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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

 


 


Martha Miller yanked on the reins of
Quibble’s harness, bringing the buggy horse to an abrupt halt
beside the roadside mailbox.

“Stay here this time!” She warned the often
unruly equine as she scurried from the carriage. “I’ll not chase
after you again today.”

The horse nickered in protest, a response
that typically meant he’d do whatever he pleased.

“Whatever. But Dat will be the one dealing with you.” She threatened over her
shoulder on her way to the mailbox.

A quick perusal inside the hollow metal box
told her that the mail had already been snatched out by one of her
siblings, or they hadn’t received any today. The first scenario was
the more likely of the two.

Quibble
began fidgeting just as Martha hopped back into the buggy. “Oh, no
you don’t!” She cinched the reins, then gently loosened her hold on
them. “Now, you march nicely toward the barn.”

The horse took a few tentative steps, then
shot down the driveway as though his tail had caught fire. Martha
lost hold of the reins and would have flipped head-over-heels if
there hadn’t been a small backrest on the buggy’s seat.

“Quibble! Ach!
Nee.” She
managed to locate the renegade leather straps, wrapping them
tightly around her hands this time. “You unruly creature. I’m sure
and certain you’ll be the death of me.”

As soon
as the horse spotted Dat near the
barn, he slowed his pace to a gentle trot, then moseyed on over to
the hitching post. As though he’d been a gut boy all day. Did he really think
Dat
hadn’t seen his shenanigans?
Who knew what horses thought, anyhow? All Martha knew was that this
horse was too smart for his own gut. The mischievous beast.

Dat chuckled as
he approached. “Is he still giving you fits?”

“It’s
not funny, Dat! That
creature is the most stubborn, the most unruly, the
most…frustrating thing we’ve ever owned.” She huffed.

“Seems like he’s met his match.”

Martha
thrust a hand to her waist. “What are you saying,
Dat?”

“Ach,
dochder, don’t
go getting your dander up. I don’t mean anything bad by it.
It’s chust that you
tend to be a little spirited yourself at times.”

Ach. “I am
not!” Am
I?

Dat held up his
hand, his thumb and forefinger bending a half inch apart.
“Maybe chust a tad
bit.”

She glanced at the uncooperative beast, not
caring to dwell on the creature another second. “Will you put him
up for me, please? I’m too upset with him right now.” She began
walking toward the house, then called over her shoulder. “And no
treats for him today!”

If she didn’t see that animal ever again,
she wouldn’t feel bad about it. There was no doubt in her mind
Quibble would indeed be the death of her.

Martha stomped into the house. She hadn’t
meant to slam the door.

“Who put a bee in your bonnet, Mizzy
Tizzy?”

Ach, her
bruder
Paul was visiting home. He
never failed to tease her about one thing or another. She needed to
change the subject. She didn’t want to lend one more thought to
that wretched animal. “Small Paul, what are you doing here?” She
teased back.

He flexed his muscles and raised one
eyebrow. “Small?”

Martha snorted, then pretended to punch his
gut. “Hardly.” She knew the sarcasm in her voice had hit its mark
when he looked down at his stomach, which had expanded quite a bit
since he’d gotten married to Jenny.

He slid
onto the bench at the dining table. “Now you’re looking for a
fight. I can’t help it if mei fraa’s cooking is appeditlich. It
sure beats the mush you used to try to feed me.”

“Ach, I see how
it is. I get no respect, and no thanks for attempting to
keep mei
bruder alive.” She shook
her head. “Besides, I’m not a bad cook.”

“Let’s chust hope Jaden Beachy thinks like you do.” He chuckled.

“What
do you
know of Jaden?”

He
grinned from his perch at the dining room table and held up a
letter—one that must’ve come in today’s mail. “Emily says you two
have been writing to each other since Timothy and Bailey’s
wedding, ain’t not?”

She snatched the letter from his hand. “What
Jaden and I do is nobody’s business but ours.”

“Ach, so
there is something
going on between the two of you! Gut. Mei alt maedel schweschder
needs rescued from her lonely
life of misery.”

She deposited her lunch box on the counter,
then swatted his arm. “I teach scholars every day. My life is
seldom lonely or miserable.”

He clenched his heart dramatically, his
voice changing to that of a narrator. “That’s what she tells
herself on those sleepless nights when she’s dreaming of her knight
in shining armor.”

She
snorted again. She didn’t realize how much she’d missed having her
ornery bruder at home.
“Well, you’ll win no fancy awards for that performance, I assure
you.”

“Gut thing for me
that I’m only performing for an audience of one. And I
know
she’s impressed.” He took a
bow. “Thank you very much.”

Martha shook her head. “You’re
impossible.”

“Impossibly charming is what Jenny
says.”

She rolled her eyes, taking a seat across
the table from her older brother. “Impossibly annoying is more like
it. I don’t know how she puts up with you.”

“She adores me. What can I say?”

“Why are you here? For real.”

“So my
younger schweschder can
revel in the honor of my presence, of course.”

“Seriously? That’s what you came up
with?”

“Dat wanted me to
shoe the horses.” He shrugged.

“It’s
nice to know you’re gut for
something other than spewing corny jokes.”

“You
wound me, schweschder.”
Paul clenched his heart. “But really. What is going on with you and Jaden Beachy?”

“We’re friends. Pen pals.”

“That’s it?”

She sighed. “Yes, that’s it.”

“That’s boring.” Paul frowned.

“I don’t think so. I enjoy writing
letters.”

“I thought there was something going on
between you two.”

She shrugged. “We live too far away. And I
don’t know…he’s…”

“He’s what?”

“I guess he’s just not interested in
me.”

“That’s
baloney. Did he say that?” Paul shook his head. “Because
everybody
could see that he was
definitely interested in you at the wedding.”

Hadn’t she thought so too? “I guess he
must’ve changed his mind then.”

“That doesn’t even make any sense.”

Martha laughed. “Since when do men make
sense?”

“What did you write to him? Did you scare
him off?”

She leaned against the chair’s back, lightly
tapping her school books. “I don’t know. I don’t think so. I mean,
he’s still writing to me. That says something, ain’t not?”

“Do you
think he already has a schatzi in Pennsylvania?”

“He said
there was no maedel.”

“Someone needs to whack that guy upside the
head, I think. He can’t see what’s right before his eyes.”

“He’s free to stay a bachelor if he wants
to. There’s no law that says you have to get hitched.”

Paul
scratched his head. “But why wouldn’t he want to?
Marrying Jenny was one of the best things I’ve ever done. And he’s
not getting any younger.”

“I don’t
know, bruder.”

“Maybe I should call him up and have a talk
with him.”

“Don’t you dare! You’d probably just make
things worse.”

“Well,
he’s already not courting
you. What have you got to lose?”

“Like I
said. We’re friends. I’d like to at least stay friends. I don’t think he has many.”

“Why wouldn’t he have friends?”

Martha shrugged. “I don’t know. He seems
like he’s probably a little shy. I’m not sure. I mean, aside from
the wedding, I haven’t spent any time with him.”

“He seemed friendly enough to me.”

“Jah. But did you
notice how he gravitated toward the folks he knew? He didn’t really
go out of his way to meet new folks.”

“I think
the only person he really wanted to spend time with was
you, Martha. You
two seemed inseparable.”

A smile tugged at her lips, thinking of
Jaden. He was such a sweet man, just like she’d remembered from
their days as scholars. “I enjoy his company.”

“Jah, well, too
bad he doesn’t live closer. Maybe he’d court you if you two could
actually spend time together.”

Ach, that would
be a dream for sure and certain! But she wouldn’t share her private
thoughts with her bruder. “Well,
he doesn’t. So that’s that.”

“It doesn’t have to be. If you just told him
how you feel—”

She
shook her head. “Nee. That’s
something I won’t do. Besides, I’m quite certain he already knows.
I wasn’t exactly hiding my attraction. The ball’s in his
court.”

“Jah, and that’s
where it will stay unless you do
something about it.”

“Paul,
you know that’s not my place. Besides, Der Herr’s timing is perfect, ain’t not?”

“I reckon.”

“Well”—She stood from the table and lifted
the stack of books into her arms—“I don’t know about you, but I
can’t sit around and chat all day. I have papers to grade.”

“Ugh. I’m so glad I’m not in school
anymore.”

She laughed. “And I’m glad you’re not one of
my scholars.”

“Thanks.” His tipped his coffee mug up and
coaxed out the last of its contents, allowing the few remaining
amber beads to drop onto his tongue.

She was
sure and certain her bruder would
never fully grow up. “You and Timmy Stoltzfoos were the worst in
school.”

“Jah, but I think
we both turned out okay.”

“That’s debatable.” She teased.

“I can hardly believe he’s married to Bailey
now.” He sighed. “They sure do grow up fast.”

“Paul,
you ready to shoe your schweschder’s horse?” Dat called from
the doorway.

“Be
right there, Dat.” He dropped
his mug onto the wash counter. “Well, duty calls, little
schweschder.” He
tweaked Martha’s cheek then followed their father out the
door.

~

Jaden Beachy meandered out to the phone
shanty, a practice he’d followed each night after supper for many
years now. Most days, there was maybe one message, some days none,
and other times several. He wondered what today’s result would
be.

He inspected the booth before stepping
inside, and left the door open. Spring was catapulting toward
summer at an alarming rate, it seemed, so their small phone booth
was likely a sauna—or would be soon. Hopefully, there’d be no wasps
inside this time. He’d cleaned out a nest last week and had been
stung several times. Ugh, he hated wasps. He often wondered why
they had to exist. But like many questions in his life, it remained
unanswered. Oh well, it had been something interesting to include
in his letter to Martha Miller, anyhow.

The light blinked on the answering machine.
Some nearby districts had updated their landlines to cellular
phones, but not theirs. Their leaders held tightly to the old ways,
and change had always been slow in coming, especially where
technology was concerned.

He really didn’t mind so much, but in the
last decade he’d gotten bored with life. It seemed like the same
thing year in and year out. But more exciting things had been
happening lately. First, his brother Josiah had turned back to the
Amish fold, settled down, and finally married in Indiana. Then, his
niece Bailey had gotten hitched just prior to last Christmas. And
that was where he’d reconnected with his childhood friend Martha
Miller.

He mused
on her now. She was still like he remembered—pretty, full of spunk,
and not afraid to speak her mind on things. Unlike himself.
Nee, he’d always
leaned toward the shy quieter side. Not that he was afraid to speak
his mind, he just usually didn’t. He always figured that if someone
wanted his opinion, they’d ask for it.

He’d once heard it said that every introvert
needed an extroverted friend and vice versa. They also said that
opposites attract. And he and Martha were opposite in a lot of
ways. Yet, they had enough in common so that they got along
well.

He
recalled the first time she’d caught his eye. All the scholars had
been sledding down the hill behind the school after the bell let
them out for the day. He’d forgotten his sled and Martha had
offered to let him use the one she’d brought to school. Her
older bruder Paul
hadn’t known about the arrangement and had snatched the sled just
as she was about to hand it off to Jaden. Her brother sped down the
hill before Martha had a chance to stop him. Oh, but when Paul
returned to the top, she was sure to give him a piece of her
mind.

Jaden laughed, thinking of the moment now.
He’d always admired her from that point on.

Then the world as he knew it had come
crashing down.

He shook
his head, not willing his mind to go in that direction.
Nee, he’d been
down that path too many times to relive it again.

He sighed, then refocused on his goal.

He pressed the answering machine’s Play
button, posed to jot notes on the notepad they kept on the shanty’s
small table. The first message had been about a dental appointment
for one of his parents. And then the second one played. “Hey,
Jaden, this is Josiah. I have a proposition for you. Will you call
me back when you get the message, please? Thanks. Oh, and I’ll
swing by the shanty around eight tonight.”

A proposition? What on earth did his bruder mean by that?

He wasn’t sure what time it was, but he was
certain it wasn’t eight yet. He’d have to come back in a couple of
hours. He picked up the phone and called back. “Hey, Josiah, it’s
Jaden. Just in case you get this beforehand, I’ll try to call you
at eight.”
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Martha scampered up the stairs to her room,
then promptly shut the door behind her. She deposited her school
materials on her desk. Correcting papers would have to wait.
Jaden’s letter took precedence.

After
fluffing up her pillow against her headboard, she sank onto her
bed. She stared down at the letter in her hands.
Gott, if it’s Your
will for me and Jaden to get together as more than friends, please
pave the way for us. Honestly, Paul was right. I am lonely. I’m
trying to be content, really I am. But seeing Jaden again seemed to
spark that longing inside me—the longing for a family of my own. Of
course, You know what’s best. But if there’s any way…
Martha let her silent prayer
trail off into nothing.

She
heaved a sigh, then slipped her letter opener underneath the
envelope’s sealed flap. The thought of Jaden moistening the glue
sparked a smile. She always sealed her envelopes with a secret kiss
that no one but she and Der Herr knew about.

She grasped the precious contents from
within and the letter fell open in front of her.

 


Greetings, Martha!

I hope this letter finds you well in body
and spirit. I can’t really say the same for myself, unfortunately.
You see, I was attacked by wasps while trying to clean out their
nest from the phone shanty. And yes, it was every bit as terrible
as you can imagine.

Martha
stopped reading. “Ach, poor
Jaden!”

I have recovered somewhat, but the monsters
definitely left their marks. It is something I never wish to
encounter again. It’s good that I’m not allergic to them, otherwise
I would have had to take a trip to the hospital. Thank God, it did
not come to that! Mom had some drawing ointment and it seemed to
help within the hour. I should probably apply more, now that I’m
thinking about it.

Other than that episode, I’ve had a pretty
decent week. Dad and I checked the fields today and the corn is
coming up nicely. We should have a good harvest this year. Last
year the corn was wonderful sweet. I wish you could have tasted it.
I’m sure your sister Emily would like to sell some at her roadside
vegetable stand that you mentioned in one of your earlier letters.
It would be a good seller too, I assure you.

How are your scholars doing with their
studies? I suppose the school year will be coming to a close soon.
Do you have any plans for summer? How is your quilt coming along?
Hopefully, you’ll get some extra time to finish it once you’re out
of school. I wish I could see what your quilt looks like. I’m sure
it’s real nice.

Well, I guess I should close for now.
Looking forward to hearing your goings-on!

With Care,

Jaden Beachy

 


Martha reread the letter, then folded it up
and stuck it into her letter box. She still felt bad about the
wasps. How terrible! Hopefully, now that it had been a couple of
days, his stings had healed.
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