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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.



PROLOGUE

 


 


Two years earlier…

 


Amy Troyer stood in the kitchen, peering out
the window. Toby Wagler should be arriving at any moment to pick
her up for their date. At least, she thought it was a date. He’d
been brief on the phone when he’d said he wanted to meet with her
to talk about something important.

If she had to guess, she assumed it had to
do with their upcoming wedding plans and his joining the
g’may. He probably had more questions about learning the
Dordrecht Confession and what not. She’d been studying with him,
helping him to learn the article he’d been assigned to memorize.
Toby never had been gut at memorizing things, so she’d tried
to make up a catchy song with the words in it. He still seemed
nervous about quoting it before the leaders, though.

“Amy, Toby’s here!” Her younger
bruder called.

She hurried to the door, then rushed toward
his buggy. He’d asked her to be ready to go once he arrived, so
perhaps he had somewhere special he’d wanted to take her. Just in
case, she’d put extra care in ironing her clothes.

As soon as she spotted Toby, her jaw
slacked. Why was Toby in Englisch clothes? Had he expected
her to dress Englisch for wherever they were going?

“Get in.” He waved.

Amy frowned but did as he requested. She sat
silent for a minute as he maneuvered the buggy out of the driveway.
She swallowed, not liking the frown that accompanied Toby’s
demeanor. Something was wrong. What was it? Had something happened
to one of his folks? His siblings? His grosseldern?

“Toby, is something wrong?” She almost hated
to ask. “Why are you—”

“I’m leaving, Amy.”

“What?”

“I’m leaving the Amish. Jumping the
fence.”

Her heart sank all the way down to her toes.
“Toby, nee.” Unbidden tears surfaced. “What about us? We
have a date in the lineup already.”

“They haven’t published our Banns.”
He was right. Technically, only their families and the leaders had
known about it. And the only reason they already had a date was
because her father was their district’s deacon.

“When are you leaving?” She turned her head
so he wouldn’t see he was affecting her. She brushed away a tear,
hating that she was crying over someone who obviously cared nothing
about her. He didn’t deserve her tears.

“Tonight, if I can get away.”

“Are you serious? You’re really quitting on
us?”

“Don’t take it personally, Amy. It’s not
you.”

“But I’m not enough reason for you to say.”
She scowled.

“I’m sorry. Like I said, it isn’t about you.
I’m leaving. I don’t want to be stuck in this…” He pressed his lips
together—something he did when he stopped himself from cussing,
which she appreciated. “I have things I want to do. I’ve been
saving up money for a while now—”

“Wait. You’ve been planning this?”
She couldn’t stop the incredulity in her tone. But seriously? “Why,
then, did you ask me to marry you?”

“Honestly? Because you’ve been nagging me
about it.” He shook his head, and mimicked her. “We’re not getting
any younger, Toby.”

“Take me home. Now.”

“Fine.” He turned his horse around and they
headed back in the direction of her place.

For the remainder of the ride, neither of
them spoke a word. As soon as they arrived, Amy jumped out of the
buggy.

“Amy, wait.”

She stopped and closed her eyes. Had he
changed his mind?

“May I have my coat back, please?”

Of all the nerve.

No. No, you may not. Because I plan to
use it for a bonfire after you leave. She stomped her foot.
Just the audacity he had to ask for it made her ire burn. If only
she had something to hurl at him.

“Why do you need it? If you’re jumping the
fence, you’ll want new Englisch clothes, ain’t so?” She knew
her tone sounded snarky, but at this point she didn’t care. She
refused to allow her true feelings to show in his presence. What
other recourse did she have?

He plowed a hand through his hair, drawing
her attention to his bicep. Why, oh, why did he have to own the
most amazing arms ever? Arms he’d held her in more times than she
could count. “You know what? You’re right. I don’t need it.”

She made no effort to hide a smug satisfied
smile. She had to be brave. Because if she thought too long about
losing him, she’d dissolve into a weeping mess. She spun around and
headed in the opposite direction. She may have appeared spiteful,
but she needed to flee his presence as quickly as possible. Because
the last she wanted was for Toby to see her crying over him. She
didn’t need or want his pity. The only thing she’d ever desired
from Toby was his love. And that love—if it could’ve been called
that—was non-existent now.

If she’d known the last year and a half
would lead to this moment, she never would have begun a
relationship with him. It would have been better to remain single,
than to have to endure the anguish she was going through now. Had
their relationship meant nothing to him?

First Paul Miller dumped her, and now Toby
Wagler? Ach. She would never trust another man
again.


 


 


 



ONE

 


 


Nathaniel loved his family. Really, he
did.

But planning yet another wedding? To
say the house had been chaotic would be an understatement. All he
wanted was just a little semblance of peace and quiet. Was that too
much to ask for?

How did Dat cope all these years with
the lot of them? Ach, he knew. He was gone most of the day
working construction. Nathaniel would be too, except that now that
his youngest schweschder, Emily, had married Titus Troyer,
and Susan was about to marry the youngest Beachy bruder, he
had been relegated to caring for Emily’s oversized garden in
addition to his regular chores. If he didn’t put his foot down,
Mamm would have him doing laundry too.

Dat had something. Maybe Nathaniel
should lose himself in the garden, except, could one really hide
himself in a pumpkin patch? The sweet corn had already been
harvested, but the silage rows were still standing. Before too
long, they’d be filling silo with it. But for now, maybe he could
take a chair with him and hide out there with a book. Or take a
blanket with him and indulge in a nap.

A smile crept up his face at the
thought.

If he could sneak out there before the rest
of the family showed up, that would be ideal. With everyone here,
nobody would even miss him.

He rushed to the porch and grabbed one of
the folding chairs. Just as he was about to step past the barn,
Mamm called him. Oh no.

He could ignore her. Nee. Last
time he tried that, she put him on dish duty for a month! He
groaned and turned back to the house.

Mamm thrust a broom into his hand the
moment he walked through the door. “Your brieder just pulled
up.”

He turned around to see Silas’ and Paul’s
buggies heading toward the hitching post near the barn.

“I want the three of you to get that barn in
shipshape condition,” she ordered like a sergeant. Mamm was
good at that. “We can’t host a wedding supper in a stinky
barn.”

“It’s not stinky, Mamm. I clean out
the stalls every other day.”

“That’s not enough.” Mamm handed him
several small brown glass bottles. “Here. After you have everything
all cleaned up and the hay is spread in the stalls, I want you to
mix some of the oils in with the hay.”

Nathaniel laughed. “You’re kidding,
right?”

“Now, why would I joke about something this
important?” Mamm’s hand planted on her plump hip.

He twisted one of the bottles open and took
a whiff. He coughed. “Mamm, the barn is going to smell like
pizza if we put this stuff in there.” He examined the label.
Oregano oil.

“Nothing wrong with pizza. Better than
manure.”

Nathaniel rubbed his forehead. “Are we
serving pizza, then? Because everyone will expect it.”

“Don’t be silly, Nathaniel.”

He opened some of the other bottles of
essential oils, sniffing each one. Lemon balm. Peppermint.
Lavender. Eucalyptus. Jah, he’d probably forego the
oregano.

A ruckus near the entrance told him his
brieder had arrived.

“Hey, do I smell pizza in here?” Jah,
Paul would be thinking about food.

Nathaniel handed his older bruder the
bottle of oregano oil.

Paul stared at the bottle and arched a
brow.

“Smell it.”

He did. “You mean, there’s no pizza? Ah
man.”

Nathaniel laughed. “Mamm wanted us to
douse the barn with that stuff.”

“Bad idea. Unless…Mamm, we aren’t
serving pizza for Susan’s wedding, are we?”

“Ach, what is with you boys and
pizza?” Mamm looked between Paul and Nathaniel. “Maybe the
maed and I will make some for supper today.”

“Or we can hire a driver and order at that
new place in town. They have the best pizza.” Paul grinned
and pulled out his wallet. He handed a couple bills to Mamm.
“Here’s my contribution. Tell me when and I’ll go telephone the
pizza place.”

Dissatisfaction marred Mamm’s
face.

“Look on the bright side, Mamm. It’ll
save you a lot of time and mess. And it’ll give you women more time
to work on the wedding preparations.” Nathaniel grinned. “And
everybody loves pizza.”

Mamm lifted her arms in surrender.
“Fine.”

Nathaniel and Paul hooted and high-fived
each other, and Mamm disappeared into the kitchen.

Silas strolled into the room with one of his
kinner in his arms. “What did I miss?”

“We’re getting pizza for supper.” Paul
pumped a fist in the air.

Silas frowned. “I brought some of Kayla’s
potpies.”

Paul put a finger to his lips and whispered,
“Shh, don’t tell Mamm.”

“I guess we can have them for lunch.” Silas
shrugged.

“Don’t you ever get tired of potpies?”
Nathaniel chuckled.

“I could eat them every day.” Silas
grinned.

“That’s how I feel about pizza.” Paul
nodded. “And Jenny’s cinnamon rolls.”

Silas gawked at their bruder. “You
do eat Jenny’s cinnamon rolls every day.”

“Jah, we can tell.” Nathaniel patted
Paul’s belly.

Paul swatted Nathaniel’s hand away.
“Nee, that’s not true. I don’t eat them on Sunday.” Paul
scratched his head. “Usually.”

Nathaniel and Silas laughed.

“So, Nathaniel. Still single yet?” Paul
teased, moving the focus off himself.

Oh no. Here it goes.

“You know, Silas had already been married to
two gut maed by the time he was your age.” Paul looked at
Silas. “Right, bruder?”

“Jah, with several kinner too.
I think every man needs a gut woman to set him straight,”
Silas said, kissing the little one in his arms.

“Oh, brother.” Nathaniel rolled his eyes.
“Not this again.”

“Hey, Mamm ain’t gonna be around
forever washing your clothes and making you food,” Paul added.

“Don’t put me in the grave yet,
sohn,” Mamm hollered from the kitchen.

“I’m not, Mamm,” Paul called
back.

“I know how to do all that stuff.” Nathaniel
shrugged. “I don’t need a fraa.”

Paul chuckled. “You gonna tuck yourself in
at night too?” He shared an amused look with their oldest
brother.

“Why are you always goading me? A man has a
right to be single if he wants to.”

Mamm came near and Silas handed the
little one in his arms to her. “It is not gut that man
should be alone. That’s what the Good Book says.”

“So, now you’re saying it’s my Christian
duty to get married?” Nathaniel shook his head.

“How else will you be able to be fruitful
and multiply?” Paul chuckled.
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