nerves lately.
This would be the second time he was late this week. Perhaps he and
whatever-her-name-was should have left the night club a little
earlier. Oh well, too late now.

He revved the bike and weaved in and out of
traffic, then finally came to a screeching halt at the mechanic
shop he’d worked at for the last two months.

“Don’t bother clocking in, Mike. You’re
fired.” Nick shook his head in disappointment as Michael walked
toward him.

“But I—”

“Don’t even attempt any excuses. I saw your
bike out at Jean’s last night. And I saw you leaving with a
woman.”

“I need this job, Nick.”

“Not my problem.” He shook his head. “You
stink. Did you not even bother to shower this morning?”

“I was running late.” He lifted his arm and
took a whiff. Nick was right. He had trouble outgrowing some of the
old habits he’d learned growing up in his strict Amish community.
He’d only been allowed a bath once a week on Saturdays, and before
a special occasion, such as a wedding. It wasn’t so bad when you
lived in an Amish community and everyone else carried the same hard
work stench. But shortly after he’d left, he learned the
Englisch went by different standards where cleanliness was
concerned, among other things.

“Your breath too, man.” Nick frowned. “How
on earth did you lure a woman home?”

Michael smiled fully, crossed his muscled
arms over his chest, and raised his eyebrows.

“I guess girls will give pretty boys just
about anything.” Nick shrugged.

That, he’d been right about. He’d seldom
been turned down, and he attributed that to his good looks,
hard-earned body, and extroverted personality. If his good looks
couldn’t win a woman over, his congeniality would. He’d become a
genius at flattery. Jah, from a woman’s perspective, he was
a fine catch. He’d been told as much nearly every time he was with
a woman. He chuckled to himself. They thought he was the perfect
catch, but they quickly found out he was only into catch and
release. No ball and chain. No strings attached.

“My breath was fine last night.” He grinned.
“I had a mint.”

“More like a mint julep.” Nick rolled his
eyes. “You know, if I were you, I’d rethink my life.”

And back to the issue at hand. His fingers
practically screeched through his oily hair. “Seriously, man.
You’re not really firing me, are you?”

“Yeah. I’m really firing you.” Nick
nodded. “Don’t bother putting me as a reference on your next job
application. I will tell them the truth.”

“Which is?” He swallowed, not sure he wanted
to hear his boss’s—make that ex-boss’s—evaluation.

“You’re a decent worker—when you actually
show up. I need to get back to work.”

His gaze followed Nick’s to a vehicle that
had just pulled in to the shop. “But I need this job!”

“Sorry. But I warned you, Mike.”

“Give me another chance. Please!”

“You’re out of chances. I gave you two. It
was two too many. I run a mechanic shop, not a daycare. I don’t
have time for workers who don’t pull their weight. It makes me look
incompetent to my customers, and that’s the last thing a business
owner wants. I value other people’s time. You should too. It’s
called respect.” Nick turned and walked back to the bay.

Michael let out a string of obscenities.

“Like I said.” Nick hollered. “Rethink your
life. Don’t come back. Your check will be in the mail.”

He stomped to his bike and peeled out of the
parking lot. He could slam his fist up against a wall right about
now. How could life be great and stink at the same time? How on
earth was he going to pay rent now?
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Michael stared down at the newspaper,
combing the Help Wanted ads for anything he might be qualified for.
Only two jobs appealed to him and he’d already applied for both.
The employers had been eager to meet him at first—his good looks
had provided many opportunities over the years—until they studied
his job history. Then it was always the same. Why did you only
work at such-and-such for a few months? Why did you leave? He’d
considered lying on the last answer and saying he wasn’t fired, but
the one time he did, they’d called his former employer and received
the truth. After that, he’d basically been thrown out on his
ear.

Ach, it seemed he’d been fired as
many times as he’d been hired. Dawdi would not be pleased.
Amish were known for their work ethic. Apparently, Michael didn’t
inherit that gene. He didn’t relish disappointing his grandfather,
but he couldn’t help having ants in his pants. And if he couldn’t
find work, he’d have to go back home and ask Dawdi for money
to pay his rent—something he loathed to even think about.

Dawdi would give him money, but only
after he worked for him. His grandfather was a man of principle and
didn’t believe in handouts. Nee, his grossdawdi lived
by the motto if a man doesn’t work, a man doesn’t eat. At
least he’d be allowed to kumm back and live in
Dawdi’s home until he got back on his feet. He’d done it a
couple other times within the past five years, so Dawdi
would likely be expecting him soon. Unlike the others in the
community, Dawdi didn’t shun him—at least not in his own
home. Michael had been thankful for that.

He didn’t know what he’d do without his
grossdawdi. That was a circumstance he did not want to ever
dwell on. Out of all the people in his family, Dawdi had
always been the one to accept him no matter what.

Michael suspected Dawdi held out hope
that one day he’d return to the Amish fold for good. But Michael
knew that would never happen. The Amish life had too many
restrictions on just about everything. He wasn’t going to let a few
power-hungry men dictate how he lived his life. It just wasn’t
going to happen.

~

Michael revved his bike, daring to veer
around the corners at heart-racing speeds. He loved the adrenaline
that accompanied hard living, and the rush of wind through his
hair. It reminded him of a certain woman who used to run her
fingers through it when it had been longer. Why so many thoughts of
Miriam Yoder lately? Probably because he’d been pondering visiting
his grossdawdi. He hadn’t seen her in forever, it
seemed.

He dreamt of her now, wondering if she was
married. If she was, then her last name would no longer be Yoder,
he mused. Jah, she likely was. Not that he’d let something
like that deter him if he ever wanted to see her again. He’d
learned that the married women at the clubs were usually just as
willing as the others. It shouldn’t be much more difficult with
Miri. Sure, she was Amish, but that didn’t matter. He’d just have
to step carefully. Hopefully, her husband worked away from the
home. That would make it easy.

Out of all the Plain women he’d dated, she
had been his favorite conquest. A beautiful woman indeed. A face as
attractive as his own, soft intoxicating long hair, curves in all
the right places… Jah, if he ever returned to his former
Amish community, he’d definitely be seeking her out.

When he felt the tire slipping, his
attention snapped back to the road. He glanced down and noticed the
grass clippings just as his motorcycle slid out from under him. His
eyes squeezed shut, as he attempted to protect himself from the
intense pain he was likely to endure.

~

“I’m leaving now,” Miriam called to
Mamm from the door.

“Have a gut day, dochder. Tell
Sammy hello for us.”

“Jah, I will.” She stepped outside
into the crisp morning air. The short walk to the older man’s house
was always one of her favorite parts of the day. It was her time
alone to commune with God. She would thank Him for His blessings
and ask His guidance throughout the day.

She thought of the list Sammy had given her
for the week. Grocery shopping. Purchasing vegetable plants from
the Troyers’ greenhouse for his garden, then planting them. Fixing
supper. All stuff she loved to do, especially for Sammy. He’d been
somewhat of a grossdawdi to her after her own grandfather
had passed away a few years ago. She relished the times they would
sit out on the porch and talk. Although she’d loved her own
grossdawdi, Sammy owned a special place in her heart. He’d
been one of the kindest souls she’d ever known. She felt like she
could share anything with him, although she hadn’t shared her
deepest secrets. Nee, some things were just too
personal—only things she could disclose to Der Herr.

Miriam opened the screen door and knocked.
There was no answer.

Strange. Sammy usually had his door opened
this time of day, with just the screen closed to let the breeze in.
“Sammy?”

She knocked once more.

Where was he? He’d usually come to the door
by this time. Perhaps he was occupied. She’d give him a few minutes
before she knocked again, just in case he was taking care of
personal business. She dropped down onto the porch swing and pushed
the wooden floor board with her toes, setting the swing in gentle
motion.

Five minutes later, she knocked again, with
no response.

Then she decided to check the barn and the
pasture to see if his driving horse was in his stall or out
grazing. She discovered the barn was empty, but sure enough Dr.
Seuss was out in the field. She’d laughed when Sammy had first told
her his horse’s name. He said that one of his grandchildren named
the horse after their favorite children’s author. Oh well, she
supposed it was better than naming the poor creature Green Eggs
and Ham or The Cat in the Hat, which was what the child
wanted to name him. So, Dr. Seuss it was.

A ring pealed through the air and she turned
her attention to the phone shanty between Sammy’s and his
neighbor’s property. She jogged toward it, but the ringing had long
ceased by the time she arrived. The answering machine’s light was
flashing, so she pushed Play.

Sammy’s voice echoed through the line,
“Hello, this message is for Miriam Yoder. This is Sammy. I’m at the
hospital right now. Don’t worry, it’s not for me. I am fine.
Chust visiting someone. I should be back home in a couple of
days. If you need to get inside the house, you know where I usually
leave the key. I guess I won’t be needing you to make me any meals
right now. At least not for a couple of days. I left a list on the
table for you. See you when I get back.”

She erased the message and then frowned,
thinking of Sammy’s words. Who could be in the hospital? She hadn’t
heard that anyone in the community had sustained an injury or of
anyone requiring hospitalization.

A frown tugged her lips downward. The
thought of Sammy being away dampened her spirits a bit. He’d always
had a smile and word of encouragement for her. She’d miss him.
Nevertheless, she breathed a quick prayer for whomever he was
visiting in the hospital, and that Sammy would return safely and
soon.

After finishing her tasks at Sammy’s, she’d
make a quick stop in at her best friend Nora’s place. She and Nora
had pretty much been great friends since they’d met, except for the
small rift they’d had when Miriam dated Michael. Miriam had been
unaware that her friend had ridden home with him prior to asking
her. Like every other girl, Nora had a crush on him. When rumors
began flying around about Michael and Miriam being a couple, Nora
completely wrote her off as a friend.

When Michael ended his courtship with
Miriam, she’d been left without her beau and her best friend.
Heartbroken over the entire ordeal, Miriam fled to the
Englisch world, nursing her bleeding heart. After Miriam
returned to their community a year and a half later, she discovered
that Nora had moved on and married.

A couple weeks after Miriam’s return, her
friend showed up asking forgiveness, so they’d made amends. Miriam
was glad to resume their friendship, but she’d never fully
recovered from either wound. The scars remained.
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A beep, beep, beep sound forced Michael’s
eyes to drift open, but his vision was hazy. He’d slept well but it
was time to get up now. Time to go job hunting yet again. He
blindly felt for his alarm clock to shut it off. Where was it?

He lifted himself off the pillow only to
discover intense pain pounding his head. Now that he’d awakened
more, he was conscious of pain in his entire body. He forced his
eyes to open all the way and noticed his arm in a cast and his leg
suspended in a sling in the air. Ach, the hospital.

Motorcycle accident. Jah, that was
it.

He attempted to sit up again.

“Nee, you stay right there.”

The familiar voice grabbed his attention.
“Dawdi?” He turned his head toward the voice. Sure enough,
his grandfather sat on a chair next to his bed. “What are you doing
here?”
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