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To all the ladies and gentlemen in
waiting…someday our Prince will come!

“In my Father's house are
many mansions: if it were
not so,
I would have told you. I go to prepare a place
for you. And if I go and prepare a place for you,
I will come again, and
receive you unto myself; that where I am, there ye may be also.” John
14:2-3

 


 


 


Authors’ Note

I hope you enjoy this short but sweet
‘fairly tale’ about Cindy. Although the story is purely fictional,
my desire is that it will speak to your heart in some significant
way.



 




 


 


Unofficial Glossary of
Pennsylvania Dutch Words

 

Ach – Oh

Ausbund
– Amish hymn
book       

Boppli – Baby

Bopplin
– Babies

Bruder – Brother

Dat, Daed
– Dad

Dawdi – Grandfather

Denki – Thanks

Der Herr
– The Lord

Eck – Special corner table used at
weddings

Englischer
– A non-Amish person

Ferhoodled
– Mixed up, Crazy

Fraa – Woman, Wife

Gott – God

Gut – Good

Haus – House

Jah – Yes

Kapp – Prayer Covering

Lieb – Love

Mamm – Mom

Mammi – Grandmother

Nee – No

Ordnung
– Rules of the Amish Community

Vadder – Father

Wunderbaar –
Wonderful


Characters in Cindy’s
Story

Cindy (aka Ella) – Protagonist

Clara – Cindy’s stepmother

Matilda – Cindy’s stepsister and twin of
Priscilla

Priscilla – Cindy’s stepsister and twin of
Matilda

Nathaniel – Neighbor to Cindy’s family,
Hero

Christian – Nathaniel’s brother, Hero of An
Unforgivable Secret

Hannah – Christian’s wife, Protagonist of An
Unforgivable Secret

Jonathan Fisher – Minister and popular
character woven throughout all of J.E.B. Spredemann’s books thus
far, most notably the Amish Girls Series


Prologue

Ella stood near her
father’s grave. He’s really gone.
Tears welled in her eyes and dripped onto the
ribbon of her prayer kapp
as she thought of Mamm’s funeral several years
earlier. She’d been just three then, but she still
remembered Mamm’s beautiful smile and the kind words she’d spoken in the past.
Although her father had remarried, the gaping hole left by her
mother’s death had never been filled.

A cold hand on her arm
demanded her attention. “Mother said we
need to go now,” her stepsister Priscilla
said in Pennsylvania Dutch.

Ella nodded and brushed her tears away. She
followed Priscilla to the family buggy and stared out at the gray
sky as she, her stepmother, and two older stepsisters traveled
toward home. The clip-clop of the horse’s hooves didn’t soothe her
the way they usually did.

“We are moving tomorrow,” Mother Clara
declared. “I have no need of this large farm and with no man
around, we won’t be able to keep up with it. I’ve already accepted
an offer which is more than generous. We will be able to buy
something much smaller that will suit our needs.”

Nine-year-old Matilda
bounced excitedly. “Where will we move, Mamm?”

“I thought Indiana might be a nice place.
Since it’s so cold up north, I plan to join one of the smaller
settlements in the south,” she answered satisfactorily.

“But I’d have to
leave Dat and Mamm,”
Ella worried aloud.

Mother Clara squeezed her hand tightly and
Ella winced. “We won’t have any bad attitudes about this. Do you
hear me, Ella? Your folks are dead now. You can stop your
nonsense.”

Ella nodded silently as moisture gathered in
the corners of her eyes.

“Gut. Girls, you must begin packing immediately. Ella, you will
tend to the animals. You may eat your supper when the chores are
completed.”

Ella wanted to protest and
ask when she would have time to pack up her things, but she wouldn’t risk
more of her stepmother’s reproof. She guessed she’d be packing
while the rest of the house slept in peace. Just as long as she
could take her Mamm’s special chest with her. Right now, that’s all that
mattered.


Chapter 1

Ten years later…

“Donavetter! You ferhoodled horse – get back here!”
Nathaniel called out. He leaped onto Winsome’s back and charged
after the wild steed. “Go get him, girl.”

Nat watched in dismay from atop Winsome as
the white stallion jumped their pasture fence and raced down the
lane. If he didn’t reach him before he reached the main
highway…

He wouldn’t allow his thoughts to ponder
that possibility. Besides, that was several miles away. Surely the
horse would be in his secure grasp long before then. He hoped...and
prayed.

“Whoa! Whoa!” Nathaniel called out to the
new horse. Winsome began to slow down. “No, not you girl!” He
squeezed his thighs, urging his horse to continue forward. “I knew
I should have kept Bishop in his pen. Stupid dog,” he uttered under
his breath.

“Prince, you’ve got to slow down!” he
hollered as he watched the frightened horse fade from his view.
God, I need your help. You’ve got to stop that horse.

Nathaniel momentarily wondered if maybe he’d
made a mistake in purchasing the senseless horse. The previous
owner had been adamant though, and Nathaniel shook his head
remembering the exasperated man’s words. If you don’t buy that
wretched creature, I swear I’ll sell it to the dog food makers or
I’ll shoot him myself! Nat couldn’t bear the thought of either of
the two outcomes. He’d loved horses since his first ride at age
three when Dat set him on his first pony.

As Nathaniel rounded the bend, he noticed
hoof imprints leading toward a cluster of trees. Surely Prince had
found his way into mischief. He sighed and slowed Winsome’s pace so
as not to frighten the wayward horse. Cautiously, he weaved in and
out of the tall pines, delighting in their fresh sent as he rode
amongst them. A white flicker caught his eye and he realized it was
Prince’s tail.

He brought Winsome to a halt and slid off
her back, quickly wrapping her reins around a tree. “Now you stay
quiet, girl,” he spoke softly to his obedient mare.

Soundlessly, Nathaniel tip-toed through the
copse of trees. Any racket could spook the horse – which is exactly
what he didn’t need. A burst of laughter sounded through the small
forest and Nat probingly glanced around but saw nothing. It had
been a woman’s voice…or had he imagined it? No, he was certain it
was real. All he knew is that if it continued, it would inevitably
scare his horse off.

But he couldn’t be distracted by noises. He
needed to get to Prince as soon as possible before he bolted
again.

The woman’s voice came again but this time
it was gentle and sweet. Paying no mind, Nat hurried toward the
opening. When he came out into the clearing, he noticed a small
pond. Prince lifted his head and whinnied.

That’s when he saw her.

Nathaniel blinked in awe
at the most peculiar – and lovely – sight he’d ever seen. A
beautiful young woman stood beside Prince, gently stroking the
large creature’s mane and withers. She wore a very fancy blue dress
and…a prayer kapp? It wasn’t the kind of kapp
the women wore here in Indiana, though. This
woman wore the heart-shaped kapp
indicative of Lancaster County in Pennsylvania.
Was she Amish or an Englischer?
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