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 Unofficial Glossary
of Pennsylvania Dutch Words

 


 


Ach –
Oh

Aenti –
Aunt

Boppli/Bopplin –
Baby/Babies

Bruder/Brieder –
Brother/Brothers

Chust –
Just

Daed/Dat –
Dad

Dawdi –
Grandfather

Dawdi haus – A
small dwelling typically used for grandparents

Denki –
Thanks

Der Herr – The
Lord

Dochder(n) –
Daughter(s)

Dummkopp –
Dummy

Englischer – A
non-Amish person

Ferhoodled –
Crazy, scatterbrained, mind is elsewhere

Fraa –
Wife/Missus

G’may – Members
of an Amish fellowship

Gott –
God

Gross sohn –
Grandson

Gut –
Good

Guten tag – Good
day, good morning

Herr –
Mister/Lord

Jah –
Yes

Kapp – Amish
head covering

Kinner –
Children

Kumm –
Come

Maed/Maedel –
Girls/Girl

Mamm –
Mom

Rumspringa –
Running around period for Amish youth

Schatzi –
Sweetheart

Schweschder(n) –
Sister(s)

Sohn –
Son

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

 


 


“I can’t believe we’re actually doing this!”
Excitement exploded from Josiah Beachy’s voice as he bounded into
Silas’s bedroom and shook him by the shoulders.

Silas Miller grinned at his best friend as
he attempted to fold his swim trunks and place them into his travel
bag. “We are. Finally. The trip we’ve been talking about and
planning for since…when?”

“Ach, didn’t we
talk about it when we were still in school yet?”

“Jah, I think
so.” Silas chuckled. “You’ve been wanting to visit the beach since
Michael Eicher and his folks vacationed there.”

“That’s
because Mike wouldn’t stop talking about it. And all the
pretty maed he saw
there.” Josiah’s eyebrows rose twice.

“He was
too young to be thinking about maed back then.”

Josiah shrugged. “Apparently not.”

Silas scratched his head. “What all should I
be packing?”

“You’re not taking your Amish clothes, are
you?”

“I thought I would. Why?” Silas frowned.

“No
pretty Englisch girls
are going to want to hang out with Amish guys, Silas.” Josiah
grunted. “We need to look like Englischers.”

“I only
have one change of Englisch clothes. Those pants you gave me and a T-shirt.”

Josiah sighed. “It looks like we’ll need to
do some shopping then. You don’t have any shorts?”

“Nee. Except my
swimming shorts.”

“They call them swim trunks. You can’t go
around calling them swimming shorts.”

Silas chuckled. “What does it matter what I
call them?”

“Ach, Silas. You
really need to hang out with my Englisch friends more.”

Silas
frowned. Honestly, he didn’t care much for Josiah’s
Englisch
friends. They tended to be rude
and demeaning toward the Amish culture, which Silas happened to
appreciate and respect. “No, thank you.”

“Jah, I know
Derek is a jerk. But the other guys aren’t too bad.”

“I don’t
know. I just feel like they’re always trying to pull us away. I
have no intentions of jumping the fence.” His gaze narrowed in on
his friend. “And I hope you don’t either.”

“I’d be lying if I said I’ve never thought
about it.”

“Well, that’s normal, I guess.” He’d thought
about it a time or two but had never truly considered it.

“Right.”

“You know what they say. The grass always
looks greener on the other side of the fence. It isn’t really
greener. It just appears to be.”

“Well, I’m thinking about sand right now.
Not grass.” Josiah cuffed Silas on the shoulder.

Silas couldn’t suppress his own enthusiasm.
“Do you really think it’s as great as Mike makes it out to be?”

“Nee. I think
it’s better.”

“I guess we’ll find out soon enough.” Silas
chuckled. “My brother Paul keeps begging me to take him with
us.”

“We’re
not taking any kinner along.”

Silas
folded his jeans and placed them in his luggage.
“Jah, I
know.”

“What do your folks say?”

“About
us going?” Silas shrugged. “Mamm doesn’t like it one bit. Dat doesn’t seem to have any objections.”

“Your daed’s always
been cool.”

Silas stared at his friend. “You think?”

“Remember when he saw us riding the
neighbor’s motorcycle?”

“Ach, I almost
forgot about that.”

“How could you forget? That was one of the
best things we’ve ever done.” Enthusiasm burst from Josiah’s
lips.

“I’m not
sure the bishop would agree. Or my mamm.”

“And
your daed never even
said anything, ain’t so? Just smiled and waved at us.”

“You’re
right. If he’d mentioned it to Mamm,
she would have had a fit.”

“A week and a half at the beach!” Josiah
grasped Silas’s arms and shook him. “I can hardly believe it.”

Silas
chuckled. Ach, had he ever
seen his friend so excited? Not that he wasn’t, but… “Well, we better enjoy it because we’ll be
needing to help your dat with that
corn harvest when we get back.”

Josiah groaned. “Why’d you have to bring
that up? We’re not going to talk about what awaits us when we
return, okay? We’re going to forget about all that and just enjoy
ourselves.”

“Right.”

Silas’s brother Paul chose that moment to
sail into his bedroom and plop onto the bed. “Ugh, y’all are so
lucky! Can you find a way to hide me in your suitcase, Silas?”

Silas
chuckled. “Sorry, bruder. No can
do.”

“But it’s so unfair.” Paul complained.
“You’ll be spending an entire week at the beach while I’m stuck
here doing your chores.”

“Week
and a half, kind.” Josiah
squeezed Paul’s shoulder. “You’ll get your chance someday. We’ve
waited a long time for this. We deserve it.”

Silas
was unsure how deserving they were. They already had so many
blessings as it was. He hadn’t really done anything to deserve
them, except for being born at the right place at the right time to
the right people. But that was something that Der Herr determined, not them.

“What
are you going to do for that long?” Paul’s eyes doubled in size.

Josiah’s shoulders jounced. “Oh, I don’t
know. Meet some pretty girls, play volleyball on the beach, grab
some brats and grill out, jump on the rides at the boardwalk, rent
some surfboards. Those kinds of boring things.”

Silas
couldn’t help the anticipation that rose in his chest.
Ach, it did
sound like they’d be indulging in a little slice of
paradise.

“Ah, man. Now I want to go even more.” A
heavy sigh escaped Paul’s lips.

“Well, like Josiah said, you’ll get your
turn someday.” Silas assured him.

“Jah, start
saving your pennies because a trip like this isn’t cheap,
bu.” Josiah ruffled Paul’s hair.

“I already have forty dollars saved up!” The
pride in his younger brother’s voice was unmistakable.

“That’s
a good start.” Silas smiled at his bruder. He knew how difficult it was to save money in an Amish
household when you were under twenty-one. Most of the money went
to Dat
for living expenses.

“Jah, but you’ll
need a lot more for a trip like this.” Josiah turned his attention
back to Silas. “Are you done yet?”

“Almost. I need a towel.”

“You don’t need a towel. We’ll use the ones
from the hotel.”

“But Mamm said those
are supposed to stay inside the hotel. We’re not supposed to take
them to the beach,” Silas said.

“Well, you bring one if you want but I’m
using the hotel’s towels. That’s what they’re there for.” Josiah
insisted.

Silas
wouldn’t argue with his friend, even though he disagreed. Disputing
about a towel seemed silly. But he’d still be a gut example to his brother and do the right thing.
“Paul, will you fetch my blue towel, please? The big
one?”

Paul shot out of the room.

“Someday he and Jaden will be doing this.
We’ll probably be old and married then.” Josiah mused aloud.

“Seven
years? Jah, probably.”
Silas wondered who he’d end up marrying. He couldn’t picture
himself with any of the maed in
his youth group. “Who do you think you’ll marry?”

Josiah laughed. “I have no idea.”

“What about Katie Troyer?”

“I only took her home twice. She’s cute, but
she’s not for me.” His brow arched. “What about you and
Lizzie?”

Silas
shook his head. “Nee.” The woman
he married would be someone he cared for in a special way. He
wasn’t sure what exactly he was looking for, but he knew what he
wasn’t. “Der
Herr will let me know
when it’s the right one.”

“You think so? How?”

He shrugged, chucking his shower bag into
his suitcase. “I think it will feel different. You know what I
mean? It’ll be more than just attraction, and more than just
friendship. We’ll click or something.”

Josiah grinned.

“What? Why are you looking at me like
that?”

“Have
you been reading your mamm’s romance novels or something?” He burst into
laughter.

Silas
snatched a pair of socks from his bag and threw them at Josiah.
“My mamm doesn’t
read romance novels. And I don’t find it funny in the least. I
think it will feel like I found the missing puzzle piece when I
meet the right one.”

The sides of Josiah’s lips twitched. “Are
you saying you’re not complete without her?”

“Right
now, I’m fine. But I suspect that when I meet her I might feel that
way, jah.” Silas
laughed now too. “But I’m certainly not going to worry myself about
it right now. That is Gott’s business. I don’t plan to go looking for anyone. I reckon
He’ll have to bring her to me and open my eyes to her.”

“And I just want a girl who’s hot.” Josiah
chuckled.

“Jah, but this
will be the person you’re spending your whole life with. Good looks
and nice bodies will change. If she doesn’t have a
gut
heart, then you’ll end up being
miserable.”

“Or if she’s a terrible cook,” Josiah
jested.

“Nee, then you’d
just have to learn to cook for yourself. And that’s probably not a
bad thing to learn.” When Josiah threw the socks back at him, they
bounced off his chest and landed in his travel bag.
“Gut
shot.”

Josiah
made a show of puffing out his chest. “Jah, vell, when
you’re king of the court…”

Silas snickered. “Whatever.”

“Okay,
so I’m not as gut as you, but
I did make that three-pointer.”

“I remember that. A miracle, for sure.” He
chuckled. “Because we know it wasn’t skill.”

“Ouch. I
plan to get some gut volleyball
games in at the beach, though. Do you think we can find some pretty
girls to play with us?”

Silas zipped up his bag. “You’ll be too
distracted, and we’ll lose.”

“Silas, Silas.” Josiah shook his head and
threw an arm around his friend’s shoulders. “Sometimes, there are
more important things than winning a game.”

Silas shrugged Josiah’s arm off. “I know
that. I was joking.”

“Maybe
we’ll find you a pretty Englisch girl too.”

“I don’t
want an Englisch girl.”
He couldn’t even picture himself with one. It would just
be…awkward. And it was already awkward enough courting Amish
maed.

“You will when you see them at the beach in
their bathing suits.”

“Ach. I’m not
looking for lust. I want more out of a relationship than that. And
you should too.”

“Goodness, Silas. I’m not that shallow. Besides, you can’t deny that you want your
future fraa to
be gut
looking. I’ve seen your head
turn a time or two when a cute girl goes by.”

Paul
finally entered holding the blue towel Silas had requested. “Are
you guys still talking
about maed?”

“Just wait a couple of years, young one.”
Josiah tweaked Paul’s nose. “You’ll be thinking and talking about
girls too.”

“I don’t know about that.” Paul shook his
head. “I don’t even want to think about all that boring stuff.” He
rolled his eyes. “I’d just want to go on the rides and swim in the
ocean.”

“Ach, how little
you know.” Josiah chuckled. “Women are anything but
boring.”

“You
haven’t met mei schweschdern,
then,” Paul said.

“They’re young yet. Just wait a few years. I
bet they’ll be turning heads then.”

“Whatever you say.” Paul shrugged, then
glanced at his brother. “Hey, Silas. Will you bring me back
something special?”

Silas
examined his bruder. “Like
what?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Anything, I guess.”

“We’ll see.” Silas turned to Josiah. “What
time are we leaving tomorrow?”

“Allen’s picking us up around seven. He’ll
already have Danny with him. So, just eat something before then and
we’ll load up and go.” Josiah laced his fingers together and
cracked his knuckles. “Danny wants to get coffee on the way.”

“Ach, I’ll
probably chust have
coffee here. They charge too much at those fancy places.” He
mentally counted the money in his wallet. After paying his part for
the hotel, and purchasing his meals, there wouldn’t be too much
left over for recreation. He’d have to be choosy about which
amusement park rides he chose to go on.

At
nineteen, he still gave most of his construction earnings to
Dat.
Fortunately, Dat had allowed
him to save up some extra for this trip. He looked forward to the
day he’d turn twenty-one and get to keep all his money. By then,
maybe he’d be looking for a place of his own.

If Mamm and
Dat
didn’t have any more
male bopplin, their
folks’ place would pass on to little Nathaniel, who was only six
yet. It was hard to imagine Nathaniel grown up and married and his
folks with gray heads, although a few were already peeking through
under Mamm’s
kapp. Unlike Josiah’s
folks, Alvin and Ada Beachy, who were quite a bit older in age than
Silas’s folks and were now fully gray.

~

Josiah couldn’t help running the entire way
to Silas’s house. Allen had just called, and he’d be picking the
both of them up at the Beachys’ place in twenty minutes. By the
time he reached the Millers’ door, he was out of breath.

The door
swung open before he had a chance to knock. “Josiah, you are
early.” Silas’s dat, Ezra
Miller, opened the door wide. “Kumm in, kumm in.”

As
Josiah stepped inside, Ezra stepped outside—cup of steaming coffee
in one hand, Bible in the other. Silas had said his
dat
always liked to watch the
sunrise from the porch while sipping a cup of coffee and talking
with the Good Lord.

“Have you eaten yet?” Dorcas Miller gestured
toward the table where Silas piled his plate with scrambled eggs,
bread, and bacon.

He
really didn’t have time but… “I guess I could eat a little bit
since Silas isn’t ready yet.” He sat next to Silas and was promptly
provided with a plate and fork. “Denki.”

Josiah bowed his head, uttered a brief
silent prayer, then dug in. Judging by the quiet house, Silas and
his folks were likely the only ones in the household up at this
hour.

“Allen’s picking us up at my place in about
fifteen minutes, so we need to hurry,” he mumbled around a slice of
crispy bacon.

“I can
take my coffee to go.” Silas eyed his mamm. “Will you put my coffee in a thermos, please?”

“Would you like one too, Josiah?” Dorcas
offered.

“Nee, denki. I’ll
grab mine on the road.” He shoved a couple slices of bacon and a
helping of scrambled eggs into a slice of bread and folded it like
a taco. “We need to go, Silas.”

“I think
the kinner wanted to
say goodbye. Or Paul did, at least.” Silas stood and grasped his
bag by the door. “Mamm, will you
tell Paul and the other kinner goodbye for me, please? Allen’s coming early.”
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