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To my husband, Gideon,

for having faith in my ability

to write when I had none.


preface

I suppose it is only truthful to say that my love of the Laura Ingalls series is what prompted me to write about Lizzie. I hope lots of little girls will love Lizzie and her family as much as I loved the Little House books as a child.

I don’t know if Lizzie would ever have come into being if Mrs. Jerre Esh would not have taken the time to write a letter of encouragement. I think it was one of those little acts of kindness that we do, never knowing what we have done. That, definitely, was the deciding factor to get me started.

Most of the incidents in Lizzie’s life are true, although the story is rounded out with imaginary conversations and happenings. The fears, thoughts, and attitudes, however, are very real.

— LINDA BYLER



[image: images]


chapter 1

A Kitten Named Snowball

Little Lizzie Glick sat beside the white picket fence and looked and looked at the white kitten. The kitten was quite perfect, with big blue eyes, a pink tongue, and the softest, whitest fur anyone could imagine.

Lizzie’s sister Emma sat holding the kitten in her lap, softly stroking its fur. Lizzie wondered if Emma really liked the kitten as much as she let on. For some reason, that little kitten just gave Lizzie the biggest knot in her stomach. She actually felt quite sick. She searched Emma’s face, desperately looking for a sign that she felt the same.

Emma looked just like Emma. Small and round, with dark hair rolled up at the side and put into a little round bob in the back as was the fashion of all little Amish girls. Her green dress was covered with white cat hair and she looked absolutely content.

What is wrong with me? Lizzie wondered. I don’t even want this kitten. I just know it will come to a tragic end. Finally, she could admit to herself what the knot in her stomach was all about. She was afraid. Desperately afraid. Things like this just happened … a car would drive over it, or it could drown in the creek behind their house. Or—horror of horrors—it could get into the belt of the big sewing machine in Dat’s harness shop. Dat was always busy, always in a hurry, sewing harnesses, and if that little kitten got into the shop, the end of it would be too awful to bear.
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Lizzie sniffed nervously. She smoothed her dark red dress over her little round stomach and put a strand of brown hair behind her ear. She looked up at the sky and thought of anything else she could: clouds, or tree branches, or God, and wondered why little white kittens were even allowed to be.

Suddenly she could take it no longer. “Emma!” she burst out.

Emma jumped and looked up in surprise. “Lizzie, what?”

“Emma … oh … nothing.” Lizzie hung her head miserably.

“What’s wrong, Lizzie? Do you want to hold Snowball awhile?”

“No, no! You can have her!”

Emma looked at Lizzie quite closely. “Lizzie, don’t you like Snowball? You act like you’re actually afraid of her!”

“Oh, be quiet, Emma. Of course I’m not afraid of her.”

“Well, you act so stupid.”

Lizzie jumped up, put her hands on her hips, leaned forward, and glared into Emma’s face. “Don’t you tell me I’m stupid, Emma Glick. I’m going to tell Mam right now!”

Turning on her heel, she burst into loud wails of pent-up frustration. Just as she reached the porch steps, her sister Mandy stepped carefully through the front door holding a blue dish filled with warm milk. Mam had one arm extended to keep the door open so Mandy could pass through.

Mam’s kind face held a look of concern and pity. She came through the door and held out her arms. “Come here, Lizzie. What’s wrong with my Lizzie now?”

Lizzie buried her face in Mam’s warm apron which smelled of clean wash and pie crusts. Mam was so soft with her plump figure and round face. Just like a soft pillow you could lay your head into and cry till you were done—which Lizzie proceeded to do while Mam stroked her brown hair and adjusted a stray hairpin on her straggly little bob.

Sniffing and hiccuping, sobbing and crying, she clung tight to Mam while Emma plopped down on the wooden porch steps, still hugging Snowball. Mandy just stood there, looking forlorn and skinny, with her huge green eyes first on Lizzie, then Emma, on to Snowball, and last, to the little dish of milk.

“I don’t know what in the whole world came over her, Mam. She just acts so dumb about Snowball. She won’t even hold her. She’s always so weird.” Emma sniffed and lowered her lashes as if to remind Mam how pathetic Lizzie actually was.

Lizzie pulled back from Mam’s apron, which had a big wet splotch on it from all Lizzie’s tears. Anger put a quick stop to her flow of sorrow, and she turned and slapped Emma hard, directly on her cheek. Emma snapped back in surprise, and Snowball jumped out of her lap immediately.

“You don’t know what’s wrong with me. You don’t even know if anything is wrong. So just be quiet!”

“Lizzie!” Mam reached down to get a firm grip on her shoulder. “You apologize to Emma right now. If you don’t, I’m going to get Dat.”

Mandy had set down the bowl of milk and ran to scoop up Snowball. She held the kitten tightly, and rolled her big green eyes at Lizzie.

Lizzie stood defiantly. Her whole being churned with feelings of indecision. Should she apologize nicely, cry again, and tell Mam all of her fears? But they were so stupid. Lizzie really hated herself. Why did her imagination have to make life so miserable? Why couldn’t she just love Snowball and cuddle her with Emma and laugh and be happy? Why did she even have to think horrible thoughts of a car squashing Snowball, or her wet little head struggling in the fast-flowing waters of the creek? Wasn’t she normal at all?

Mam’s grip on her shoulders tightened. “Say you’re sorry, Lizzie.”

Lizzie faced Emma. Oh, that Emma. There she stood in all her … her goodness. She looked so … so untroubled and calm. And if she had any idea what was in Lizzie’s head she would laugh and call her a chicken. Which, Lizzie guessed, is really exactly what she was. A chicken. Well, a chicken could stand up for herself. So Lizzie stood tall, looked Emma straight in the eye, and said, “Sorry.” With that, she bent, picked up Snowball, and stalked off as fast as her chubby legs could go.

She must have held the kitten too tightly because Snowball meowed, spit, and scratched Lizzie horribly. Lizzie threw down the kitten, which ran off into Mandy’s welcoming arms and back to her warm bowl of milk.

“Lizzie, what did you do to her?” Emma yelled.

“Nothing!”

“Yes, you did!”

“Did not!”

“Girls, if you don’t straighten up about this little kitten, it is going right back to Doddys’ farm. And I mean it. Emma and Lizzie—both of you—it’s time to come set the table for supper.” Mam turned and went into the house.

Lizzie picked a hairpin out of her bob and jerked her head, hard. She scuffed a toe into the gravel of the driveway and wished she could just die. But maybe that wouldn’t be good just then, as much as she hated Emma.

·    ·    ·    ·    ·

The large round moon rose slowly in the dark night sky. Little white stars twinkled in the summer night, and a breeze ruffled the clean white curtain in the upstairs bedroom window of the small two-story shingled house where Lizzie lived.

The creek wound like a silver ribbon behind the house, softly babbling to itself as it splashed over rocks and made little ripples in the low places. The road that went past Lizzie’s house made a turn and went over the bridge, past Doddy Glicks’ farm. Doddy and Mommy Glick had a large family and a busy farm, which in the night scene looked serene and peaceful. This was Lizzie’s world, and at five years old, it was a big world, full of adventures every day.

Now as a moonbeam spread across her bed, she blinked her eyes and wondered if the moon would be just as bright tomorrow night. She thought the moon just made the night more scary, especially if you couldn’t sleep to begin with.
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She sincerely hoped Snowball the kitten was sound asleep, and not out in the yard running around in the moonlight. She could go out on the road, and some late passerby could hit her with his car.

Lizzie sighed and flipped on her side, punching her pillow with a little round fist. She wished she could sleep. Emma lay beside her sound asleep, her breathing an even rhythm. Lizzie wished she was Emma. Emma didn’t worry about things like Lizzie did. She didn’t even think about scary things and awful things that could happen.

And Mam just didn’t understand all Lizzie’s worries, because Lizzie was too ashamed to tell her. So she tossed and turned some more, thinking about white kittens and what could happen to them.

Finally she could not take one more minute of this thinking. She sat straight up, took one look at Emma’s sleeping form, and hopped out of bed. The moon made a path of light as she stuck her tousled head around the bedroom door, peering down the hallway.

Could she do this? Yes, she could, and off she tiptoed as quietly as possible—down the stairs, one at a time, and into the kitchen. She reached the laundry room door, and slowly opened it, her heart pounding in her throat. Reaching down, she slowly felt for Snowball in the cardboard box beside the washing machine.

Just as her fingers touched Snowball’s soft coat, a blinding light shone in behind her.

“Ooh!” Lizzie yelped and jumped up.

Mam stood there, holding a big green flashlight as her other hand clutched at her housecoat.

“Lizzie! What are you doing out of your bed at this time of the night?”

Lizzie looked down ashamedly. “I just couldn’t sleep, Mam. I was worried about Snowball and wondered if she was alright. Does … does that matter?”
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Mam knelt down and gathered Lizzie into her arms. She smelled so good and felt so wonderful that instantly tears came to Lizzie’s eyes.

“Lizzie, Lizzie, my funny, worried little girl. Were you lying up there worrying yourself about this kitten? Don’t you know that God takes care of all His creatures? Even sparrows and worms and especially kittens.”

“But … but … they do die sometimes, don’t they?”

Mam stroked Lizzie’s hair and held her close while she told her all about how God knows and cares about everything and that little girls could sleep peacefully every night because God loved Snowball, too.

Lizzie sniffed and relaxed against Mam. And as Mam held her hand and went back upstairs with her, tucking her in beside Emma, Lizzie could hardly bear the feeling of love she felt for Mam.

Wasn’t it just wonderful that even if God allowed kittens to be, He also made soft, warm Mams who smelled like talcum powder and whose soft housecoat felt like she imagined Heaven would feel?

She only blinked at the moonlight once before she fell into a deep, lovely sleep.


chapter 2

The Harness Shop

Lizzie poked her fork into the soft, runny center of her “dippy” egg. She had half of her buttered toast in her other hand and as soon as the soft, warm yolk ran out, she quickly dipped a corner of her toast to catch it.

The morning sun shone warmly into the cozy little white kitchen. The blue and white tiles on the floor shone with the fresh coat of wax Mam had given it on Friday. The table stood against one wall, with a bench behind it, where Lizzie, Emma, and Mandy were seated. Mam sat at one end of the table and Dat at the other, with a glass pitcher of orange juice catching the sun’s rays.

Dat handed the jelly to Emma, and she proceeded to spread it on her toast. Emma always made sure every little area of toast was evenly spread with jelly, and she was still spreading it while Lizzie took big mouthfuls of egg and toast.

Dat’s brown hair and beard were neatly combed and he had on a freshly laundered green shirt. Because he worked in his harness shop, his skin was always pale, and his gray-blue eyes crinkled as he watched Emma carefully spread her jelly.

“Emma, isn’t your egg going to be cold till you have that jelly spread evenly?” he asked with a smile.

Emma looked up, the concentration still in her eyes. “Oh, no. I’m done now, Dat.”

“Why does it take you so long?” Dat asked.

Emma frowned. “’Cause I hate to bite into a piece of toast with too much crust and not enough jelly.” She sat up straighter, picked up her fork, and carefully cut a piece of egg, adjusting it exactly on one square of her toast.

“Yuck!” Without thinking, Lizzie voiced her opinion of the jelly mixed with the egg. “How can you eat that?”

“I’ll say,” Mandy piped up.

Emma looked down her nose at her two younger sisters while she chewed slowly and serenely, enjoying her breakfast. She didn’t bother giving them a reply, and that really irked Lizzie. She hadn’t fallen asleep as early as usual because of Snowball, and here was Emma, acting like a queen again. She took a sip of orange juice and looked away, determined not to talk if Emma didn’t.

“Well, I think if you are so proper about your jelly, maybe you could learn to help me make harnesses today,” Dat said. “You know how I put flaxseed in the crupper, the part that goes under the horse’s tail to hold the harness across its back? I’ll bet you could do that just perfectly.”

“Oh, goody! Yes, of course, Dat, I want to!” Emma was all excited.

“Good. After you help Mam with the dishes, you can come out to the shop. Now let’s put patties down, so we can go.”

“Putting patties down” was an Amish ritual at every meal. Children were taught at a young age to fold their hands under the table, and bow their heads while they thought a silent prayer of thanksgiving for their food. They did this before and after every meal.

Lizzie was not very devout. She would often forget to pray, and think other things while everyone else bowed their heads lower than she did. It wasn’t that she wanted to be that way. She just figured it was okay—God knew she thought her egg and toast were good.

After the silent prayer, Dat got up, pushed back his chair, and told the girls he’d see them in a little while.

Mam sat drinking her coffee, and watched them while they hurried through clearing the table.

Lizzie yelled, “Wash! Wash! My turn to wash!”

Emma was carrying the glasses to the sink. She turned around and said, “Not so loud, Lizzie. So what? I don’t want to wash. Go ahead and wash!”

“Good. I wasn’t going to let you,” Lizzie told her.

“So. I am going to learn how to make harnesses today, and you’re too little, anyway,” Emma replied.

Lizzie squeezed the bottle of dish detergent so hard that she had entirely too many suds in the sink.

Mam looked over her shoulder. “Lizzie, not so much soap. You’ll never get those dishes rinsed properly.”

“But, Mam, if you look at pictures, the soapsuds are way over the sink. English people use much more soap than Amish people do.”

Mam hid her smile while she assured Lizzie that was probably an advertisement, and because Lizzie did not know what that was, Mam had to explain every detail of an advertisement.

Dishes done, the girls skipped out the sidewalk and across the gravel drive to the harness shop. As they burst through the door, Lizzie inhaled deeply. She just loved the sights and smells of the harness shop. Along one wall were shelves lined with all kinds of boxes of shoes. The corner next to the shoes had a steel pole with arms, called a saddle tree. It looked like a huge tree and every branch held a saddle. There were black saddles and brown ones, tan ones, and fancy ones. The fancy saddles were all carved with designs and had lots of silver and tassels dangling from them. You could push one saddle and the whole tree revolved so you could look closely at the one you wanted.

There were halters, bridles, neck ropes, liniments, and shampoos. Everything Dad had in his shop was about horses and ponies—except for the shoes; they were for people’s feet, and Lizzie never tired of watching customers try on new shoes.

There was a counter with a cash register and different little racks of snacks. Candy, crackers, and potato chips were all piled neatly in sections. Across from the snacks was a big red cooler with the words “Coca-Cola” written in big white letters slanted at an angle. Lizzie could never quite figure that out. Why would you write that so crooked? If you really wanted to know what it said, you had to hold your head crooked, too. The big red cooler was filled with chunks of ice and deep black water that was so cold it hurt your hand if you touched it. Bottles of Coca-Cola, 7-Up, and orange and grape soda floated around in the ice-cold water. But Emma and Lizzie were very seldom allowed to have soda. It was always a special treat when Dat smiled, his eyes twinkled, and he fished in the cold water for their favorite orange flavor.

Today Dat was very busy. He sat behind the counter of his big green sewing machine that sewed the shiny black harnesses. The motor out behind the shop made a steady sound—flub, flub, flub—providing the power to run the big heavy needle up and down. The floor was strewn with bits and pieces of leather and string. Usually the shop was swept clean, but if Dat was really busy, as he was today, it looked a mess.

Emma and Lizzie stepped close and touched his arm. His face broke into a happy grin. He stopped the machine, swiveled on his stool, and said, “There are my girls! All done with the dishes already?”

Lizzie hopped up and down. “Can I help, too, Dat?”

Dat got out his shiny black and brown pipe. He scooped up a pipeful of tobacco and tamped it down with his thumb. He put the pipe in his mouth, struck a match on the seat of his stool, and put it to the tobacco. As he inhaled through the pipe, the tobacco became a red fuzzy glow. Lizzie loved to watch Dat do this, and loved the smell of the pipe smoke.

After he had blown out the smoke, he looked at Lizzie, but he was not smiling. She just knew what he was going to say, and her heart sank.

“Lizzie, dear, I’m just afraid you’re too small. When you’re as old as Emma, I’ll let you help, okay? You can get the broom and sweep the shop if you want to help me.”

Lizzie looked at the floor and kicked a piece of leather. She clenched her hands hard behind her back so she wouldn’t cry. The lump in her throat felt as big and scratchy as a walnut, but she blinked, swallowed hard, and whispered, “Okay.”

Dat squeezed her shoulder with his hand and said, “That’s my girl, Lizzie. You just have to grow a bit taller and be a bit older.”

“Yeah, Lizzie, I’ll be in first grade next year, you know. I am the oldest, so why don’t you go get the broom and start sweeping?”

Lizzie’s head flew up as a hot anger gripped her whole being. “Just shut up, Emma! You think you are always better and bigger than I am. I can run faster than you, anyway!” Lizzie clenched her fists as she hurled the biggest insult.

Dat’s hand came down firmly on Lizzie’s shoulder, and Lizzie knew she had gone too far.

The little bell above the door tinkled merrily as the first customer of the day entered the shop. It was a big Mennonite man whom Dat was well acquainted with.

Forgetting the girls’ unhappiness, Dat’s hand fell away from Lizzie’s shoulder, and he straightened up, putting his pipe back in his mouth. After exhaling, his face broke into a big smile. “Well, Paul, what brings you here this morning? I haven’t seen you in a long time!”

The big Mennonite man looked closely at Dat’s pipe and stated loudly, “Melvin, when are you going to give up that bad habit?”

Dat took the pipe out of his mouth and looked at it sheepishly. “Oh, I don’t know, Paul. I …”

“Well, you know they’re finding out more and more that smoking causes cancer of the lungs. And lung cancer is a big killer in the United States. Every time you suck on that stem you’re making your lungs as black as coal. And if you ever could see the lungs of a cadaver that smoked, you would throw that pipe as far as you could and never touch it again.

“Besides, it’s wrong in the sight of God, too, which is a lot worse!”

Dat grinned self-consciously.
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“Yes, Paul, of course I think you’re right. But once you’ve been smoking tobacco as long as I have, you would understand how hard it is to quit.”

“It’s the devil, Melvin. You’re just not being careful enough of the devil,” Paul boomed.

Lizzie felt her face turn white. She felt dizzy and sick to her stomach. She threw a terrified glance at Emma, who was calmly watching the exchange between the two men while she picked up pieces of leather. Didn’t Emma hear what that Mennonite man said? This was the most terrible thing Lizzie had ever heard.

Without thinking, she turned, twisted the doorknob blindly, and slipped through the door. She ran desperately, on shaking legs, across the gravel drive and up the sidewalk, and hurled her little body on the glider which stood on the porch.

Her mind raced and her heart beat so rapidly, she wondered if fear ever made someone die.

How could her beloved Dat’s lungs be completely black? She pictured her Dat, cold and quite dead, and a doctor opening his chest and and finding his lungs as black as coal. She shivered. She drew up her knees, pulled down her skirt, and buried her face in her dress.

Terror pounded in her chest and threatened to choke her. And then yet … oh, how unthinkable—that man said that the devil had got her Dat. Well, not really got him, but the same as that. What did he mean by saying it wasn’t right in the sight of God? Did he mean God did not like it when Dat lit his pipe? Or was the devil so close to Dat that God couldn’t see him clearly?

Oh, this was awful. Why was she even in the shop? Why did that Paul have to say those things? She was much too scared to cry. Her mouth was as dry as sandpaper, and her breath came in short, hot gasps. Maybe if she wouldn’t have called Emma names, Paul would have driven past the harness shop and never came in the door. She was pretty sure it wasn’t God who made her tell Emma to shut up, so that left only the devil. She was so scared of the devil, she could never think of him. She had already found that if you started to think of him, and you thought of cupcakes or pancakes or anything good, it would go away. So she sat on the glider and thought of pancakes. A big stack of at least four fluffy golden brown pancakes, with a dot of butter and piles of syrup running down the sides.

The harness shop, Paul the Mennonite man, Dat and his pipe, and Emma learning to put flaxseed into cruppers while Lizzie had to sweep, all faded away and seemed quite unimportant.

But probably there were guardian angels at work, so one very sensitive little Lizzie could remain a child who was only five years old.

And she never told a single soul.
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chapter 3

Playing House

Emma and Lizzie sat at their little play table, holding their dolls. Emma’s doll was named Mary, but Lizzie thought that was a very plain name for a doll, so she named her doll Reneé because it sounded so English.

Lizzie thought it made her doll seem a bit classy to be called Reneé. She didn’t really want to be English herself, but she loved to watch English people talk and listen to their slang, admiring their clothes and flashes of jewelry.

Mam loved all her English neighbors, and they often took her grocery shopping, or just sat in the kitchen drinking coffee.

This afternoon Lizzie plopped Reneé on her lap and said, “Reneé, why are you spilling all your food?”

Emma looked up from feeding Mary with a little play spoon. She giggled and told Lizzie if Reneé was a real baby she couldn’t plop her down so hard.
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Lizzie giggled back. They crunched their soda crackers and soaked them with milk, feeding their babies and talking their little mother language.

It was a drizzly, wet day outside. But inside their little playhouse everything was cozy. The playhouse itself was actually an old building close to the house. It was not really a shed, because it had tiny little creaky stairs that went up to a second story.

Lizzie would have loved to have a little bedroom upstairs and actually use the creaky old stairs, but Dat closed the opening at the top because too many bumblebees had nests up there. If Lizzie climbed up the stairs she could hear the low buzzing, and she was dreadfully afraid of all those bumblebees.

Downstairs the floor was made of wide wooden planks with knotholes in them. Sometimes when Lizzie swept the floor, she would try and sweep all the dirt down through one knothole. Emma would fuss and scold, but Lizzie thought it was fun, going ’round and ’round the knothole with her broom.

The girls had a play table with three little wooden chairs, a little wooden cupboard filled with dishes, some brightly colored rugs Mam had given them, and a little bed for their dolls. They still needed curtains for their windows, but Mam just didn’t have time to make them.

Lizzie loved the playhouse. Today the rain made a soft, pattery sound on the metal roof, and Emma was so nice to her; she even gave Lizzie one of Mary’s toys to keep.

They decided together that Lizzie would be English and would come to visit Emma, who would be Amish.

“I could actually dress up in English clothes,” Lizzie said.

“We don’t have any, Lizzie. Besides, Mam would never let you. That would be stupid,” Emma said.

Lizzie thought awhile. She could wear her nightie and put her hair in a ponytail. But Emma would think that was stupid, too, so she didn’t say anything.

She looked down at her plain brown dress and her bare feet peeping out underneath. She could at least wear shoes if she was going to be English.

“I know what, Emma! I can use my doll’s beads for a necklace. I’m going to.” Lizzie ran to her doll purse and found a string of beads. She let it slide over her head and patted them on her chest. They looked bright yellow and glittered against her plain brown dress, and suddenly Lizzie felt so English. Now she needed shoes—wouldn’t it feel really neat to have high heels?

“Emma, you know what?” Lizzie sighed.

“What?”

“Why won’t Mam buy us those glittery pink and purple play shoes in a package? It would be alright to wear them if we stayed in the playhouse and no one would see us, wouldn’t it?” asked Lizzie.

Emma, who was always the practical one, put her hands on her hips and faced Lizzie squarely, saying, “Yes, but Lizzie, you know she would if we weren’t Amish. We aren’t allowed to have fancy shoes and suppose she would buy them and later we just kept wearing shoes like that when we’re big? Then we wouldn’t even really be Amish right, and that would break Mam and Dat’s heart.”

Lizzie flicked back a stray strand of hair and told Emma, “They could get used to it.”

Emma scolded, “Now Lizzie, just forget about those shoes. You know you’re not allowed to have them, so just forget it. You’re so … oh, whatever. C’mon, let’s play.”

Lizzie sat up. “Okay. I’ll be the English lady, but I have to get shoes. I’ll be back,” she said as she dashed out the door and raced through the raindrops to the kitchen door. It slammed behind her as she stood scraping her bare feet on the rug.

She heard Mam laugh and talk in English. Lizzie peeped around the cupboard and saw Mrs. Bixler, the lady who owned the little grocery store, sitting at the kitchen table with some homemade cinnamon rolls on a plate beside her.

She was a tall, good-looking woman in her early forties. Her hair was cut short and shone under the gas light, and her earrings sparkled every time she turned her head. She had on a dark green skirt with a crisp white blouse and her shoes were the greatest wonder of all. They were white and had high heels. Oh, how Lizzie would have loved to try walking in those wonderful shoes!

Mam caught sight of Lizzie at the same moment Mrs. Bixler did.

“Why, Lizzie, there you are!” Mrs. Bixler boomed. “How’s my little girl? You come here and give me a nice hug.”

Lizzie just stood on the rug and gazed at her shyly.

Mrs. Bixler opened her arms and Lizzie walked slowly to her. She was soon enveloped in a big warm hug, and the ruffles on her white blouse tickled Lizzie’s nose. She felt embarrassed, but Mrs. Bixler smelled so wonderful, and Lizzie wondered if it was perfume or talcum powder like Mam used.

Mrs. Bixler held Lizzie at arm’s length and exclaimed, “My gosh, Lizzie, you are really growing. And where did you find those pretty yellow beads?”

Lizzie’s face turned pink and her cheeks felt hot, but she bravely shrugged her shoulders and said in perfect English, “In my doll purse.”

Mam beamed to hear Lizzie speak in good English. Amish children learned to speak Pennsylvania Dutch first, but by age six or seven, most of them could speak reasonably well in English. They usually mastered both languages at a young age, although Dutch was naturally easier.

Mam smiled at Lizzie and asked, “Are you still playing in the playhouse?”

Lizzie clasped her hands behind her back, smiled, and said, “Yes.”

Mrs. Bixler clapped her hands. “Good job, Lizzie! You can speak English well!”

She turned to Mam and said, “My stars! Before you know it Lizzie will be a grown young lady. Speaking English already! Goodness!”

Mam smiled at Mrs. Bixler and replied. “Yes, I know. Emma is going to school this fall—or she should go, although I’m not sure if we will send her. She won’t be six till November, and we’re just not sure yet.”

Lizzie was safely out of Mrs. Bixler’s grasp now, so she backed quietly away and walked slowly toward the laundry room, where her shoes were kept.

She heard Mam say, “Lizzie, I’ll bring Mandy out to you when she wakes from her nap.”

“Okay, we’re in the playhouse,” Lizzie answered as she splashed back through the rain to Emma.

Emma looked up when Lizzie entered. “Where were you so long, Lizzie? We have to start playing ’cause you know how it goes when Mandy wakes up. Then we have to play with her, too, and she never wants to be my child.”

“She’s still sleeping. Mam will bring her out when she wakes up. Hey, you know who was there? Mrs. Bixler. She’s so pretty and looks so nice and smells so good, and she gave me a hug. And, Emma, you should just see her shoes. They’re white and have high heels and are all shiny white.”

Emma just snorted.

Lizzie said, “Well, you just don’t know how pretty those shoes were. And you know what, Emma? She says, ‘Oh, my stars!’ That sounds so … I don’t know—so much like an English lady. When I come visit you I can say that, ’cause I’ll be English.”

Lizzie stood straight and tall and said, “My stars!” as clearly as she could.

Emma looked at Lizzie and frowned. “Lizzie, I mean it. You are so different. You know you are not allowed to say that. It sounds so … I don’t know. First you want English shoes and now you say that. I’m going to tell Mam if you don’t stop acting so English.”

Lizzie said, “Emma, I am not English for real. I don’t even know what you mean.”

“Oh, well, forget it. You go outside now and knock, then I’ll open the door, okay?”

Lizzie was sitting on the floor, looking at the soles of her shoes. She was concentrating so hard, she didn’t hear Emma.

“Lizzie!” Emma exclaimed loudly.

“What?”

“C’mon. What are you doing?”

Lizzie jumped up. “I know just what. I need two blocks of wood to tie onto my shoes and I’ll have high heels. I’m going to the woodshed to see if I can find some to make me some high-heeled shoes.” With that she dashed out into the rain.

Emma sat down dejectedly. Why did Lizzie have to be so different? A lot of things she thought of just didn’t make sense to Emma. What did she get out of saying that, and why in the world did she have to be so desperate to wear high heels that she would go get blocks of wood?

So Emma waited, and finally got a coloring book and crayons from the cupboard. She found a really nice picture of a squirrel in a tree and selected a green crayon. She became so engrossed in her coloring, she forgot all about Lizzie, so the knock on the door came as a bit of a surprise. Oh yes, that’s Lizzie, she thought as she got up to open the door.
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