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      Ach du liebe – Expression similar to “Oh, my goodness!” or “Oh, dear!”
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      Schatzi – Sweetheart

      Schweschder(n) – Sister(s)

      Sohn – Son

      The familye way – Pregnant

      Vatter – Father

      Verboten – Forbidden

      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.
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      He was in so much trouble.

      Brighton glanced down at his speedometer, hoping against hope. He peered into his side mirror just as the police car heading the opposite direction flipped a U. A siren yelped and lights flashed behind him.

      He groaned and pulled his car to the side of the road, then squeezed his eyes shut. He watched in dread as the police officer made his way to the passenger side door, then Brighton pushed the button on his door to slide the window down.

      “I’ll need to see your license, insurance, and registration.” The officer kept his sunglasses firmly in place, his look menacing.

      Brighton read the name badge on the officer’s uniformed shirt. Blaze. Great. Sounds like a nice guy. Not.

      He fumbled to fish his wallet out of his pants pocket for his license, then reached for the glove compartment to fetch his insurance card and registration papers, hoping the officer didn’t notice his shaky hands. He chewed on the inside of his cheek as he leaned over and handed them to the officer.

      “I’ll be right back.” The officer began walking back to his squad car.

      Great. Wesley’s going to kill me.

      He eyed the officer in the rearview mirror and wiped his sweaty hands on his jeans. Please, God. Let this guy have mercy on me.

      What was taking the guy so long? Brighton was already late for basketball practice, and he wasn’t looking forward to extra warm-ups, then bench time—Coach’s penalty for tardiness. He’d be lucky if he got a half hour of playing time in.

      He stared up at the vehicle’s ceiling, grimaced at the headliner coming loose, then blew out a long breath. One more thing to fix. He could not afford a ticket right now.

      The police officer finally returned and handed back his documents. “Where are you headed?”

      He ground his teeth together. He did not have time for chit chat. “Basketball practice.”

      “This time of year? Thought it started later.” Great. The officer didn’t believe him.

      “It’s pre-season. Coach likes to start us out early.”

      He nodded. “You were going a little fast. I clocked you at sixty-three. The speed limit in this area is fifty.” The officer eyed him.

      What was he supposed to say? Sorry?

      Instead, he agreed with a silent nod.

      The officer continued. “Since you have a clean record, I’m going to let you off with a warning. This time.”

      He sighed. “Thank you. I’ll try to slow down.”

      “Consider leaving earlier next time so you don’t have to speed?”

      Maybe this guy wasn’t a jerk after all. He noticed the guy wore a wedding ring. Maybe he had kids. He looked to be around Wesley’s age.

      Brighton nodded. “Right. Good idea.”

      The officer tapped on the door. “Welp, drive safe then.”

      “Thank you again.”

      Brighton waited until the officer pulled back onto the road, then continued toward the school.

      Thank You, Lord, for not letting me get a ticket.

      Now, he had a choice to make. Did he continue to basketball practice—now over a half hour late? Or did he turn back around and spend a few more minutes with Bethany Byler?

      Her sweet smile flashed in his mind, and he had his answer.

      He thought of Bethany now. She was so different than the girls at his school. Pretty, but she didn’t wear all that fake stuff on her face or try to impress him with tight clothes or over-obvious behavior. He found her gentle, Plain ways quite refreshing.

      She’d still be at Grandpa Christopher’s helping Grandma Judy with her sewing projects. If they both stayed for supper, he could spend more time with her and walk her halfway home.

      The longer he thought about it, the more the notion solidified in his mind.
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      Bethany’s heart skipped a beat as she heard tires crunching on the gravel driveway outside. That always seemed to happen these days—ever since last summer when she’d met Brighton.

      She smiled to herself. “Brighton” had to be the least Amish name ever. Of course, he wasn’t Amish, he was an Englischer, which was why she shouldn’t even be entertaining thoughts of him. But how could she help it after that kiss they’d shared in the bishop’s barn?

      She nibbled her fingernail now. She would have been in so much trouble if they had gotten caught.

      Brighton was a different type of person—quiet and a little shy, but what she liked most about him was that he was kind. He’d never teased her about her red hair and freckles like the boys had in school. As a matter of fact, he’d told her that he thought her hair was pretty and it made her blue eyes stand out. She’d never been called pretty before and she tried not to dwell on Brighton’s words too much, lest the sin of pride take root in her heart.

      “Grandma Judy?” A familiar voice dragged her away from her thoughts.

      She looked up to catch Brighton’s head popping around the door. Her breath caught as he winked at her.

      “Back so soon, gross sohn? I thought you’d left,” Judy said, looking up at Brighton.

      Technically, he wasn’t really her grandson or even related to her. But her actual grandson had married Brighton’s older sister, and so Judy and Christopher had kind of unofficially adopted Brighton and his siblings as part of the family since they had no family of their own. Bethany had thought it was sweet on the part of the bishop and his fraa.

      “I decided to come back and help Grandpa finish putting up that hay. I was going to be too late for basketball practice anyhow.”

      “I see.” Judy peered over her glasses.

      “Do you mind if I stay for supper?” He stole a quick glance at Bethany, an unspoken communication between them.

      “You know you’re always welcome.” Judy grinned. “Your grossdawdi is in the barn.”

      He gave Judy a nod, then he was gone.

      Ach, since he was staying for supper that meant he’d offer to walk Bethany home later. And if he wanted to kiss her again, well, she wouldn’t refuse him.

      Jah, she realized she was playing with fire by getting involved with an Englischer, but it was too late to turn back now. They were both invested in this relationship. She had every intention of seeing where it led.

      If her folks ever found out, though, they would insist she put an end to their relationship immediately.

      She just had to make sure Mamm and Dat never found out.
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      Bethany had to admit that spending time with Brighton was the highlight of her week. It wasn’t often she found herself with time alone, especially alone with Brighton. She was usually working in the house with Mamm, helping Dat outside on the farm, or assisting Judy, the bishop’s fraa, with her tasks.

      Mamm and Dat had only allowed her to spend time at the Stoltzes’s home because they thought she was safe and protected from worldly influences there. Her folks truly had no idea of the dangerous thoughts she’d been having lately.

      Because being with Brighton made her question everything she’d grown up believing. Why was it so important to remain Amish? Was the world as bad as they’d made it out to be? She couldn’t find one bad thing about Brighton, except that he was Englisch.

      She couldn’t squelch her smile as Brighton walked her home after supper at the bishop’s house. Spending time with this Englisch bu made her heart sing, there was no denying it. She loved the feel of her hand in his as their arms swayed between them.

      When they reached the halfway mark, the point at which they always said their goodbyes and parted ways, Brighton took her other hand in his and urged her closer.

      “Remember that time I kissed you in my grandpa’s barn?” His voice was low, and mischief sparkled in his hazel eyes.

      Ach, how could she forget? Who knew how many countless times she’d lain awake in bed or gotten distracted from her chores reliving the tender moments between the two of them in her mind? “Jah, I remember.”

      The stolen kiss had been dangerous on both of their parts, but they couldn’t seem to stop themselves. Fortunately, they hadn’t been caught by the bishop, because if they would’ve been…she didn’t want to think about what might have happened.

      “I want to do that again.” A smile tugged at his lips.

      “Kiss me in the bishop’s barn?” Her eyes widened.

      He shook his head, but amusement twinkled in his gaze. “Not in the barn. Right here. Right now.”

      Oh.

      He studied her. “Do you think you’d be okay with that?”

      Her face flushed hot, but she managed to surrender a slight nod.

      “Good.” He gingerly lifted her chin with the pad of his thumb, then bent down. His lips hovered an inch above hers. “I’m going to enjoy this.” His whisper sent a shiver through her and she knew she’d take pleasure in it too. Probably more than she should.

      He lowered his lips to hers. His kiss was slow and gentle and sweet.

      There was something about a kiss from Brighton that made her feel special. Like she was the one he’d chosen. Like she belonged to him. Almost like placing his mark on her and branding her as his own.

      Ach, perhaps she was reading too much into it.

      With their foreheads still touching, he gazed at her for several seconds after their kiss ended, like he was savoring the moment. He leaned back and his fingers traced the curve of her cheek, his eyes roaming her face.

      He swallowed. “I wish we could spend more time together, Bethany. I want to take you with me to the Pumpkin Show and to my basketball games and to our family gatherings and to Christmas activities.”

      She frowned. “I want those things too. But you know I can’t.”

      “I know.” He sighed. “I just don’t understand why. Why is your culture so strict?”

      “You should ask your grandpa that. He’s the bishop. He’d know more than I would.”

      “What would happen if you did go with me?” He challenged.

      She swallowed and her heart quickened. “Where?”

      “To the Pumpkin Show.”

      She worried her lip between her teeth, then shrugged. “I’d get into trouble. Mamm and Dat would be very upset with me. I would probably have to confess in front of the church… Or, no, probably not that because I haven’t been baptized yet. But I know I would be forbidden to ever see you again.”

      He squeezed his eyes closed like her statement caused him physical pain. “I hate that.”

      “It’s our way.”

      “Yeah, but there’s no freedom. You can’t go for a ride with me. You’re not even supposed to be talking to me, let alone kissing. I feel like our hands are tied. There are so many things I want to do with you. Places I want to take you.”

      The earnestness in his voice made her want to just abandon everything and go with him. She’d never felt the weight of the restrictions of her Amish life until now. He was right about it. All of it. Just thinking about it made her heart pound so loud she could barely think.

      “Well, what if I…?”

      His eyes studied her intently. “What if you what?”

      “I don’t know.” She shrugged. “I just…if they ever found out…”

      “What if we made sure they didn’t find out?” His eyebrow creeped up and his gaze wandered, as though a plan was forming in his mind.

      “How?”

      “What time do your folks go to bed?”

      Her pulse sped up. “About eight, I guess.”

      “Could you slip out of the house after they’re asleep, then walk to the road?”

      She inhaled deeply. “I think so. Maybe?”

      A smile lit up his whole countenance. “Have you ever been to the Pumpkin Show?”

      She shook her head. “But what if someone I know sees me there?”

      “How about if I borrow some of my sister’s clothes? I think they might work. What size do you wear?”

      She glanced down at her handmade dress and frowned. “I don’t know.” Then she thought about the size of the undergarments she’d purchased. Were they the same as pants? “A six, maybe?”

      His eyes slid up and down her form, a grin curving his lips. “I’m not great with girls’ sizes either, but I think we’ll be able to manage with Shannon’s clothes. I’ll have to smuggle them out of her closet.”

      “When would you want to go?”

      “It starts in two weeks. It lasts several days, but we can go on Saturday. I’ll park out by the road around eight thirty and wait for you. If you don’t come by nine fifteen, I’ll figure something happened and you couldn’t go. If you chicken out, I’ll understand.” He reached over and squeezed her hand.

      “I do want to go. I guess if I get caught, I can just continue as though I’m heading to the outhouse.”

      “Perfect. Yes, that would work.” He pulled her in for an embrace. “I’m not sure when I’ll see you next but be sure to mark your calendar for the Saturday two weeks from tomorrow.”

      “I will. Eight thirty.”

      “Right.” He kissed the top of her head where her prayer kapp was. “Goodnight, Bethany. Sweet dreams.”

      He winked, then they both turned around heading in opposite directions.

      She didn’t think she’d forget this night in a long, long time. Sweet dreams for sure.
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      The moment Brighton pulled into the driveway that evening, he knew he was in trouble.

      His brother-in-law, Wesley, stormed toward his car as he stepped out. “Where have you been?”

      Brighton blinked, unsure why Wesley was so upset. “Umm…Grandpa Christopher’s?”

      “Your sister has been worried sick. She called me at work and I came home early because the coach called asking where you were. He said you never showed up for practice.” His brow arched high. “Shannon tried to call you half a dozen times. Where’s your phone?”

      Oh shoot.

      Brighton blew out a breath and uttered a plea for help.

      A soft answer turneth away wrath. He reminded himself.

      “Sorry, Wesley, it’s dead. I would have charged it, but, well, Grandma and Grandpa don’t have electricity. My car charger doesn’t work all that great. I just figured I’d charge it when I got home. I didn’t think it was a big deal.”

      “Why didn’t you show up for basketball practice? Didn’t your coach say you’ll be sitting on the bench if you miss practice? I thought you wanted to play.” Wesley’s hands flew into the air. “You complained about not enough playing time last year. You can’t expect your coach to give you more this year if you’re not making practice a priority.”

      “I know. But it’s only our pre-season practice. I think it’s okay if I miss one.” He took in Wesley’s glower. “It’s just that I was already going to be late. And then I got pulled over—”

      Wesley’s hand plowed through his hair. “You got pulled over? What for?”

      Brighton frowned. “Speeding. I didn’t want to be late for practice.”

      “Well, that worked.” A wry chuckle slipped from Wesley’s lips. “Why were you running late in the first place?”

      And this was the part he couldn’t expound on. Wesley and Shannon would never approve if they knew he’d been seeing an Amish girl. “I was at Grandpa and Grandma’s.”

      As if that explained everything. He knew it didn’t, but he needed to buy a little time to come up with a good, honest excuse. Unfortunately, he kept coming up blank.

      Wesley studied him and cocked his head. “Wait. You were there before and then you went back again? Why?”

      Brighton paced in front of his car. “I don’t want to say. You’re going to be mad. Madder.”

      Wesley’s eyes narrowed. “I think we’re past that point. Go ahead and come out with it.”

      Brighton grimaced.
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