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Pennsylvania Dutch 
 Glossary

aamen—amen

ach—oh

aenti—aunt

bruder—brother

The Budget—a weekly newspaper serving Amish and Mennonite communities everywhere

daadi—grandfather

daed—dad

danki—thanks

dochder—daughter

dumm—dumb

dummkopp—dummy

Englisch—a non-Amish person

fraa—wife

gut—good

guder mariye—good morning

hatt—hard

haus—house

kapp—prayer covering or cap

kinner—children or grandchildren

kumme esse—come eat

lieb—love

maedel—girl

mamm—mom

mammi—grandmother

mei—my

mudder—mother

nee—no

onkel—uncle

Ordnung—the written and unwritten rules of the Amish; the understood behavior by which the Amish are expected to live, passed down from generation to generation. Most Amish know the rules by heart.

Pennsylvania Deitsch—Pennsylvania German, the language most commonly used by the Amish

rumschpringe—running-around period when a teenager turns sixteen years old

schee beh—nice legs

sohn—son

Wie bischt?—How are you?

ya—yes
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MIRIAM STEPPPPED BACK AND ADMIRED THE MATCTCHING quilts lying on the twin beds in her room. Gifts from her grandmother before she died. The pastel circles of yellow, powder blue, and pink were framed by a simple blue border in a traditional double wedding-ring pattern. They were finally making a debut— just in time for company.

“Your room looks nice.” Mamm walked in carrying a wicker basket filled with towels to be folded. “Your mammi would be pleased that you saved her quilts for a special occasion.” She glanced at the white vase full of pink roses on the nightstand and smiled. “Ach, fresh flowers too.”

Her mother unloaded the towels onto Miriam’s bed, and they each reached for one as Mamm’s eyes traveled around the room.

When her mother nodded an approval, Miriam grinned. “When will she be here?”

Mamm placed a folded blue towel on top of Miriam’s green one. “Not for a couple of hours. Your daed hired a driver, and they went to go pick her up at the airport.”

Miriam couldn’t wait to hear about her cousin’s travels and life in the Englisch world. Shelby was eighteen too, and for Miriam, it would be like having a sister for the summer. A nice change from a house full of brothers. Even though Miriam was enjoying her rumschpringe, she’d done little more than travel to Lancaster to see a movie. Her Englisch cousin was coming all the way from Texas, a small town called Fayetteville.

“I’m excited about Shelby coming, Mamm. I can’t wait to meet her.” Miriam reached for the last towel to be folded as her mother let out a heavy sigh.

“I know you are, and we’re glad to have Shelby come stay. But. . .” Mamm edged toward the nightstand, repositioned a box of tissue next to a lantern, then turned to Miriam. “We told you— times have been hatt for Shelby. Her parents got a divorce, and Shelby got in some kind of trouble.”

Miriam couldn’t imagine what divorce would be like. It was unheard of in their Old Order Amish district. “What kind of trouble?” Miriam sat down on her bed, crossed her ankles, and leaned back on her palms.

“Her mother said that Shelby was spending time with the wrong young people.” Mamm sat down on the bed beside her, and Miriam watched her mother’s forehead crinkle as her lips tightened into a frown. She knew her mother was concerned about having a young Englisch woman come for such a long visit.

“Was she shunned by her family?”

Mamm shook her head. “No. The Englisch don’t shun the way—” Her mother cocked her head to one side, then met eyes with Miriam. “Ya. I guess, in a way, Shelby is being shunned. She is being sent away from her family and friends for not following the rules.”

Miriam sat taller and folded her hands in her lap. “I’m going to try my best to make her feel welcome here.”

“I know you will, Miriam.” Mamm patted her leg, then cupped Miriam’s cheek in her hand. “Please tell me that I don’t need to worry about you being taken in by Shelby’s worldly ways.”

Miriam looked at her mother and said earnestly, “I won’t, Mamm.”

Her mother gently eased her hand from Miriam’s face, then let out another heavy sigh. “I remember when your father’s cousin left here. Abner was no more than your age at the time. He chose not to be baptized. We were shocked.” Mamm leaned back on her hands like Miriam.

“Did he go to Indiana?” Miriam knew that her great grandparents relocated here from Indiana. She’d been asked plenty of times what she was doing in Lancaster County with a name like Raber, an Indiana Amish name.

“No. Your daed said Abner went to Texas with three hundred dollars in his pocket and even took rides from strangers to get there. Evidently he had been corresponding with a man there about a job for months before he left. A job building Amish furniture.” Mamm sat up and folded her arms across her chest.

“Have you seen Abner since he left?”

Mamm nodded. “Only twice, for each of his parents’ funerals. It’s a shame, too, because your daed and Abner were close when they were young.”

“But you said he wasn’t baptized into the community, so he wasn’t shunned, right? He could have come to visit, no?”

“Ya.” Mamm stood up and smoothed the wrinkles from her black apron. “But Texas is a long way from here, and things between him and his folks weren’t gut. They never did accept his choices.” Mamm paused for a moment, then looked down at Miriam. “I remember that Abner met Janet not long after he arrived in Texas, and they were wed two years later. Then along came Shelby.” Her mother shook her head. “After that, we heard less and less from your daed’s cousin. But evidently his furniture was popular with the Englisch there, and he went on to own a big fancy store of his own. We got a letter every now and then, but. . .” Mamm picked up the stack of folded towels on the bed, then placed them in the laundry basket. “I met Janet, Shelby’s mother, when they came here for Sarah Mae’s funeral, which is when I met Shelby. But she was only four years old, so I doubt she remembers much.”

Miriam tried to think of what she remembered from when she was four years old. Not much.

“I liked Janet a lot, and we exchanged letters for a while after they were here. But I hadn’t heard from her in years until last month.” Mamm bit her lip and was quiet for a few moments. “Anyway, as you know, Shelby doesn’t have any brothers or sisters, and the only life she has known has included electricity and all the modern conveniences the Englisch have. Things will be different for her here.” She picked up the basket, then smiled at Miriam. “But God is sending her here for a reason. I think the maedel needs time for healing.”

“This is a gut place for that, I think.” Miriam gave a final glance around her room. She’d dusted her oak rocking chair and chest of drawers and swept the hardwood floors after putting fresh linens on the bed. She’d even slipped a sprig of lavender in the top drawer of the chest, one of two drawers she had cleaned out for Shelby to use.

She was excited for her cousin to arrive, but her thoughts drifted to Pequea Creek where she knew her girlfriends were gathering. On Saturday afternoons during the summer, the older girls in her district met at the creek to watch the young men show off their skills by swinging on a thick rope from the highest ledge and dropping into the cool water below.

Saul Fisher would be there. He was always there. And just the thought of him made Miriam’s heart flip in her chest.

“My chores are done, Mamm. Can I take the spring buggy to the creek for a while?”

Her mother was heading out the door but turned briefly. “I guess so. But I’d like for you to be home before Shelby arrives.”

Miriam nodded. Once her mother was gone, she opened the drawer to her nightstand, then pulled out the thin silver ankle bracelet she’d bought at the market in Bird-In-Hand. She knew Leah and Hannah would be wearing theirs too, and she liked the way the delicate chain looked dangling from her ankle. She sat down on the bed and fastened the tiny clasp. Her father frowned every time he saw the inexpensive purchase, but Miriam knew her parents wouldn’t say anything since she was in her rumschpringe.

 She stood up and walked to the open window. Through the screen, she could see the cloudless blue sky and the plush grass in the yard where her red begonias were in full bloom in the flower bed. Rays of sunshine warmed her cheeks, and she closed her eyes, feeling the June breeze and breathing in the aroma of freshly cut hay from her brothers’ efforts the day before.

She looked down, wiggled her toes, and decided not to wear any shoes today, knowing that the cool blades between her toes would remind her of past summers, playing volleyball with her brothers in the yard or squirting each other with the water hose for relief from the heat. But today going barefoot was more about Saul than her childhood memories. He’d said she had cute toes the last time they were at the creek, and since Saul Fisher wasn’t big on conversation, Miriam hoped he might notice her ankle bracelet—maybe comment on it. Or her toes. It didn’t matter. Any attention from Saul caused her insides to swirl with hope for the future. Saul didn’t know it yet, but Miriam was going to marry him. She’d loved him from afar since they were children, and even though he was often withdrawn and had a reputation as a bit of a troublemaker, Miriam knew—He is just waiting for the right woman to mold him into all he can be.
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Saul crept closer to the edge of the cliff until his toes hung over the smooth rock, a natural diving board that he had jumped from a hundred times. He tucked the thick rope between his legs and cupped his hands around the knot that met him at eye level.

Then he saw her. Miriam Raber. Sitting with her girlfriends on the bank. Her brilliant blue eyes twinkled in the distance as she watched him, and she was chewing the nail on her first finger—like she always did before he jumped. And his legs grew unsteady beneath him—like they always did when Miriam was watching him.

He pulled his eyes from her and gave his head a quick shake. He’d always felt confident about whatever he was doing, except when Miriam was around. She had a strange effect on him, always had—since they were kids. He recalled a time when he and Miriam were chosen as leads in the school Christmas pageant, playing Mary and Joseph. They were in the sixth grade, and Saul was still shocked at the amount of detail he remembered from that day. She’d worn a white sheet over her dress and belted it at the waist, and her long brown hair flowed freely past her shoulders instead of bound beneath her prayer covering. Mostly he remembered the way Miriam looked at him when she spoke her lines. And the way he went completely blank and forgot his.

“Jump, Saul!”

He straightened when he heard his buddy Leroy yelling from the bank. Then he took a deep breath and swung out over the water. As he let go of the rope, he didn’t have more than a second before he plunged into the creek—but it was Miriam he saw the millisecond before his face submerged. He stayed down there longer than usual, enjoying the refreshing water and thinking about Miriam.

She was a good girl. The best. Every man of marrying age in Paradise had his eye on Miriam. Everyone except Saul. He’d known for as long as he could remember that one day he would leave Paradise. Leave her. So, despite their mutual attraction over the years, Saul had avoided her as best he could. But the older they got, the harder it was for him to keep his eyes from always drifting her way. And she seemed to have the same problem. She was always watching him.

He swam upward until his head popped above the water, and not surprisingly, his eyes found Miriam’s right away, as she smiled and clapped from the water’s edge. There were others around. But he only saw her.
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“I don’t know why you like him so much,” Hannah said when she and Miriam sat back down on the bank, following Saul’s jump. “He never pays you much mind.” Hannah stretched her arms behind her and rested on her hands. “He never pays any of us much mind.”

“He will someday.” Miriam smiled. “He’s just shy.”

Hannah chuckled. “He’s not shy, Miriam. He’s a loner.” Hannah leaned closer and whispered, “Some say that he isn’t going to be baptized, that he will leave the community.”

Miriam snapped her head to the side to face her friend. “Where did you hear that?”

Hannah lifted one shoulder, then dropped it slowly. “I don’t remember. But he doesn’t seem to—to fit in.”

“I think he fits in just fine.” Miriam smiled as she turned her attention back to Saul. She watched him climb out of the creek in a pair of blue swim trunks, then join his friends down the bank.

“He never attends singings, he doesn’t gather with the other men after church service, and remember. . .” Hannah gasped. “Remember when he got in a fight on the school yard with that Englisch boy who passed by.” She shook her head. “Not fit behavior, I say. Not at all.”

Miriam swooned with recollection. “Ya. I remember. The boy called me a name as I walked across the school yard to get on my scooter.”

“So because he stood up for you, he’s your hero? That’s not our way, Miriam.” Hannah sat taller and folded her hands in her lap. “And that’s not the only time he’s been in trouble. There was that time with John Lapp when the bishop—”

“Ya, I know, Hannah.” Miriam knew Hannah was referring to the time when Bishop Ebersol reprimanded Saul and John Lapp for fighting. Saul had refused to shave just after his sixteenth birthday, and John told Saul that only married men could grow a beard— rumschpringe or not—and that he’d better shave it off. Their harsh words led to a fistfight. Bishop Ebersol told Saul that the beard was not forbidden during rumschpringe, but the fighting was. Miriam couldn’t understand why John made such a fuss about Saul having the facial hair, especially since the bishop wasn’t very concerned. But John Lapp was married now, and he couldn’t seem to grow a beard to save his life. Must have been a sensitive subject for him.

Miriam smiled. At least she’d had a small glimpse as to what her future husband would look like, his face covered with light-brown fuzz and sandy-red highlights.

“He’s just a bit of a bad boy, Miriam.” They both watched him laughing with his friends for a moment, then Hannah turned to her and grinned. “But he is a handsome bad boy.”

“It’s more than that.” Miriam studied his back, the way he stood tall and straight like a towering spruce. His shoulders looked like they were a yard wide and molded bronze. She was glad when he put his shirt on. She took a deep breath. “He’s just. . . mysterious in a kind sort of way.”

Hannah narrowed her brows. “What does that mean?”

Miriam thought for a moment. How could she possibly put into words everything that she loved about Saul? His stunning good looks shouldn’t matter, but his face kept her up at night, and the smooth way he spoke in a raspy voice, often barely above a whisper, caused her heart to flutter. He said very little, but Miriam was sure he was filled with goodness, even if his efforts might be misdirected from time to time.

She finally blew out a deep breath. “I don’t know how to explain him. I just know that he’s a gut person.”

“How? Have you even been alone with him? You never even talk to him.” Hannah’s attitude was getting on Miriam’s nerves.

“No. But I will.”

“When?”

Miriam pulled herself up off the ground, brushed the wrinkles from her dark-blue dress, then put her hands on her hips and stared down at her friend. “I—I don’t know for sure, but—but I will.” She glanced toward Saul and the other men just in time to see Saul waving bye and leaving. He was nearing his spring buggy, and Miriam knew she would have to act fast. “I’m going to go talk to him right now.”

Hannah stood up beside her. “Really?” She tipped her head to one side.

“Ya. I’m going to go talk to him right now.”

“Well.” Hannah folded her arms across her chest and grinned. “Go, then. You better hurry. He’s leaving.”

“I am.” Miriam took a step, hesitated, then spun around to face Hannah. “I’m going.”

Hannah smiled. “I see that.”

“Ach, okay.” She forced one foot in front of the other until she was close enough to call out his name, and she had no idea what she would say.
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Saul recognized the voice and spun around a few feet from his buggy, wondering what Miriam could possibly want. They admired each other from afar. That’s the way it had always been. He glanced down at her bare feet, then smiled as he remembered telling her she had cute toes not too long ago. He’d been walking by her at the creek, and she was alone, smiling up at him from her perch on top of a rock near the water’s edge. He didn’t know why he’d said it, except for the fact that it was true.

“Hi.” She hesitated when she got closer, and Saul saw a tiny chain around her ankle.

“Nice ankle bracelet.” It was easiest to look at her feet. If he took in the rest of her, he was afraid his mouth would betray him and say something dumm.

She kicked her beautiful bare foot forward. “This? Danki.” She clutched the sides of her apron with both hands, then twisted the fabric. “Um, where are you going?”

Her face took on a rosy shade of pink, and Saul briefly wondered if his did too. “Home, I guess.” He waited, and when she didn’t say anything, he asked, “Why?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s a pretty day.”

“Then let’s go do something.” His mouth had betrayed him after all. No good could come out of getting to know Miriam better. He already liked what he saw and knew. Why build on that just to leave her in the end? But he had no regrets when her whole face spread into a smile.

“Okay.” She stepped closer, and Saul fought the urge to step back. Right now she was close enough to touch, and he wanted nothing more than to brush back a loose tendril of brown hair that had fallen from beneath her kapp. Then he locked eyes with her—those brilliant blue eyes.

“What do you wanna do?” He towered over her by at least a foot, and he rubbed his chin as he studied her. Her smooth skin glowed in the sunlight, the golden undertones evidence of the hard outdoor work everyone in their community did. Then, just like his mouth, his hand developed a mind of its own. Before his brain had time to realize what was happening, he reached up and pushed the wayward strand of hair off of her cheek. He didn’t think he’d ever touched her before, and now he would lose sleep, wondering when he could do it again.

“Danki.” She avoided his eyes and lowered her chin as she spoke. When she looked back up at him, her eyes lit with excitement. “Let’s go fishing at the old Zook farm. No one lives there, and the pond is full of fish.”

Saul folded his arms across his chest. “You fish?”

“Of course. Don’t you?”

He pulled his straw hat off and wiped sweat from his forehead. “Ya. I just didn’t take you for the fishing type.”

She giggled. “The fishing type? I can handle a fishing pole.” The sound of her laughter made him want to hear it for the rest of his life. Then she grabbed at her chest with both hands. “Oh no!”

“What?”

“I can’t go.” She gazed into his eyes. “I’m sorry.” And the way her face folded into a frown, she seemed to mean it. “I forgot that my cousin is coming this afternoon. She’s staying with us for the summer.”

Saul tried to hide his disappointment but knew it was for the best. “Do I know her?”

“No. She’s Englisch. A cousin on my father’s side.” Her eyes brightened as she smiled. “She’s coming all the way from Texas. She’s our age.” She paused. “I’m sure you’ll meet her.”

Saul nodded as he looped his thumbs beneath his suspenders, then glanced down to see his wet swim shorts had soaked through his black trousers. “I guess I’ll see you around, then.” He turned to leave, not sure what else to say to her. Spending time alone with her was a bad idea anyway.

“Saul?”

He unwrapped the reins from the tree where he had his horse tethered, not turning around. “Ya?” Then he felt a hand tap him on the back. Her simple touch rattled him so much that he dropped the reins. He quickly reached down and picked them up. “What is it?” As he stood, he couldn’t look her in the face, so he stared at her toes again.

He watched her wiggle them, and he couldn’t help but wonder if it was for his benefit. She looked up, and Saul finally locked eyes with her. When she smiled, Saul knew things were about to get complicated.

“Maybe we could go fishing tomorrow after church?” Her long eyelashes swept down across high cheekbones before she looked back at him.

This was a bad idea. But there wasn’t one thing in the world that Saul could think of that he would rather do. So he nodded.

Tomorrow he would spend the afternoon with Miriam Raber. Alone. Something he had dreamed about for years but had put just as much energy into avoiding. His life, his plan, was set. And there was no place in any of it for Miriam.

But as she looked up at him with a smile that threatened to melt his resolve, he knew that he was going to do the unthinkable—date her for the summer. Then leave her in August. God, forgive me.
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MIRIAM PUSHED HER HORSE HARD ON THE WAY HOME, grateful that the distance was short. She was late, and she feared Shelby would already be there. Mamm wouldn’t be happy with her for not being home in time to welcome her cousin.

As the buggy neared her house, she reached up and cupped her cheek with her palm, surprised by the boldness of Saul’s gentle touch, and decided being late was worth it. Tomorrow she would spend the afternoon alone with Saul, something she had wanted to do for as long as she could remember.

Mamm was sweeping the front porch when she parked the buggy, and she could see her three younger brothers out by the barn. Ben was carrying chicken feed inside, Elam had a shovel in his hand as he walked toward the barn, and little John was chasing an irritated rooster around the yard.

“You’re lucky your cousin’s flight was late, or she would have beaten you here.” Mamm kept sweeping as she spoke, but finally looked up and gave Miriam a forgiving smile.

“I’m sorry, Mamm. But I’m here now.” Miriam padded up the steps in her bare feet, feeling lighter than usual. “Can I help you with anything?”

Her mother pushed leaves from the porch with the broom, although most of them blew back in her direction. “No, I think everything is ready for your cousin’s arrival. Your daed called on the phone, and Ben happened to be in the barn and answered. Daed said that Shelby’s flight was late, but they were leaving the airport about an hour ago.” Mamm pushed a big leaf off the porch with her foot as she shook her head. “It wonders me where all this wind came from. It wasn’t windy until I started to clear the leaves from the porch.” She pushed back a strand of gray hair, then tucked it beneath her kapp.

Miriam thought of Saul.

“They should be here any minute.” Mamm leaned the broom up against the house, then put her hands on her hips and inspected the area before she turned to Miriam. “I’m making cheddar meat loaf, a recipe your Aenti Lillian shared with me before they moved to Colorado.”

Miriam thought about Aunt Lillian, Uncle Samuel, her cousins, and Aunt Katie Ann. They’d moved to Colorado in November to farmland that Lillian’s Daadi Jonas had purchased before he died. “I miss them.”

“Ya. I do too.” Mamm sat down in one of the rocking chairs on the front porch, then crossed her legs. “But your Aenti Mary Ellen got a letter from Lillian just last week, and things are coming together for them there.” Mamm gasped a bit. “Did I tell you that David is getting married? To a girl he met there named Emily.”

David was a couple of years older than Miriam, and she missed him the most. “Will we travel to the wedding?” Miriam widened her eyes as she waited for her mother to answer. A trip to Colorado sounded exciting.

“We will see.” Her mother smiled briefly, then her expression dropped. “I’m so glad that things are working out for Samuel, Lillian, and the kinner, but your Aenti Katie Ann is still having trouble adjusting to her new life there.”

Miriam’s heart hurt for Katie Ann. Her Uncle Ivan had left his dear wife shortly after moving to Colorado with the other members of their family. None of the family understood it, and her parents didn’t talk about it much. And to make matters worse, Ivan had returned to Lancaster County and taken up with an Englisch woman they all knew. Her parents said they were not to speak to Ivan, and he was never invited to any family gatherings. That’s how it was when you’ve been shunned.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with that bruder of mine.” Mamm shook her head before she stood up and pointed to the end of the driveway. “There’s a van pulling in. That must be them.” She walked down the porch steps, raised a hand above her brow to block the sun, then called for Miriam’s brothers to come up to the house.

Miriam strained to see the white van pull into the drive, then park beside the spring buggy. Mamm gathered Miriam’s brothers around her in the yard, and they watched Daed slide a long door open and step out of the backseat. He turned and pulled out two large red suitcases and set them in the grass. As he slid his door closed, the passenger door popped open, and Miriam watched a brown boot land on the ground followed by a tall girl with flowing dark-brown hair.

Mamm leaned close to Miriam. “She’s so thin.”

Miriam studied the pretty girl who turned in their direction. She and Shelby probably weighed about the same, but her cousin stood at least five inches taller than Miriam’s five-foot-five height. She nodded at her mother’s comment, then smiled as Shelby walked toward them.

Her cousin was dressed in blue jeans, and her brown boots looked like something her brothers might wear to work in the fields, except hers were pointed at the toe. Cowgirl boots. Miriam wondered if Shelby could ride a horse. They had two suitable mares in the barn.

Shelby’s dark-blue shirt was buttoned almost to the neck. Miriam knew that Mamm would appreciate the conservative clothing. Many times they’d hosted Englisch guests for supper, and Mamm was appalled when the tourists showed up in short pants, or worse, backless tops or ones that showed their stomachs. But Mamm continued to host the suppers, in conjunction with bed-and-breakfasts in the area. It provided some extra income, but the truth was, Miriam knew her mother loved to cook for others. Visitors went on and on about how good her mother’s cooking was.

“Welcome, Shelby.” Mamm gave Shelby an awkward hug, then stepped back and pointed to Miriam. “This is our daughter, Miriam.”

“Hi.” Miriam didn’t move. She was trying to decide if Shelby was happy to be here.

Her cousin said hello, but she wasn’t smiling. She wasn’t frowning either. Dark sunglasses hid her eyes, and her expression was confusing, rather blank.

Mamm introduced Shelby to the boys, then instructed Ben and Elam to carry her bags to Miriam’s room as everyone else moved into the den.

“I will let you womenfolk talk. I think the cows are ready for milking.” Miriam’s father excused himself. Aaron Raber wasn’t one for small talk, and Miriam suspected that he’d probably sat quietly in the backseat while the driver and Shelby talked on the way home from the airport.

Miriam watched her cousin eyeing her new surroundings. Shelby edged toward the couch when Mamm motioned her in that direction and told her to sit and rest, adding that she must be weary from her travels. As Shelby sat down on the tan sofa, Miriam saw her eyes darting around the room—to the two high-back rockers on the other side of the den, then to the hutch near the entryway. Miriam wondered what Shelby thought about their plain surroundings.

“I bet this is much different than what you are used to.” Mamm sat down beside Shelby on the couch and twisted slightly to face her. Miriam sat down in one of the rockers, as did John.

“Not so much.” Shelby showed the first hint of a smile. “It’s nice.”

Miriam breathed a small sigh of relief. Shelby had a soft, quiet voice, and when her brown eyes met with Miriam’s, her smile broadened a bit.

John kicked his rocker into motion, his blond bob in need of a trim. “Do you have a cell phone?”

“Yes, I do.” Shelby turned to Mamm. “Is that okay?”

“Ya, I think so.” She paused. “If you wouldn’t mind, we’d prefer if you use it outside. We have a phone in the barn. You’re welcome to use that also.”

Shelby nodded, then fumbled with the straps of the brown purse in her lap and bit her lip. Miriam wanted her to feel comfortable in their home.

“Do you want to see your room?” Miriam stood up from the rocker and smiled.

“Sure.” Shelby rose, draped her purse over her shoulder, and waited for Miriam to motion toward the stairs.

“You girls get settled while I finish supper,” Mamm said as she rose to her feet, then walked across the den toward the kitchen.

“We’re the third door on the right at the end of the hallway.” Miriam let Shelby walk in front of her, and her cousin’s dark hair bounced against the middle of her back as she started up the stairs. Miriam’s hair was just as long, although bound beneath her prayer covering. She thought about Saul again. He’ll see the length of my hair on our wedding night.

Shelby stopped at the third door on the right. “This one?”

“Ya.” Miriam reached around her and pushed the door wide. “Your bed is that one.” She pointed to the bed on the right side of the nightstand. “I put fresh linens on it just this morning.”

Shelby sat down on the bed and ran her hand across the quilt. “Thank you.”

“I also cleared two drawers for you and made room for you to hang your clothes on those hooks over there.” Miriam pointed to a dozen hooks running along a two-by-four on the far wall.

Her cousin glanced in that direction, then hung her head before she looked back up at Miriam. “I’m sorry you have to share this small room with a stranger.”

Miriam sat down on her own bed and faced her cousin, unable to ignore the sadness in Shelby’s voice. “I don’t mind at all. I’ve been looking forward to your visit.” Miriam glanced around her room. She’d always thought it was a nice-sized room. “And you’re my cousin, so not really a stranger.” She smiled, and Shelby did so also, then quickly looked down.

When the silence grew uncomfortable, Miriam spoke again. “Tomorrow is church, but maybe Monday I can take you to town after we do chores.”

Shelby nodded, then stood up and walked toward the window. She leaned her nose close to the screen and peered outside for a moment, then spun around. “Would we go in a buggy? Do you drive one of those?” Her eyes lit up, and Miriam silently thanked God at the glimmer of happiness in her voice.

“Ya. I drive the buggy. I’ve been driving by myself since I was twelve, but mostly on the back roads. I was sixteen before I started taking my little brothers and going to town.” She paused as she walked to where Shelby was standing by the window. “Have you ever been in a buggy?”

Shelby turned to face her. “No. I’ve never even been in an Amish town or been around an—an Amish person.” She bit her lip again as her eyes grew round.

Miriam recalled her mother’s earlier comments but assumed Shelby must not remember her visit here as a young child. She leaned closer to Shelby and whispered, “I promise we don’t bite.”

Finally, a full smile. “Good to know.”
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Shelby sat next to Miriam at the large wooden table in the kitchen. It felt like eating at a luxurious picnic table with a long backless bench on either side, and the breeze blowing through three different open windows in the kitchen only added to the picnic effect. At each end of the table was an armchair. Aaron was already seated in one, and Rebecca was standing at the counter pouring glasses of iced tea. The boys waited patiently on the bench across from Shelby and Miriam. Shelby surveyed the offerings already on the table as her stomach growled. Aside from the meat loaf and potatoes, the rest was unfamiliar.

Rebecca placed the last two glasses of tea in front of Ben and John, then took a seat at the opposite end of the table from her husband.

“Shelby, we pray silently before and after a meal.” Rebecca smiled before she bowed her head along with the rest of the family. Shelby followed suit, but she didn’t have anything to say to God. She lifted her head when she heard movement around her.

Miriam passed her a bowl first. “This is creamed celery.”

Shelby spooned a generous helping onto her plate, trying to remember the last time she’d sat down for a family meal like this. She tried to recall when the problems had started between her parents. When had the two most important people in her life stopped loving each other and started screaming at each other?

“Do you like to cook, Shelby?” Rebecca passed a tray with bread toward Shelby, and Shelby nodded. She could remember spending hours in the kitchen with her mother when she was young. Mom would set her up on the counter, and together they would bake a variety of cookies. Shelby’s job was to lick the beaters clean and be the tester for each warm batch that came from the oven.

She sat quietly, listening to the family talk about their day. The oldest boy, Ben, told a story about running into someone named Big Jake in a place called Bird-In-Hand. “He ain’t ever gonna sell that cow now that everyone knows it birthed a calf with two heads.” Ben laughed, then squinted as he leaned forward a bit. “I heard he even took the animal to Ida King, and—”

“Ben!” Rebecca sat taller in her chair and scowled at her oldest son. “We will not speak of such things at supper—or any time.” She turned to Shelby and spoke in a whisper. “Ida King practices powwowing.”

Shelby laid a fork full of creamed celery on her plate. “What’s that?”

Rebecca shook her head. “Her practices are not something the Lord would approve of.”

“She’s like a witch doctor,” Miriam whispered to Shelby.

“Enough.” Aaron didn’t look up as he spoke, but everyone adhered to his wishes and ate silently for a moment, then Elam commented that he saw a raccoon trying to climb the fence to his mother’s garden. Shelby had noticed the large garden on the side of the house when the van first pulled into the driveway.

“I put a bowl of freshly cut vegetables right outside the fence for that fellow, hoping he wouldn’t get greedy,” Rebecca said with a laugh.

The youngest boy—John—chuckled as he told a tale about chasing their rooster around the barn. Shelby saw the boy’s father grimace, but he didn’t say anything.

“And what about you, Miriam?” Rebecca pinched a piece of bread and held it in her hand as she waited for her daughter to answer. “How was your time at the creek?”

Shelby wondered what they did for fun here. She used to love to swim. She turned slightly toward her cousin and waited.

“It was fine,” Miriam said.

“She only goes there to see Saul Fisher.” Ben reached across his brother and pulled back a slice of bread. Shelby was sure this was the best bread she’d had in her life, warm and dripping with butter. She took another bite of her own slice as Ben went on. “But you’re wasting your time. I’ve heard it told that he ain’t gonna be baptized.”

“You don’t know that, Ben.” Miriam’s tone was sharp as she frowned at her brother.

Ben’s glare challenged her as he leaned forward in his chair. “That’s what folks are saying.”

“No talk of rumors, Ben.” Once again Aaron didn’t look up from his plate, but the conversation ceased immediately, and Rebecca started to talk about a new schoolteacher named Sarah who would be taking over when school started up again in September. When she was done, she spoke directly to Shelby.

“Will you be attending college next year, Shelby?”

Shelby took a deep breath as she shifted her weight. That had certainly been the plan, until she learned that her parents used up her college fund fighting each other in their divorce. “No, ma’am. I’ll be getting a job when I go home.”

Aaron lifted his head for the first time and looked directly at her. “Hard work is good for the soul. Too much schooling can turn a person from what is important—the love of the land and a hard day’s work.”

“Aaron, now you know that the Englisch often send their children to college, and it’s not our place to judge.” Rebecca smiled at Shelby. “I’m sure you will find a gut job suited to you when you return, Shelby.”

She doubted it. What kind of job can I get without a college degree? But she didn’t much care what kind of job she found. She was having trouble caring about much of anything. Over the past few months, she’d made sure that she wouldn’t feel much, and she was never going to forgive herself for the things she’d done. Things she knew God wouldn’t approve of. She used to care what God thought, but she’d stopped when she realized. . . God had given up on her.

These strangers, with their odd clothes and strange lifestyle, seemed nice enough, but her parents were only further punishing her by sending her to this foreign place. Haven’t they hurt me enough?
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Miriam walked into her bedroom with her hair in a towel and dressed in her long white nightgown. Shelby was already tucked into bed with her head buried in a book.

“What are you reading?” Miriam pulled the towel from her wet hair, then reached for a brush inside the top drawer of her nightstand. She sat on the edge of her bed and fought the tangles.

“Your hair is so pretty.” Shelby looked up from her book, but Miriam noticed that she also had a pen in her hand, which she began to tap against the book. “Why do you keep it up underneath those caps?”

Miriam continued to pull the brush through her hair as she spoke. “We believe a woman’s head should be covered, and we try not to show the length of our hair to a man until after we’re married.” She stopped brushing for a moment as she recalled past trips to the beach when most Amish girls shed their caps and pulled their hair into ponytails. “Some boys have seen our hair at the beach, though.”

“You’re kidding, right?” Shelby stopped tapping her pen and sat taller in the bed, then propped the pillow up behind her. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean that to sound—”

“No, that’s okay. I’m sure our ways must seem strange to you.”

Shelby closed the pink book in her lap and put the pen on the nightstand. “I’m sure everyone else seems strange to you too. Us ‘Englisch’ as I heard your mom say.”

Miriam pushed her hair behind her ears and put the brush back in the top drawer, glad that a conversation was ensuing. “No. We have many Englisch friends, so we know how different things are outside of our community.”

“How much school do you have left, or did you already graduate?”

“I’m done with school. We only attend school through the eighth grade.” Miriam was surprised that Shelby didn’t seem to know anything about them. Miriam thought Shelby might have done a little research before she got here, but she didn’t fault her for that.

Shelby leaned farther back against the pillow. She was wearing a long blue nightgown, and again Miriam thought about how that would please her mother. Maybe someone had told Shelby that it would be appreciated if she dressed conservatively.

Her cousin began to kick her feet together beneath the covers. Miriam had noticed that Shelby was always fidgeting and couldn’t seem to be still. Even during supper, Shelby kept moving in her seat, pushing her food around, and she wiped her mouth a lot with her napkin. She must be nervous.

“Will you leave here, since you’re eighteen? Or do you plan to stay here forever?” Something about the way Shelby said forever made it sound like a bad thing.

“I would never leave here.” Miriam settled into her own bed and also kicked the covers to the bottom. “I plan to be baptized in the fall, and. . .” And marry Saul someday. She smiled as she thought about her future. “And someday I’ll get married and start a family of my own.”

“Aren’t you curious, you know. . . about everything outside of here?”

“No. I’m in my rumschpringe. That means that at sixteen, we get to experience the outside world, then choose if we want to stay here and be baptized as a member of the community, or leave.” Miriam fluffed her pillow as she spoke. “So I think I’ve seen enough of the Englisch world the past couple of years. It’s not for me.”

Shelby twisted to face Miriam, then tapped a finger to her chin. “How many leave here?”

“Hardly any. I mean, a few do. But most of us stay.” Miriam smiled slightly. “It’s all we know, but what we know is gut, and I can’t imagine living anywhere else.”

“Who is Saul?”

Miriam sighed as she recalled the gentle way Saul brushed back a strand of her hair earlier that day, the feel of his touch. “A friend.” “You like him. I can tell.” Shelby smiled a bit.

“Ya, I guess I do.” She reached over and turned the flame on the gas lantern up since nightfall was upon them, then she eased down in the bed and propped herself up on one elbow. “What about you? Do you have a boyfriend in Texas?”

They both jumped when a gust of wind blew in through the screen and caused the green blind to bounce against the open window.

“I did. His name is Tommy.” She shuffled in her bed. “He broke up with me when my parents were—were going through their divorce. I had thought. . . well, I thought we might get married someday.”

“I’m sorry.” Miriam had never had a real boyfriend. She’d been carted home by plenty of boys following Sunday singings since she’d turned sixteen, but her heart belonged to Saul. She knew she would wait for him.

“It’s okay. I really don’t care.”

Somehow Miriam didn’t think that to be true. “Was he your boyfriend for a long time?” Miriam wanted to ask if they had kissed, but she didn’t even know Shelby. That was something she might ask Leah or Hannah.

“About six months. Until things got bad with my family.” She paused, then also propped herself up on one elbow and faced Miriam. They each strained to see each other over the nightstand in between them, so Miriam shifted upward a bit. Shelby did too. “Then he said I was sad all the time.”

They were quiet for a while. “Are you still sad?” Miriam knew it was a dumb question. Of course she was sad. Her parents had recently divorced. “I mean, are you sad about him? Do you miss him?”

“No.”

Again Miriam suspected otherwise.

“Did anyone tell you that breakfast is at four thirty?”

Shelby bolted upward, and Miriam could tell she was straining to see past the lantern in between them. “You’re kidding, right?”

“No. We start our day early. The cows have to be milked, which Daed and the boys take care of. I usually go to the henhouse and collect eggs while Mamm gets breakfast started. Tomorrow is church service, so we will travel to the Dienner farm for that. We don’t work on Sundays, but during the week, Mamm and I start the day by weeding the garden before the heat of the day is on us. Then we do our baking, and. . .” Miriam didn’t want to overwhelm her cousin, so she trailed off with a sigh.

“I guess that’s why everyone is already in bed, then.” Shelby glanced at the battery-operated clock on the nightstand. “At eight thirty.”

“Ya. Early to bed, early to rise.” Miriam smiled, then turned the small fan on the nightstand toward Shelby. “Batteries. Sure saves us from the summer heat.”

“It’s not so bad.”

Miriam chuckled. “Wait until August.”

They were quiet again for a while, then Miriam reached over to extinguish the lantern. “Guess we’d best sleep. Morning will be here soon enough.”

Shelby sat up in the bed. “Do you mind if we leave that on for just a little while longer? Will it bother you, keep you from sleeping?”

Miriam pulled back her hand. “No, I’ll just face toward the window. Just turn the knob to the left when you’re ready for sleep.”

“Okay. Thanks. I like to write in my journal before I go to bed.” Shelby reached for the pen on the nightstand.

“Do you do that every day?”

“Most days.”

Miriam noticed the tiny lock dangling from the side of the small book, and she wondered if Shelby locked it when she was done writing in it. Would Shelby ever share the contents with her like she assumed sisters would?

“Good night, Shelby.”

“Good night.”

Miriam closed her eyes and said her nightly prayers. She wondered if Shelby prayed before sleep. Just in case she didn’t. . . Dear Lord, I sense sadness inside my cousin. Please wrap Your loving arms around her and guide her toward true peacefulness, the kind of peace and harmony that only comes from a true relationship with You. May her time here help to heal her heart. Aamen.
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Shelby stared at the page for a long while. Her cousin was snoring before Shelby wrote the first word. She sat thinking about her parents, images she wished she could erase from her mind. So much screaming. Especially when Shelby’s mother found out that her father had cheated on her. Shelby recalled that night with more detail than the other fights she’d seen her parents have. Her mother called her father names that she’d never heard spoken in her house. And from that moment, things went from bad to worse. And no one seemed to care how it was affecting her. It was as if the ground dropped from beneath her and she just kept falling, with no one to save her. She’d always relied on her father to protect her, to keep her safe—but he was the one who had pushed her into this dark place she couldn’t seem to escape. Her mother was too distraught to notice and focused much of her energy on how to get even with Shelby’s father. Then Tommy chose to break her heart in the midst of everything. “You’re sad all the time, Shelby,” he’d said. “I just can’t be around you like this anymore.”

Shelby glanced around at her new accommodations for the next three months. She could run away, she supposed. But she didn’t have much money, so she wouldn’t get far. And she didn’t want to take up with the kind of people that she had in Texas, other lost souls like herself who eased their pain with alcohol and drugs. But what did she want?

She put the pen to paper.

Dear Diary,

I’ve been shipped to Pennsylvania to live with my Amish cousins— people I don’t even know, who dress funny, don’t have electricity, and who get up at four thirty to start their day. They seem nice enough, but I don’t want to be here. The only family I have ever known sent me here against my will. If my parents love me, why don’t they want me with them? They only care about themselves. They have destroyed my life with their stupid decisions, and I’m the one who has to suffer along with them. If Tommy loved me, why did he break up with me? I know I’ve made some mistakes in my life, but I don’t think I deserve this.

Or maybe I do. Maybe I’m being punished. I don’t know. I just know that I feel bad all the time. I want to be loved, but my heart is so empty, and my faith in life, in God, is gone. I don’t have anything to live for.
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