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Chapter 1
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  LIZZIE GLICK NOTICED THE change in Dat one evening when he came in from checking things over at the pallet shop one last time before bed. He stood at the sink, washing his hands much longer than usual. Lizzie watched her father from the corner of her eyes, knowing something was about to give.

  Things had been tense between Dat and Mam for more than a week, ever since Dat had announced he wanted to move to the new settlement and try his hand at farming. Mam most decidedly did not want to go. Her despair and total dislike of the whole idea had turned the usual peaceful, happy atmosphere of the Glick home tense.

  Lizzie and her sisters had done the best they could to keep the peace, trying to understand Dat’s ambition to become a farmer like his father and brother-in-law, even as they knew Mam didn’t want to move again.

  Lizzie thought she knew how Dat felt. There wasn’t much of a challenge in Jefferson County anymore. The house was almost paid for, there were few financial concerns, and the pallet shop made an easy living. Dat was bored.

  “Annie,” Dat said.

  “Hmm?”

  Lizzie’s heart leaped to her throat at his tone of voice. Dat meant business. Here it comes, she thought wildly. We’re moving.

  Dat dried his hands on the dark green towel, then turned to face his wife and daughters before he sat down opposite Mam at the kitchen table. He took a deep breath.

  “Annie,” he said a second time. “Doddy Glick and Daniel were here at the pallet shop this afternoon again.”

  Mam stiffened, her fingers working the straight pin in and out of her dress, which she often did when she was nervous.

  “And?”

  Lizzie bit down hard on her lower lip, drying a plate over and over again.

  “They want me to go along over to Cameron County to look at a farm. It’s only about two miles from Daniel’s place and four or five from Doddy’s place.”

  “I’m not going, Melvin.”

  “Ach, Annie, I thought you said the decision was up to me. If I make a choice, can’t you find it in yourself to honor it?”

  “I didn’t say I wouldn’t move. I said I’m not going along to look at the farm. You know I don’t want to move, Melvin, but I have no choice if you decide to go.”

  “Annie, why don’t you want to?”

  “Melvin, think a little!” Mam’s voice rose, desperation almost making her choke.

  Lizzie felt like running out of the kitchen, her hands over her ears, far away where she’d never have to hear this painful conversation. Her older sister, Emma, sat quietly at the table, playing with their little twin sisters, KatieAnn and Susan.

  Mam continued, “Emma will soon be 16 years old. She has all her friends and interests here. As far as I know, there are no other youth in that . . . that settlement, Cameron County, whatever you want to call it.”

  She clenched her hands.

  “Another thing, Melvin,” she continued. “We’ve talked of this before. How do you know we can make a living farming? You’ve never farmed. You don’t know the first thing about it. Even if Uncle Eli gives you a good price for the pallet shop, the cost of starting up, with cows and equipment plus the farm itself, is completely frightening.”

  Dat sighed. He pleated the tablecloth with his fingers, then he sighed again, watching Mam’s face as she stared at the floor.

  “Where’s your faith, Annie?”

  Mam made a sound much like a snort. “I guess I don’t have any where Cameron County is concerned. I’m so afraid we’re making a big mistake. The Ordnung here is plainer; our young people are well behaved—”

  Lizzie thought of high heels and ice cubes in the refrigerator and gas stoves with a broiler to make toast. “Do they wear high heels in Cameron County?” she blurted out.

  Dat glared at her, clearly perturbed that she should even think of anything like that at a time like this. Mam tried to hide her smile, but Lizzie could tell she had to laugh.

  Lizzie had loved heels forever. Ever since Mrs. Bixler had stopped in for a visit with Mam when Lizzie was five years old, Lizzie had wanted to grow up to wear shoes like Mrs. Bixler had—shiny and white with high heels. Maybe Cameron County was her chance to wear fancy things.

  Watching the brief smile on Mam’s face, Lizzie said, “Because if they do, I’m going to wear them.”

  Mandy, Lizzie’s younger sister, yelled out from the living room, “Me, too!”

  There was silence for a while, and not altogether a comfortable one. No one was smiling about wearing high heels anymore. Mam and Dat both looked desperately unhappy again. Mam broke the silence with a sigh.

  “Well, Melvin, you know I am supposed to submit like every good Amish wife should. And I will go along if that’s your decision.” That was said in a much softer tone of voice, but there was a line of steel running through it, too.

  Dat looked at Mam, then looked away. Lizzie knew that her mother thought Doddy Glick was responsible for all this. Dat always wanted to have his father’s approval and praise. It was just how Dat was, Lizzie realized.

  “I need a challenge again,” he said. “Besides, I farmed growing up. I know how to milk cows, load hay, plow, and till the soil. I know plenty.”

  Suddenly enthused, excitement lighting up his blue eyes, he said, “Well, I’ll tell you what, Annie. I’ll go look at the farm, and if it’s alright, I’ll come back, and you and the girls can look at it before I buy it, okay?”

  Mam didn’t answer.

  “I want to,” Lizzie said. Emma and Mandy nodded.

  “It’s 120 acres. Can you girls imagine how much you would have to do? There’s a large creek bordering the property and hills to sled-ride! Doddy said it would be perfect for you girls.”

  “It sounds exciting,” Emma said politely, but her heart clearly wasn’t in it.

  Dat’s smile folded up like an unplayed accordion. The light went out of his eyes just as quickly, leaving his face a picture of disappointment mixed with false bravado. His shoulders sagged, and he turned to go into the living room, first looking searchingly at Mam, who would not return his gaze.

  Lizzie felt sorry for Dat, she really did. She knew how much it meant to him to be able to buy a farm and live in a new community. She wished Mam wouldn’t act so stubborn and would be nicer to Dat about moving.

  Later that evening, lying in the bed that they shared in the little room at the top of the stairs, Mandy told Lizzie, in her wiser-than-her-years kind of way, that a husband should honor his wife’s wishes.

  “But, Mandy . . .” Lizzie said lamely.

  “I don’t care, Lizzie. I don’t care what you say. If Dat loved Mam with all his heart he would not make her move to a place she does not want to go. I pity her so much I can hardly stand to even look at her poor face. Her hair is so gray, Lizzie. She coughs all the time.”

  Mam’s hair was turning completely gray so rapidly it almost scared Lizzie, especially since she so often looked pale and tired, too.

  Lizzie rolled over to face Mandy. “Mam is not pitiful. She’s stubborn.”

  “Lizzie!” Mandy was furious. She seized her pillow and flung it at Lizzie.

  “You don’t know one tiny bit, Lizzie Glick!” she yelled. “You were always Dat’s pet. You can read German better, drive ponies better, and you even stole nails out of the nailer and he never blinked. So why wouldn’t you pity Dat? Huh? Huh?”

  Lizzie muffled her giggles in her pillow, but her shaking shoulders gave her away.

  Mandy made a fist and got a few good raps on Lizzie’s shoulders. “So there. You don’t have to have such a righteous attitude about Mam. I pity her. You can just see how hard she’s struggling to let Dat have his own way.”

  She plopped down on her side of the bed, turned her back to Lizzie, and mumbled a “Good-night.” It didn’t sound like a real “Good-night”; she just kind of swallowed the word till it sounded like “Gnat.”

  “Gnat!” Lizzie said loudly.

  There was a sputter and Mandy burst out laughing. She snorted and laughed, rolling off the bed, hitting the floor with a whump, all the while whooping and laughing. It was so infectious, Lizzie stuck her head in her pillow and laughed along with her.

  “Be quiet!” Emma called from her room.

  “What is going on?” came Mam’s anxious voice from the bottom of the stairs.

  “M-M-Mandy fell out of bed,” Lizzie gasped.

  “Gnat, Mam!” Mandy called, which reduced them both to helpless waves of mirth.

  Mam had flown up the steps to see what was going on. She shook her head and then leaned down and blew out the kerosene lamp that sat on the table next to the girls’ bed.

  “Sleep tight,” she said as she closed the bedroom door.

  Soon Mandy’s breathing became regular and even, accompanied by soft little snores. But Lizzie lay awake, a thousand thoughts and fears swirling through her mind.

  She wondered what God thought about all this. She also wondered if he cared. Surely Dat had prayed for direction. She wondered if Dat and Mam had asked God for exactly opposite things. How could he answer each of them fairly?

  Lizzie rolled over and rearranged the blankets. Mam had said there were hardly any young people in Cameron County. What would that mean for Emma and her, so close to 16 but with no one to date? Besides, she had heard that the bishop in Cameron County was strict, so she would probably never have high heels or anything fancy at all, so what did boys matter anyway?

  And of course there was the farm, too. What if Mam was right and Dat wasn’t a farmer? Then they’d live in Cameron County with no money. She had absolutely no clue what the farm looked like. Dat didn’t even know. Why wouldn’t Mam go with him to say if she thought it was alright to live there? What if it was so old and tumbledown, it wasn’t even fit to live in? What if they had no money to fix it up? Mam would stay angry and grouchy for the rest of her life. It was all too troubling to think about.

  Money had been an off-and-on touchy subject for the Glick family ever since Lizzie was a little girl. Even now, Lizzie got sad whenever she thought about Teeny and Tiny, their beautiful miniature ponies. She had been only eight when Dat had sat down at the breakfast table one morning. She knew something was wrong.

  “I guess I may as well tell you now, girls,” he said.

  “What?” Emma asked. She had looked up and smiled.

  But Lizzie’s heart had sunk way down with a sickening thud. She knew. She knew exactly what Dat was going to say, because she had overheard Mam trying to persuade him to part with Teeny and Tiny, along with the glossy black spring wagon with the golden pinstripes along the side.

  “We are going to have to sell Teeny and Tiny,” he said.

  “Why?” Emma asked, stopping halfway with a bite of potato soup.

  “Because we really need the money, and because it costs too much to feed three ponies. Mam thinks it would be best. I do, too, of course, but I wish we could keep them, I really do,” he finished.

  Lizzie was heartbroken. It was just unthinkable, selling their miniature ponies. They were pint-sized little animals, a perfectly matched team of copper-colored ponies with blond manes and tails that Dat had made a little wagon for. The girls just loved when Dat hitched them to this wagon, and they went clipping down the road with their heads held high.

  “When do we have to sell Teeny and Tiny?” Lizzie had asked so she wouldn’t cry.

  “I’ve decided we’ll sell them soon at Harrison’s Horse Auction in Taylorsburg.”

  Dat had spent several nights teaching Lizzie and Emma to drive the ponies. Lizzie loved the way the two creatures stepped together as if they were one animal instead of two. Their coats had glistened in the evening sun, and their blond manes and tails streamed behind them as their little black hooves pattered.

  Lizzie was thrilled to sit on that seat in the little black spring wagon, up so much higher than the ponies, and feel the power of their sturdy little bodies. Driving ponies made Lizzie so happy that she smiled to herself without even realizing it. Dat said he loved it, too, which made her even happier.

  The neighbors stopped their work and waved at Dat, calling out to him or shaking their heads in wonder at the size of those miniature ponies, Lizzie remembered. She had tilted her head back to see Dat’s face, and he was smiling and waving. He was so proud of this matched pair of ponies and the little spring wagon he had made all by himself.

  As they pulled into the gravel driveway, Lizzie said to Dat, “We should get lots and lots of money for these ponies and never be poor again, ever—right?”

  “Yes, Lizzie, you’re right,” Dat agreed.

  But Lizzie wondered how Dat could have been laughing so much one minute and sound quite so sad the next. She thought he was probably as sad as she was to be back home so soon after that ride.

  Lizzie jerked awake and rolled over. Her throat was dry and her tongue was parched. She needed a drink of water. Shivering, she slid out of bed. She still did not like to go roaming about the house at night after hearing of that creature in Alaska they called Bigfoot. He was as tall as a second-story window, with shaggy hair, and no one had proved yet that he did not exist.

  Mam told Lizzie over and over that this was all untrue. God did not make big horrible creatures like that. Lizzie had put Bigfoot to the back of her mind, but she still pulled her blinds the entire way to the windowsill every evening before she went to sleep. She told herself it wasn’t because she was afraid or anything; she just felt safer that way.

  Lizzie stepped out of her room, half asleep, feeling tired and groggy. Suddenly she stopped and her eyes flew open. Directly in front of her was a huge, shaggy shadow. Its hair stuck out wildly, and the shape of its grotesque head advanced slowly on the wall ahead of her.

  Lizzie grasped the door frame, her eyes opening wide with pure terror. Her breath came in ragged gasps as she watched the shadowy creature on the wall. Just when Lizzie could take no more without screaming, cold with fear and her hands pressed tightly to her mouth, a very small voice said, “What are you doing?”

  It was her little brother, Jason, stumbling out of his room, his riot of brown curls sticking up every which way. As he passed the kerosene lamp on the hall dresser, his woolly head had been illuminated on the opposite wall, blowing it way out of proportion until his headful of curls had taken on the appearance of a huge creature.

  “Jason!” Lizzie gasped. Her knees were shaking so badly, she dropped down to the floor.

  “What’s wrong with you?” he asked innocently.

  “You just scared me, that’s all.” She couldn’t tell him that his woolly head resembled an imaginary Bigfoot. He was self-conscious enough about his thick head of hair without her telling him what it had appeared to be.

  “I’m thirsty,” he said.

  “Me, too. Come with me.”

  After they each had a cold drink from the gas-powered refrigerator, they made their way carefully back up the stairs. At the top, Lizzie turned to watch Jason walk down the hall to his room, grimacing again when the same shaggy head appeared on the wall as he passed the kerosene lamp.

  Still, weak with relief, she turned into her room and quietly got into bed, not wanting to wake Mandy. Maybe that’s how it was with her worrying. Everything looked so big and so terribly frightening, but if you refused to let it grow in your mind, it wasn’t half as scary as it seemed. A dog barked in the distance, and a chill crept up her spine. She flopped onto her back, seeing again the expression on Dat’s face years earlier when she had begged him not to sell Teeny and Tiny.

  “Do we . . . I mean . . . do we have to, really have to sell Teeny and Tiny?” she had asked, raising her eyes in misery.

  “Ach, Lizzie.” Dat’s face softened, and for a minute Lizzie knew Dat felt exactly the same way she did. Emma stopped brushing Tiny, resting her hand on his back to listen. Dat didn’t say more, and Lizzie waited expectantly, brushing back Teeny’s forelock. His hair was so soft and blond, and . . .

  “We have to, Lizzie. We need the money, and that’s all there is to it,” Dat said gruffly.

  “Oh,” said Lizzie, knowing deep down that Dat was only saying what she knew all along.

  When Lizzie drove Teeny and Tiny into the ring, with Emma riding beside her, the crowd had gone wild. People stood up in their seats, clapping and cheering, smiling and waving their hats. The auctioneer could barely be heard above the thunderous applause. He laughed, put his microphone down, and waved his white cowboy hat. Emma and Lizzie had looked at each other and laughed.

  Around they went, back to where Dat was standing, shaking his head and laughing, although Lizzie thought he looked as if he could cry at the same time.

  “Keep going, Lizzie!” he yelled.

  The auctioneer had opened the sale of the ponies at $500. He had to lower it to $300, and Lizzie dared hope that maybe, after all, Dat could not get a good price for them and they would be taken back home. Then the bidding escalated so fast and at such a confusing rate, with the auctioneer talking so fast that his words were a blur. Lizzie just kept driving the ponies steadily, eventually stopping them in front of the auctioneer’s stand.

  Lizzie remembered hearing the amount of the bid. “Emma!” she whispered. “One thousand dollars!”

  “That’s a lot, isn’t it?” Emma smiled at Lizzie, wringing her hands nervously in her lap.

  Dat ran over to hold the ponies’ heads, patting their necks as he spoke to them.

  “Eleven hundred dollars!” yelled the auctioneer. “Do I hear $1125?” A pause and a resounding, “Sold!” with a whack of his gavel, and the ponies were officially sold to buyer number 520.

  Dat looked at the girls, a broad smile on his face and tears in his eyes. Lizzie and Emma smiled back, but Lizzie’s smile felt funny, as if it could slide downhill and pull tears along with it, like ice cream melting off a cone.

  “Come, girls,” Dat said firmly, and they walked away, Dat in the middle with Emma and Lizzie on either side looking straight ahead. None of them had looked back at their ponies—not once. There was simply no use.

  Lizzie pulled the covers up and sighed. She had done what she could to help their family have enough money then. And things weren’t as tough now as they were once. She would do what she could now to make the move to Cameron County as smooth as possible.


  Chapter 2
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  LIZZIE HURRIED INTO THE kitchen, clutching two pieces of wood that she had collected from the back porch. She lifted the metal handle from its hook on the wall behind the kitchen range and opened the round black lid so she could feed the wood into the fire. But the fire was hot and she couldn’t quite arrange the wood so that it would fall in the way it was supposed to. She pulled back as smoke burned her eyes.

  “Shut that lid!” Mam said loudly.

  “I can’t get the wood in right,” Lizzie answered.

  “Here.” Emma came quickly to her rescue. Lizzie stepped back as Emma removed another section of the cast-iron top, and the wood fell to the grate. She quickly replaced the top and turned to wipe her hands on her apron.

  Lizzie rubbed the smoke from her eyes. What is ever going to become of us? Lizzie wondered. She dreaded the future, so afraid Mam and Dat would never be the same. Mam had never gotten this upset when they had moved in the past.

  Suddenly, Emma squared her shoulders and turned to face Mam, looking directly into her eyes. “Mam, there’s not one thing that is going to keep us from moving. I wish you wouldn’t be so dead set against it. You’re just making it hard for all of us.”

  Lizzie was shocked to see Mam burst into tears. She lowered her head, bringing her hands to her face and turning away. Emma watched without expression before looking at Lizzie and raising her eyebrows. Lizzie could hardly bear what was happening. She let her eyes drift out the window at the dreary landscape, the dry grass, the pallet shop, and the overcast skies.

  After a moment, Mam took off her glasses and wiped her eyes with the corner of her apron. She breathed a trembling sigh, replaced her glasses, and said, “I’m sorry, Emma. I really am. I know I’m acting like an absolute baby. I have to get a hold of myself and stop this bitterness. But we have it so nice here . . .” Her voice trailed off.

  “Mam, I know. I don’t want to move either. But we have no choice. We have to be strong and look forward now,” Emma said.

  Mam sighed. “I’ve always been able to give up before this and never minded moving so much. But this time, I don’t know why, but it’s different. My whole being resists this move. I have never not wanted to do anything so badly.”

  Lizzie sat down on the bench opposite Mam. She put her hands on her knees, leaned forward, her eyebrows raised hopefully. “But think, Mam, it might not be so bad. Didn’t you say we can wear a different kind of apron? A bib apron? Do you know how to make them? We could see if we have material, and you could make some for us.”

  Mam looked at Lizzie, a blank expression in her eyes. “Not today.”

  That was all she said, but Lizzie knew it would take Mam a while to accept this move. The weight of Mam’s struggle would fall mostly on Emma’s responsible shoulders since she was older and closer to Mam. Lizzie and Mandy would try to make everything seem normal by acting as if nothing had happened.

  The next day, Lizzie and her family piled into the van Dat hired to take them to Cameron County and the farm that Dat and Doddy Glick were buying. The road into Cameron County didn’t seem very big, at least not like the four-lane highways Lizzie was used to. She leaned against the cold window of the van Dat had hired to take them to the new farm as they crossed the bridge at Port James. The road wound through the countryside, past mountains, through wooded areas, and along tumbling streams. They passed through a few small towns, but there were no cities or shopping centers—nothing big or exciting.

  “Look, girls, there it is,” Dat said.

  He leaned forward and pointed out the window as the driver slowed the van. Lizzie moved up in her seat so she could see where Dat was pointing. All of a sudden, there it was. The farm. Lizzie’s heart sank. She did not dare look at Mam’s face, or Dat’s, or anyone’s. It was so awful.

  The barn appeared first on the left, towering over them like a dark, scary thing. There was not a drop of paint on its black weatherbeaten boards. A row of cracked, dirty windows stood along its front.

  “That’s the cow stable,” Dat said.

  Lizzie couldn’t understand his excitement. A rickety barbed-wire fence made a barnyard of sorts, with sagging locust posts and rusty, broken wire. The barnyard was a quagmire of trampled black mud, with broken concrete blocks, pieces of brick, and old boards scattered through the oozing sludge.

  The drive turned up a small slope, and the house was on the right behind a large oak tree. The house itself was brick, with a smaller mismatched brick addition that someone had tacked on as an afterthought. A wide porch ran along the small brick addition, with three or four steps going up to it.

  The thing that shocked Lizzie most was the length of the grass in the yard. It looked like a hayfield, but there was no way you could have cut it, there was so much junk in the yard. The porch was filled with old stoves, chairs, boxes, barrels, chicken crates—just about anything you could imagine.

  There were a few outbuildings, with broken weeds left over from the summer alongside them, hanging their heads like tired, sleepy sentries.

  Despair washed over Lizzie, enveloping her in a thick cloud. Emma’s face was white, and Mandy whispered, “Wow!”

  “Here we are!” Dat sang out.

  “Melvin,” Mam said weakly.

  “Now, Annie, I told you it looks bad. It’s just their junk, that’s all. By the time we get everything cleaned up and painted, this can be a lovely home. I tried to tell you,” he pleaded.

  “But . . . but . . . Melvin, nothing could prepare me for this!” Mam gasped.

  “Mam, now . . .” Emma said quietly.

  Mam’s mouth was pressed into a thin, hard line, and Dat’s gaze never left her face as she climbed down from her seat in the van. It was heartbreaking to see how much he wanted Mam to like this farm. But it was so hopeless-looking that Lizzie pitied Mam with all her heart.

  Mam stood uncertainly beside the van, her fingers working the straight pin in the front of her dress. She looked as if she could burst into tears any minute but was trying hard to put on a brave front. Dat talked to a small man in at the house for a while before motioning them all to come up on the porch.

  The first thing that struck Lizzie was the bare light bulb hanging from the ceiling. It looked so stark and so ugly it reminded her of a prison. The interior of the house looked no better than the porch or the yard with dishes, clothes, boxes, shoes, and toys strewn everywhere.

  The living room was an unbelievable mess. Once, when Dat had started the harness shop and things were slow, Mam had spent as much time helping him as she had working in the house. Emma had done her best to keep things clean, but sometimes things got away from her. But things at their house had never been as dirty and disheveled as this. The only thing Lizzie could really see was the television set in the corner. The sofas were sagging with pillows and afghans and two cats, a gray one and a yellow one that was so big he reminded Lizzie of a bobcat. Books teetered on the wide arm of an old brown sofa, with tablets and pencils scattered beside them. Lizzie guessed it must be someone’s homework.

  Two long, narrow windows looked out over the fields to the south. The walls were papered, or had been at one time. The paper was peeling off in layers but was still intact on some of the walls. Curtains sagged at the windows, which were so dirty Lizzie could barely see the fields beyond.

  Lizzie glanced at Mam to see if there was a spark of interest in her eyes. She was talking with the heavyset woman, who still had not introduced herself. Lizzie couldn’t tell how Mam felt, so she soon forgot about watching her as they finished their tour of the house.

  When they had seen all the rooms, Lizzie and Mandy headed outside and toward the road, looking for bright sun and fresh air. They spotted Dat and Edwin, the small man, coming out of the cow stable. Dat looked happy, talking animatedly and pointing to the distant slopes. The two men walked along the fields to survey the property lines. Mandy and Lizzie turned back toward Mam in the house, hoping that they would soon leave.

  Mam was talking to Edwin’s wife, trying to keep the twins out of mischief and looking very tired and impatient.

  “Where’s Dat?” she asked as the girls entered.

  Mam sighed when the girls told her he was walking along the property line with Edwin.

  “Should we tell him you’re ready to go?” Lizzie asked helpfully.

  “No.”

  The girls sat on the porch, mostly because they didn’t know what else to do. They both felt awkward because Mam was so impatient and Dat wouldn’t be back for a while, Lizzie knew. So they sat side by side on the steps, their chins in their hands, looking out over the muddy pasture that went down to the creek.

  Mandy sighed. So did Lizzie. They said nothing for a very long time.

  “Mam said we’re allowed to wear sweaters here.”

  “So?”

  “Which would be better? Living in a nice house with our cousins and friends in Jefferson County, or living in this . . . this . . . ugly place and wearing sweaters?”

  “I don’t know. Be quiet. That’s dumb.”

  “You’re grouchy now.”

  “Well, you don’t have to say things like that.”

  They sat in silence as the birds twittered high in the old oak tree.

  “We have to slap water on our hair and roll it if we live here,” Lizzie offered.

  “I’m not going to.”

  “You have to.”

  “I don’t know how.”

  “You’ll learn.”

  “From who?”

  “Mam.”

  Lizzie felt mixed up. A part of her wanted to live here, to try new and strange things, but another part of her clung to Jefferson County. She felt as if everything secure was being taken away from her, and there was nothing to do but let it go.


  Chapter 3
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  A FEW WEEKS LATER, Dat sold their house and the pallet business to Uncle Eli. Dat couldn’t wait to move to Cameron County. He loved change, and this was a brand new challenge, probably one of the greatest ones he ever faced.

  Mam did her best to hide her misgivings. She spent lots of time at the sewing machine, making dresses and bib aprons, so different from what they wore now, for the girls. Emma giggled as Lizzie tried to put one on but got stuck. She held the strange apron in front of her, trying to figure out how she could ever get it over her shoulders.

  “Here,” Mam said, throwing it over Lizzie’s head and settling it around her neck.

  “Now, stick your arms through here,” she instructed.

  Lizzie held her arms up, and suddenly the whole apron slid into place. She reached back to tie the strings as she hurried into the bedroom, excited to see herself in the dresser mirror.

  “Lizzie’s hardly fat at all anymore,” Emma whispered to Mam.

  Lizzie heard her and smiled as she turned this way and that, swiveling her head to see the back, and adjusting the front, smoothing it down over her stomach. Lizzie hated dieting. Every morning she would get up and vow silently to herself that today was the day she would start her diet.

  Mam had even bought diet soda for her to drink, mostly to be encouraging without being rude. But the diet soda wasn’t very tasty all by itself. The only way Lizzie could really appreciate her diet soda was with a big, thick sandwich made of ham, cheese, lettuce, tomato, and lots of mayonnaise. And a handful of potato chips, too.

  Maybe Cameron County wasn’t so bad after all, if the new aprons made her look slimmer. She studied herself in the mirror and sighed. Emma had dark hair and green eyes, with a round cherubic face which made her look a lot like Mam. Lizzie didn’t resemble Mam and Emma at all, so she guessed she must look like Dat’s side of the family. Her hair was straight and mousy brown, and her eyes were gray.

  Since she had slimmed down some after becoming a teenager, her nostrils didn’t seem quite as long and slanted anymore. She supposed that when you lost weight, the size of your nostrils diminished as well, which was a very interesting thing. She never read that in a magazine though, or heard of anyone else discovering this fact, but that’s how it was for her.

  And now, of all the nightmarish fears of Lizzie’s 15 years, she was getting blemishes on her forehead. Ugly red pimples that popped if you squeezed them. When the pimples had first appeared, Mam was concerned, peering closely at Lizzie’s forehead through her glasses, clucking worriedly as she did so.

  “You shouldn’t squeeze them,” she would say.

  Eventually Mam bought her a tube of Clearasil lotion the same color as her skin, and that helped the pimples dry up quickly. It was the single best thing anyone ever invented, Lizzie always thought, because it certainly did make a difference and it was almost like makeup.

  Emma and Mandy hardly ever had one pimple, and if they did, it soon disappeared. But they were always careful of Lizzie’s feelings, because they knew that Lizzie’s skin troubles really weren’t fair.

  “Do you like it?” Mam asked from the doorway.

  Lizzie smiled and glanced one more time into the mirror at her new apron. Now all Lizzie really needed to feel attractive was a nice pair of shoes with heels on them. She was not allowed to wear heels till she turned 16, but that was the one single goal of her life—to wear high-heeled shoes. She often told Emma she wanted some that would make a clacking noise when she walked. Emma said that was gros-feelich, or vain, and if that’s why she wanted high-heeled shoes, she had better forget about it.

  “I love the apron,” she said. “It feels so comfortable.”

  “This style will be ideal for milking cows and carrying hay bales,” Mam said.

  That was closer to genuine happiness than Mam had come in a long time, Lizzie thought. She knew Mam was trying very hard to accept the move. Lizzie found that it made the future much less frightening if Mam at least tried to be a good sport about moving to the tumbledown old farm.

  She turned to smile at Mam as she wriggled out of the apron, handing it back to her. “Now, when are you going to teach us how to roll our hair?” she asked since Mam was almost happy.

  Mam narrowed her eyes, looking at Lizzie’s profusion of loose waves. “Go wet your hair. The whole top of your head,” she said.

  “Sopping wet?” Lizzie asked.

  “Well, wet.”

  Lizzie giggled and ran into the bathroom. It wasn’t the wet hair that made her laugh as much as the fact that Mam was finally warming up a little bit. Kind of like an ice cube just beginning to melt. But she was melting, which made Lizzie’s heart feel light.

  She pulled the pins out of her covering and laid it on the counter. She took down her bob, or hair bun, running her fingers through her waves as they tumbled down her back. Her hair was getting to be so long and thick she could hardly make a decent bob on the back of her head. She used 10 straight hairpins and still she could hardly keep her hair up till the end of the day.

  Quickly she held her hands under the water faucet, ducked her head, and patted the water onto it. The water felt cold as she wet her hair twice before going out to Mam.

  “I need a fine-toothed comb,” Mam said.

  Lizzie returned to the bathroom, found a comb, and came back to sit on a chair. Mam combed through her wet hair, then stopped, and taking both hands, pulled back dreadfully hard.

  “Ouch!” Lizzie winced.

  Mam laughed, stepped back, and said, “You had better get used to this.”

  “But it hurts! Look at me. I have tears in my eyes.”

  “Alright. I’ll be careful.” Mam started rolling in the wet hair along the side of Lizzie’s brow, smoothing it back with her hand as she rolled. She completed the other side before stepping back to see the finished result. Before she had a chance to say anything, Emma and Mandy started laughing hysterically.

  “Li-i-i-zzie! You look so—!” Emma tried to say, but she was laughing too hard.

  “Homely!” Mandy sputtered between giggles.

  Lizzie got up and hurried to the bathroom to look in the mirror. She did look so ugly! Her forehead was twice as wide as it should be, making her eyes appear way too low on her face.

  “I look . . . I look like a drowned rat!” she wailed.

  Mam was hanging onto the back of the kitchen chair, she was laughing so hard. Emma and Mandy were sitting on the couch, their heads thrown back as they laughed with Mam.

  Mam took a deep breath to answer but was overtaken with a fit of coughing. She leaned over the kitchen table, her hand covering her mouth as spasms racked her body. She clutched the table for several minutes until she could breathe normally again. Finally, she lifted her apron to retrieve the handkerchief in her dress pocket, gasped, and shook her head.

  “My goodness, what a cough,” she said.

  “Mam, you should see a doctor,” Emma said, gazing worriedly at her mother.

  “I know, Emma,” Mam said. “I’ll see if the cough gets better this week. If it doesn’t, I promise I’ll go.”

  Lizzie shivered. She hoped Mam wouldn’t wait too long.


  Chapter 4
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  MAM AND DAT HAD stopped arguing in front of Lizzie and her sisters.

  Lizzie knew why.

  One of the last evenings the family was in Jefferson County, Lizzie couldn’t relax and fall asleep. She lay in bed, thinking once again about all they were leaving behind for Cameron County, when she heard Dat and Mam talking in the kitchen.

  Mandy must have left the stairway door open because Lizzie could hear her parents more clearly than usual.

  “I still don’t want to move,” Mam said. “But I won’t argue with you anymore.”

  “Thank you, Annie,” Dat said. “I know this has been hard.”

  “Not just for me,” Mam said. “It’s hard on Emma, too, knowing that she’s moving some place new where there aren’t many young people her age to run around with. But there’s no point in making it harder for her by arguing, so I’m going to just let it go.”

  “What about Lizzie and Mandy?” Dat asked.

  Lizzie lay very still, waiting to hear what Mam would say.

  “They aren’t turning 16 yet,” Mam said. “Besides, they’re like two colts full of life. They don’t mind moving. It’s exciting to them.”

  Lizzie rolled over so she couldn’t hear anymore of their conversation. Mam had done it again. Emma, Emma, Emma. Poor Emma. Well, what about me? Lizzie thought resentfully. Maybe I mind it more than anyone else. I’m just scared to bring up the subject for fear it will make it harder for Mam.

  Lizzie always wanted to be like Emma, but she couldn’t seem to be, no matter how hard she tried to be good and sweet like Emma was. Emma loved to cook and bake and try new recipes, even copying a whole boxful of them before she had a boyfriend, which Lizzie couldn’t imagine doing. Emma loved to sweep and dust, wash clothes, and sew. She had even started sewing their white organdy coverings, which was a skill in itself.

  She had copied every song from the many hymn­books they had, writing them all down neatly in a composition book, so that when they felt like singing they used Emma’s handwritten songbook. Emma had first started copying songs in a thick composition book in sixth grade, so now she had a collection of over 100 songs—hymns, school songs, and little funny songs—actually, anything she could learn or that Mam and Dat taught her.

  Lizzie often started copying songs, but she never finished any of them. The thing was, it took too long. Her hand got awfully tired of writing, and she became so horribly bored that she felt numb all over, so she never had a songbook of her own.

  It had always been like this, Lizzie thought. Even when they were little girls and Dat was under a lot of pressure to have their very first house “under roof,” as he said, “before the snow flew.”

  Emma, Lizzie, and Mandy went off to school every morning, while Mam cared for the twins, who were babies then, and cooked meals for the men who helped Dat build the house. Emma was clearly under plenty of stress, too, coming home from school every day to a sink filled with dirty dishes, and the house strewn with toys, baby bottles, diapers, and loads of unfolded laundry on the kitchen table.

  One evening, after Mam had spent the whole day cooking for a tableful of men, the house was such a mess that Emma burst into tears of frustration when she stepped in the door. She tossed her lunchbox on the table, ran into her bedroom, threw herself on her bed, and cried.

  Lizzie had looked up from her after-school snack of cold leftover meat loaf with ketchup, chewing methodically.

  “What’s wrong with Emma?” she asked.

  “Close your mouth when it’s full of meat loaf, Lizzie. She’s just upset because everything is such a big mess. It’s no wonder. If you and Mandy would help more around the house, she wouldn’t feel quite so responsible. All you do when you come home from school is eat and read the comics in the paper. You’re lazy, Lizzie. You’re actually getting quite overweight and you are lazy.” Mam’s face had been red with frustration and anger as her voice became louder.

  The meat loaf that had been so delicious a moment earlier turned to sawdust and stuck in her throat. Lizzie was shocked. She felt hot all over, her face burning with humiliation.

  “I don’t mean to be rude, Lizzie. I know I’m losing my temper. But you need to shape up and help Emma and me more over this time. We’re building a house and this house is for you, too, so your duty is to help along with everyone else.”

  Lizzie hadn’t said one word. She couldn’t. She supposed what Mam had told her was true. She was fat and lazy. The truth hurt so badly, Lizzie felt like crawling under her bed and never coming out again. She would stay under her bed until she died and turned into one big dust ball. They would never know what had happened to her.

  That evening, when Emma set the alarm clock properly as she always did, climbed into bed, plumped her pillow, rolled over, and said, “G’night,” Lizzie didn’t answer. After a while, she said, “Emma.”

  “What?”

  “Do you think I’m fat?”

  “Ach, Lizzie, it’s mean to say someone is fat. I’m not thin, either.”

  There was silence as Lizzie stared wide-eyed into the darkness. It was not a nice thought, but Mam wasn’t very kind. How could she be so mean?

  “Emma?”

  “Hmm?”

  “Mam likes you a lot better than me, doesn’t she? I mean, she likes me as good as you can like a fat, lazy person, but she likes you a lot better. Not just because you’re thin and you work harder, but she really, really, really likes you a whole pile more than me.”

  “Lizzie, now stop it. You know that’s not true.”

  Lizzie sat straight up. “Emma, I know what’s true and what isn’t. Don’t you try and tell me. Mam said I am overweight and lazy, so that’s exactly what she thinks of me. And I don’t care.”

  Lizzie plopped back down on her pillow, snorted, and then twisted and arranged herself in a comfortable position before she said, “G’night.”

  “Lizzie.”

  “What?”

  “You can’t go to sleep thinking that. Mam would never love one of her daughters more than another. It’s just that you could help more since we have the twins. There is about three times as much work now as there was before they were born.”

  “See?”

  “See what?”

  “I tried to tell you. What do we want another baby for? And then she goes and has two.”

  “You think it’s her fault? God gave us those babies.”

  At least Mam had decided to stop being upset about their move to Cameron County. Lizzie wished now that Mam could bring herself to care as much about her as she did about Emma. Dat did, but Mam still seemed to think first of Emma and her needs. Lizzie shifted in her bed, listening to the sound of Mandy sleeping. Maybe when they were little, Emma had been right about Mam loving all her girls the same. But that didn’t mean she did now. Lizzie was going to have to do something about this whole dilemma in the morning.


  Chapter 5
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  LIZZIE POUTED ALL THROUGH breakfast, barely touching her food. When someone asked her a question, she shrugged her shoulders and looked at the cold, congealed egg on her plate.

  “Alright, what’s wrong?” Mam asked finally.

  Lizzie blinked her eyes rapidly to hold back hot, angry tears of shame and resentment. She got up from the table. At the sink, she started throwing dirty dishes out of the way and slamming plates on the countertop as hard as she could. She would show Mam and Emma who could get work done around here. She held the bottle of dish detergent upside down and squeezed, producing mountains of white, frothy bubbles. The rinse water was foamy with soap when Mam came back to the kitchen to heat water for formula.

  “Lizzie, how many times do I have to tell you? Don’t use so much dish detergent!” she said.

  Lizzie didn’t answer. She turned away from Mam, blindly looking for more utensils. Just go away, she thought. Go away and leave me alone.

  “Lizzie?”

  “Nothing.” Lizzie kept her mouth clamped shut tightly. She refused to turn around and look at Mam.

  Mam sighed and started to clear the food from the table.

  CRASH!

  Lizzie jumped as the milk bottle she was holding slipped through her soapy hands and landed on the floor. The whole glass gallon jar lay in a hundred pieces on the linoleum as milk streamed in every direction.

  “Lizzie! You did that on purpose!” Mam shouted.

  “I did not!” Lizzie yelled back. She grabbed a roll of paper towels and dropped to her knees, swabbing at the flow of milk.

  “Ouch!” she yelped, as a large chunk of glass embedded itself in the palm of her hand. She sat back on her heels as blood spurted from the wound.

  Emma knelt down beside her and calmly wiped up the milk with an oversized towel from the bathroom, absorbing most of it. Mandy gingerly picked up pieces of the glass jar with her thumb and forefinger. Mam bent over Lizzie, her face red, scolding and fussing anxiously. Jason sat on the bench at the table, his curly hair sticking out every which way and said calmly, “This is about a mess.”

  Lizzie sat with her back against the cabinets, holding her bleeding hand while Emma filled a bucket with warm, soapy water and finished mopping up the milk. Mam stood up and turned to Lizzie.

  “Whatever in the world were you doing? Banging the pots and pans around because you were mad about something again, Lizzie? Well, you just let me tell you something.”

  She paused and took a deep breath.

  “Emma, go get the gauze and tape. Union salve, too.”

  While Emma hurried to the bathroom, Mam pressed the paper towel down hard until Lizzie winced.

  “Ow. Watch it!” she said.

  “Oh, sorry. As I was saying, you can just straighten yourself up right this minute, Lizzie Glick.”

  “I heard you and Dat talking about Emma last evening,” Lizzie snapped, pulling her hand away.

  Mam grabbed her hand again.

  “Well, you’re going to have to learn to stop being so selfish. All you ever think about is yourself, and whether or not I like you as much as I like Emma. Now listen to me.”

  Mam took off the paper towel, releasing the pressure on the wound, and only a small swell of blood seeped out of the cut. She cut off a piece of white sterile gauze and laid it aside.

  “As long as you are planning to go through life thinking only of yourself, you’re going to have an awfully hard time. I’ve often told you girls, Jesus first, others next, and yourself last spells J-O-Y,” she said.

  Lizzie shrugged. Emma and Mandy stood in the doorway listening.

  “You know, too, Lizzie, that I’ve had an awful time giving myself up to moving to Cameron County. It’s a struggle to think of Jesus first. But if it’s his will that we move—which I hope it is—and if I don’t want to give in to that, then I most definitely am not putting God’s will first. And Dat . . .” Her voice trailed off.

  Lizzie watched the emotion on Mam’s face. She wanted to be truly submissive, Lizzie knew, but it was very hard.

  “You think it’s stupid, don’t you,” Lizzie asked.

  “What?”

  “Farming.”

  Mam held Lizzie’s hand tightly as she applied the dark brown pungent salve before laying the gauze carefully on top of the wound.

  “I shouldn’t say this, Lizzie. Especially not to you. But, yes, it’s stupid. Financially, for sure. I don’t know about spiritually. Maybe it will be good for all of us to do without money again.” She tore off a few lengths of adhesive tape, wrapped them around Lizzie’s hand, and stood up.

  “There. No more washing dishes for you.” She bent down, her face level with Lizzie’s. “And quit your pouting.”

  Lizzie looked squarely into Mam’s face before she said, “I will, if you quit treating Mandy and me like we’re two years old. Mam, I am 15, not four. And I have feelings, too, you know.”

  Mam laid a hand on Lizzie’s shoulder, softly rubbing it back and forth. “Ach, yes, Lizzie, I know. You’re just so very, very different from Emma that it seems as if you’re younger than you are.”

  Lizzie swallowed the lump in her throat. She could never understand why she felt like crying when Mam was kind.

  But that was often how it was. Maybe when anger dissolved, it brought a lump to her throat and tears to her eyes. Probably.


  Chapter 6
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  WHEN MOVING DAY ARRIVED, Lizzie was glad to see the moving truck pull in. She just wanted to put the worst part behind her, get to the new farm, and begin living her new life in Cameron County.

  The sun shone with a golden light on the new spring leaves as they wound their way along the twisting mountain road, following closely behind the loaded moving truck in a van Dat had rented for the day. It was a lovely time of year to move, with a fresh spring breeze making everything seem soft and new. Lizzie supposed the four seasons would be the same in their new home, which was somewhat comforting.

  When the van turned down the farm’s steep drive, the front door of the house opened and Lizzie’s Glick aunts and uncles filled the yard, ready to help unload their belongings and carry them into the house. The yard looked so much better without all the pieces of junk strewn about, Lizzie thought.

  Inside the house, the girls ran excitedly from room to room. The place didn’t seem nearly as hopeless as it had on their previous visit. Mammy Glick and two of Lizzie’s aunts, all of whom lived right there in Cameron County, had emptied the house as soon as the English family had moved out. The tall, old kitchen windows shone, the glass sparkling in the spring sunshine. Even the grayish white tile of the kitchen floor was waxed to a glossy shine.

  While most of the family helped unload the van, Dat and his two brothers worked in the kitchen, connecting the gas stove and refrigerator to the propane tank that sat outside the kitchen wall. When they were finished, Lizzie turned the burner handles, one by one, and watched as an even blue flame burst forth. Next she opened the refrigerator door and stuck her head in, enjoying the cold air that brushed her cheeks. Now they could have ice cubes again and ice cream whenever they wanted.

  Mam came into the kitchen, carrying a box.

  “There is so much to be done,” Lizzie said.

  Mam nodded. “We could paint for a year and still find something to paint. But that will have to wait till we’re settled and everything is put in order,” she said.

  Lizzie knew that Mam was right. The walls looked dirty, even after Mammy Glick had scrubbed them clean. But at least they had nice things in this new house.

  That hadn’t always been the case, especially when Mam and Dat had first started the pallet shop. Then, it seemed, they were so poor that all they had to eat was lumpy potato soup.

  “What’s wrong with Mam and Dat?” Emma had asked one evening back then as she scraped Lizzie’s uneaten soup into her own bowl and added the crusts of leftover bread.

  “I think we’re very, very poor,” Lizzie had said as she gathered a handful of silverware from the table and carried it to the sink.

  “Why are we so poor?” Emma asked. “I mean, Dat and Mam are always busy in the shop. Dat makes lots of pallets, and the little bell above the door rings an awful lot lately.”

  “I know,” Lizzie said. “But they argue all the time.”

  “No, they don’t, Lizzie. Mam and Dat really like each other, and they don’t argue all the time,” Emma said.

  “I don’t care what you say, Emma. I heard them.”

  “When?”

  “One time.”

  “Lizzie, you stretch stuff. Everything isn’t nearly as bad as you make it sound.”

  “Well,” Lizzie sighed, grabbing a washcloth and wiping the plastic tablecloth furiously. There were little rips and holes in the cheap fabric, and Lizzie caught her washcloth in one. “See, if we weren’t so poor, we wouldn’t have this pitiful-looking, old, torn tablecloth on our table.”

  “Lizzie, you should be ashamed of yourself. Lots of Amish families have torn plastic tablecloths on their tables. When I get married, I’m not going to go buy a new tablecloth just because it has a hole in it. Everybody has holes in their tablecloths,” Emma said.

  Lizzie drew herself up to her full height.

  “Emma, I don’t care what you say. Anyone that has a torn plastic tablecloth on their table is poor. If they weren’t, they’d buy a new one. When I’m married, I am not going to keep mine that long. It looks sloppy and makes you look like you’re poor, anyhow,” she said.

  Emma added dish detergent to the hot water in the sink. “Well, I pity Mam.”

  “Why?”

  “I don’t know. I just do.”

  “I pity Dat,” responded Lizzie.

  “I pity Mam most, because she’s always working in the shop and it’s just a fright how sloppy this house looks,” Emma had said.

  Lizzie shook her head, remembering Emma’s words and the terror in her own heart. Well, at least they weren’t poor anymore. Not yet, at least. She turned to help Mam finish putting the pans away.

  “Do you like it here now, Mam? I mean, better than you did that first time we saw the place?”

  Mam turned and gazed across the kitchen. “Yes, Lizzie, I do,” she said quietly. But Lizzie heard a sigh in her voice, a kind of hollow undertone that wouldn’t quite go away.

  “But you’re worried about Emma, right?”

  “Well . . . yes, I am. I mean, turning 16 years old is hard enough in a settled community like Jefferson County. But here . . . I don’t know.”

  “She’ll be 16 in six days.”

  “I know.”

  “Are we having a birthday party?”

  “Who would we invite? There are no young people here.” There was an edge of bitterness to Mam’s voice.

  Lizzie pushed the last pot into the cupboard and then quickly closed the door so it wouldn’t fall out.

  “Who will Emma marry if there aren’t other Amish youth in this area,” she asked.

  “I don’t know. Two new families are moving into the area from a neighboring community, but they have only a girl about Emma’s age,” Mam said.

  “That’s nice!” Lizzie said, even though she knew Mam didn’t think that was enough to be happy about.

  “Yes.” Mam opened a new box and started to unpack silverware, placing it into a drawer next to the sink.

  “Mam, how does God’s will work if there are no boys to marry, anyway? How will poor Emma ever get married? I mean, this is getting serious. She’s soon 16, and in a year I’ll be, too. What are we going to do?”

  Mam put down a handful of forks so she could look at Lizzie. She was clearly trying to muster her own conviction about this subject.

  “Lizzie, if you would only read your Bible more and try to be more mature about your faith, you would not be so troubled. If you pray honestly, God will direct you to the right husband. Even if right now you can’t figure out how that’s possible.”

  Lizzie nodded, but she couldn’t help but wonder how God would direct her if there weren’t any boys nearby. Before she could ask Mam more about God’s will and future husbands, Mommy Glick called them to dinner. Lizzie followed Mam into the dining room where the table was covered with food.

  Mommy Glick had made chicken potpie with large chunks of potatoes swimming in thick chicken gravy. Chunks of white chicken meat were mixed with the potpie squares and sprinkled with bright green parsley. Mommy Glick made her own noodles, too. She mixed egg yolks with flour, and the potpie turned out thick and yellow and chewy. It was the best thing ever to eat with creamy chicken gravy.

  Lizzie also admired the baked beans that had been baking most of the forenoon and now were rich with tomato sauce and bacon. Bits of onion floated among the beans, and steam wafted from the granite roaster. Applesauce, dark green sweet pickles, and red beet eggs completed the meal.

  Lizzie was so hungry she forgot all about her diet for the day. When they finished eating the main part of the meal, Lizzie and Mandy helped themselves to pieces of shoofly pie and sat on the steps of the porch together. They each bit off the very tips of their pieces.

  “No one else in the whole world can make shoofly pies like Mommy Glick,” Lizzie said.

  Mandy nodded, her mouth full as she ate her way through the whole delicious piece.

  “Do you think we’ll ever feel at home here?” Mandy asked, finally.

  “Probably.”

  “It’s going to take a while.”

  “I know.”

  “We can’t hear any traffic or see any lights. We don’t even have neighbors.”

  Lizzie pointed toward a white house in the woods down by the creek. “There are people,” she said.

  “Who are they?”

  “Old people, Dat said.”

  “How does he know?”

  “I have no idea.”

  They sat in silence, the breeze stirring the leaves of the walnut tree beside the sidewalk.

  “We can make a nice farm out of this junky place,” Lizzie said, even though she wasn’t sure that was true.

  Mandy nodded.


  Chapter 7
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  MAM CAME OUT TO the enclosed back porch, her back bent as she coughed deeply, her handkerchief to her mouth. Mommy Glick and Emma followed close behind her.

  “Emma, how long has she been coughing like that?” Mommy Glick asked, her brows drawn with concern.

  “Most of the winter, it seems like,” Emma said, her eyes filling with unexpected tears.

  Mommy Glick turned to Dat. “Melvin, I think Annie needs to see a good doctor, and soon,” she said.

  “I’ve begged her to go,” Dat replied.

  “I don’t like the sound of that cough,” Mommy continued as she helped Mam into a chair.

  Mam sat down slowly. One of the twins ran over and buried her face in her apron. Mam stroked her head absentmindedly as she cleared her throat repeatedly. Mommy Glick watched Mam, while Emma hurried back into the house to get Mam a drink of water.

  Lizzie and Mandy huddled together. “I wish Mam would stop coughing.”

  “She’s going to end up in the hospital.”

  “She can’t. We need Mam more than ever now.”

  Lizzie gazed across the field and the trees beyond that, where the creek ran wide and cold. She shivered. She hoped fervently that God would watch over them way back here on this winding country road in the middle of nowhere. She had never felt quite so alone, or quite as old as she did right this minute, sitting on the concrete porch steps.

  About a week after they had settled in, Mam’s cough became an alarming rasp. She held a Kleenex to her mouth as she bent over, painfully hacking from the persistent ache in her chest.

  She had gone on as best she could, even as her strength sometimes failed her, Lizzie knew. But she worked more slowly every day.

  One afternoon, Lizzie was outside pulling weeds around the little log cabin. She was tugging with all her strength on a very stubborn weed almost as tall as herself. She didn’t notice Emma running down the sidewalk until she called for Dat in a tone of voice that made Lizzie stop yanking on the weed.

  She watched as Dat emerged from the barn and listened to what Emma was saying. When he walked toward the house with her, Lizzie knew there must be something wrong. She wiped off her grimy hands on her apron and hurried up the slope to the house.

  As she entered the kitchen, Dat pulled up a chair and sat close to Mam, a concerned look making his tired face seem soft and vulnerable. Mam was struggling to breathe and her complexion was almost blue in color.

  “Annie, you should have done something a long time ago,” Dat said. “You just go on and on and on, even if you feel so bad.”

  “Well, Melvin, I can’t go on. I need to go to the hospital now. Every breath I take burns in my lungs, so I suppose I have a bad dose of pneumonia. I guess we’ll see a doctor first, but who? Everything is so strange and new here.”

  Dat sat up resolutely.

  “No, Annie, you won’t go to the doctor. You’re going straight to the emergency room in Falling Springs. There are no two ways about it.”

  “I’m just so sorry. It will cost thousands of dollars if I’m admitted,” Mam said anxiously, searching Dat’s eyes.

  Dat smiled at her tenderly, covering her hand with his own. “What are thousands of dollars compared to losing you, Annie?”

  Mam tried to smile at Dat, but her nostrils flared as they always did when she had to cry. Her face turned a darker shade as her tears came uncontrollably.

  “Ach, now you made me cry,” she said.

  “I’ll go call a doctor. You get yourself ready and we’ll leave for Falling Springs.”

  Dat glanced anxiously at Emma. Lizzie knew she was the one who would keep everything else going. She would take full responsibility for the laundry, the cooking, and the cleaning. She was naturally a very capable girl for her 15 years, as she had always been, even as a child.

  Lizzie met Dat’s concerned look and smiled bravely, consoling him with her cheerful appearance.

  “We’ll be all right, Dat. Please don’t worry about us,” she said, although Lizzie could see that Emma’s smile was a very good cover-up, hiding her own worries. Lizzie vowed to do all she could to be a good helper, working along with Emma, even taking on jobs she didn’t want to do.


  Chapter 8

  [image: buggy]

  DAT LEFT TO CALL a driver, and Mam went to take a bath, even if it was mid-afternoon. Mam was very particular about being clean when you went to see a doctor. Even when she took the twins for a checkup, she gave them a bath in the middle of the day.

  Emma hurried anxiously after Mam. “Are you sure you should be taking a bath, Mam?” she asked.

  “Why, Emma?”

  “Suppose you pass out?”

  “I won’t. I’ll be fine.”

  Mam always said that. Lizzie twisted her fingers nervously around the small hem of her bib apron. She could not bear to hear Mam coughing from the bathroom, so she hurried outside to the porch. Jason was sitting on the porch swing.

  “Is she going to die in the hospital?” he asked, his voice quavering.

  “No, Jason. She is just really, really sick. I’m sure the doctors can make her well.”

  “Are you sure?”

  “Oh, yes.” Lizzie said this with a lot more bravado than she felt inside. People died of pneumonia every day. That’s how Mommy Miller had died. But she didn’t say that to Jason. She just pushed the porch swing back and forth with her one foot.

  The porch swing comforted Lizzie. It was the one thing that made her feel at home these first days of living on the farm. There was something very soothing about swinging back and forth on it in the clean spring air. Even if Lizzie was troubled, the porch swing always calmed her spirit.

  Dat hurried up the sidewalk and into the house without even glancing at Lizzie. Emma called him, and Lizzie heard their low tones as they discussed something in the kitchen behind the screen door. Soon Dat reappeared, looking sternly at Lizzie.

  “Where’s Mandy?”

  “I don’t know.”

  “Well, Emma said she doesn’t want to tattle or make you and Mandy angry at her, but you don’t always listen to her when Mam and I are away, that you just run off to the creek or go drive Billy, or do anything you can to get away from doing jobs she asks you to do.”

  Lizzie watched her foot on the concrete floor of the porch, not sure what to say. She knew it was true. There was just something about Emma asking her to do a job that ruffled Lizzie’s feathers. She wasn’t as bossy as she used to be, but whenever Emma asked, Lizzie always felt like not doing the job Emma wanted done.

  “Do you hear me?”

  “Yes.”

  Lizzie wished her toes weren’t so crooked. She had the ugliest feet she had ever seen on anyone. She decided then and there that she would never go barefoot except at home. Her toes were hideous.

  A dull thump from the direction of the living room and a piercing scream made Lizzie leap to her feet, almost upsetting the porch swing. Dat sprang to the door of the kitchen as Emma screamed again. They yanked open the bathroom door to find Mam in a heap on the floor beside the counter. She had been pinning her apron when she fell. Pins were scattered all over the floor.

  Dat cried out as he stooped to lift her, but he wasn’t able to pick her up because she was so limp. Her face was so pale, Lizzie couldn’t bear to look.

  “Emma open the windows,” Dat said.

  He rolled Mam over.

  “Lizzie, go get a pillow. Hurry up!”

  Lizzie dashed to the bedroom, her heart racing. Poor Mam! Poor, sick Mam who just went on and on, feeling horrible all week. She grabbed a pillow off of her bed and ran back downstairs.

  Dat lifted Mam’s head and gently placed the pillow underneath it. Lizzie was terribly alarmed to see how Mam’s head rolled around on her shoulders, just like a rag doll’s. Dat stood up and held a clean washcloth under the cold water faucet. After he wrung it out, he knelt to bathe Mam’s face.

  Mam’s head rolled to the side, and she moaned as her eyes fluttered open.

  “Annie!” Dat touched her face. “Annie!”

  Mam’s eyes blinked, and she struggled to focus.

  “Ach, my,” she whispered weakly.

  “Annie, you’ll be all right. You fainted,” Dat said tenderly, as he kept stroking her forehead with the cool washcloth.

  “Ach, my,” Mam said again.

  Dat was just helping her to a sitting position when the kitchen door banged shut.

  “Hey,” Mandy yelled.

  Lizzie hurried out. “Shh!”

  “What?”

  “Mam passed out on the bathroom floor!”

  Mandy clapped a hand to her mouth, her big green eyes opening wide. Hay was stuck in her hair, her face was grimy with dust, and she had torn a big hole in the sleeve of her dark purple dress.

  “What happened?”

  “Mandy, she’s terribly sick. She has to go to the hospital. Where were you?”

  “In the haymow. Hey, I found a bunch of kittens. You know all those wild cats around here that have no tails? There’s a whole nest full of kittens and not one has a tail!” Mandy was so excited, the veins in her neck stuck out like cords.

  “Shh! Mandy, calm down! Mam’s sick.”

  “I know. Are they . . . is she . . . how are they going to the hospital?” Mandy asked as she made her way to the bathroom door.

  Dat was helping Mam to her feet as Emma hovered nearby, picking up the pillow and comforting the twins who were crying.

  Mam sank wearily onto the sofa, just as they heard the crunch of tires in the driveway.

  “Your driver’s here,” Lizzie announced.

  Dat helped Mam back to her feet while Emma hurried over with her black Sunday apron.

  “Your apron, Mam.”

  Mam could not answer. Her mouth was pressed into a straight, thin line as she used all of her concentration to stay on her feet. Dat shook his head at Emma as they slowly made their way across the kitchen, through the door, and into the waiting car. This was the first time Lizzie ever saw Mam go away without her black apron, but she supposed it was all right to do since Mam was so sick.

  As Mam and Dat got into the car, the twins started crying uncontrollably. Susan wailed steadily, and no one was able to console her. KatieAnn finally sat in her little chair with great sad eyes and sniffled, her teddy bear clutched to her chest.

  Emma reached down and scooped up Susan, holding her close until her wails at last subsided.

  “Poor little things, Emma,” Lizzie said over the top of KatieAnn’s dark head.

  “I know,” Emma agreed. “We just moved from the only home they’ve ever known, and now Mam leaves them like this.”

  “Let’s rock them on the porch swing,” Lizzie suggested.

  They took both little girls and held them, gently rocking the old wooden porch swing in the warm spring sunshine. Jason sat on the steps, his curls lifting and falling as the breeze played with his hair. Mandy found a flashlight and ran across the yard to the barn, returning to her newly found nest of baby kittens.


  Chapter 9
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  EMMA STARTED HUMMING AS she rocked back and forth on the swing. Here they were, way back in the sticks, or so it seemed to Lizzie, the twins crying, Mam sick, Dat on the way to hospital with her, everything frightening and unsure.

  Lizzie felt as if her life was a jigsaw puzzle, all finished, each piece fitting perfectly into the next, until now when it seemed someone had suddenly come along and scattered the whole thing. Now nothing made any sense.  

  She thought of praying, but she didn’t really know how to word her scattered thoughts and fears. Would Mam die? Could God be so mean? The thought was so unbearable that she got up from the porch swing and went into the kitchen, balancing KatieAnn on her hip.

  Just as she was opening the refrigerator door, she heard the dull, muffled sound of a car engine. Quickly she closed the door of the refrigerator and watched as an old green pickup truck ground its gears to a stop beside the sidewalk. Her heart leaped in her chest as she saw a young man leaning out from the window, his thick, hairy arm bent in a V shape. Huge red, black, and blue tattoos covered most of his arm.

  His hair hung straight down over his face. His eyes were half closed. Lizzie clutched KatieAnn so tightly that she began to squirm and push at Lizzie’s arms.

  “Sorry,” Lizzie muttered, without thinking.

  Another passenger turned the handle of the old truck and climbed down to stand beside it. Looking more closely, Lizzie saw that this second person was a woman, dressed in ragged jeans and an old, torn T-shirt. Her hair was swept up in a tight ponytail that bounced as she moved.

  Finally, the driver opened his door and ambled around the front of the truck. He was very heavy, with holes in the stomach of his shirt, white skin showing through. His hair was just as long and dirty as his companions’.

  Lizzie shivered with raw fear. She swallowed, thinking wildly of where she could run. The attic. That would be the best. They would never find her in the attic back under the eaves behind some cardboard boxes.

  But what about Emma? Or Jason? She had to stay here. She couldn’t leave Emma alone. She wished Emma was not out there on the porch swing. If only she was in the house, they could hide somewhere and those awful people would think there was no one home.

  What should they do? Lizzie glanced wildly around the kitchen, still looking for a place to hide. But she couldn’t leave Emma alone to talk to them. Who were they? What did they want?

  Mustering all of her courage, she made herself walk to the screen door. Her legs felt like wooden stilts, she was so afraid. She was fairly gasping for breath because of the unnatural rhythm of her racing heart.

  Without thinking, she prayed in silent little screams. Please, please. Help us, dear God. Help Emma to know what to do.

  The dark-haired man stepped up on the sidewalk in front of Emma. Emma stopped the porch swing with both feet. She clutched Susan tightly on her lap, her face very white and as still as a stone. Jason sat beside her, not even a curl ruffling his stillness, his eyes big, round, and absolutely terrified.

  “How you?”

  Lizzie jumped as the man spoke to Emma in a raspy, deep-throated voice.

  Emma’s mouth opened, but no sound came from it. She cleared her throat and tried again to speak.

  Lizzie pushed open the screen door and stepped out. She did not know if these people were dangerous; she just knew she could not trust them. First of all, they must never know their parents were not at home. The man’s eyes were on her. The woman stepped up on the sidewalk beside the man and glanced at the twins that Emma and Lizzie were holding. For a moment, Lizzie thought she would smile, but she didn’t. She only lowered her eyelids farther.

  “How y’ doing?” the man asked.

  “I’m fine,” Lizzie said, louder than she had wanted to.

  “Y’ Mom and Dad home?” he asked.

  “Y-yes,” Lizzie lied.

  “Can I talk to ’em?” he asked, eyeing Lizzie suspiciously.

  “No. My mom is too sick and my dad is with her. He can’t come to the door right now,” Lizzie said.

  The dark-haired man glared at her, and Lizzie glared back.

  “Y’ think your dad would let us look for arrowheads along your bottom field, here close to the creek?” he asked, jerking his thumb in the direction of the line of trees bordering the creek.

  “What do you mean?” Lizzie asked bluntly.

  “These.” He came forward, reaching into the pocket of his jeans for a few arrowheads. He held out his hand, showing her pieces of grayish brown stones in the shape of an honest-to-goodness arrowhead.

  Lizzie bit down on her lip as she surveyed the stones from her spot on the porch.

  She looked at the arrowheads, and then looked up at the man’s face. His eyes were chocolate brown and not unfriendly now. She looked at the arrowheads again, and then up at him. What should she do? She glanced at Emma.

  “Could . . . could you come back later this evening?” Emma asked.

  The man smiled widely and Lizzie took a step forward.

  “Your dad ain’t home, huh? Your mom ain’t, either,” he stated.

  Lizzie stepped back. She felt extremely foolish.

  “That’s okay. We’re not going to hurt you. We live a couple miles from here. I own a machine shop in the nearest little town. Everybody knows me, Evan Harper, my wife, and brother-in-law.

  “So you bought this farm from ol’ Edwin. Don’t look the same with his junk gone. We’ll be back later when your dad’s home. See ya.”

  He headed down the sidewalk toward his truck with the woman close behind him. The truck starting with an awful-sounding roar.

  Lizzie sank onto the porch swing, letting out her breath in a long, slow whoosh. Emma looked over at Lizzie and said, “Oh, I mean it, I was never so scared in all my life!”

  “It was awful,” Lizzie agreed.

  “You lied, Lizzie,” Emma said.

  “Not really a bad lie, Emma. I was only trying to protect both of us, Jason, and the twins. They looked so . . . so, well . . . just like you would imagine kidnappers or thieves might look.”

  “It was still a lie.”

  “Emma, now don’t scold me. What if they were dangerous, and I would have let them know our parents weren’t at home? I couldn’t do that.”

  “He knew you lied.”

  “So? If he knows, he could wash his hair and cut it and stop acting so big and tough. Then I wouldn’t have to lie, because I would trust him in the first place. It’s his own fault, not mine.”

  “You better ask God to forgive you.”

  “I will.”

  Dat came home toward evening, leaving Mam at the hospital. As the girls crowded around him, he told them how sick Mam was, how they took X-rays of her chest and admitted her as soon as they could.

  Dat said she was resting well, and they had already started medication and it would help her fight the pneumonia.

  “The doctors said that Mam is very, very sick and it will take a few days to tell which medication works best,” he said with tears in his eyes.

  “Is . . . is she in pain?” Emma asked.

  “No, not really. Only when she coughs. She seems relaxed, and all she wants to do is sleep. She told me to come home to you children. You know how she says, ‘I’ll be fine.’” Dat shook his head ruefully.

  Then the girls told him about the old green pickup and its occupants, their fear, Lizzie’s lie, and the arrowheads.

  “Never let rough-looking men like that know you are alone,” he said.

  “But Lizzie lied.”

  “I know it isn’t right to lie, but what else could she have done? In a way, it was the right thing to have done, and yet . . .” Dat just didn’t know.

  Later that evening Dat sat all alone on the porch for a very long time. Lizzie wondered what he was thinking. The tree frogs’ chorus from the creek was deafening as a half-moon appeared in the sky. Lizzie hoped Dat was a strong enough person to make it through the next few weeks without Mam. She hoped she was, too.


  Chapter 10
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  LIZZIE WAS VERY NERVOUS, sick to her stomach with apprehension. Today was the first day of school in Cameron County. She didn’t know what to expect. She wished Mam was here, but she was still recovering in the hospital.

  Lizzie had completed eighth grade before they left Jefferson County, and so now she would attend vocational school just one morning a week until May. She needed to hand in her diary where she kept account of the homemaking jobs and farming chores she had done that week. And along with the other vocational “scholars,” as the Amish called them, she would study arithmetic, spelling, and German, a few hours each week.

  Earlier in the week, Dat had made arrangements for them to travel with an English van driver who also hauled two other Amish families’ children to school. Because there weren’t enough families in Cameron County to build an Amish school, the few Amish children that lived in the area attended an Old Order Mennonite school. Lizzie didn’t know one thing about these Mennonites. Dat said they drove horses and buggies, but they had some practices that were different from the Amish.

  Lizzie tried to remain calm and serene as she wet down her hair and worked at combing it in the new Cameron-County way. After four or five attempts, she decided it was good enough, especially since there wasn’t much time to try again. She smoothed her new dark purple dress, pinning her black apron and her covering into place. After one last glance in the mirror, she was ready to go.

  “How do I look?” she asked as she stepped into the kitchen.

  Emma was at the counter, kneading bread.

  “You look fine,” she said. “You’re hair doesn’t even look too bad.”

  Lizzie tried to smile, but she felt as nervous as Mandy looked. It was also Mandy and Jason’s first day at school, and both of them were near tears over breakfast. Outside, Jason made up songs as he ran little circles in the driveway.

  “I wish you were coming with us, Emma,” Lizzie said.

  Emma added some more flour to the bread and began to shape the dough into a loaf. She had finished her vocational class before they left Jefferson County and now worked at home full-time, like other Amish girls her age.

  “You’ll do fine,” she said.

  Lizzie nodded. She took a deep breath as a black pickup truck with a flat camper on the back popped over the hill and rolled to a stop at the end of their drive.

  A white-haired, balding gentleman jumped out and helped them into the truck. Inside were two boys and two girls. The boys looked so much alike with their very blond hair and blue eyes that Lizzie thought she must be seeing double. They didn’t say anything as they watched Lizzie climb into the back of the pickup as gracefully as she could.

  “Hi,” said the girl with the same blond hair and blue eyes as the twins. “My name is Sara Ruth. These are my brothers, Joe and John.”

  “I’m Lizzie,” she said. “This is my sister, Mandy, and my brother, Jason.”

  Jason squirmed in his seat, while Mandy smiled.

  “And this is my cousin, Sharon,” Sara Ruth said.

  “Hi,” Sharon said quietly.

  Sharon wore a navy dress that had little lines in it and lovely sleeves with pleats in the shoulders. Lizzie could hardly wait to ask Mam to make a similar dress for her. Sharon’s hair was dark brown and very straight, rolled up neatly along the side of her face. Did her hair look that nice? Lizzie wondered.

  The truck rolled to a stop outside of the brick schoolhouse and they all clambered out. Lizzie slipped her hand in Mandy’s.

  “I hope the Mennonites are half as nice as the Amish are,” she whispered.

  “Me, too,” Mandy said quietly as they followed Sara Ruth into the cloakroom. Pretty floral sunbonnets hung from hooks around the room, next to narrow-brimmed boys’ hats made of black straw.

  A large group of girls followed them into the classroom.

  “Lizzie, this is Viola, her sister Irma, and Marlene,” Sara Ruth said, pulling or pushing each girl forward. Some of the girls giggled and others shrugged as they tried to free themselves from Sara Ruth’s grasp, but they all managed to say, “Hello.”

  Lizzie knew she met Lucy, Etta, and Jean, but she could not keep their names or their faces straight. She thought there were three sisters in the Zimmerman family and two in the Hoover family. One—no, two—with the last name of Martin had eyes as brown as she had ever seen. They had straight brown hair and skin tanned almost the same shade from their long days in the summer sun.

  “So! These are the new girls!” the Mennonite teacher said, welcoming them in a rush of color and warmth as she came into the room.

  “We heard for a while already that you were moving in,” she said. “You’re not from Lamont, where the rest of the Amish are from, right?”

  “N-no, we’re from Jefferson County,” Lizzie said.

  “Same kind of Amish? I mean, is there a difference?” the teacher inquired.

  “Yes, there is,” Lizzie said, uncertain about how to explain the distinctions between the two Amish groups.

  “Really? That’s interesting. Did you like it in . . . did you say Jefferson County?”

  “Oh, yes. We loved it. Well, I did. I . . . I . . . we had lots of cousins and friends there.”

  “Well, hopefully, you’ll find lots more friends here. We’re happy to have you in our school!”

  Lizzie didn’t know what to say. Mandy smiled and said, “We’re glad to be here.”

  Lizzie wasn’t sure that was quite true. She didn’t know how she’d feel until she had spent the morning in vocational class.

  “Time for the bell!” and the new teacher was off in a whirl of tiny little flowers. “Oh, I didn’t even tell you my name! Esther!” she called over her shoulder as she disappeared behind the tall white doors.

  Esther reappeared promptly, clanging and banging an old hand-held bell. At the sound, boys of all shapes and sizes charged past her into the school, dust flying and gravel spitting as they ran. They milled around the entry, hanging up straw hats, clomping their feet, and talking loudly. But as soon as they stepped into the classroom, they quieted down until every noise faded away and there was complete silence.

  As Teacher Esther read the Bible, Lizzie chewed her fingernails in her seat at the back of the room. The Mennonites did dress differently. The boys wore jeans and plaid shirts, or striped ones, and their hair was cut short like English boys’. The only thing that made them look like Mennonites was their suspenders.

  The Mennonite girls were so pretty. They combed their thick, wavy hair back and secured it with clasps, and then wove it into a heavy braid on each side of their heads. What really caught Lizzie’s eye was that they were allowed to wear rubber hair bands with brightly colored baubles on the ends, and that they had barrettes in their hair. She would love to look so fancy.

  Joe and John sat one row in front of her. The twins were decidedly good-looking. They were a bit small for their age, but they’d probably grow taller soon. Lizzie thought she would probably marry one of them and Mandy would marry the other. Of course, that left Emma out, but these boys were too young for her anyway.

  Lizzie was relieved to know there were boys here in Cameron County whom she could marry. Of course, Mam said it was not up to them. They needed to pray every evening and ask God for his will, not their own. That was all very good and right, Lizzie was sure, but it was hard to know exactly what that meant. You couldn’t help it if you thought some boys were nice-looking and others weren’t.

  The way Mam sometimes made it sound, all the handsome boys weren’t good husbands—just the homely ones. It caused Lizzie to fall into a great state of sadness most times when Mam gave them that lecture.

  “You don’t go by looks,” she would say, shaking her forefinger at them. “God has a special person for each one of you, so it’s very important you don’t go by his looks.”

  Well, Lizzie was too young to take this husband matter very seriously, but she certainly hoped one of these twins would be God’s will, as Mam put it. She couldn’t wait to talk to Mandy after school to ask her which twin she wanted.

  Lizzie leaned back in her chair. Were lovely girls bad wives, too? she wondered as she studied the girl next to her. Viola was strikingly beautiful. She was beautifully tanned and had deep-brown, wavy hair with gold overtones, almost as if sunlight had reached in and dyed some of her hair, just not all of it. Her eyes were slanted and very dark, and she had white teeth that flashed when she laughed.

  Marlene sat on the other side of Lizzie. She looked a lot like Viola, suntanned with such dark eyes, except her hair was straight and soft and pulled back into heavy braids that fell below her waist. Lizzie had never seen such pretty girls before. She shifted in her seat, suddenly aware of her skin and how much she weighed and how her dress was made. Why couldn’t she be prettier? Each miserable thought settled on her like a huge, wet blanket until she could barely breathe.

  Then Lizzie remembered what Aunt Vera had told her when she visited just after they moved to Cameron County. Aunt Vera walked like a duck. She was short and round, with solid little legs on solid little feet that rocked her from side to side when she moved. Her face was round, with big blue eyes and a small nose, and Lizzie had discovered, much to her joy, that Aunt Vera’s nostrils looked exactly like her own.

  “Aunt Vera!” she said gleefully.

  “Now what?”

  “Your nostrils look like mine!”

  Vera had thrown back her head and laughed her raucous laugh. “Now, mind you, Mousie! You think my nostrils are ugly and you think I’m short and fat and I walk like a duck. You wait! When you’re as old as me, you’ll be shaped like me. Yessir, you will. Now mind, won’t be long!”

  How did she know what Lizzie had been thinking?

  “No, no, Vera. I think you’re just right. You wouldn’t be Vera if you didn’t walk like you do,” Lizzie assured her.

  Lizzie sat up straighter. She wouldn’t be Lizzie if she didn’t look like she did. She would have to “brace up” as Mam said. She tried to think of all her attributes. Brown hair rolled flat in this Cameron-County, slicked-down fashion that she would never get used to. Ordinary eyes, slanted nostrils, flat nose, and teeth that looked like a rabbit’s. Her covering didn’t fit right; her dress that had seemed so pretty this morning was just downright drab-looking now. She could not think of one good thing about herself.

  Fortunately, the bell rang. The classroom quickly emptied outside into the school yard. Lizzie followed the others slowly, blinking as she stepped into the sun.

  “Over here, Lizzie,” Sara Ruth called. “We’re picking teams for baseball.”

  Lizzie hurried over to the group. Joe and John were leaders of the two teams. They took turns choosing from the group of pupils, picking the big boys first. The first girl picked was Viola, who giggled and batted her eyelashes while John grinned at Joe, or Joe grinned at John. Lizzie had absolutely no idea which boy was which.

  So . . . Viola must be a top ballplayer. Lizzie’s heart beat faster as she thought about when she’d be chosen. She knew she could play ball every bit as well as some boys and better than most girls. That was one of the reasons why she got into so much trouble in Jefferson County. She was hot-headed and fiercely aggressive when it came to winning in baseball.

  The twins were looking at her and Mandy, trying to decide if they should choose them before some of the smaller children, Lizzie realized. She felt her face heat up and quickly scuffed the toe of her shoe in the dust.

  “Lizzie!” one of the twins said.

  “Mandy!” the other one echoed.

  Viola walked over to John or Joe and asked for his glove, holding her pretty head to one side. A tug of raw jealousy pulled at Lizzie. Oh, so Viola even shared gloves with them.

  Her eyes narrowed as she set her chin resolutely. I may not be as pretty as she is, but I’ll show her a thing or two about playing baseball, Lizzie thought.

  When Lizzie’s turn came to bat, she was so nervous, she felt like fainting. She hoped no one could see her heart beating through the fabric of her dress. The blood pounded in her ears and her mouth was dry as sand. She licked her lips nervously, biting down hard on the lower one to steady herself.

  The first pitch was too high, but she swung anyway, misguided by nervous energy, sending a foul ball just shy of third base. No one said anything. There were no groans or calls. A strange silence hovered over the ball field. Lizzie was one of the new girls, so everyone had to be nice.

  Lizzie had never wanted anything quite as badly as a good solid hit to show all of them what a good ballplayer she was. But she was far too nervous. She knew she had to calm down and relax.

  The second pitch she let pass on purpose, taking a few deep breaths to get her bearings. The third pitch came in fast and low. She swung with every bit of strength she could muster.

  A solid THUMP! and Lizzie was off. The girls screamed and the boys yelled as loud as they could as she ran for first base. Somewhere out beside the road the boys scrambled in the tall grass, still looking for the ball as she rounded first base and streaked for second.

  “Go! Go! Go to third!” Everyone sounded hoarse from yelling. Just as she reached third base, one of the twins caught the ball at the pitcher’s mound, and she knew she had to stay. She was panting and her heart was swelling as the third baseman said, “Good hit for a girl!”

  Lizzie tried to think of some witty answer, but nothing came. So she just smiled at the boy whose name she didn’t even know.

  Sharon was up to bat next and made a good solid hit, sending Lizzie to home plate. Her teammates crowded around, asking her if that was how she always hit. Lizzie told them demurely, no, not always. But she knew there was a good chance she probably would quite often.

  By the end of the game, Mandy and Lizzie had both established themselves as good baseball players. Mandy was very quick, dashing fearlessly to catch grounders and tagging people out quite easily, amazing even the boys.

  It was so exciting and so much fun to be a part of a serious baseball game that Lizzie felt like hopping and skipping the whole way home.

  And when Viola told Lizzie that she and Mandy were good for the team, Lizzie forgot all about her jealousy. Touching Viola’s sleeve she said, “You are, too. You were picked first.”

  After school, Lizzie and Mandy walked slowly up the lane towards their house. Lizzie swung her arms and smiled.

  “I think I’m going to marry Joe or John,” she said.

  “Lizzie!” Mandy shrieked.

  “I’m serious. They’re so cute,” Lizzie said happily.

  “They would never want us. We’re way too . . . I don’t know how to say it, plain, or fadutsed, or whatever. We don’t near know how to dress and do our hair like Sara Ruth and Sharon.”

  “We can learn!”

  “Don’t you know it’s just common knowledge among the upper graders that Joe likes Viola and she likes him?” Mandy said, eyeing Lizzie skeptically.

  She stopped and looked at Mandy, her mouth open in surprise. “Who said?”

  “Sara Ruth.”

  “They can’t like each other—he couldn’t date a Mennonite!”

  “Lizzie, you’re so bold, even thinking they would even notice us. We’re just like . . . country mice going to the city!”

  Lizzie’s heart sank along with her happy plans. Well, she would not always be a country mouse. It was a horrible feeling to be left out and way behind everybody else, just because she wasn’t as pretty and her dresses were plain. How would she ever marry? There were lots and lots of Violas in the world.

  “Don’t worry, Lizzie. We’re too young. Mam would have a fit if she knew how you talked,” Mandy said. “We don’t have to worry about such things now!”

  Lizzie knew Mandy was right, as she usually was. But no wonder she doesn’t worry, Lizzie thought. She’s thin and pretty and her complexion is as smooth as silk.


  Chapter 11
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  LATER THAT WEEK THE girls were allowed to go with Dat to the hospital in Falling Springs.

  Jason and the twins weren’t old enough to go, so they stayed with Uncle James and Aunt Becca who lived about five miles away. Aunt Becca drove her horse and buggy over to pick up the younger children and take them home with her. Dat said the way Becca drove her horse, she’d be over in a hurry and be back home just as fast.

  Lizzie laughed because she loved the way Aunt Becca drove a horse. Becca’s horse was little, with deep lines running down his haunches. Lizzie thought this made it look as if he had lots of loose skin on his behind and his haunches flapped up and down along with the breeching on his harness.

  Sometimes when they turned a corner, Lizzie had to bite down on her lower lip and clutch the seat, because it seemed as if they were only on two wheels. When Aunt Becca clucked to her horse after picking up Jason and the twins, she started off so fast that the children’s heads flew backward. Gravel scattered beneath the buggy as it rounded the corner past the barnyard. Dat laughed and shook his head.

  “There she goes.”

  Emma laughed with Dat. “How can she stop that horse?” she asked.

  “Oh, she’ll get him stopped.”

  Sure enough, Becca tugged the reins just in time and the little horse stopped at the very end of the lane.

  After Becca left, the girls only had an hour to get ready to go to the hospital. Emma picked up the twins’ toys and straightened the house while Lizzie and Mandy went upstairs.

  “Which dress are you wearing?” Lizzie asked.

  “Oh, I don’t know. I guess it doesn’t matter too much.”

  “I know. But most of our dresses are still all from Jefferson County.”

  “Guess I’ll wear that new lavender one.”

  “Are you nervous about going to church, Mandy?” Lizzie asked, taking the hairpins out of her hair.

  Lizzie could hardly believe that only a few days had passed since they had first arrived in Cameron County and so they hadn’t attended church yet.

  “Sort of, I guess.”

  “We probably don’t have to go because Mam’s sick and can’t go with us.”

  “I hope not.”

  “We don’t know one single person except our Glick relatives.”

  “I dread it.”

  “Me, too.”

  Lizzie yanked at a tangle in her hair. She pulled out the hairbrush and gazed at it. “Look at all this hair! I’ll be bald!”

  Mandy giggled. “You can lose a bunch of hair before you’ll be bald.”

  “Can you roll your hair?” Lizzie asked.

  “Not really.”

  “Do we have to, just to go to the hospital?”

  “I don’t know.”

  “I hate to wet my hair down and roll it.”

  “Ask Emma.”

  So Lizzie yelled down the stairs, asking Emma if they had to roll their hair.

  “Of course you do,” came Emma’s exasperated reply.

  “Why?”

  “Because we live here now. That’s how we have to do.”

  “I can’t get it right!” Lizzie wailed.

  There was no answer, so Lizzie knew Emma wasn’t going to extend any mercy to her. She went back to her dresser, peered closely into the mirror, and yanked her hair back as hard as she could. Lifting both arms, she grasped some of the hair growing along her forehead and twisted it back.

  A big mound of hair above what she was already twisting poofed up and away from her head. She tried to smooth it back, but lost the whole part she had been holding, so she had to start all over.

  She snorted, stamping her foot impatiently.

  This was going to be impossible, that was all there was to it. She dashed to the bathroom and wet her hair until water ran off the tip of her nose. Using the palms of her hands to flatten her hair, she ran back to the bedroom, picked up the fine-toothed comb, and raked it along each side of her head.

  “Are you done?” Emma asked, popping her head in the door.

  “No!”

  “Here.” Mandy came over and stood in front of Lizzie. She took the comb and used it to push some of Lizzie’s wet hair up and away from her forehead. “Now try rolling it.”

  Lizzie leaned over the dresser, her face inches from the mirror, and gently twisted her hair back. Mandy stood back and watched, her arms crossed.

  “Go ahead, laugh. You’re going to anyway!” Lizzie snapped.

  Mandy turned and hurried out of the room, her shoulders shaking.

  Good, she’s gone, Lizzie thought as she tilted her head to one side, trying to roll the other side the same way. The sides looked all right, but in the front, at her part, one roll went straight up and the other roll hung down. When she pushed the bobby pin in place, both rolls stood up and away from her head, making her look like a frog.

  She sighed, tears close to the surface. The driver was coming any minute. She pulled her hair back securely and started twisting it into a bob again. She was not, absolutely not, going to call for Mandy. Mandy, her younger sister, could roll hair perfectly. Well, not perfectly, but much better than Lizzie could.

  She pulled her hair back as tightly as she was able, only to discover that her rolls of hair now lay flat along the side of her head. So that was how it was done! She finished twisting her hair on the back of her head and stuck in hairpins as fast as she could. She grabbed her good covering and flopped it on top of her head, turning to look for a black belt apron.

  “Driver’s here!” Mandy yelled from the bottom of the stairs.

  Lizzie pinned her apron as fast as she could, adjusted her dress, and ran down the steps. Emma stood in the kitchen, carrying a bag with extra clothes for Mam.

  “Come, Lizzie,” she said. And she sounded so like Mam that it made Lizzie miss Mam unbearably much. She couldn’t wait to get to the hospital.


  Chapter 12
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  DAT HELD THE DOOR for the girls as they entered the cool interior of the hospital. The glass doors were huge. Lizzie gazed at the tall ceilings as she followed Emma into the lobby. The vast windows looking out at the pink trees and the warm sunlight brightened the soft carpet.

  Dat went to a desk that said “Information,” where a small, white-haired woman was adjusting the glasses on her nose.

  “Hello,” Dat said. “Could you tell me which floor Room 377 is on?”

  “The numbers go by the floors; the 300s are on the third,” she said.

  Dat thanked her and herded the girls toward the elevator past a gift shop with pretty plants, balloons, cards, and flowers making a bright display along the windows. Dat stopped to look at the price of a bouquet of yellow carnations and white daisies.

  “Dat, you should get it,” Emma said.

  “Twelve dollars!”

  “So? Mam probably doesn’t have any flowers because we don’t know our English neighbors like we used to in Jefferson County. Please?”

  Dat reached into his pocket for his wallet, one Mam had made for him years ago. He held it sideways, checking to see how much cash he had, then he smiled and lifted the pretty cut-glass vase.

  “I’ll have to write a check for the driver,” he said gruffly, but Lizzie could tell he didn’t mind. Dat was like that, she thought.

  They found Mam’s room on the third floor. Tears sprang suddenly to Lizzie’s eyes when she saw Mam. Her face was ashen—even her lips were pale. She looked so thin and so sick, it made Lizzie feel awful.

  “How are you feeling?” Dat asked, going to the side of her bed.

  “Oh, I had a rough night, but I can tell the antibiotic is working.”

  She smiled at Dat and then looked at the bouquet in Emma’s hand. “Ach my, Emma. Aren’t they pretty? You shouldn’t have,” she said, turning to Dat.

  Lizzie and Mandy stood back, almost shyly. Mam didn’t seem like their ordinary, everyday Mam, lying in that hospital bed wearing a green hospital gown. That gown was about the ugliest thing Lizzie had ever seen.

  “Mandy, come here. Come, Lizzie,” Mam said, patting the bed. So they sat sideways on Mam’s hospital bed, while Lizzie tried not to cry.

  “What were you doing last evening when I was here?” Mam asked, tucking a stray hair behind Mandy’s ear.

  Mandy told Mam all about the pickup truck and the strange man with tattoos and long hair. Mam shook her head at Dat.

  “Ach my, Melvin.”

  “There wasn’t a thing wrong with him. Not a thing,” Dat assured her.

  “I guess,” Mam said. “And I’ve often told the girls we can’t judge a person by his looks, can we? But . . . I would feel better if you stayed at home as much as you can, Melvin.”

  “I will,” Dat said.

  Mam told them the doctor’s diagnosis of her condition. She had acute pneumonia, the worst kind. The doctor wanted to keep her in the hospital for another three to four days to see if her cough stabilized. He warned Mam that it would take months to gain back her usual strength and that she should take it easy as much as she could.

  Emma plucked at the crisp white sheet covering Mam’s legs. Lizzie knew she worried about the farm. The herd of cows Dat was buying would not arrive for a few weeks, so that would give them time to finish cleaning up. There was so much painting to be done, but Dat assured Mam that would have to wait until she felt better.

  Mam sighed and turned her head.

  “We’re making you too tired, talking about all this work, aren’t we?” Emma said.

  “No, I just wish I wouldn’t have to be here in the hospital.”

  There was silence while Dat gazed out the window. She would help Emma, Lizzie decided, and try not to complain about anything. She wished their house was not so ugly. She knew they had the sloppiest house of anyone in Cameron County, and now they couldn’t paint or fix it up for months.

  Suppose someone came to visit? She wouldn’t even go to the door. It just wasn’t right, having Mam in the hospital and they couldn’t do a thing to improve their awful house.

  “Why can’t me and Mandy paint?” she asked.

  “Oh, I don’t know,” Mam said. “You’re hardly old enough to do the woodwork. I don’t know if you could use a roller on the walls or not. Maybe if Emma did the trimming.”

  Lizzie’s face lit up with enthusiasm. “We can! Me and Mandy can use rollers and Emma can use a brush along the edges!”

  “We watched you when you painted the new house!” Mandy chimed in.

  That seemed to cheer Mam immensely. She told the girls how to set the roller pans on newspaper, and how much paint was the right amount when they put the rollers in them. She decided they were allowed to do their rooms upstairs, but the woodwork would have to wait. She didn’t want the girls working with that high gloss enamel. Besides, they would not be able to do it without making a mess on the walls.

  When a nurse came in to take Mam’s temperature, Dat said it was time to leave. Visiting hours would soon be over. Mam smiled, even if her eyes were bright with unshed tears. Lizzie thought she must be the bravest person in the whole world right at that moment.


  Chapter 13
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  THAT FIRST SPRING IN Cameron County, Lizzie’s life seemed to take on new meaning. Mam was home from the hospital. And Lizzie loved every minute of that one day a week when she went to school. She would get up in the morning, fret and worry about her looks, her hair, how her dress was made, how her covering fit, and whether her complexion was normal or if she was breaking out with those dreaded pimples.

  The warm sun and frequent rains meant that their new garden was full of produce. Lizzie ate crisp, red radishes and long, thin spring onions that crunched like a pretzel but tasted even better.

  At lunchtime, Dat would spread butter on a thick slice of homemade bread, sprinkle salt beside his plate until he had made a little pile, then select a spring onion. He would dip the onion in the salt, bite it off and quickly take a bite of the buttered bread, and then chew the two together.

  Lizzie piled four or five spring onions on a piece of bread and folded it over to make a thick onion sandwich. Sometimes she put mayonnaise on both sides of the bread, which was absolutely delicious, but so fattening. Lizzie couldn’t always be careful. As hard as she worked here on the farm, she had to eat enough or she’d feel weak and her head would start to hurt. She wasn’t exactly thin, but she enjoyed good food so much, she didn’t always care if she was as thin as Mandy and Emma.

  The morning before Emma’s sixteenth birthday, Lizzie was out hanging laundry on the wash line while Mam worked in the garden. Mam was still recovering from her time in the hospital, but she liked to spend sometime outside each day in the garden. The sunshine made her feel better, she said.

  “Lizzie, come look at all these peas!” she called.

  Lizzie dropped the towel she was holding and headed to the garden. She stopped in one row and reached down, separating a few pea stalks to have a closer look. Sure enough, thousands of pea pods were hanging in thick clusters, all ready for picking.

  “There’s a bunch of them!” Lizzie said.

  Mam rushed into the house and came back with Mandy, Emma, and even Jason, each carrying a bucket or basket.

  At first it was fun picking peas. The buckets filled up fast, and they ate many tender green peas straight from the pod. They chattered and laughed and threw peas at each other as they watched little toads and snails crawl through the dirt.

  But as the sun rose in the sky, the rows seemed longer and longer. Lizzie stretched and rubbed the small of her back. In the next row, Mandy was sitting on the ground between pea stalks, shelling one pea after another and gobbling them down. She wasn’t putting any in her basket.

  “Mandy!” Lizzie yelled.

  Mandy had a mouthful of peas and didn’t answer.

  “Stop eating peas and help pick!” Lizzie shouted.

  Mandy chewed, swallowed, and turned to glare at Lizzie. “Stop hollering!”

  “Well, pick!”

  “Pick, pick, pick. Pick, pick, pick. You sound like a chicken.”

  “That’s enough, girls,” Mam called. “Finish your rows and then come inside to help me get ready for Emma’s birthday party.”

  The girls nudged Emma and laughed as they rushed to finish their rows. Emma kept her head down as she worked, but Lizzie could tell she was excited, too. It must be just absolutely wonderful to turn 16, Lizzie thought, especially if you looked as slender and pretty as Emma.

  When Lizzie and Emma were little girls, they were chubby, actually more than chubby as they got bigger and older. But when Emma turned 13, she stopped eating calorie-laden foods, becoming steadily thinner until she didn’t look one bit like Lizzie anymore.

  Lizzie had continued to take three sandwiches in her lunch to school, more than the eighth-grade boys took for their lunches, and Emma was terribly embarrassed by this. Lizzie tried to watch what she ate, especially when Mam was around. But it was hard. Often, when Mam was upstairs working and Lizzie had to watch the twins, she ate two whoopie pies.

  Once, after Mam had made creamsticks, Lizzie ate four. Creamsticks were homemade doughnuts, but instead of being round with a hole in the middle, they were cut in an oblong shape. After they were deep-fried, Mam cut a long slit in each of their tops, filled them with creamy vanilla icing, and then put golden caramel frosting on the tops. They were the very best thing in the world of desserts, but Mam didn’t make them very often because they were so much work, with two different kinds of icing and all.

  Lizzie learned quickly that it paid to be careful what she ate around Mam and Emma, but it didn’t matter if they were busy and couldn’t see her. When things were stressful, nothing made Lizzie feel better about her upside-down world than a good whoopie pie or doughnut. They were so comforting.

  The girls rushed to clean the house and prepare Emma’s favorite foods for her birthday meal. When the table was set, Emma and Lizzie went out to the woodshed to gather more fuel for the fire.

  Emma went straight to the woodpile. Lizzie trailed behind her, admiring Emma’s blue dress and neat hair. It wouldn’t be long until Emma had a boyfriend, she thought.

  The sight of the stacked wood sent Lizzie right back to a long-ago afternoon, when she had played Mrs. Bixler with Emma. “I’m going to see if I can find some wood to make me some high-heeled shoes,” Lizzie had told Emma. But Emma ignored her and continued to pick up wood.

  “Hello!” Lizzie yelled in what she imagined to be a stylish, grown-up voice. “How are you, Emma?”

  Emma turned to look at Lizzie’s feet. Sure enough, she had securely tied a block of wood with baler twine to the bottom of each foot.

  Emma extended her hand to shake Lizzie’s. “Why, come in, Mrs. Bixler! I’m just fine. And where did you get your new high-heeled shoes?”

  Lizzie held her head up high, and in a genuine, English-lady imitation said, “Oh, I just bought them at the store!”

  Both girls collapsed on the floor in a fit of giggles. When Lizzie hit the floor and her high heels fell apart, they laughed even harder.

  Emma sputtered, “L-L-Lizzie—your shoes!”

  Lizzie gasped, “Well, they did feel like high heels a little bit.” She picked up the blocks of wood and twine, trying to reattach them to her shoes.

  She looked at Emma. “There’s hardly any use, is there? These aren’t really high heels, and I’m not really English.” Lizzie squeezed Emma’s hand and loved her so much she thought her heart would burst.

  Dear, bossy, big sister Emma. And now Emma had turned 16. Tonight the family gathered around the dining room table to celebrate Emma’s big birthday. Each person had a lovely glass dish filled with chocolate cake and vanilla ice cream while Emma opened her gifts. The birthday cake had two layers covered with vanilla frosting—everyone’s favorite—and they enjoyed every last morsel of it with spoonfuls of creamy vanilla ice cream.

  Emma opened the largest package and found a pair of candleholders with blue candles for her bedroom. Another package contained fabric for two new dresses, a robin’s-egg blue and a light dusty green material. Emma was quite overwhelmed, and her cheeks flushed a beautiful pink color as she gasped, exclaiming over the pretty fabric.

  After they finished celebrating, the girls washed the dishes while Mam bathed the twins. Jason went out with Dat to finish up the chores, making sure the barn doors were closed properly against the approaching chill of the night.

  Suddenly Mam appeared at the kitchen door, looking at the girls and listening for a sound she thought she heard.

  “Did someone knock?” she asked.

  “No,” the girls answered.

  But now there was a decided knocking on the kitchen door.

  “I thought I heard someone,” Mam said, hurrying to open it.

  “Come on in,” she said, stepping back to let a young Amish man into the kitchen.

  “Hello. Sorry to bother you so late in the evening,” he said, smiling apologetically.

  “That’s quite all right. It isn’t late yet,” Mam answered.

  “Looks like you have plenty of help,” he said, nodding toward the girls who were clustered around the kitchen sink.

  “Oh, yes. My girls are growing up so fast I can hardly keep up with them,” Mam laughed.

  “That’s good. We need mauda here in Cameron County.” Lizzie’s heart sank way down, leaving her stomach feeling all hollow and helpless.

  Mauda! Oh, no! I’m not going. Emma can. Mam and Dat can’t make me be a maud. I’m not going to do it. I’ll run away, she thought. She had a wild impulse to run upstairs and hide under her bed where no one would be able to find her and make her go be a maud, or maid. Sometimes being a maud meant staying for weeks at a time in a family’s home, which really, Lizzie thought, was much like being a slave.

  She had told Emma that one evening when they were discussing the fact that eventually they would probably need to be mauda, with so many young families moving into the community who would need help with housecleaning, canning, or assisting when a new baby arrived.

  Emma said, no, that a maud was not nearly the same. Lizzie argued vehemently, saying it was the exact same thing, except there was no cruel overseer who cracked his whip above your head when you didn’t pick cotton fast enough. Emma told her she should be ashamed of herself, that slaves lived in little hovels or cabins with only bare necessities.

  “Well, the reason I’m here is . . .,” the Amish man cleared his throat. “My wife needs some help housecleaning, and I think she wants to paint the kitchen, too.”

  “Let’s see, you’re John King, aren’t you?” Mam asked.

  He nodded.

  “Well, I don’t see why not. Emma, would you like to go? When is it? Next week?”

  “Monday till at least Wednesday. Maybe two of the girls could help with the painting on Wednesday,” John offered.

  “Why, yes! Lizzie could go Wednesday, and Emma will go the rest of the time. Will you send a driver on Monday morning?”

  Lizzie glared at Mam but said nothing. She hadn’t even waited till Emma said yes or no. But, really, what difference would it make whether she did say yes or no? It was all the same. Either they could go willingly or rebelliously. Either way, they had to go.

  As soon as John King left, closing the kitchen door behind him, Lizzie put her hands behind her back and said staunchly, “I’m not going.”

  “Lizzie!”

  “I’m scared to paint other people’s houses. I’m afraid I’ll make streaks.”

  Mam turned to look at Lizzie.

  “Oh yes, Lizzie, you’re going,” she said. “The Kings will show you what to do.”

  “Why must I go?” Lizzie wailed, flopping on a kitchen chair, her arms flung across the back in a gesture of rebellion.

  Mam took a deep breath.

  “Because. When you girls reach a certain age, you need to learn about working outside of our home. You need to earn some money and learn how to obey and do jobs you would ordinarily not experience at home. Besides, it won’t hurt you to give up your own will. That’s what a lot of your life consists of.” Mam paused, seating herself at the kitchen table, gathering Susan in a big hug on her lap. Not Mam’s favorite line again, thought Lizzie. It had been hard enough for Lizzie to learn to do her part at home.

  “When I was your age, I was almost never at home,” Mam was saying. “Either I was cleaning houses or I was caring for elderly people. These are all good experiences for young girls to have before they get married.”

  “Good for you,” Lizzie muttered.

  Mam chose to ignore that comment, and Mandy blinked her large green eyes in Lizzie’s direction. Lizzie caught her gaze, and Mandy blinked again. Lizzie knew she meant she had better watch it.

  “I’m kind of excited to go. John’s wife, Hannah, always talks to me at church. She’s so full of fun, sometimes it seems as if she’s my age instead of being a mother with children,” Emma said, wiping the counter clean.

  “Well, good! Then if you feel that way, we’ll just forget about me going. You can paint the kitchen, and I’ll stay here and do the work for Mam. Right?” Lizzie looked hopefully in Mam’s direction.

  Mam shook her head. “You’ll go,” she said, and she was not smiling.


  Chapter 14
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  SO THAT’S HOW LIZZIE found herself at the Kings’ new house at the bottom of the mountain, six miles away from her family’s farm. Because John had come to get her in his horse and buggy, the drive there was long enough to give her a good chance to think about painting for a very long time.

  Emma and Hannah had already spread newspapers on the floor. They had set up a stepladder in the middle of the kitchen and had gallons of paint and fresh new rollers and brushes scattered across the plastic-covered kitchen table.

  Hannah greeted Lizzie warmly and explained that she needed to help John in the fields that forenoon so the girls would start painting the kitchen on their own. After Hannah left, Lizzie went upstairs to change into her old dress and tie a bandanna around her head. She clattered back downstairs to find Emma covering the stovetop with an old sheet and then carefully moving everything away that could accidentally be spattered with paint.

  “Where’s the paint?” Lizzie demanded.

  “Lizzie, this isn’t our house. You need to be careful,” Emma said.

  “I know what I’m doing,” Lizzie said.

   Lizzie picked up a paint can and set it on the table without bothering to put any newspaper underneath it. She pried off the top and started stirring the light green paint so vigorously it sloshed over the side of the can.

  “Watch it!” Emma yelled.

  She dashed over to grab the wooden paddle from Lizzie’s hand.

  “What?” Lizzie asked.

  “The paint! It’s spilling down over the side. I mean it, Lizzie, if you don’t slow down and listen to me, I’m not going to help.”

  “Good, then I’ll do it!”

  Emma gasped as Lizzie tilted the bucket of paint into the roller pan.

  “Not so much! Not so fast!” Emma wailed.

  “Oh, calm down,” Lizzie said.

  Emma sighed. She picked up a tray and brush and put them carefully on a sheet of newspaper that covered the floor. Lizzie slid her roller deeply into her own tray before heading straight for the wall in front of her, a trail of sticky paint dripping behind her.

  The kitchen walls and ceiling were old plaster with deep cracks, some broken spots, and peeling paint. Covering them well would be hard work, she knew. She smacked on the paint as if her life depended on it, furiously rolling straight up and down in long, uneven rows.

  Emma grabbed an old rag and wiped up the paint Lizzie had dripped on the floor.

  “Lizzie, see what you did? Don’t fill your roller quite as full next time,” she said.

  “Okay,” Lizzie said cheerfully, continuing her mad rolling.

  The two girls worked side by side, covering the walls with new paint.

  “How do we do the ceiling?” Emma asked.

  “That’s easy—with a broom handle stuck in here,” Lizzie said airily, pointing to the end of her roller.

  Lizzie used the rollers as if she was brandishing a serious weapon and the ugly old plaster was a great enemy she needed to conquer. She dashed back and forth from her paint tray to the wall, spattering paint on the floor, on the table, on anything that was not sufficiently covered. Emma tried in vain to keep all the paint spills under control. She continued to clean up drops of paint while brush-painting the trim.

  “I love this color!” Lizzie said.

  “It is a nice shade,” Emma agreed.

  The forenoon passed quickly with Emma chattering happily, going from one subject to another. Lizzie could tell that Emma enjoyed painting. Lizzie hoped that someday soon she would be as confident as Emma was in new situations. It hadn’t always been that way. Lizzie remembered when Emma would get scared and would even admit it—like when they were eight and nine and going sledding with the big kids at school.

  “Lizzie, don’t tell anyone, okay? But . . .” Emma had lowered her voice, “I am so terribly afraid of going sledding that I . . . well, Lizzie, don’t tell anyone—promise?”

  “I promise,” Lizzie answered solemnly.

  “Cross your heart?” Emma asked worriedly.

  “Cross my heart.”

  “Okay. I was so scared at lunch that when I tried to eat my bologna sandwich, I almost threw up. Really, I had to take a drink and put my sandwich away.”

  Emma stopped and looked squarely at Lizzie. “And Lizzie, I don’t want to go sledding. Don’t tell anyone, but I’d almost rather sit at my desk and do my lessons.”

  Lizzie’s eyes squinted as she looked out over the sparkling white hill. She watched as the boys tried to push each other off their sleds while they were flying down at quite an alarming rate. Then she turned to look at Emma, who looked back quite solemnly at Lizzie.

  “Emma, that doesn’t matter one bit,” Lizzie had said staunchly. “I will not tell one single person ever that sled-riding scares you if you don’t tell one single person that I put five whoopie pies in my lunch this morning.”

  “Five?” Emma was horrified. “Why five?”

  Lizzie looked carefully over her shoulder and whispered to Emma, “Because. And I’m not even giving one to the teacher!”

   Emma had laughed, throwing back her head, and Lizzie had smiled, glad that her sister was feeling better. And now here they were together today, but with Emma stepping out ahead.

  The Kings’ house was new, built only a few months earlier. It offered a lovely view of the mountain, which really was only a big hill, but quite a beautiful one, nevertheless. Lizzie thought she could have stood at the kitchen window for a very long time and watched the trees swaying like natural dancers with the mountain providing the stage.

  John King’s brother, Elam, lived on the same farm, with only the large white barn separating the two houses. His wife, Priscilla, was a small, dark-haired woman, and she was good friends with Hannah.

  Lizzie wondered if she and Emma might marry brothers and live together on the same farm. That would be all right as long as Emma and her husband did the milking. They might share a farm, but her husband would most definitely not be a farmer. Even to imagine a whole cow stable full of huge black and white Holsteins was so depressing, she could not think about it too long. Smelly creatures!

  Mam always told the girls they must learn to pray for God’s will for their lives. Lizzie didn’t know if it was alright to ask him to please not make her milk cows, though. There were lots of other ways to make a living that were just fine. Would Joe and John ask her and Emma for dates? She doubted it, but then, you never knew.
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