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Author’s Note

 


 


It should
be noted that the Amish 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. We have
taken cautious steps to assure the authenticity of Amish practices
and customs. Both Old Order Amish and New Order Amish are portrayed
in this work of fiction and may be inconsistent with some Amish
communities.

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 God’s light of salvation reach their
hearts.
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Unofficial
Glossary of Pennsylvania Dutch Words

 


Ab im kopp – Crazy

Ach –
Oh

Aentie – Aunt

Aldi – Girlfriend

Alt maedel – Old maid

Ausbund – Amish hymn book

Bann – Excommunication from Amish
church

Boppli – Baby

Boppli – Babies

Brieder - Brothers

Bruder – Brother

Bu - Boy

Dat, Daed – Dad

(Gross)Dawdi – Grandfather

Demut – Humility

Denki – Thanks

Der Herr – The Lord

Dummkopp – Dummy

Englischer – A non-Amish person

Ferhoodled – Mixed up, Crazy

Fraa – Woman, Wife

Geh – Go

Gott – God

Grossmudder – Grandmother

Gut – Good

Haus – House

Hiya – Hi

Hochmut – Pride

Ich liebe dich – I love you

Jah – Yes

Kapp – Prayer Covering

Kind – Child

Kinner – Children

Kinskinner – Grandchildren

Kumm – Come

Lieb – Love

Liewi – Dear

Maed – Girls

Maedel – Girl

Mamm – Mom

Mammi – Grandmother

Mauti – Maid

Mei Lieb – My Love

Mein Klein Bopp – My little doll

Mein Liewe – My Dear

Mudder – Mother

Nee – No

Ordnung – Rules of the Amish community

Rumspringa – Running around years

Schatzi – Honey

Schtupp – Living room

Sohn – Son

Vadder – Father

Verboten – Forbidden

Vorsinger – Song leader

Wilkom – Welcome

Wunderbaar – Wonderful



PROLOGUE

 


 


Joseph Bender hung his head,
contemplating the implications of his actions. Am I really
shunned? By the disappointed countenances of his family, he
realized it to be true. What would he do now? Where would he go?
His father’s words played in his mind for the umpteenth time, “You
are no longer my son. Leave at once. There is no room in this home
for unrepentant sinners.”

Joseph heaved a sigh of defeat. He
searched his mother’s face for some trace of compassion, but she
could only look away as she blinked at the tears that trailed her
weathered appearance. So desperately he wanted to reach his arms
around his mother and embrace her one last time, but he knew the
time for affection had passed. It expired the moment Bishop
Burkholder read his sentence.

He threw an old duffel bag over his
shoulder. It contained the few belongings he owned: two pairs of
trousers, two long sleeve cotton shirts, a few undergarments, and
socks. He donned his black coat that had seen better days and his
straw hat, and walked out of his folks’ home, and out of their
lives, forever.

In just a few short months, he’d lost
everything he’d ever held dear…


CHAPTER ONE




 


Anna Smucker finished putting the
dishes in the cupboard just minutes before the kitchen timer
buzzed. “Ach, I’m running late again, Mammi. Would
you mind preparing something for supper tonight?” Her eyes
pleaded.

“Liewi, I wished
you didn’t have to run off every day.” Mammi shook her
head.

“But you know we need the
money. Sellin’ eggs ain’t enough to keep this farm running. If we
could just get more tourists in here to buy up your
quilts…ach, listen to me prattling on when I got a job to
get to!” She shook her head.

“Of course, I’ll fix
somethin’ up for us. Don’t you worry none.” Her kind grandmother
patted her hand gently. “Now, geh.”

“Denki,
Mammi.” Anna leaned over and placed a kiss on Mammi’s
cheek. “Love you, Mammi. Have a gut day.”

Anna hurried out to her buggy. Thank
goodness she’d had the forethought to hitch Brazen up early today.
It seemed lately she couldn’t wake early enough to tend to all the
chores around the place. There was so much that needed to be done,
and she wasn’t about to leave the work for Mammi to tend
to.

It had been a year since her father
passed on to Glory. She’d never realized how much he did around the
farm until he was gone. Knowing now what it took to keep the farm
running, she wished she could go back and tell her father thank you
for the countless hours he’d labored on their behalf.

As of last month, she’d sold off the
last of the cattle. Now she and Mammi no longer received
income from their milk. But after paying off their debts, the money
they received from the sale was only enough to keep up with their
mortgage payments until the end of the year.

Why, oh why, had her father mortgaged
their land? She knew for a fact that Grossdawdi had left a
tidy sum when he died. It would have been plenty to pay their debt
in full. But instead, her adventurous father had ambitiously
purchased five hundred head of cattle. The cows weren’t necessarily
a bad idea, but they weren’t counting on her father passing away so
quickly. He had yet to turn a profit.

When Anna approached other Amish
ranchers in the community, none were able – or willing – to
purchase the cattle. Apparently her father had been swindled. At
least that’s what the Englischer said that graciously took
the bovine off her hands. He claimed he was giving her a deal,
paying even more than they were worth. Perhaps it was true.
Dat had always dreamed of owning a cattle ranch. She was
certain he wasn’t the first overzealous dreamer willing to pay
whatever it took for a dream to become a reality. If only
Dat hadn’t passed on…

Anna flicked the reins, hoping Brazen
would get her to work on time. Although her boss knew about the
situation at home and was sympathetic to her plight, she knew she
wouldn’t be happy if she was late again. She had been kind enough
to allow Mammi to sell her quilts in her fabric shop,
although it seemed there weren’t too many tourists in their neck of
the woods. She’d heard that quilts similar to her
grossmudder’s sold for over a thousand dollars in some
places where the tourist trade was rampant. Imagine that! But
Mammi’s only went for a few hundred dollars; such a shame
considering the quality work that she put into them.

But at least Anna had this job. That
was something she could be thankful for. She always tried to look
on the positive side of things. After all, there was not much she
could do to change their circumstances. She would be grateful for
the blessings they did have, because she’d always heard that there
were countless others out there that had far less than she. Yes,
Gott had been good to them.

 


<><><>

 


“Anna, go ahead and take
your lunch break now,” her boss called from behind the
register.

“All right,” Anna answered
back, retrieving her purse and coat from the break room.

Linda’s eyes brightened as she nodded
toward the front of the store. “Someone’s here for you,
Anna.”

Anna poked her head around the corner.
It was Aaron. He had shown interest in her for a year now, and just
two months ago she’d accepted his offer to court her. They never
had much chance to spend a lot of time together because they were
both so busy – he with his dog-breeding business, and she with work
and farm chores. Occasionally he would show up out of the blue and
take her to lunch, which she thought was a nice gesture.

“Hi, Aaron. In town for
somethin’ special today?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Nah, not really. Just had
to pick up a few things for Dat at the hardware store.” He
shrugged. “Ready to go?”

“Jah, I’ll let
Linda know,” Anna said.

“Where would you like to
go today?” Aaron asked, his handsome gray eyes sparkled.

She shrugged. “Pizza?”

“Pizza sounds great to
me.” He grasped her small hand and led the way down the
block.

 


<><><>

 


“Joseph! Joseph!” Joe
startled out of an already fitful sleep. He lifted his head,
glancing around the abandoned alley. No one was there. Had he truly
heard a voice, or was his subconscious playing tricks on him again?
No one’s called me Joseph in years. Not since…

He pulled the newspapers up over his
body and around his neck in an attempt to keep the chill out. His
tattered coat kept some of the elements out, but the gaping holes
seemed to welcome every miniscule draft. Laying his head once again
on the plastic grocery bag that held his old shirt, his eyelids
drifted shut.

Joe was just on the verge of nocturnal
ecstasy when the blasted voice called to him again. For Pete’s
sake, can’t a man get a few minutes of sleep? He scowled
inwardly. He raised his head again, but this time his mind was
keenly aware of the body hovering over him.

“You need somethin’
Harvey?” Of course, he already knew the answer.

“Yeah, Joe. You got a
smoke? I need one real bad.” His hands shook, evidencing the truth
of the man’s words.

Grudgingly, Joe reached into his pants
pocket and handed over a cigarette. “You really need to get your
own and stop bummin’ off of others.”

“I know, I know. Just this
one last time,” the older man said, lighting the end of his cancer
stick. That’s what Joseph’s grandfather used to call
cigarettes.

“You said that last time.
The last ten times actually,” Joe stated wryly.

Harvey took a puff and offered it to
Joe. He shook his head, rejecting his offer. “Tryin’ to quit,” he
explained.

“Really, Joe? Then can I
have –”

“No. You may not have the
rest of my pack,” Joe answered, rising from his corner in the
alley.

“Hey, where ya goin’ man?”
Harvey called to him.

“Just stretchin’ my legs a
bit. I’ll be back.”

“Can I use your papers
while you’re gone?” the older man pleaded, holding up the rumpled
mass of yesteryear’s news.

“Sure,” Joe stated,
walking toward one of the main streets. Looking back at his
shivering friend, he decided to turn back around. “Hey, man. Why
don’t you take my coat too? I’ll be walkin’ so I’ll be plenty
warm.”

“Thanks, Joe. ‘Preciate
that.”

Joe rubbed his hands together to try to
create a little friction. Boy was the air nippy today. He picked up
his pace and strolled down the sidewalk, noticing the diverse
displays in the shop windows. It seemed Christmas was upon them
again. Another year alone, Joe thought bitterly. It had
always been extremely difficult to keep thoughts of his childhood
at bay this time of year.

He remembered how Mamm’s face
would brighten when he’d bring in the pine boughs from outside. She
used to decorate the house up right perty, he’d thought. And
although their Christmases were always plain and simple, they had
been special. He recalled a time when… Enough of that! He
chided himself. This was his reality now. No matter how much
he missed home, going back wasn’t an option. And never would
be.

The wind picked up and a chill seeped
through the holes in the back of his shirt where the seams wore
thin. Mamm had been a gut seamstress, but even the
best couldn’t sew seams to withstand several years of daily wear.
He ducked into one of the nearby establishments. He hadn’t even the
opportunity to warm himself before a not-so gentleman asked him to
leave before he was given a police escort off the
property.

As he stepped back out into the cold,
he couldn’t help but notice that the other people on the sidewalk
gave him wide berth. Some even went so far as to walk in the street
to avoid him. He wasn’t surprised by the lack of sympathy the
strangers possessed. After all, his family couldn’t stand the sight
of him either.

If they could only see him now. His
hair had naturally formed dreadlocks, hanging past his shoulders –
a shame for sure and for certain. Because he’d lost so much weight,
his worn trousers were now held up with an old bungee cord he’d
found on the street. A sorry replacement for the suspenders he was
used to wearing – those had busted last year. Harv had offered him
some denim trousers that were in a little better shape, but they
never felt right. His beard had grown to his chest, scraggly as
ever. Back home, only married men were allowed to wear face
whiskers. Married, he mused. Now that was a circumstance
he’d never have to dwell on. He’d spent plenty of time thinking of
what could’ve been, what should’ve been…

A blast of muddy rain water brought him
back to the present once again. Couldn’t drivers be a little more
considerate of folks walkin’ along the sidewalk? Now, he was not
only cold, but wet too. And dirty. Not that he was exactly clean
before he’d been sprayed with the gush of water. He didn’t remember
the last time he’d taken a decent bath. Once in a while though, he
would sneak into a fast food restaurant and use the restroom to
freshen up a bit. No wonder people veered as far out of his path as
possible, he probably reeked like a skunk. Or worse.

 


<><><>

 


Aaron and Anna made their way back
toward the fabric shop. Anna’s lunch break was nearly over. She now
held a Styrofoam box of leftover pizza in one hand, still
warm.

“Watch out,” Aaron warned.
“Here comes another beggar.”

Walking the opposite direction was a
homeless man. By the look of him, she thought him to be in his
early thirties. What would make one so young live on the
streets?

As the man neared, she noticed his
filthy clothing and couldn’t deny the offensive odor the hapless
man emanated. Aaron pulled her arm to lead her far out of his path,
but compassion took over. She looked down at the box of leftover
pizza and knew what she must do. As she started to speak, Aaron
halted her.

“Don’t give that to him.
He’ll probably sell it for drugs,” he whispered loud enough that
she was sure the destitute man had overheard.

Embarrassed by her beau’s judgmental
assumptions, she attempted to hand the box to the man with a look
of apology. Aaron’s hand grabbed the box and tossed it to the man,
or more accurately, to the ground. Anna abruptly scowled at Aaron
and bent down to pick up the box for the man.

“I’m sorry.” She handed
the box to the stranger, her eyes apologetic. She couldn’t believe
Aaron’s rudeness.

The man gratefully took the box and for
a second, coddled it like a newborn boppli. Realizing his
treasure, he immediately opened it, stuffing half a slice of the
delicious goodness into his mouth. He nodded his thanks and
sauntered off toward a nearby alley.

“What’d you do that for?”
Aaron scolded.

Beside herself, Anna was simply at a
loss for words. “Do what?” she asked between gritted
teeth.

“You gave that…that
vagrant our food after I told you not to! You disobeyed me.” He
huffed.

“I – I disobeyed
you?” she asked indignantly. She knew a woman’s place was to follow
the man, but this seemed a little ridiculous. Besides, they weren’t
married.

“How can I protect you
when you won’t heed my warnings? That man could have been
dangerous,” he clumsily explained his actions.

“He didn’t look dangerous
to me. He just looked hungry. We’re supposed to feed the hungry,
jah?”

Aaron sighed. “I guess you have a
point. But I don't think it's a gut idea for you to be
talking to homeless Englischers.”

She looked up and noticed they had
arrived at her workplace.

“See ya at meetin’ on
Sunday?” his voice softened a spell.

“Jah, Mammi
and I should be there,” Anna said, glad he was leaving
now.

Aaron waved a hand and started toward
his buggy.

 


<><><>

 


“Here Harvey, ya gotta try
this!” Joe excitedly offered his older friend a slice of
pizza.

His companion bit into the cheesy
delicacy. “Mmm…I ain’t had nothin’ this good in a long time. Ya
didn’t steal it, did ya?”

“I may be a lot of things,
Harv, but a thief I am not,” Joe assured his old buddy.

“Where’d ya get it from
then?” He sank his chomps into another bite.

“A kind woman,” he simply
stated.

“Must’ve been an angel,”
Harv mused aloud.

Joe’s eyebrows rose. He remembered the
Amish woman’s rosy cheeks and kind smile. “Perhaps.”

“Well, I hope you told her
thank you,” Harvey said.

Did I tell her thank you? “I
don’t think I did. Maybe I’ll see her again someday and I can tell
her then.” The thought brought a smile to Joe’s lips.


CHAPTER TWO




 


Anna sat at the dinner table with
Mammi. She couldn’t help but think of the homeless man right
now. Here, she and her grandmother had more than enough for the two
of them. She blew on her chicken vegetable soup and shivered as she
thought how the poor man practically scarfed down the pizza she’d
given him. What would it be like to go hungry for days on
end?

Her attention was stolen away by a clap
of thunder outside. Mammi moved toward the window, peering
out into the dreary night. A bright flicker from outside
illuminated the entire kitchen. How is that man doing right now?
Does he have a place to stay dry? Anna couldn’t recall whether
the man wore a jacket or not, but she couldn’t forget his trousers.
As he’d walked away, she noticed a gaping hole on the backside
exposing his bare skin underneath. She immediately looked away
feeling embarrassed for the man. Yet the pants appeared homemade.
Had someone from her community given them to him?

It seemed that no matter what she did
that evening, her thoughts were consumed with the misfortunate
homeless man. She’d tried to occupy her mind with knitting, but as
the warm scarf took form in her nimble hands, she pictured herself
offering it to the cold stranger. When she read the Word of God
before bedtime, she couldn’t get around the fact that Jesus
ministered to the poor and needy. As she laid her head on her soft
pillow to sleep, she couldn’t help but wonder what the stranger lay
his head on, this miserably chilly night. Surely he hadn’t a warm
quilt to wrap around his body. These were her last thoughts as she
drifted off to sleep…

Another clap of thunder and Anna shot
straight up. She took the flashlight from her bureau and shined it
on the small wind-up clock that sat atop her nightstand. Three
o’clock. Had it stormed the whole night through? She forced herself
out of her cozy bed and made her way to the bathroom, the cold
wooden floor seeping through her socks.

She and Mammi both shared the
large house, but the upstairs was exclusively hers. Mammi
had said she was too old to be trudging up the stairs day and
night, but Anna knew in truth she preferred the bottom floor. After
all, she slept in the room she and Grossdawdi occupied when
they were first wed.

What was it like to be newly
wed? Anna often wondered. At twenty-two years of age, she was
nearly considered an alt maedel in her community. She
supposed she should be thankful that Aaron had shown an interest in
her. But for some reason, she couldn’t picture a future with him no
matter how hard she tried.

Warmth filled her soul when she thought
of the dream she’d had last night. It had been strange indeed.
She had been ever so happy. Anna had just removed a casserole
from the oven when a small girl of about three bounced through the
door, her blonde braids hanging freely about her shoulders. “Mama,
Mama!” she’d said. “Dat just got some new kittens!” she
chattered in their native Pennsylvania German dialect.

“Oh, really?” Anna’s
bright smile stretched across her face.

A tall bearded man clambered through
the door now with a kitten in each hand. “That’s right!” he’d said,
bending down to kiss her cheek. He handed her one of the small
fluffy creatures. “One for mein klein bopp and one for my
lieb.”

Anna placed a hand over her warm cheek
now, as though his kiss lingered there. She pinned up her long hair
and glanced at a small hand mirror to make sure no blonde strands
had escaped. The dream had felt so real. She closed her eyes,
attempting to picture the sweet gentle man in her dreams. But it
seemed his face was always just out of focus. However, the smile in
his voice and his kindness toward her was impeccably
clear.

She sighed. Would there only be a man
for her in her dreams, or did he really exist somewhere out there?
One thing she was certain of, though. The man in her dream was
not Aaron Gingerich.

 


<><><>

 


Anna smiled as though she held the key
to a long-lost treasure chest. Time had seemed to tick by so slowly
today. Twelve o’clock had finally rolled around and she couldn’t
wait to deliver the extra sandwich she’d made to the homeless
man.

Now she walked down the sidewalk toward
the alley. A seed of doubt had been planted in her mind, and with
it, fear. What if Aaron was right? What if the man was violent –
dangerous? Should she really be traipsing out here all alone?
I’ll just peek around the corner, she told herself. I can
leave the food by the alley so he can see it, and then I can walk
away.

Anna discreetly looked into the alley.
To her disappointment, and a smidgen of relief, she had to admit,
the man was not there. In fact, the place seemed conspicuously
deserted. She heard a rustling near the large metal trash
receptacle and a cat jumped out, startling her so badly she’d
almost wet her pants, or more accurately, her dress. She heard
another noise and an eerie chill up her spine sent her scurrying
back in the direction of the fabric shop.

Halfway there, she glanced down at the
bag in her hand. What am I going to do with this now? If I leave
it there, surely the cats will eat it. Anna shrugged her
shoulders in resignation and turned back around. After all, she
didn’t need another sandwich and she knew Linda had already eaten.
If she took it home, Mammi would start asking questions that
she was certain she didn’t want to answer. So why not leave it for
the cats to enjoy?

After gingerly setting the bag down on
the ground at the entrance to the alley, Anna again set back toward
the shop. Why did she feel as though she was committing some
heinous crime and she had to sneak around? I’m feeding the
needy, for crying out loud!

 


<><><>

 


“She’s gone; you can come
out from hiding now,” Harvey stated. “What’s with you anyway,
Joe?”

Joe shrugged. “Well, she’s Amish,
that’s all.”

“And? Do you have an
aversion to Amish people or somethin’?” Harv lifted a brow. “Or
perhaps it’s just God in general?”

Joe quickly changed the subject,
eagerly rubbing his hands together. “So, what do you think she left
us?”

“You, Joe. She left it for
you. She ain’t even seen me yet,” Harvey stated emphatically. “And
if she did, I might’ve scared her away.” He chuckled, rubbing his
long gray beard reminiscent of jolly ole St. Nick.

Joe emerged from their spot near some
old upturned wooden crates and quickly retrieved the brown paper
bag near the alley entrance. He didn’t open the bag until he was
back in his spot. He delved into the bag and smiled. “I was right!”
His eyes lit up.

Harvey grinned at him in eager
anticipation, rubbing his hands together. “Well, what’s in the
bag?”

“Cookies! Just like
Mamm used to pack for my lunch when I was a kind.”
His grin couldn’t get any wider as he pulled one out of a napkin.
“Look at this, Harvey! Even a whoopie pie! This one’s mine. But
I’ll let you have a bite too.”
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