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 Unofficial Glossary
of Pennsylvania Dutch Words

 


Ach – Oh

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

Bann – Shunning/excommunication

Boppli/Bopplin – Baby/Babies

Bruder/Brieder – Brother/Brothers

Daed/Dat – Dad

Denki – Thanks

Der Herr – The Lord

Der Welt – The world

Dietsch –
Pennsylvania German

Dochder(n) – Daughter(s)

Dumm – Dumb

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

Haus – House

Herr – Mister/Lord

Hochmut – Proud

Jah – Yes

Kapp – Amish head covering for
women

Kinner – Children

Kumm – Come

Lieb – Love

Maed/Maedel – Girls/Girl

Mamm – Mom

Nee – No

Ordnung – Rules followed by the Amish
church (varies according to district)

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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Lucy Bontrager was hiding a
secret.

If Dat, aka Bishop Jerry Bontrager
to the rest of g’may, ever got wind of her
activities this summer, he’d probably ground her for life.
Seriously.

But Lucy couldn’t help
spending time with handsome Trey Montgomery. From the moment they’d
first spoken in the dollar store, she knew she was in
trouble.

She wasn’t even sure what
it was about him. Jah, he was funny—or silly was
more like it. But she’d been flattered to catch the attention of
a gut-looking Englisch bu.
Nee, Englisch man. She’d known he
was verboten, but that hadn’t stopped her from agreeing to meet him at
the coffee shop in town a few days after they’d met. Nor had it
prevented her from joining him for lunch and ice cream. Or stealing
away with him at his house and riding in his car.

It had been a bad idea from
the start, but she couldn’t seem to help herself.

Dat
wouldn’t be happy one bit. Especially if he knew
Trey was a soldier.

Ach, what had she gotten herself
into?

~

Trey coaxed Lucy onto his
lap, pressing his lips to the side of her head. “I’m going to miss
you when I’m gone, you know.”

“Gone?” She pulled back,
her eyes searching his. “What do you mean? Where are you
going?”

He stroked her hair,
something he’d complimented her on many times. He loved it when she
removed her kapp
and allowed her hair to fall free. He loved
running his fingers through it. She loved when he ran his
fingers through it. “I told you, remember? I’m in the military,
babe. I have to take my tour of duty.”

“I don’t know what that
means.”

“I have to go wherever they
send me. It’s not called the
service for nothing. I’m serving my
country, our country.” He’d tried to explain this to her before, but it
always seemed to go over her head. To her thinking, serving had an
entirely different meaning.

She recognized the familiar
pride in his voice when he talked about being a soldier. He’d once
told her he couldn’t help being proud, and that not all pride was a
bad thing.

It had been strange hearing
a different point of view other than the one she’d grown up
learning. Did the Bible ever talk about pride being a
gut thing?
Nee. She didn’t
think so.

It was what made the devil
fall, ain’t not? Trey had laughed when she’d told him that, so she wouldn’t
mention it again. She hadn’t thought it was funny in the
least.

“Fools make a mock at sin.” She
could hear Dat’s
voice quoting the Scripture verse now. He’d
mentioned it many a time when one of her brieder would speak nonchalantly
about the shenanigans some of the youngie indulged in.

Lucy frowned. “Where are
they sending you?”

He shrugged. “That’s the
thing. I don’t know. But I doubt it’ll be much worse than bootcamp.
Most likely it’ll be a foreign country, helping keep the
peace.”

She didn’t like when Trey
spoke of things she knew little about. It was almost like he spoke
a different language.

He rubbed her back and
began lightly massaging her shoulders. She’d miss his capable
hands, for sure. Trey’s touch was something she didn’t think she’d
ever tire of. “Don’t you worry, beautiful. I’d be happy to give my
life for this country.”

She gasped. “Give your
life?”

“There’s no guarantee I’ll
return. Some of these missions are dangerous. It’s the risk I took
when I signed up, Luce.” She’d always liked his nickname for
her.

She leaned back and stared
into the eyes that always made her forget all her worries and
remember why she’d fallen for him in the first place. She loved the
way his skin crinkled at the corners when he smiled. She adored the
faint freckles against his tanned skin. Trey was hard to resist.
“When will you return from this tour?”

“It’ll actually be more
like a mission.”

He kept saying
mission. Isn’t
that what Englisch
churches did? She doubted Trey meant the same
thing. From what she knew, the churches went in to do good things.
They didn’t drive tanks and tote guns.

“I’m not sure how long I’ll
be gone. It’ll probably be at least a year or more, I’m thinking.
Unless something happens to me. I’m not really worried about that,
though. Whatever happens will happen. I can’t control my
destiny.”

“But they didn’t force you
to become a soldier, did they?

“No. I volunteered of my
own free will. You know that I’m proud of what I do. I just
wish you were too. Someone has to defend our country.”

She had so many questions.
Was the country in danger of being attacked? She hadn’t seen or
heard anything from any of the newspapers Dat read. Surely, he would have
mentioned something if they were in danger. And if they weren’t,
why did the country need defending?

Wouldn’t
Der Herr protect
them? And if not, His will would be done. If anything happened, bad
or gut, it
was because Gott
allowed it. Otherwise, He would have prevented
it. That’s what she’d always believed and had been
taught.

But she wouldn’t ask Trey
those kinds of questions. It was difficult being in a relationship
with someone you didn’t see eye to eye with. Perhaps it had been a
mistake getting involved with Trey.

She cast the thought aside.
She didn’t want to think those thoughts right now. Not while she
was being held in Trey’s strong arms. Not when his warm lips
caressed hers. Not when she was too distracted to think about
anything but the handsome Englisch man in front of
her.


 


 


 



ONE


 


 


Lucy’s fingers trembled as
she held the plastic device in her hands. She stared down at it in
disbelief. Two blue lines. Ach, this could not be. It
couldn’t. She was the bishop’s dochder. She couldn’t be in
the familye way. Especially not with an Englischer’s boppli.

Nee.
Tears rushed to the surface, threatening to spill
over her lashes and onto her cheeks. Take a deep breath, she told
herself. It’s going to be okay. It’ll
work out. Somehow.

But would it,
really?

Her father had been
watching her again this morning as she’d completed her chores. He
had to know something was up when she’d retched after entering the
barn two mornings in a row. Her stomach couldn’t handle the
offensive odors that accompanied farm life, even though she been
around them her entire eighteen-year existence.

Dat
had asked her what was wrong, but she couldn’t
bear to tell him what she’d suspected. Now, the truth had been
confirmed. Now, she would have to tell
Dat. Now, her
life would be changed. Forever.

For sure and certain, she’d
need to get a message to Trey. Somehow. How would he react? Would
he offer to marry her? Would he become Amish?
Nee, she didn’t
think so. He still had three more years of service to the military,
which was something he couldn’t get out of if he wanted to. At
least, that was what he’d told her before he’d been deployed
overseas two weeks ago.

Ach, she should have never given
in to his pleas. He’d wanted to be sure she was his girl, he’d
said. He’d wanted to have something to remember her by when he was
away, he’d said. He’d wanted her to commit to him with her whole
heart, he’d said.

And she had. She’d given
him everything. But now that she had time to think,
he hadn’t
given her everything. Jah, he’d promised his
love. Jah,
he’d promised he’d think of her every day while he was gone.
Jah, he’d
promised to remain faithful. But he hadn’t promised that she
wouldn’t end up carrying his boppli while he was thousands of
miles away. He hadn’t promised to marry her. He hadn’t promised her
a happily-ever-after. Nee, this was anything
but.

This was
terrifying.

Dat
hadn’t even known she’d been dating an
Englischer. As
far as her father knew, she’d been faithfully attending the Amish
youth gatherings on the weekends. She’d simply been going to the
store to get groceries and what not.

Not meeting in secret with
her Englisch beau.

Ach, what had she
done?

A knock on the bathroom
door startled her.

“Lucy, are you okay in
there?” Mamm asked.

Nee. No, she was not okay. Not
in the least.

“Jah.” She lied. “I’ll be out in
a minute.”

She hurried but fumbled
with the pregnancy test. What should she do with it and the box it
had come in? She rifled through the bathroom cabinet and found an
empty plastic grocery bag, then she wasted several squares of
toilet paper to wrap around the test and hide any evidence. She
would close the plastic bag tightly, then chuck it into the trash
can.

The evidence was now gone,
but her predicament remained the same. She, the bishop’s daughter,
had become pregnant out-of-wedlock with an Englischer’s baby.

What on earth was she going
to do?

~

The last thing Lucy
expected as she entered the barn was to find her father standing
between the stalls, his arms crossed over his chest, his lips
turned downward, and holding her positive pregnancy test in his
hand.

His steely gaze fixed on
hers. “I think we need to talk.”

Ach, her chest was going to cave
in on her. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t move. Without
permission, tears and a sob escaped her, and she hung her head in
shame. “I’m sorry, Dat!”

In a split second, her
father’s arms were around her. In all her life, she couldn’t
remember her father ever pulling her into an embrace. “We will take
care of this, dochder. We will find a
solution.”

After the trembling
subsided and her tears had dried, her father released
her.

“I don’t know what to
do, Dat.”
She brushed away a stray tear.

“I know you are scared
right now, but you are not the first to be in this
predicament.”

She was pretty sure she was
the only Amish girl in this
district to be in this predicament.
Dat had no idea.
And she wasn’t looking forward to sharing the whole truth with him
or anyone else. What kind of a girl would they think she
was?

“You must marry the
bu. Who is it?
One of the Stoltzfus boys?”

“Nee.”

Dat
paced back and forth, then scratched his head and
frowned. “Not Silas Miller’s bu.”

“Nee. Dat, you don’t know
him.”

He stopped pacing and
stared at her. Lucy thought he might be looking straight into her
soul. She saw even more disappointment etched in his features.
“You’ve been seeing someone from Detweiler’s,
ain’t not?”

Dat
thought he understood, but he hadn’t a clue about
the mess she’d managed to make. He was pretty good at guessing and
she’d understand his concerns about being in the
familye way with
someone from Detweiler’s district, since the two districts weren’t
permitted to mix. Dat
had never had a problem with their
g’may intermarrying with Detweiler’s, but since their neighboring
district’s leaders had decided against it, then
Dat as bishop,
would respect their wishes. And if his dochder were
in this situation, it would present some
challenges and cause even more friction between the two Plain
communities.

But that, of course,
was not the case.
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