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 Unofficial Glossary
of Pennsylvania Dutch Words

 


Ach – Oh

Bensel – Silly/Silly child

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

Dummkopp – Dummy

Englischer – A non-Amish person

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

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

 


 


Titus Troyer raced forward with his shopping
cart, hoping to catch a glimpse of the pretty young Amish woman
he’d just seen in the previous aisle. If he timed it right, she’d
be passing by the moment he reached the end cap.

“Why are you walking so fast, Daed?”
His daughter’s small voice snapped his attention back to his
children. “You forgot the noodles.”

“We’ll come back for them,” he assured.

“But they’re right there.” She tugged at his
shirt and gestured behind them.

“Chust wait, dochder. I thought I saw
somebody we knew.” At this moment, though, he couldn’t remember who
the young woman was. He knew she was part of the g’may, but
he also realized he hadn’t attended school with her. Yet, something
about her seemed quite familiar.

He’d probably know if he paid more attention
to the women’s side during church. He was usually too busy trying
to keep his own kinner in line, though, and attempting to
pay attention to the preachers. When he did occasionally glance
toward the female sector, he was searching for his mamm and
dochder. Moreover, he couldn’t abide the heartache of
knowing he’d never see his fraa sitting amongst the women
again. It had taken him months just to lift his eyes in that
direction.

He moved closer to the end aisle with the
kinner.

And then the young woman he’d been eyeing
passed by.

“Look, Daed. There goes Teacher
Martha’s schweschder.”

Ach, so that’s who she was!

He frowned. Just his luck. She would
have to be related to Martha Miller—nee, Martha Beachy now.
The woman he had hoped to court and marry. That had ended in
disaster. If he’d only known she had her eye on Jaden Beachy, he
wouldn’t have attempted to pursue her. Ach, but he’d felt
like a fool. Now, the couple was married and had twin
bopplin.

He’d thought Martha had been perfect for him
and the kinner. He’d been terribly wrong.

Jah, he’d made a dummkopp out
of himself for sure.

“Let’s go say hello,” his daughter
urged.

“Nee.” As much as he wanted to, he
wouldn’t dare. Who knew what she thought of the silly widower who
had tried to steal her sister away from her now-husband? His face
heated thinking of the time both he and Jaden had come to call on
Martha on the same day. Ugh.

“Let’s finish up our shopping. The driver is
waiting.”

Although their Amish community wasn’t that
far from town, he opted to hire a driver instead of taking the
horse and buggy out onto the busy highway. There had already been
too many accidents on that stretch of road.

Like the one that had claimed his sweet
fraa’s life.

Sorrow seized his heart once again as the
memories of that fateful day two years, three months, and five days
ago washed over him. Helen had stopped at the stop sign, then
pulled the buggy onto the highway just to cross over. Apparently,
she hadn’t seen or heard the vehicle approaching on that foggy
morning. And the Englisch driver hadn’t seen her until it
was too late. Titus had been in the barn tending to his chores when
he heard the tires screech. In that moment, he’d known it was his
beloved.

And his world was forever changed.

No more coming in from morning chores to
hear her bustling in the kitchen, while delicious aromas tantalized
his senses. No more hearing her sing-song voice floating through
the air as she read silly children’s books to the kinner. No
more of just the two of them relaxing by the fire after the
kinner had gone to bed. No more sharing their hopes, their
dreams, their love…

All of it had been snatched from him in an
instant.

She had been there one moment, then gone the
next. No time to prepare his kinner. No time to prepare his
heart. And her loss had cut him deeply.

He’d be lying if he said he hadn’t been
angry at Der Herr. Or that he understood or agreed with Him.
Because he didn’t. As far as he could see, there was no gut
reason to cut Helen’s life short. Not one.

But he did understand that Gott was
sovereign and He had a plan that Titus knew nothing about. Knowing
that fact didn’t eradicate the pain, though.

Nee, it lingered. Still.

~

Before Helen passed, Titus’s trips to the
grocery store had been minimal. Now, they were almost a weekly
occurrence. He didn’t really care to use the self-checkout
registers, but sometimes the other lanes had long lines. Since he
had the kinner in tow, fastest was best.

As he rang up the groceries, a Plain older
man—from another Amish district, he guessed—made faces at his
youngest kinner. The children laughed in return.

Titus finished up, snatched his receipt from
the machine, then waved to the older man before heading out the
door to find his driver. Once outside, he located the vehicle, but
saw that it was unattended, which meant they were locked out.

He sighed, then guided the children to the
nearest outdoor bench.

“Waiting for your driver too?” It was the
older man from inside the store.

“Jah. We finished up our shopping
early.”

“Chust three kinner?”

“Jah.”

“I don’t ever recall shopping on my own with
the little ones.” The man stroked his hoary beard.

“My fraa used to do it, but…” Titus
let his voice trail off.

“Mamm is dot,” his oldest,
Rose, volunteered.

“I see.” The man nodded as his lips turned
downward. “Lost my fraa too. It’s a tough road. How long has
she been gone?”

“Two years, about.”

The man extended his hand. “Name’s Sammy
Eicher.” His smile lit up his entire countenance.

“Titus Troyer.” He shook the older man’s
hand.

“I’m from Detweiler’s district.”

Same as Martha now. Which, fortunately,
meant he didn’t have to see her and her husband, Jaden, at meeting
every other Sunday. However, if he found the courage to get to know
her schweschder, he might be seeing the young couple more
often.

“We’re from Bontrager’s.”

“I have many friends there.” Sammy’s grin
widened, then he stroked his beard again. “You wouldn’t happen to
be interested in meeting up with me and my friends?”

Titus shook his head. “I appreciate the
offer, but I’ve got my kinner. And not to mention work and
whatnot.” He probably shouldn’t have mentioned work, since he
hadn’t been back since Helen died. Was that being dishonest?

“I see.” Sammy dug into his pocket, then
pulled a pen from his shirt. “If you change your mind, this is the
number to my phone shanty. You need something, chust call.”
He handed Titus a receipt with a number scrawled on the back.

“That’s nice of you. Denki.” He
tucked the paper into his pocket.

“My gross sohn and his family live
with me. I’m sure the kinner would love new friends,” Sammy
said.

“I thought Detweiler’s group
disfellowshipped with Bontrager’s.”

“I suppose they did. Not me.” He winked.
“All are welcome at the Eicher place.”

“I appreciate that.”

“Men need other men for encouragement.
Especially in this day and age. I have a feeling it was Der
Herr who planned for our paths to cross today.”

Titus nodded. “Quite possible.” Their driver
pulled up and he nudged the kinner to stand from the bench.
“Well, we best be going. It was gut to meet you.”

“Gut to meet you too.” Sammy waved at
the kinner as they loaded into the minivan.


 


 


 



TWO

 


 


Emily Miller clutched one of the four tiny
kittens in her hand as its minute meow intensified. She stroked its
fur in an attempt to calm it, filled the small syringe with a
diluted milk mixture, then commenced feeding the poor motherless
boppli.

They’d found Flash, the kittens’
mamm, out on the road dead just yesterday. Flash had earned
her name due to her lightning speed. As an abandoned kitten, she’d
obviously been a house cat. When the Millers took her in, it was
agreed that the feline would be an outside dweller, as were all
their animals. But that fact hadn’t discouraged Flash from
attempting to dash into the house at every opportunity. Flash
eventually learned her place and found joy in hunting moles and
mice on the farm. Which was probably the activity she’d been
engaged in on that fateful night when she’d lost her life.

Since the kittens were only two weeks old,
they’d need to be bottle fed until they could eat on their own.
This one, the crier, was a light calico color like her momma had
been. When Flash had the kittens, they were nowhere to be found,
even after an extensive search of the farm. They’d figured she gone
off to birth them, since she’d abandoned her usual plush bed on the
porch. Fortunately, Nathaniel had found them in a secluded corner
of the barn loft, nestled between two bales of hay. If he hadn’t
found them, the poor creatures wouldn’t have survived on their
own.

Emily once again whispered a prayer of
thanksgiving to Der Herr for leading Nathaniel to the
helpless creatures.

Once the last kitten was satisfied, she
showered a little attention on each of them, then returned them to
their box in the mudroom. They still begged for attention, but
they’d be settled and asleep in a few minutes.

As she dried her clean hands, she glanced
out the window and noticed a buggy pulling up to her roadside
produce stand. She’d go to greet whoever it was and thank them for
stopping by. When she wasn’t too busy with other chores, she
enjoyed sitting out at the stand, reading a book, rearranging her
goods, and conversing with the customers. She’d met many
interesting people that way, and sometimes got to peer into
Englischers’ lives.

“Hello,” she called out her greeting before
even seeing who it was.

“See, Dat? It’s Teacher Martha’s
schweschder.” A young female voice said as Emily rounded the
corner.

It wasn’t the first time she’d been referred
to as Teacher Martha’s sister, although her older sister Martha
hadn’t taught at the schoolhouse in over a year now. Once Martha
and Jaden Beachy had gotten hitched and had their twin babies,
they’d relocated to Bishop Detweiler’s neighboring district where
Jaden taught school. No doubt their kinner would grow up
smart, or at least to be book lovers, since both of their parents
were teachers.

“Hello.” Titus Troyer, the widower, nodded.
He held a youngster by the hand, while the other children—a boy
about five, and the girl who must be at least seven, if she’d been
in Martha’s class last year—perused the items on the shelves. “I
hope we didn’t interrupt your work.”

“Nee, not at all. I just finished
feeding our kittens.” Emily smiled.

The young girl’s face lit up at the mention
of the kittens. “I love kittens.”

“Would you like to see them? That is, if
it’s okay with your dat.” She eyed Titus.

“I wanna see ’em too!” the middle boy
said.

“Well, then, it looks like you better show
us those kittens.” Titus grinned.

“Okay. They’re just inside the mudroom.” She
began walking up the driveway toward the house. “I’m Emily, by the
way. I don’t think we’ve ever officially met.”

Something sparked in his eye. Surprise,
maybe? “I’m Titus. Gut to meet you, Emily.”

He seemed a little nervous, and she wanted
to put him at ease. “You went to school with mei bruder Paul
and schweschder Martha, right?”

“Jah.”

“And you’re related to Amy Troyer, ain’t
so?”

“We’re first cousins.”

Emily nodded. “I started school when Martha
finished. When did you finish?”

“The year before your schweschder, I
think.”

“So that would make you…”

“Old.” He laughed.

“Nee, not too old.” She flicked a
glance in his direction and they shared a smile. She was glad she’d
set his mind at ease. “About thirty-four?”

He nodded.

“I’m twenty-four.”

A timid smile formed. “Not too young.”

She stepped into the mudroom, and held the
door open for their small crew to enter. “Just a minute. I’m going
to let Mamm know what’s going on.”

“Alright,” Titus said.

She stepped into the kitchen, then closed
the door behind her. “Mamm, Titus Troyer and his
kinner are here. I’m showing them the kittens.”

“That’s fine, dochder. Do you want to
invite them for supper?” Mamm asked.

Emily chewed on her lip, then glanced at the
closed mudroom door. “I don’t think so. He might get the wrong
impression.” Although…what would it be like to have them
over for supper?

“No harm in inviting a widower for a
meal.”

“I know, and I’d like to. It’s just, now’s
not the right time.” She’d like to feel more comfortable with them
before doing something like that.

“Whatever you say, dochder.”

She snatched a small container of milk and
her feeding syringe to show the children. “I need to go back out
there. The kinner are excited to see the kittens.”

Emily stepped back into the mudroom.
“Ach, sorry. That took longer than I thought it would.”

“I hear them crying,” the middle boy
said.

A lone cry sounded from the laundry basket
she’d been keeping them contained in. Soon, she’d need to find
something larger to house them. They’d already outgrown the banana
box they’d first been in. “Jah. That’s probably Cali. She’s
the most dramatic of the bunch. She probably heard you talking. Any
time she knows someone is near, she begs for attention.”

She lifted the towel she’d placed over the
top of the basket, which resulted in a chorus of all four kittens
mewing. “Kumm, now. Someone wants to meet you,” she
addressed the kittens in a soft voice.

She gestured toward the wooden bench
Dat had made specifically for the mudroom. They typically
used the bench to put their boots on or remove them. “If you have a
seat, I’ll let you hold them,” she told the children.

Titus nodded for them to sit. Excitement
danced in the children’s eyes as they took a seat on the bench.
Titus helped the youngest one up.

“Now, you have to be careful because their
little claws are very sharp. They don’t have a mamm anymore,
so they’ll think you’re their mamm.” She handed each one a
kitten, and kept one for herself. Titus assisted the youngest
boy.
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