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Unofficial Glossary of Pennsylvania Dutch
Words




Ach – Oh

Aenti – Aunt

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

Dochder(n) – Daughter(s)

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

Guten tag – Good day, good morning

Herr –
Mister/Lord

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.
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Janie frowned as she examined the store
shelf she’d just stocked. She’d always been a stickler for neatness
and organization, sometimes to a fault. She reached for the package
of pancake mix to move it in line with the others, scrutinizing the
Amish buggy emblazoned on the front.

A young boy rounded the corner, a fistful of
honey sticks in his chubby hand. The little guy’s plump cheeks
seemed to glow as he proudly offered her one of his treasures.

Janie bent down and accepted his gift. “Oh,
is this for me?” she spoke in Pennsylvania German.

The
toddler prattled on in gibberish, causing a smile to tug at Janie’s
heart. What she wouldn’t give to have a little one of her
own. But that hadn’t been Der Herr’s will for her. She knew better than to entertain
thoughts of what might have been – what could have been.

She forced her attention back to her duties,
but not before realizing the boy had abandoned his honey sticks on
the floor. Where was the boy’s mother? She glanced down just before
he reached for a bottom book on the shelf behind her, but it was
too late. The books on top began to topple over so she
instinctively shielded the little guy from injury, to her own
regret. Not that she regretted protecting the little one—just the
headache she’d surely endure for the remainder of the day.

The loud crash caused customers to look her
way and an Amish man in his late twenties finally appeared to claim
the boy.

“Bobby, nee!” The man shook his head and gathered up the honey sticks,
sheepishly apologizing for his son’s behavior. They soon
disappeared around the same corner the little one had emerged
from.

A few moments later, she waved goodbye to
the little guy as he exited the store with one of his suspender
straps securely in his father’s grasp. She continued to watch as
little Bobby, his siblings, and his father drove down the lane in
their family buggy.

Bobby. Was it short for Robert? She couldn’t remember if
she’d ever known an Amish bu with that name. She liked it.

~

“It’s
beginning to look a lot like Christmas,” Her father’s bright blue
eyes held joy as he sang the words to the song. “Ain’t
so, dochder?”

“Jah. We’ve been quite busy now that Thanksgiving has
passed.” Janie moved the feather duster between the toys on the
shelf.

“Tourists.” He pointed through the store
window to a middle-aged couple that were happily entering a vehicle
with their Amish-made treasures in hand. “The best kind of
shoppers. They’ve got money to spend and are always looking for
special Amish-themed items. Perhaps we should order some post cards
and t-shirts.”

Janie burst out laughing.

“What? What did I say?”

“T-shirts? Really, Dat?”

“Could be good for business. None of the
other dry goods stores are selling them in these parts.” He
scratched his grey beard. “We’re nearly out of your potholders and
dolls again. If we sold other things, we’d still turn a profit, and
you wouldn’t have to work so hard.”

“I don’t
mind, Dat. It
keeps me busy.”

After
that comment, a silence fell over them and Janie knew what they
were both thinking. She had to stay busy to keep her mind off of
the fact that she was the only alt maedel in their community. But she’d already come
to terms with the fact that she would never marry and have a
family of her own. It had been difficult to accept at first, but
she’d resigned herself to Gott’s will. After all, if He’d wanted her to have a husband
and family of her own, He would have made that happen. But He
didn’t. And she was okay with that. Gott knew what was best and He had His reasons.
Who was she to question?

“Janie?”

Had her
father been speaking to her? “Yes, Dat?”

“You didn’t hear a word I said, did
you?”

She smiled and guessed. “T-shirts?”

“That’s
what I thought. No, we were beyond t-shirts. I mentioned the
wholesale souvenir catalog that came in the mail today. I want you
to go over it with me tonight and we can decide which new items to
purchase. Does that sound gut?”

“Jah, sure. But do you think Englischers
will still want to buy the
stuff if it’s not Amish made?”

“Some will, I suppose. They have all kinds
of items. Key chains, pencils, dolls, stickers. They might even
have an Amish tattoo.” He chuckled. “I’ve heard tell that some of
the ‘Amish’ dolls in Lancaster are actually made in China, if you
can believe that.”

“You’re
not going to buy dolls from China. Are you,
Dat?” Janie gasped. “And
a tattoo?”

“Calm
down, dochder. I
didn’t say we will order them.” He laughed. “Oh, wouldn’t that get
a rise out of Christi?”

“Dat!” Janie shook her head. “You should not egg on the
deacon.”

Her
father had always been of the cantankerous sort. Come to think of
it, he reminded her a lot of Widow Brenneman, a lady Janie helped
out several times a week. Which reminded her…
“Dat, I don’t know if
this evening will be a good time. I’m supposed to visit Widow
Brenneman.”

“Ach, that’s right.” He frowned. “Does that mean I’m on my own
for supper?”

“I made fresh bread yesterday and there’s
some leftover soup in the refrigerator. All you’ll have to do is
heat it up.”

“I suppose that will have to do.”

Janie
didn’t miss her father’s disappointed sigh. She knew that he’d
hated dining alone ever since Mamm passed on to Glory. “You could join Widow
Brenneman and me for supper.”

“You don’t think she’d mind?” His bushy
eyebrow moved up a hair.

“Mind?” Janie laughed. “She’d be thrilled.
You know she’s taken a shine to you ever since you fixed her buggy
wheel.”

“Ach, that’s just your imagination.” He swatted the air in
front of him. “No pretty young widow’s gonna take a likin’
to an old goat like me.”

“Dat, she’s only seven years younger than you. And you’re not
that old.”

“She’s too young.”

Janie sighed. She sometimes wondered if her
father purposely stayed unmarried because of her own singleness.
Did he worry she might be lonely on her own?

Not that she wasn’t lonely. She’d be lying
to herself if she said that she didn’t still long for what wasn’t
meant to be.

“You still thinkin’ on that Yoder boy?” Her
father’s hand squeezed hers. “No good can come from it.”

“I know.” She forced down the lump clogging
her throat. “He’s not coming back. My only—” She ran to the stock
room, not wanting her father to see her crying again. Elson had
been dead for three years now, so why was it still so hard?

“Have you forgiven him?”

She wished her father hadn’t followed her.
It was so much easier to cry when she didn’t have an audience. She
soaked up a tear with her dress sleeve.

“I’ve tried.”

“I know
it may be wrong to say this, dochder, but I think you might just be
better off without Elson Yoder.”
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