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 Unofficial Glossary
of Pennsylvania Dutch Words

 


Ach – Oh

Bann – Shunning

Boppli/Bopplin – Baby/Babies

Bruder/Brieder – Brother/Brothers

Daed/Dat – Dad

Dawdi – Grandfather

Denki – Thanks

Der Herr – The Lord

Dummkopp – Dummy

Englischer – A non-Amish person

Fraa – Wife

G’may – Members of an Amish
fellowship

Gott – God

Gut – Good

Jah – Yes

Kapp – Amish head covering

Kinner – Children

Kumm – Come

Maed/Maedel – Girls/Girl

Mamm – Mom

Ordnung – Rules of the Amish
community

Rumspringa – Running around period for
Amish youth

Schweschder(n) – Sister(s)

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.


 


 


 



ONE

 


 


“Oh, no! Not again!” Bailey Beachy Miller
waved her hand in front of her face, attempting to dispel the
smoke. She coughed several times, turning away from the plume that
should have been apple pies for her family and her almost-fiancé,
Mark.

She wanted to cry. After four years of using
her stepmother Nora’s woodstove, she thought mistakes like this
were in her past. Apparently not. Oh, how she missed the commercial
stove Aenti Jenny used in her bakery. Or the gas appliances
in Mamm and Silas’s home.

Not that she minded living in her
vatter’s stricter Amish district. There were just certain
nuances she’d had to adjust to. Like having to cook on an
old-fashioned woodstove.

She surveyed the blackened apple pies again
and huffed. Mark would have to go without a treat this week,
unless… She snapped her fingers and smiled. That was what she’d do.
She’d stop by and visit Mamm and Aenti Jenny today,
and pick up a treat for Mark and dessert for the family, while she
was there. Problem solved.

It had been quite a while since she’d
visited her other family. She’d gotten so busy with life and
helping out with Dat and Nora’s kinner, that time had
slipped by. They would be happy to see her, as she would be to see
them, especially since the winter months could soon leave them
homebound. Not that they couldn’t get out if they really
wanted to, they just tended to stay closer to home more.

“Whoa! What happened in here, Bay?” Her
vatter, Josiah, coughed as he brought a load of firewood
inside.

“I burnt the pies.” She sighed, shoulders
sagging.

“More like burning the house down.” He
frowned. “Distracted again?”

“Not really. I set the timer. I guess I set
it for too long. Or the heat wasn’t right.”

“Doesn’t Nora have a recipe in there
somewhere?” He pointed to the recipe box her stepmother kept on the
counter. “She should have the baking times written down.”

“I know. I just have a hard time keeping the
temperature regulated on this stove.”

“You adjust it by how much heat you allow
into the oven compartment by using that lever. I thought I showed
you.” He stacked the wood in the rugged box designed for that
purpose. Keeping plenty of firewood on hand inside the house
prevented extra trips outside, curtailing the amount of cold
entering their home.

“You did. I still can’t get it right.” She
frowned. “I miss Mom’s stove.”

“Ah, I see. Looking for the easy way,” he
teased.

“It was easy compared to this.
Sometimes I wish this district had the same allowances.”

“I know. But wishing does no good. You know
that.”

“I don’t know how you adjusted back after
being an Englischer all those years.”

“Well, I grew up this way. It was second
nature to me.” He stared down at the pies and grimaced. “You know,
when you and Mark are married…”

“I know!” She covered her face with her
hands. “He’s going to think I’m a horrible fraa.”

He squeezed her shoulder. “No, he won’t.
Stop being overdramatic.”

“Well.” She shrugged. “I guess he’ll just
have to learn to like burnt food.”

“Should I warn him?” Dat teased.

“Don’t you dare!” She threw a pot holder at
him. “Besides, contrary to current circumstances, I can
cook. And bake. And I’m pretty good at it.”

“Should we open up some windows in here so
Nora and the kinner can breathe when they get home?”

Bailey rolled her eyes. “Very funny,
Dat.”

“Humor aside, it would probably be best if
they didn’t come home to a biohazard zone.”

“Humor aside, huh?”

~

Bailey paused before entering Millers’
Country Store and Bakery. Ach, she had such gut
memories here. She remembered barely being able to see over the
counter when Mamm and Silas first opened the store. She’d
been about six at the time, so she’d spent a gut deal of her
life here. And she had an extra layer of softness to prove it.

The moment she opened the door, sweet aromas
assaulted her senses. Vanilla, cinnamon, and fresh-baked bread
wafted through the air of the small establishment.

“Oh, good! Bailey!” Her aunt Jenny swooped
around the service counter and briefly embraced her. “I need you!
Can you come work?” Was that desperation in her aunt’s voice?

“Right now?”

“Jah.” She moved back behind the
counter and returned to the task at hand.

“Oh, uh, well I didn’t—”

“What was your mamm thinking, going
and having a boppli just before Thanksgiving and Christmas?
Our busiest time. I’ve had about a dozen people come in just this
week, asking for her potpies. I don’t know how to make them! I
think your mamm must use some special ingredient in hers
because mine never turn out the same. Just ask your onkel
Paul.”

Bailey couldn’t hold in a giggle. “I don’t
think Mamm can control when the bopplin come.”

“She has more control than you realize.” She
held up an angled icing spatula and eyed Bailey with curiosity.
“You’ll be married before too long. Hasn’t your mamm talked
about…well, you know…that?”

Bailey’s cheeks suddenly warmed.
“Ach, you know Mamm. She was an Englischer.
I’ve probably heard more about that than any maed in
this community.” She laughed.

“Nee, I don’t think I’ll ever forget
your mamm was Englisch.” She shook her head and
chuckled. “Or my Englisch days. Your onkel Paul still
wishes I’d wear…ach, never mind.” She swatted the air in
front of her.

Bailey laughed. “But you were never really
Englisch.”

“Right. Just pretending for a brief
time.”

“Did it feel strange?”

“It did. Part of me liked it. Or, liked the
attention it brought from your onkel Paul, I should say.”
She lifted a mischievous smile. “But the other part of me hated it.
It just didn’t feel like me. You know what I mean?”

“I think so. When I went with Dat to
New Jersey to help him move from his condo, it all felt very weird.
It was like I was in a movie, being around all those fancy people.
Especially when he took me to his office. It was in one of those
expensive shiny buildings way up in the air. I got to ride in an
elevator many times when we were there. That was kind of fun.”

“Jah, maybe.” Aenti Jenny
continued icing the gigantic pan of cinnamon rolls. “But I would
never want to live in the city.”

“Neither would I.” Bailey went to the sink
in back and washed her hands. “What would you like me to do? I can
stay for about an hour.”

“Will you make up some of your mamm’s
potpies for me? I can bake them, if you can’t stay that long.”

“Okay, I can do that. I’m supposed to meet
Mark at the library later on.”

“Really? You two are pretty serious,
ain’t so?”

“Jah, we are, but…”

Aenti Jenny stopped mid-spread and
stared at Bailey. “But what?”

Bailey shrugged. “How do you know that
you’re marrying the person you’re supposed to? I mean, it’s for
life. It’s not something you want to get wrong.”

“I know all about that.”

She opened the cupboard and found the mixing
bowl. “What? I thought you and Onkel Paul got along
great.”

“Oh, no. I wasn’t talking about your
onkel. My first beau.” She shook her head. “I’m just glad I
met Paul when I did. And at that time, I knew that Gott had
brought me to him. Although I wasn’t sure how He would work out the
details.” A fond smile flashed across her face. “But He did.” She
studied Bailey carefully. “Are you having second thoughts about
this Mark fellow?”

“I don’t know. It just feels different, I
guess.”

“Different than what?”

“From my first beau.”

“Ah, I see. Timothy Stoltzfoos, right?”

“Jah.” She frowned. Her heart still
felt like someone held it in their hands and squeezed it like one
of those squishy stress balls. Fortunately, like the stress ball,
her heart would eventually return to its normal state.

“He’s single now, you know.”

“He is?” She gave her head a firm shake. “It
doesn’t matter. Timothy left me. Besides, Mark and I are
practically engaged.”

Aenti Jenny’s gaze probed her. “But
you still have feelings for Timothy, ain’t not?”

“Ach, how could I not? I thought we
would marry. We would have been married by now. I was
devastated when I found out about him and MaryAnn Kinsinger. But
like I said, it doesn’t matter. I don’t think I’d ever take him
back. Not that he’d even want me back.”

“You never know.” Aenti Jenny
shrugged. “I don’t know if I should tell you this or not, but…” Her
voice trailed off.

Bailey planted a fist on her hip. “Oh, no.
You are not going to tease me and then not tell.”

“It’s just that, on church Sundays, I always
notice Timothy’s gaze searching the women’s side. It always starts
with your mamm and me, then drifts toward where the single
maed sit.” She pulled her bottom lip between her teeth. “I
think he’s looking for you. And when he discovers you’re not
present—again—he looks away, like he’s discouraged or
disappointed.”

“Ach, Aenti Jenny. Don’t tell
me that.” When a tear surfaced, Bailey couldn’t help being
frustrated with herself. She was past Timothy, wasn’t she?

“You insisted.”

“I know, but…”

Aenti Jenny nudged her with her hip.
“I think he still loves you, Bailey.”

“No, he doesn’t.” She shook her head as she
mixed in the flour with the other ingredients for her pie crust.
“Love doesn’t do what he did.”

“Jah, but everyone makes
mistakes.”

“It wasn’t a mistake! He deliberately
chose MaryAnn over me.” Ach, now she was all worked up. She
turned away so Aenti Jenny wouldn’t see her tears. Why did
Timothy’s rejection still sting so much after all these years? “Can
we not talk about him anymore, please?”

Bailey’s hands shook as she rolled out the
dough for the pie crusts. Why had she gone and dredged up old
feelings for Timothy again? She was past that, or at least she
thought she had been.

Aenti Jenny had grown quiet, likely
praying for her.

When a customer entered the store, Bailey’s
head snapped up. Good, it’s not Timothy. Because seeing him
at this moment in time wouldn’t be gut.
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An hour later, Bailey said goodbye to her
ever-so-grateful aunt.

Since Mark had heard she’d be near town,
he’d wanted her to meet him at the library. It worked out perfectly
with her. She had a couple of books she’d been wanting to check
out. Besides that, she adored this library. The creamy-yellow brick
building appeared quite ancient, and the library’s name looked to
be spelled in medieval-type font. The only reason she’d known that
was because she’d once read a book about a medieval princess, that
had its own special alphabet in the back. The letter style appeared
similar to this. But the thing that she loved most about this
library was the inside. The large comfy chairs and couch beckoned
her to slip a book from one of the shelves, slide into a
comfortable position, and shift her attention to another world.

But she wouldn’t have time to do that today.
No, Mark had something planned for the two of them, he’d said.
Excitement simmered inside at the thought of Mark wanting to do
something special. It seemed he’d been so busy with work lately
that they barely spent time together. An evening alone with Mark
would be a nice treat.

She’d arrived ten minutes early, so she
decided to take a stroll up the block. She loved the old Methodist
church building on the corner. It had been made with the same brick
as the library, but was even more exquisite. Beautiful crosscut
windows, a spire that seemed to reach to the heavens, and what she
imagined to be a gigantic bell. Ach, how she loved when the
bell sounded throughout the streets of the town! It was often a
familiar hymn, but around this time of year, Christmas carols rang
loud and clear from the stately dome.

She waited patiently, knowing that at the
beginning of the next hour, music would reverberate throughout the
small town. She wished she had a way to tell time. If her driver’s
vehicle clock was correct, she’d arrived early, but the next hour
was quickly approaching.

And then it happened. The strains of “Hark
the Herald Angels Sing” wafted through the crisp air. She stared up
at the cross on the steeple, chills prickling all over her body.
There was something majestic about the entire experience, like God
Himself was present in the music, or at least listening. Just her
and God, reveling in the delightful carol bringing glory to His
name.

A vehicle whizzed by, breaking through her
meditation.

Ach, it was past five o’clock. Surely
Mark was already at the library.

Bailey hastily crossed the street and rushed
through the double doors, immediately enveloped in warmth. She
walked through each section of the library, but Mark was nowhere to
be found. So he hasn’t arrived yet? Glancing at the clock on
the wall, she realized it was already five minutes after. It was
rare for Mark to be late.

“Bailey?”

She spun around at the familiar voice.
Timothy.

Suddenly her cheeks heated and she felt out
of sorts.

“I thought that was you!” He dared to move
close and, before she realized it, he’d enveloped her in an
embrace. Right there in front of the librarian’s checkout station!
Ach. Definitely not proper Amish behavior, especially
in a public place. Had he noticed her rigid stance as he pulled her
unwitting self close? What had he been thinking?

“I haven’t seen you in forever,” he
gushed.

She was too ferhoodled to even speak.
Ach, he was even more handsome now than he’d been when
they’d courted. But she shouldn’t be thinking about how gut
looking Timothy was. She shouldn’t be thinking about his
mesmerizing blue eyes that she used to get lost in. She shouldn’t
be thinking about how his masculine scent seemed to linger on her
woolen coat.

“What are you doing here?” His perfectly
formed lips asked. She shouldn’t be thinking about those either.
Ach.
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