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      Pennsylvania Dutch is a dialect, not a language, because it has no standard written form. It is written as it sounds, which is why you will see the same word written several different ways. All are permissible.

      The word ‘Dutch’ has nothing to do with Holland, but rather is likely a corruption of the German word ‘Deitsch’ or ‘Deutsch’.

      

      
        
        Glossary

      

      

      ab im kopp - addled in the head

      Ach! (also, Ack!) - Oh!

      aenti - aunt

      appeditlich - delicious

      Ausbund - Amish hymn book

      bedauerlich - sad

      bloobier - blueberry

      boppli - baby

      bopplin - babies

      bro - bread

      bruder(s) - brother(s)

      bu - boy

      Budget, The - weekly newspaper for Amish and Mennonite communities. Based on Sugarcreek, Ohio, and has 2 versions, Local and National.

      buwe - boys

      daag - day

      Daed, Datt, Dat (vocative) - Dad

      Diary, The - Lancaster County based Amish newspaper. Focus is on Old Order Amish.

      Dawdi (also, Daadi) (vocative) - Grandfather

      dawdi haus (also, daadi haus, grossdawdi haus) - grandfather’s or grandparents’ house (often a small house behind the main house)

      de Bo  -  boyfriend

      Die Botschaft - Amish weekly newspaper. Based in PA but its focus is nation-wide.

      demut - humility

      denki (or danki) - thank you

      Der Herr - The Lord

      dochder - daughter

      dokter - doctor

      doplich - clumsy

      dumm - dumb

      dummkopf - idiot, dummy

      Dutch Blitz - Amish card game

      English (or Englisch) (adjective) - A non-Amish person

      Englischer (noun) - A non-Amish person

      familye - family

      ferhoodled - foolish, crazy

      fraa - wife, woman

      froh - happy

      freind - friend

      freinden - friends

      gegisch - silly

      geh - go

      gern gheschen (also, gern gschehne) - you’re welcome

      Gott (also, Gotte) - God

      grank - sick, ill

      grossboppli - grandbaby

      grossdawdi (also, dawdi, daadi haus, gross dawdi) - grandfather, or, in some communities, great grandfather

      grosskinskind - great-grandchild

      grosskinskinner - great-grandchildren

      grossmammi (or grossmudder) - grandmother

      gross-sohn - grandson

      grossvadder - grandfather (see also grossdawdi)

      gude mariye - good morning

      guten nacht (also, gut nacht) - good night

      gude nochmiddaag - good afternoon

      gut - good

      haus - house

      Herr - Mr.

      Hiya - Hi

      hochmut - pride

      Hullo (also, Hallo) - Hello

      hungerich - hungry

      Ich liebe dich - I love you

      jah (also ya) - yes

      kaffi (also, kaffee) - coffee

      kapp - prayer covering worn by women

      kichli - cookie

      kichlin - cookies

      kinn (also, kind) - child

      kinner - children

      kinskinner - Grandchildren

      Kumme (or Kumm) - Come

      lieb - love, sweetheart

      liewe - a term of endearment, dear, love

      liede - song

      maid (also, maed) - girls

      maidel (also, maedel) - girl

      Mamm (also, Mammi) - Mother, Mom

      Mammi - Grandmother

      mann - man

      mariye-esse - breakfast

      mei - my

      meidung - shunning

      mei lieb - my love

      mein liewe - my dear, my love

      menner - men

      mudder - mother

      naerfich - nervous

      naut (also, nacht) - night

      nee (also nein) - no

      nix - nothing

      nohma - name

      onkel - uncle

      Ordnung - “Order”, the unwritten Amish set of rules, different in each community

      piffle (also, piddle) - to waste time or kill time

      Plain - referring to the Amish way of life

      rett (also, redd) - to put (items) away or to clean up.

      rootsh (also, ruch) - not being able to sit still.

      rumspringa (also, rumschpringe) - Running around years - when Amish youth (usually around the age of sixteen) leave the community for time and can be English, and decide whether to commit to the Amish way of life and be baptized.

      schatzi - honey

      schee - pretty, handsome

      schecklich - scary

      schmaert - smart

      schtupp - family room

      schweschder - sister

      schweschdern - sisters

      schwoger - brother-in-law

      seltsam - strange, unnatural

      sohn - son

      vadder - father

      verboten - forbidden

      Vorsinger - Song leader

      was its let - what is the matter?

      wie gehts - how are you?

      wilkum (also, wilkom) - welcome

      wunderbar (also, wunderbaar) - wonderful

      yer - you

      yourself - yourself

      youngie (also, young) - the youth

      yung - young
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      After a morning of goodbyes, tears, and shuffling boxes, Martha Miller tossed her new house keys on her bed and searched through the apartment. The space was large and bright, with two bedrooms, a kitchen, and a living area. There was plenty of room for all her treasures: even more when you considered that Martha had no treasures. After all, she was Amish.

      With her footsteps echoing over the polished wooden floors, Martha moved to the refrigerator in search of a celebratory lunch. She found a block of moldy cheese and half a can of whipped cream, and though the meal was a far cry from the lemonade and meat pies of her childhood celebrations, Martha sat on the floor and nibbled the edges of the cheese, feeling the stir of adventure in her heart.

      Her housemate, Sheryl Garner, an Englischer who took the second and far larger bedroom, was working the whole afternoon. On the four occasions they had met, Sheryl struck Martha as a nice, although softly rebellious, Englischer girl. She had short hair that was pink on the ends, a nose ring, and lipstick so bright it would put the sun to shame.

      Sheryl had given Martha the keys that morning and told her to get comfortable. She had also mentioned that tomorrow they would go shopping. Martha stopped nibbling on the cheese and looked down at her plain dress. She could wear the clothes of an Englischer now, the jeans and the shirts with the funny slogans, and although she felt a childlike glee at the very idea, she would miss the security of her simple dresses, her prayer kapp and bonnet, and her woolen cloak. She wondered what she might buy with the money stashed in the bottom of her purse.

      Martha wanted to have a chocolate business, and she had started by selling her treats at the local farmers’ markets. She had made enough from the venture to live in this strange new world for two months, although she really needed to find a job as soon as possible. Now she wondered who might take an Amish girl with little experience in jobs common with the Englisch. She was a very good cook, having taken after her talented mother in that department, although jobs like that were likely hard to find, and she was not qualified for anything else. Martha sighed. She was so busy thinking on the clothes, the chocolate business, and her job, that it was a second before she realized someone was opening a window in the living room.

      Martha froze as she listened to the person climb through the window, land on the floor, and start to move through the living room, only to collide with the sofa and fill the air with a string of curses. From her spot on the floor near the fridge, she could not see if it was her new housemate, although Martha suspected that Sheryl would use the front door. Panic set into her heart and sweat dappled her forehead.

      “Anyone home?” The stranger’s voice, a mann’s, and very deep, echoed through the apartment. “I’m just grabbing the cups I left here last weekend, and then I’ll get out of your hair.”

      Martha furrowed her brow. Did she have time to scuttle back to her bedroom, lock the door, and hide until the mann left? Before she had time to consider the idea properly, the mann stepped into the kitchen. He was young, with dark hair and large brown eyes, ripped jeans, and a shirt emblazoned with a guitar. Martha swallowed.

      “You’re not Sheryl.” The mann stared down at the strange girl eating moldy cheese on the kitchen floor. “Unless you are Sheryl, and I’m still extremely drunk.”

      “Nee. No, I’m Martha.”

      “Hello, Martha the mouse,” he replied, holding out a hand. Although she hesitated for a moment, unsure about touching the hand of a strange Englischer boy, she relented and allowed him to help her off the floor. “I’m Gary. Sorry if I gave you a fright. I just live upstairs. Sheryl and I are friends. How long have you known her?”

      “Not long.” Martha quickly placed the cheese back in the fridge. The thought of anyone, let alone a young man with tousled hair and sleepy eyes, catching her sitting on the floor and eating made her shiver. “I’m renting the second room. This is actually my first day here. I only just now moved in.”

      “I know,” said Gary, a lopsided grin spreading over his handsome face. “I’d have remembered you. Do you want me to grab some food from my apartment, or do mice only eat cheese?”

      Half an hour later, Martha sat across from Gary. On the table between them sat bowls of colorful Fruit Loops, toast, jam, scrambled eggs, and cups of orange juice. Martha had never eaten Fruit Loops before, and she felt her heart beating out a rhythm as the sugar roared through her system, although that might have been caused by the disheveled boy sitting across from her.

      “So what’s the go, Martha? What do you do?” asked Gary, buttering his toast.

      “I want to start a chocolate business. What about you?”

      “Right on,” he said, looking up from his toast and grinning. “Myself? I’m in a band. I play the drums. We’ve got a real different sound you know. It’s authentic. Nobody’s in it for the fame or glory, man. It’s all about the music.”

      Martha was struck by how different Englisch and Amish boys were. Sun filtered through the windows, throwing a halo of yellow light around the pale Gary. The boys she had grown up with, like the Hostetler bruders, worked on the farm with their father as soon as they were grown, their bodies browning in the sun. Martha’s good friend, Moses Hostetler, the third oldest of the brothers, would make Gary look like a ghost. Martha’s mind drifted to wonder what Moses was doing at this exact moment.

      “What are you doing?” she asked suddenly, watching Gary cut his slices of toast into triangles.

      “Cutting toast?”

      “But why don’t you cut it straight down the center?”

      “Because I’m a rebel. You should check me out,” Gary added, his mouth full of toast. “My band, I mean. You might like what you see.” Then he glanced at his watch, slammed his fist on the table, and said, “Damn it. I’m late.”

      As he moved toward the window, Martha picked up the glass that Gary had toppled over and cried, “But what about all this food?”

      “You keep it, little mouse.” Gary flung one leg over the windowsill and pulled himself onto the fire escape. Then he ducked his head back into the apartment. “I wouldn’t want you to disappear before we’ve had a chance to get to know each other,” he said with a wink, vanishing into the golden sunshine.

      Martha sat once more, wondering if all Englisch boys climbed through windows and lived on Fruit Loops, or if Gary was just as unique among them as he would be among the bronzed bodies of the Hostetler brothers. For the first time in her life, the world was not full of chores and dust, but fresh and full of curiosities. Martha picked up a new slice of bread, and cut it into triangles.
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      Martha paused outside the café, staring at the hand-written Help Wanted sign in the window.

      Help Wanted!

      Short order cook to start immediately.

      Must be well presented, qualified and experienced.

      Apply within.

      No timewasters need apply.

      Martha could barely contain herself with excitement: here, finally, a job she could apply for. She was an excellent cook, used to preparing large amounts of food. She was well qualified, to be sure, and most certainly experienced, with all the cooking she had done for as long as she could remember.

      Martha peered through the windows, trying to get a sense of the café. It appeared small, and the tables and chairs were all of wood. There were metal stools alongside a bar for the coffees. Martha’s heart at once sank. I’m not a barista, she thought, chewing her lip. Still, the advertisement had not mentioned barista duties, so Martha thought there would be no harm in applying. What was the worst that could happen?

      And so, with a deep breath to steady her nerves, and a silent prayer to Gott to ask for His blessing, Martha walked out of the bright sunlight and into the dim brown and green interior of the little café. A barista pointed her in the direction of a door at the back of the café, but as soon as she reached it, a smiling and plump woman burst out carrying two plates of omelets, which she at once handed over to the waitress and then looked up at Martha.

      “I’m here about the job,” Martha said, noticing the woman’s eyes light up at her words.

      “Come with me.”

      The woman ushered Martha into a back room that appeared to double as a store room and a little office. “I’m Ava, and my husband Logan and I run this store. Our cook didn’t show up for work this morning and we just found out that she’s getting a divorce and moving interstate.” Ava sighed. “We had no idea, so it’s caused us quite some trouble. You’re qualified and experienced?”

      Martha nodded.

      Ava clasped her hands together in delight. “It’s mornings only, Monday through Friday. Can you start at once?”

      Martha nodded again. “Yes, I can start right now. I can’t make coffee though,” she said, worried about the consequences of that admission.

      Ava waved her hand at her. “No matter, we have baristas. It’s a morning cook we don’t have now. I need a cook, not a barista or a waitress. Now, we do breakfasts and lunches: sandwiches, pancakes, crepes, Belgian Waffles, eggs, omelets. Oh, can you do chicken corn chowder soup? What about creamed chipped beef or scrapple?”

      “Oh, yes, I do those all the time,” Martha said.

      Ava beamed, and continued. “We also go through a lot of cakes and pies, and we have a strong, passing tourist trade. Are you experienced with red velvet cake, pumpkin pie, apple dumplings, whoopie pies and Shoo-fly pies?”

      “Yes, I make them all the time,” Martha said, sending a quick prayer of thanks to Gott for finding her what seemed like the ideal position. And Sheryl had said that a job would be almost impossible to find, she thought.

      Ava stood up and rustled through a filing cabinet. “All right then. I’ll give you a trial. Like I said, five mornings a week, weekdays only. Start is seventy thirty in the morning promptly, and end is at one thirty in the afternoon. Here’s a slip of paper with rates of pay, and fill out this form”—she deposited the form and a pen in front of Martha—“and then I’ll give you an apron, unless you want to go home and change and then come back?”

      Martha looked down at her plain black pants and matching black blouse that Sheryl had insisted she borrow to wear for job searching. “No, that will be fine. I’ll start now.”

      Ava nodded. “Excellent.”

      Martha could scarcely believe her luck, although it wasn’t luck, she reminded herself, but a blessing from Gott. Not only that, but her apartment was only a short walk from the café. Gott had truly blessed her.

      After her first day at work, Martha hurried home, excited that Ava seemed pleased with her on her very first day in an actual job. She wished she could tell her daed, her mudder, and her schweschders, but for now her new roommate Sheryl would have to do. Martha approached the apartment building, thinking it was nothing like any building she was used to, with so many people living so closely together, and none of them related to each other. The old building looked somewhat tired and worn from the front, with peeling paint on the cream timber walls, but the brightly colored flower gardens certainly gave the place a cheerful appearance.

      Martha was surprised that she was able to afford a room here, even a small second bedroom in a renovated apartment, which likely originally had one large master bedroom and was renovated for the rental market, or so she suspected. Her bedroom was tiny, but Martha was thrilled that she had finally managed to find cheap accommodation. Sheryl said that Martha had been the only suitable person to answer the newspaper advertisement, although Martha couldn’t see how that was possible. Still, she was grateful, and this new job meant that her worries were now over. She would be able to work on her chocolate business at weekends, and even afford to set it up, at least in small stages. Plus, Sheryl seemed nice, although they couldn’t be more different. Besides her bright hair, Sheryl always wore a great deal of makeup, short skirts, and had an awful lot of jewelry hanging off her.

      When Martha hurried through the door and told Sheryl the happy news about her new job, Sheryl’s mouth fell open. “To tell you the truth, I didn’t think you’d be able to find anywhere to take you on. So, what, you’re doing the cooking?”

      “Yes.” Martha beamed. “I don’t have to make coffee, serve tables, or anything, just cook.”

      Sheryl nodded her approval. “That’s amazing, well done. I’m surprised though, with you not qualified for anything.”

      Martha was puzzled. “But I’m qualified for cooking.”

      “You are?” Sheryl raised her eyebrows. “You have a certificate or something?”

      Martha bit her lip. “Um, no, but I’ve done a lot of cooking for as long as I can remember.”

      Sheryl shrugged and handed Martha a mug of coffee. “Come and sit down. I don’t mean to be a wet blanket or anything. I suppose they didn’t ask for qualifications?”

      Martha felt sick to the stomach. “The advertisement in the window said they wanted someone experienced and qualified, as far as I can remember.” She sat down in the comfortable sofa opposite Sheryl.

      “That means that they wanted you to have a certificate,” Sheryl explained slowly.

      Martha’s hand flew to her mouth. “Oh, I had no idea! What have I done?”

      Sheryl waved her hands at her. “Look, don’t worry about it. If they didn’t ask to see any qualifications, they won’t worry. Besides, you said they were desperate. So long as they’re happy with your work, I don’t think they’ll care.”

      Martha sipped her coffee and thought for a moment. “I’ll have to tell them I don’t have qualifications, though.”

      “Are you mad?” Sheryl’s voice rose in horror. “You can’t! You won’t have a job if you do that. The main thing is that they’re happy with your work. It’s not being dishonest. Just don’t tell them, and hope they don’t ask to see any certificate or anything.”

      Martha nodded, and settled down to watch television with Sheryl. Her stomach was churning and her discomfort was due to several reasons. She felt she was in fact being dishonest for not declaring the fact to her employers that she had no qualifications. She had no idea that they meant a certificate when she applied, but she did know now. She also was not comfortable watching so much television with Sheryl. Martha had been brought up to be busy every minute of the day, and sitting down doing nothing made her uneasy. Television had been a big novelty for the first few days, but now it just seemed a complete waste of time.

      The reality of the Englisch world was just starting to sink in. On the one hand, it was different and exciting, but on the other hand, the Englischers seemed to waste a lot of time. On the downside, there was no community help or support. There was no going down to the barn to collect eggs or to milk the goat; one went to a store and bought such items. Sheryl certainly did not make her own clothes, and seemed to own more clothes than Martha had seen collectively in her lifetime. For her dinner, Sheryl always put packets of food in a microwave and they were cooked incredibly quickly. Martha did not think she would ever be able to use the microwave, although she had adapted quickly to the electric oven.

      Martha closed her eyes tightly during a particularly violent scene in Game of Thrones and sighed aloud. The Englischers sure are funny, she thought. They are in such a hurry all the time, but then they sit down for hours and watch TV and do nothing.
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      Martha jumped out of the taxi and smiled widely when she arrived at the Millers’ house. It was amazing how she felt right at home there. Then again, it had been her home all her life, but she also felt at home in the English world. Martha wondered if everyone who had been on rumspringa felt this way. She supposed most did.

      Martha paid the taxi driver, but before she could walk to the house, a buggy came into view. She waited to see who it was.

      She recognized David Yoder driving. With him was Mary, and his sister Jessie. Jessie’s expression was sullen, but that was normal for Jessie, Martha figured. Jessie had done her best to stop Jacob Hostetler marrying Martha’s sister, Esther, but now Jacob and Esther were married and expecting a boppli. Jessie had a reputation as a troublemaker. On the other hand, Mary was a delight. The bishop had sent Mary to help Mrs. Miller after the buggy accident, and she had stayed on in the community.

      Mary wasted no time getting out of the buggy. “Martha!” she shrieked, running over to her. For a moment Martha thought Mary would envelop her in a large hug, but she restrained herself. “I’ve missed you, Martha.”

      Martha chuckled. “I haven’t been away long at all.”

      Mary turned to David. “Are you coming in for some lemonade?”

      Jessie made a grunting sound. David cast a look at his schweschder. “Nee, I would like to, but Jessie needs to run an errand.” He pulled a rueful face and then clicked his horse into a trot. Mary watched as they drove away.

      Martha had long wondered whether Mary had a little crush on David, and lately she was beginning to wonder if that crush was, in fact, reciprocated.

      Mary caught Martha watching her and flushed beet red. “Did you just get here, Martha? Oh, silly me. Of course you just got here, because I saw you pay the taxi when we arrived. So how long are you here for? You’ve not finished your rumspringa already, have you? I mean, I know it’s rude of me to ask. Please forgive me.” She paused to catch her breath, and added, “But are you still on rumspringa?”

      Martha laughed. “Jah, I’m still on rumspringa. It’s just that I changed into Amish clothes before I visited Mamm, so she wouldn’t be upset with me.”

      “Your mother is not upset with you for going on rumspringa, surely?” Mary asked. “Everyone goes on rumspringa. I know Hannah and Esther didn’t go on rumspringa and Rebecca says she doesn’t want to, so you must be the only Miller girl who has gone on rumspringa.”

      Martha smiled and walked toward the house. She knew Mary chattered non-stop when she was nervous, and she wondered what had made Mary nervous now. Perhaps it was David Yoder. Aloud she said, “Did you have a good time at the Yoders today, playing with Pirate?”

      Mary nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, Pirate is going ever so well. David is training him too, and his training is coming along nicely.”

      By now, they had reached the Miller haus, and both girls walked inside. Mrs. Miller look particularly pleased to see Martha. “I suppose you’re not home for good?” she asked hopefully.

      “Nee, Mamm.” Martha shot her mother a smile.

      “Are you here for the day then?” Mrs. Miller asked.

      Martha nodded. “Jah.”

      Her mother clasped her hands. “Well then, you can help.”

      Martha wondered how she could help her mother, given that Rebecca was still at home and Martha was still there helping her mother. Still, she dare not ask. She figured she would find out soon enough.

      “We need to make funeral pies and prepare other food,” her mother said. “Mr. Hershberger went to be with Gott.”

      Martha was surprised. “Oh dear. He had been ill for some time, hadn’t he?”

      Her mother nodded. “Well, come on, the three of us can make funeral pies, and then Martha, you can visit your schweschder.”

      “Which one?” Martha asked. “Hannah or Esther?”

      “Esther needs some help,” her mother said. “She is suffering quite badly from morning sickness. It would be good if you could go to her house and prepare food for them to eat.” Mrs. Miller stopped speaking and appeared to be considering her words. She added, “Not that I think Esther is able to eat much, but Jacob certainly will. I’ll prepare some more ginger juice for you to take to her to settle her stomach. And make sure she eats some saltine crackers, because they will help keep the nausea away.”

      “Jah, Mamm,” Martha said automatically. She wondered why her mother hadn’t asked her what she had been doing while on rumspringa, but that was no surprise. She could see Mary was desperate to know, but figured she wasn’t going to ask when Mrs. Miller was present.

      Finally, Mrs. Miller went outside to the herb garden to gather some ginger for the juice. Mary wasted no time asking her. “Martha, quickly, tell me! What’s rumspringa like?”

      Rebecca too appeared keen to know. “Do you dress like an Englischer? What’s it like?”

      Martha held up one hand to stave off the barrage of questions. “It’s very different.”

      Rebecca rolled her eyes. “Obviously. What do you do?”

      “I have a part-time job,” Martha said, and that brought gasps from the other two girls.

      “Doing what?” Rebecca asked her.

      “A cook in a café quite close to my apartment,” Martha told her. “The people are nice. Sheryl, my roommate, is nice too. And so is Gary.”

      “Gary!” both girls shrieked in unison.

      “He’s an Englischer, right?” Rebecca asked her. “Do you like him?”

      Martha shook her head. “Nee, not like that. We’re just friends. Anyway, they don’t take any time preparing food and they put it in the microwave. Oh, I mean Sheryl does. I don’t know what other Englischers do, because I’m only speaking from my experience. She does everything in a hurry, but then she watches television for hours every night. She sits there and doesn’t move unless she gets up to fetch something to eat.”

      “Have you used a microwave yet?” Rebecca asked her.

      “No. It seems a little scary, to be honest.” She chuckled.

      “What’s it like watching television?” Mary asked her.

      “It was exciting at first, but it’s boring sitting there for hours watching it. I’m not used to being idle.”

      A wistful look passed over Mary’s face. “I’d like to try being idle, at least for a time.”

      Both Martha and Rebecca laughed. “Well, it’s different. That’s to be sure,” Martha said.

      “Do you think you’ll be on rumspringa for a whole year?” Rebecca asked her.

      Martha shrugged one shoulder. “I’m just going to play it by ear for now. I need to get my chocolate business going, and I haven’t done much work on it yet.”

      “Well, it all sounds very exciting,” Rebecca said, just as Mrs. Miller barged into the room.

      “What sounds exciting?” Mrs. Miller asked her.

      “Martha being on rumspringa,” Rebecca said in a small voice.

      Mrs. Miller waved a wooden ladle at her. “Nee, it is not exciting! Don’t you get any ideas, Rebecca. Of course, if you wish to go on rumspringa, then that is fine with me.” She pulled a face as she said it.

      The girls exchanged glances and Mrs. Miller banged a few pots around. Martha knew that meant she was angry, but why she was angry, Martha had no idea. It was normal for the youngie in Amish communities to go on rumspringa. In most communities, rumspringa was the time when a youth left the community and was no longer subject to the usual rules. At the end of rumspringa, the youth decided whether to leave the community or to be baptized within the Amish.

      Then it occurred to Martha that Mrs. Miller might feel badly toward rumspringa because Noah was on rumspringa when he lost control of his borrowed car on an icy road and hit the Millers’ buggy, leaving all the Miller girls with serious injuries. It had taken months for their injuries to heal, and Rebecca had been in hospital longer than the others. Martha slowly nodded to herself. Yes, that most likely was the source of Mrs. Miller’s dislike of rumspringa.

      Mr. Miller came in the door. “Martha!” he exclaimed, a wide smile on his face. “It is gut to see you. Are you enjoying your rumspringa?”

      Martha broke out into a smile. “Jah, Datt, I’m enjoying it so far.”

      Mr. Miller smiled and nodded. “Are you staying for lunch?”

      Mrs. Miller answered. “Yes, she is, and then she’s going to visit Esther.”

      Noah came in the door behind Mr. Miller. Both menner walked over to sit at the big wooden dining table. Mrs. Miller pointed to Martha. “Martha, make yourself useful. Make us all some meadow tea. Bring out some whoopie pies and some sugar cakes. Rebecca and Mary, come; sit at the table now.”

      Martha hurried alone to the kitchen to make meadow tea and fetch food for everyone. She realized her mother was punishing her, but she didn’t care. She enjoyed visiting with her parents, but this was no longer her way of life. She was going to be an Englischer now, and she very much doubted whether she would return from her rumspringa.

      After Mr. Miller and Noah went back to the workshop, Martha helped her mother, Rebecca, and Mary make funeral pies. Martha knew that raisin pies had been around Amish communities for a very long time. As raisins were available at any time of year, a raisin pie could be made with scarcely a moment’s notice and did not require refrigeration. As people always brought food to funerals and viewings, raisin pies soon became a favorite at funerals and this lead to them being known as ‘funeral pies.’

      Martha beat the eggs with a hand whisk, remembering when she had beaten the eggs at Sheryl’s with an electric beater. The beater sure was faster.

      Martha put raisins, water, finely grated orange zest, and orange juice in a saucepan and waited for it to come to the boil so she could simmer it.

      The hours passed quickly, and soon Martha found herself helping prepare lunch. Over lunch, Mrs. Miller asked Martha, “Are you going to the funeral?”

      “I might be able to go to the viewing,” Martha said, “but I don’t know if I can go to the funeral because I have to work every morning.”

      Her mother screwed up her nose in an expression of distaste.

      “Now Rachel, leave Martha alone. She’s on her rumspringa, so it’s good that she came to visit us at all.”

      Mrs. Miller shot a dark look at her husband from under her lashes. “Jah,” she said, not too happily.

      The lunch, however, was a happy meal, with Mary entertaining everyone with stories of Pirate’s antics.

      After lunch, Martha helped her mudder clear the plates away. “I’d best visit Esther now before it gets any later.”

      “Jah,” Mrs. Miller said. “Here, take this ginger oil to her and see what you can do to help.”

      As Martha drove the buggy to visit with Esther, she once more considered the two different ways of life. Perhaps it was good to do nothing and watch television, after all. Sheryl continually insisted it was relaxing. Martha found feeding the chickens relaxing and knitting relaxing, but she didn’t find television relaxing at all. “Maybe I’ll get used to it when I become more English,” Martha said aloud, smiling to herself.
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      “Oh no, not again.” Martha arrived with the bucket just in time. She placed the bucket on the floor under Esther’s face, and held back Esther’s hair. “That was a close one.”

      Esther leaned her head back into the pillow.

      “I brought a wet wash cloth for your head,” Martha added. “And Mamm sent ginger juice.”

      “Denki.” Esther’s reply was breathless.

      Martha arranged the cool cotton wash cloth on her schweschder’s head and walked to the window. From the second story window she could see much of the Hostetlers’ farm. There was no sign of Moses.

      Martha wondered why Esther was suffering so poorly with morning sickness when Hannah had no morning sickness at all. It hardly seemed fair. At hearing her schweschder groan, she turned around. “Do you want something, Esther?”

      “Nee, I just don’t want to feel sick anymore.”

      Martha thought that being that sick day after day would be awful, but surely it would be all worth it in the end to have a boppli to hold in her arms. Martha shrugged. She dare not offer Esther any food. She had done that once already with disastrous results. Jacob had warned her never to mention food until lunchtime and never in the mornings.

      Esther stirred again. “Denki for coming to look after me, Martha.”

      “I’m glad to be of help.” Martha was indeed glad to be of help to Esther, but she was frustrated that she could not do any work on her business while she was away looking after Esther. There were so many things that she should have been doing. She had to return calls to the wholesaler to get quotes for buying her ingredients in bulk and then there were the packaging people to deal with. She had tracked down a place in California that made the foils that she wanted for her cream centers. There were so many loose ends and so many things to do. She took a deep breath that was bordering on a sigh and sat on Esther’s bed, leaning over her to straighten the wash cloth that was threatening to slip off Esther’s face.

      “That’s fine, just leave it. I like it over my eyes.” Esther’s voice was weak.

      Martha knew that morning sickness was a normal part of pregnancy for many women, but she couldn’t help but worry if the baby was all right. How will the baby get nutrients if Esther is hardly eating? she thought. I hope that I never have morning sickness. It was hard for Martha to see Esther so sick. It brought back bad memories of when they had the buggy accident and all her schweschders were injured. That had been a hard time for the whole familye and it was the cause of their mudder disliking the Hostetlers, but now, with Hannah having had twins, her mudder had made her peace with her in-laws, the Hostetlers.

      Martha smiled as she recalled how Noah and Hannah had finally gotten married and now had two beautiful bopplin, a boy and a girl.

      Esther’s voice broke into her daydreaming. “You don’t have to sit here with me on the bed, Martha.”

      “Okay, I’ll go and get the midday meal ready for when Jacob comes home.”

      As soon as the word meal came out of Martha’s mouth, she knew she had said the word she was warned never to say—and the effect was instant.

      Esther flung the wash cloth from her head and lowered her head over the bucket again.

      “I’m sorry,” Martha said in a very small voice.

      Once Esther’s head was back on the pillow again, Martha said, “I’ll go now.”

      Esther did not reply and Martha tiptoed out the door.

      As soon as Martha entered Esther’s kitchen, she immediately felt at home. The kitchen was large and very much like the one in which she had been raised. The kitchen in Sheryl’s apartment was far smaller.

      There were three loaves of bread, which Jacob said had been brought over this morning freshly baked by his mudder, Katie Hostetler. Mrs. Hostetler was delighted to have two kinskinner already, with Hannah’s twins, and with another on the way thanks to Esther. She had promised to bring over some beef stew the following day. Mrs. Hostetler was a kindly woman, and even more sympathetic as she herself had experienced severe morning sickness when carrying all four of her sohns.
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