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Authors’ Note

 


 


It should be noted that the Amish people and
their communities differ one from another. There are, in fact, no
two Amish communities that are exactly alike. It is this premise on
which this book is written. We have taken cautious steps to assure
the authenticity of Amish practices and customs. Both Old Order
Amish and New Order Amish are portrayed in this work of fiction and
may be inconsistent with some Amish communities.

We, as Englischers, can learn a lot
from the Plain People and their simple way of life. Their hard
work, close-knit family life, and concern for others are to be
applauded. As the Lord wills, may this special culture continue to
be respected and remain so for many centuries to come, and may the
light of God’s salvation reach their hearts.


 


 


 


Unofficial Glossary of Pennsylvania Dutch
Words

 


Ach – Oh

Aldi – Girlfriend

Ausbund – Amish hymn book

Bloobier – Blueberry

Boppli – Baby

Bopplin – Babies

Bruder – Brother

Dat, Daed – Dad

Dawdi – Grandfather

Denki – Thanks

Der Herr - The Lord

Dochder – Daughter

Dokter – Doctor

Dummkopp – Dummy

Englischer – A non-Amish person

Ferhoodled – Mixed up, Crazy

Fraa – Woman, Wife

Gott – God

Gut – Good

Gross Dawdi – Great Grandfather

Haus – House

Hullo – Hello

Jah – Yes

Kapp – Prayer Covering

Kinner – Children

Kumm – Come

Lieb – Love

Liede – Song

Mamm – Mom

Mammi – Grandmother

Mein Liewe – My Dear

Mudder – Mother

Nee – No

Ordnung – Rules of the Amish
Community

Rumspringa – Running around years

Schweschder – Sister

Vadder – Father

Vorsinger – Song Leader

Wunderbaar – Wonderful
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To our family…

 


Without your love and support, this dream
would have never become a reality.


 


 


 


Characters in Joanna’s Struggle

 


The Fisher Family

Joanna Fisher – Main character

John Fisher – Joanna’s grandfather

Miriam Fisher – Joanna’s grandmother

Gideon Fisher – Joanna’s dad

Esther Fisher – Joanna’s mom

Isaac Fisher – Joanna’s older brother

Grace Fisher – Joanna’s older sister

Jonathan Fisher – Joanna’s younger
brother

 


The Esh Family

Chloe Esh – Joanna’s best friend

Daniel Esh – Chloe’s grandfather

Peter Esh – Chloe’s dad

Mary Esh – Chloe’s mom

Rachel Esh – Chloe’s older sister

Stephen Esh – Chloe’s younger brother

Abigail Esh – Chloe’s younger sister

Ruthie Esh – Chloe’s younger sister

 


The Hostettler Family

Judah Hostettler – the bishop

Lydia Hostettler – the bishop’s wife

Nathan Hostettler – the bishop’s son

 


The Yoder Family

Deacon Yoder – the deacon

Sarah Yoder – deacon’s wife

Ruth Yoder – deacon’s daughter

Eli Yoder – deacon’s son

Annie Yoder – deacon’s daughter

 


Other

Naomi Fast – a driver for the Amish

Katie Fast – Naomi’s daughter

Philip King – the herb doctor


Chapter 1 – Mud Sale

 


“Be not far from me; for
trouble is near; for there is none to help.”

Psalm 22:11

 


 


Eleven-year-old Joanna Fisher bounded into
the barn calling, “Jonathan. Jonathan. Mamm said to…OW!” she
cried, as a clod of dirt pelted her arm. From the haymow she heard
muffled giggles and impatiently yelled, “Jonathan Fisher, you
dummkopp. I’m gonna get you for that. Mamm will not
be happy when she sees that you’ve gotten my dress dirty again.
Especially since,” she added, attempting to wipe the debris from
her burgundy cape dress, “we’re going to the auction. Mamm
said you need to get ready now.”

From behind a haystack she heard a gasp and
then a sandy colored head popped up. “The mud sale?” seven-year-old
Jonathan exclaimed, climbing down the ladder and darting out of the
barn like a bolt of lightning.

Her anger subsided, Joanna giggled softly to
herself. “For sure and for certain Jonathan is excited about
attending the mud sale.”

She sighed deeply and adjusted her prayer
kapp, a few of her honey brown tresses escaping the tight
bun behind her head. Lord, I’m trying to love my little brother,
but sometimes he makes it difficult, Joanna complained silently
to God. She’d been taught in her Amish heritage not just to love
her family and friends, but to love her enemies as well. That
certainly was not the easiest thing to do.

On this beautiful Saturday morning, the sun
shone brightly through the sparse poplar trees that lined the
Fishers’ property. They’d just had a church service, or Sunday
Go-To-Meeting, as they called it, last week. There would be no
meeting this week because they were only held every other Sunday.
Joanna loved to attend the services, although sometimes she had
trouble staying awake. She didn’t feel bad though, because
sometimes she would see several of the older folks nod off too, and
occasionally they even snored until they were nudged by the
person sitting next to them.

Three hours was a long time for anyone to
sit through preaching, let alone a girl Joanna’s age. Her brother
Jonathan had an awfully difficult time staying in his seat. One
time, unbeknownst to their folks, he made his way up to the front
where Bishop Hostettler was preaching. As the bishop delivered his
message, Jonathan followed behind him, mimicking his every move. No
one reprimanded him for his actions as he performed his silly
antics. Joanna attributed their folks’ passiveness to the fact that
they were probably too dismayed to do anything at the time. And, of
course, nobody wanted to interrupt the bishop’s message.
When the bishop noticed the amused faces of his flock and that the
eyes of his congregation were focusing on something other than him,
he turned around to see what was stealing their attention. He then
offered to let Jonathan speak, commenting that perhaps the boy had
a future in preaching. Sheepishly, Jonathan declined and Joanna
never saw him ascend the platform again.

The ministers preached from the Luther
Bible, which was in High German, so Joanna could only understand
bits and pieces of the sermon. (Most Amish only spoke Pennsylvania
Dutch, which had some words similar to German, and English.) She
was looking forward to this Sunday when they would rest and visit
with friends and family.

Joanna skipped out of the barn and
accidentally collided into her father Gideon, who was leading their
beautiful auburn horse. “Careful, Joanna, you almost bumped into
Cinnamon here.”

“Sorry, Dat. I wasn’t looking where I
was go–”

“‘Tis all right,” her dad interrupted,
patting her hand, “now go help your Mamm. We will leave
soon.” Joanna hurried to the house.

“Joanna, we could use your help getting the
sandwiches ready to take to the mud sale,” her thirteen-year-old
sister Grace requested. “And fill up the thermos with hot coffee.”
Joanna did as told, and then placed the items into their large
picnic basket.

“Mamm,” Joanna inquired of her
mother, “are ya takin’ anything to sell today?”

“Jah, denki for reminding me.
I need to go down to the cellar to get some more jellies and jams.
It’s a gut thing that the Lord blessed us with extra fruit
and vegetables last harvest,” her mother answered.

When everything was finally ready, all six
members of the Fisher family loaded the buggy and headed for the
mud sale. Joanna could barely contain her excitement. She couldn’t
wait to see her best friend Chloe. The two girls enjoyed perusing
the many booths almost as much as being in one another’s
company.

Maybe now would be a good time to
ask, thought Joanna.

“Dat, Mamm,” she said,
hesitating, “do you mind if I get an after-school job so I can earn
some extra money?”

“Do you think you’ll have any spare time,
with all your chores and what not?” her mother queried, sending a
pointed look that didn’t reassure Joanna.

“I can do my chores as soon as I get home
from school, and I’ll have some extra time during the summer after
the harvest is over. I have been doing a good job with my
chores, ain’t?” Joanna hoped they’d agree.

Her dad answered, “Well, you have
done your chores diligently…Just what kind of work did ya have in
mind to do, Joanna?”

“Oh, I’m not sure just yet.” Joanna thought.
“Maybe I can help take care of a boppli, or do some
housework for one of our Englischer neighbors like Ruth
Yoder does.” She hoped mentioning the deacon’s daughter would help
her plight.

“We’ll talk about this later. Right now your
vadder and I need to discuss the auction,” her mom replied,
turning back to the front, indicating the discussion was over.

As her mother and father conversed, Joanna
and her siblings sat quietly in the back seat of the buggy. Well,
most of them did. Jonathan dug into his pocket with one of his
grubby little hands and pulled out a tree frog. An imaginary battle
ensued with the small green amphibian and Jonathan’s index finger.
Mamm turned around several times in an attempt to shush the
young boy, but her efforts were futile and she eventually allowed
him to indulge in his merriment.

Cinnamon trotted along at an even pace as
they rode past farm houses, barns, silos, and pastures. The fresh
scents of spring wafted through the air and Joanna breathed in
deeply. Soon, I’ll be able to take off my shoes and run barefoot
through the meadow, she mused. Oh, to feel the cool, soft,
green blades of grass beneath my feet again after being in these
miserable shoes all winter.

Many Englischer cars impatiently
passed their buggy on the road, some of them honking their horns.
The fast, large metal contraptions were sometimes intimidating from
the inside of a horse-drawn buggy, especially the huge semi-trucks
that nearly blew them off the road. The Amish preferred a simpler,
slower-paced lifestyle which, for the most part, Joanna agreed was
better. Sure, the Plain People had to work harder than others but
that was the life they had chosen. Separation from the world is
what they called it, a lifestyle set-apart. The best part about it
though, in Joanna’s opinion, was the closeness of their tightknit
community. Their People loved and cared for one another and it was
evident in every aspect of life.

Joanna hummed softly as they came into the
Ronks firehouse parking lot and up to one of the hitching posts.
Several of the young Amish men often offered their help at the
small volunteer fire department. Once, the firemen were called out
to a fire at her uncle’s metal shop. One of the sparks shot out
from the welder and ignited some hay nearby, instantly setting the
shop ablaze. There were several Amish men working for the fire
department that day, so news of the fire spread quickly. Not too
long after the incident, the men of the community rallied together
and built a new barn for her uncle in a single day.

The familiar sights and sounds of the mud
sale brought excitement, especially for the children. It had been a
whole year since Joanna’s entire family last attended one, even
though there were several throughout Lancaster County. They are
called “mud sales” because they take place in the late winter and
early spring when the frozen ground begins to thaw, sometimes
turning the ground into mud. The money raised at the sales
benefited the volunteer firehouse, to make sure they were supplied
with the necessary equipment to serve their surrounding
communities.

“Come on, Joanna,” her brother Isaac called.
“Stop your daydreaming and let’s go.”

As Joanna stepped out of the buggy, her eyes
scanned the crowd for any signs of Chloe. Her friend was nowhere to
be seen. She must not be here yet, Joanna thought
disappointedly.

Her dad seemed to have read her thoughts and
chuckled. “Don’t worry Joanna, she’ll be here soon. Let’s look
around and see what they have for sale today. Keep an eye out for a
gut saddle. We’ll need one for the mare that I plan on
purchasing at the auction.”

“Ach, really, Dat?” Joanna
squealed. “How will we bring her home?”

“I thought that Isaac would like to ride her
back to Paradise,” Gideon replied. “She’ll need to get used to his
touch, especially since she’ll be pulling his new courting buggy
that we’re picking up from the Hostettlers’ next week.”

By the enthusiasm in his voice, Joanna
perceived that her father was proud of her sixteen-year-old brother
Isaac. He would be the first of the Fisher children to enter into
adulthood and, hopefully, join the Amish church. Eventually, he’d
be married and have bopplin too. Joanna smiled at the
thought, although she had no idea whom her brother might be
interested in courting.

“There you are, Jo,” Chloe Esh called from
the next table over which sold home baked goods. She quickly made
her way through the crowd toward Joanna carrying a whoopie pie for
each of them, passing Amish and Englisch alike. Children ran
to and fro amidst the large crowd. “Can you believe all the people
this year?”

“It seems like every year there’re more
Englischers, jah?” Joanna replied, as she gave her friend a
quick hug and accepted the delicious treat.

“Jah, and Plain folks, too,” Chloe
mumbled around a bite. She eagerly pulled on Joanna’s arm. “Let’s
go see the new pony cart Eli Yoder just bought. Maybe he’ll give us
a ride in it.”

“I want to look at the quilts too, but we
can do that later. First, let me tell Dat where we’ll be,”
Joanna spoke, and then turned to her father. “Chloe and I are going
to walk around a bit, then meet up with her mamm. Remember,
I’m riding home with the Eshes.”

“Make sure you’re home for the evening
meal,” her father reminded her, as he and her mother leisurely
strolled to the next vendor’s table. “Have a gut time.”

“My dat said to be lookin’ for a
gut saddle,” Joanna informed Chloe as they turned to walk in
the direction of the quilts. “He’s getting a new horse today to
pull Isaac’s courtin’ buggy.”

“Ach, I wonder who he’ll be
courtin’,” Chloe said dreamily.

Oblivious to Chloe’s musings, Joanna
continued, “I can’t wait – a new horse to ride. I hope the horse is
black. The black ones are so pretty, especially when they’re
racing.”

“Joanna Fisher! Don’t tell me you’ve been
racing Barley without me,” Chloe heralded.

“Shh…we don’t want to let everyone know our
secret. Besides, you know I never race without my best friend,”
Joanna whispered, surveying the area for Amish folk that may have
overheard. Hopefully, Deacon Yoder was nowhere nearby. “Let’s go
look at the jams and jellies now. I helped Mamm make some
plum jam – your favorite,” Joanna said proudly.

The girls pushed their way through the crowd
toward the brightly decorated jam table. “Hello, Sarah Yoder,”
Chloe hollered, waving to Eli’s mother.

“How are you girls doing this fine morning?”
the kind woman asked.

“We’re doin’ gut. Ain’t so, Chloe?”
Joanna replied, nudging Chloe gently.

“Jah, how are you?” Chloe politely
asked Sarah, although her eyes flitted elsewhere.

“Well actually, I’m all done in. We’ve been
here since before sun-up,” Sarah answered, then rubbed the back of
her flaxen-haired daughter. “I think Annie and I are ready for a
nap.”

“Where are the little ones? Did they stay
home today?” Chloe wondered aloud.

“Jah, Ruth is watching them today,”
Sarah responded.

“Has anyone bought my mamm’s jam
yet?” Joanna questioned.

“Yes, a few, but there’re plenty more yet,”
Sarah Yoder answered, as she examined the table full of delicious
home-canned jams and jellies. “They usually sell like hotcakes, so
I’m sure we’ll be raisin’ lots of money today.” Most of the Amish
in Joanna’s district donated their time and talents to help out,
along with others in the surrounding communities.

“Joanna and I better get going if we want to
see the pony cart and the quilts,” Chloe announced, leading Joanna
toward the quilts.

“Have a gut time, girls,” Sarah
called, as they walked off.

The girls walked up to a grand display of
handmade Amish quilts. Joanna and Chloe eyed the various designs
with wonder, trying to decide which of the creations their favorite
was. Some of the quilts were simple patch work designs and others
were amazingly intricate in detail. Joanna decided the Ocean Wave
pattern quilt was her favorite design. Perhaps she’d make one for a
friend’s wedding gift someday.

“Look at this,” Chloe remarked, fingering a
brightly colored Hearts All-Around quilt, “it’s beautiful.”

“Jah, it looks perfect. Not a stitch
out of place. I hope I can quilt this gut someday,” Joanna
responded.

“Jah, me too,” Chloe agreed, her
mouth still agape.

“Hey, there’s Philip King, the herb
dokter. I wonder why he’s looking at the quilts,”
Joanna thought aloud.

“I heard that,” Philip King replied,
chuckling.

“Heard what?” Chloe asked, feigning
innocence.

“I happen to be purchasing a quilt for my
friend’s wedding over in Hickory Hollow next week, for your
information. And as of now, the three of us are the only ones that
know about it, and I expect you two to keep my secret.” Philip
winked.

“Of course we will,” they chorused and
winked backed. The girls knew how quickly news could spread. The
Amish community was certainly not immune to gossip. Sometimes
the People all the way over in other states like Indiana and Ohio
know what is going on in our back yard, Joanna thought. Yes,
they would keep tight-lipped about Philip’s gift.

“We need to find him a wife,” Chloe
whispered softly in Joanna’s ear.

“Jah, a wife indeed,” Joanna
whispered back, smiling broadly.

“What was that, girls?” Philip raised his
dark brown eyebrows.

“Nothing,” they replied in unison, which
sent them into a fit of giggles.

“Well, I’d better get going…back to my herb
search.” Philip King smiled and walked off slowly.

I wonder why that nice, good-looking man
hasn’t married, Joanna pondered.

 


<><><>

 


A couple of hours later, Joanna and Chloe
had been to just about every vendor booth. They both agreed that
the quilt table was their favorite – aside from the horses at
auction, of course. The sun stood just above the trees to the west
and several families, including Joanna’s, had already left for
home.

“Chloe…Chloe…” the girls heard Chloe’s
mother calling in the distance.

“Ach, that’s Mamm calling.
We’d better go,” Chloe chided.

“You go ahead, and I’ll be there in a bit. I
need to use the bathroom,” Joanna pleaded.

“Okay, but don’t be long. I think they want
to leave soon,” she replied and ran off.

The restroom wasn’t too far a walk, thank
goodness. As Joanna turned the corner, she felt a firm grasp on her
elbow and it startled her. She saw a huge shadow behind her. “Don’t
make a sound or you will regret it,” a man with a deep,
raspy voice whispered in her ear. He then pointed in the opposite
direction. “Now, we’re going to walk quickly and get into that blue
truck over there. Do you hear me, young lady?”

She nodded briefly, glancing at the old
rusted blue truck. What should I do? Run? I can’t, his grip is
too strong. Joanna thought desperately. Scream! she told
herself. But when she opened her mouth no sound would come out.
Frightened and shaking, Joanna complied with his wishes and headed
toward the truck in silence…


Chapter 2 – Where’s Joanna?

 


“What time I am afraid, I will
trust in thee.” Psalm 56:3

 


 


“We’ve got to get on the road now; it’s
getting dark,” Chloe’s father reminded.

“I still don’t see Joanna anywhere…she
should have been back by now. I told her not to be long.” Chloe was
beginning to worry.

“Ach, don’t fret,” Mary replied. “She
probably just ran into one of the other kinner and lost
track of time. I’ll go with you to find her.”

When Chloe and her mother skimmed the
restroom, Joanna was nowhere to be seen. “Well, she’s not in there.
Let’s keep looking, she couldn’t have gone far,” her mom decided,
heading toward the nearly empty parking lot. “Look, there’s Philip
King. Maybe he has seen her.”

“Hello, ladies. Getting ready to head back
to Paradise soon?” Philip asked, congenial as always.

“Jah, hullo, Philip,” Mary Esh
responded. “Have you seen Joanna Fisher recently? Chloe left her at
the restroom about thirty minutes ago and now it’s starting to get
dark. She’s supposed to ride home with us.” Most families didn’t
like to travel on the main roads at night. There had been many
buggy accidents among the People after dark. The lanterns on the
buggies were not very bright, and some of the Amish didn’t use many
reflectors.

“No, I haven’t seen her since earlier today
when she was with your daughter. Let me put my purchases in my
buggy, then I’ll help you look for her,” Philip promised with a
tinge of concern on his face.

True to his word, Philip returned promptly
with another Amish man and two Plain Mennonite friends to help with
the search.

After an hour, Joanna was still nowhere to
be found. The crowd had thinned out quite a bit and the situation
did not look promising. The search team had looked everywhere with
no sign of Joanna.

“Do you think we should contact the
authorities?” one of Philip’s Mennonite friends suggested.

“Well, she may be at home as we speak...I
will use the telephone to see if she went home with someone else.”
Peter Esh pulled some coins from his pocket, and then proceeded to
locate a pay phone. Unless absolutely necessary, the People did not
like to involve the Englisch authorities in their affairs.
Instead, they chose to trust God, however difficult that might
be.

 


<><><>

 



Ring...ring...ring...ring...ring...the telephone sounded in
the Fishers’ barn.

“Did you hear something, Esther?” Gideon
Fisher asked as he sat reading his Bible.

“No, I didn’t hear anything. I have too much
going on, tryin’ to make dinner and what not, to pay attention. But
that doesn’t mean you didn’t hear anything,” Esther replied,
smiling.

“Jah, you heard the telephone,
Dat,” Isaac said, as he walked down the stairs from his
room. “I was on the balcony and I heard it, but it stopped ringing
already.”

“I wonder who would be calling the shop at
this time of the day. Probably some Englischer who wants to
order a table,” Gideon voiced his thoughts. “Well, I suppose if it
is important they’ll call back later.”

 


<><><>

 


A few minutes later, Peter walked back to
the group. “I called Gideon Fisher’s shop, but there was no answer.
We will pray and trust God for Joanna’s safety. We’ve done all we
can. It is time to go home now,” Chloe’s father stated, his voice
resigned.

“Yes, we will trust God...He knows best,”
Philip offered. Hoping in God was never a lost cause.

“We will stop by the Fishers’ place to see
if she’s there,” Peter announced.

“Dear Gott,” Chloe prayed quietly,
“please let Joanna be safe.”

 


<><><>

 


Dear Gott, please help me,
Joanna begged silently, as she rode along in an ugly, beat-up, blue
pick-up truck with the burly stranger. She really wanted to trust
God, but she was scared.

“You don’t need worry your perty little head
about a thing, darlin’. Just as long as you behave yourself and do
as I say, everything will be fine – just fine,” the stranger
warned, as he put his hand on her knee.

Joanna winced. She hated feeling his rough,
calloused hand on her dress. Somehow, she knew he wasn’t telling
the truth. An ugly feeling settled in the pit of her belly,
heightening her sense of fear. She had to get away, and fast. What
could she do? They were traveling down the highway so fast it made
her stomach queasy. She’d only been in an Englischer car a
few times. She much preferred the gentle trot of a horse and buggy,
but now was not the time to think about that. “Dear Gott,
please help me escape,” she silently pleaded once more.

“Okay, here’s the plan,” the stranger stated
matter-of-factly. “We’re going to walk into Wal-Mart and head
straight to the bathroom. And I mean straight – no looking around,
no dawdling, no talking.” By his stern voice and piercing gaze,
Joanna knew he meant business.

She nodded.

“As soon as you go into the little ladies’
room, you change into these.” He handed her a closed brown paper
bag, then continued, “Leave your hair up, but take off that white
thing on your head and replace it with this ball cap,” he said,
pointing to her white prayer kapp, as it was called. The man
handed her a scruffy-looking baseball cap, similar to the ones some
boys wore in rumspringa. “I want you to put the clothes that
you’re wearing back into that paper bag and throw it into the trash
can. Got it?”

Joanna nodded silently, too frightened to
speak. How can I throw away the first dress Mamm helped me make?
She’ll be so disappointed.

Curiosity got the best of her and Joanna
peered into the bag, spying a pair of denim blue jeans along with a
green and brown plaid shirt. I’ll look like one of the boys
in rumspringa with this on! Why does he want me to look like
a boy? she wondered naively. This man is certainly
ferhoodled.

“No peekin’ in the bag,” he grumbled,
causing Joanna to startle.

As they pulled into the Wal-Mart parking
lot, Joanna became even more nervous. She did not want to put on
the masculine clothing. How was she going to escape? This may be
my only chance, she quivered at the thought, I have to do it
right. They quickly walked into the store. Should I tell
somebody that works here? What if they don’t believe me? This
was getting scary.

“All right, you’ve got two minutes. You’d
better make it quick…” the stranger cautioned.

“But I ne-ne-need to use the restroom, too,”
she stuttered.

“Okay, three minutes, but no more. I’ll be
waiting right over there.” He pointed to a rack of magazines. “And
no funny business,” the man whispered, and then walked off.

Joanna had no idea what “funny business”
meant, but she walked into the restroom all the same…


Chapter 3 – An Answer to Prayer

 


“Behold, God is my salvation;
I will trust and not be afraid...” Isaiah 12:2a

 


 


Gideon Fisher sat at home in his chair
reading The Budget, the Amish/Mennonite newspaper, until he
heard his fraa call, “Supper is ready”.

He gazed up at the battery-operated clock on
the wall and asked, “Esther, has Joanna come home from the Eshes’
house yet?”

From the kitchen he heard Esther say,
“Ach, Nee. No.”

Gideon ran his fingers through his brown
wavy hair, something he did only when he was worried or impatient.
“Ach. I told Joanna to be back for the evening meal. Why
hasn’t she returned?”

Esther chided, “You’re so impatient, Mein
Liewe. Don’t fret, she probably just lost track of time. She’ll
be back soon.”

Dat shook his head unbelieving.
“Nee. Joanna would’ve been back by now – I also told Peter
Esh to make sure she gets back in time for supper. Peter wouldn’t
go against my wishes. It wonders me if maybe something has gone
wrong. We need to be certain sure. I’m goin’ to send Isaac to
Peter’s to check on Joanna.”

Esther chuckled nonchalantly. “As you wish,
Gideon.”
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Joanna couldn’t believe her eyes as she
walked into the Wal-Mart restroom. It was Naomi Fast, a Plain
Mennonite driver that her parents sometimes hired! It was so good
to see a familiar face. Thank you, Gott, she prayed and
sighed in relief.

“Joanna? Is something wrong?” Naomi must
have noticed the alarm on her face.

“The-the-there’s a man, and he took me. He
wants me to put these boy clothes on and ride with him…” she could
speak no more, as she broke down into sobs.

Right away, Naomi realized that Joanna had
been kidnapped. “Shh…it’s okay,” Naomi said, attempting to comfort
her. “That man isn’t going to take you anywhere. This is what we’re
going to do.” Naomi thought for a second, sending up a quick prayer
for wisdom. “Okay, I’m going to walk out of the restroom and you
will follow right behind me. After I get my cart, you stay close by
my side where he won’t be able to see you.” Naomi gingerly peeked
out the bathroom door and noticed the man that Joanna described was
thumbing through a magazine. “Let’s go now,” she said, moving
quickly.

Joanna stayed close to Naomi’s side, just as
she was instructed to do. She was tempted to look back at the
ferhoodled man, but too scared to do so. As soon as they
were out the door, they ran straight to Naomi’s car, leaving her
purchases behind in the cart. They jumped in and locked the doors.
Naomi turned the key and they took off swiftly.

Meanwhile, the gruff man that had abducted
Joanna must have noticed something was amiss, because they saw him
run out of the store to his truck. Oh no, he must have seen
us, Naomi thought, realizing the potential danger they were in.
I’ve got to lose this creep. Please help us, Lord Jesus.

 


<><><>

 


Isaac saddled Barley and raced to the Eshes’
home. Soon the rambling white two-story house came into view. It
was an older home constructed mostly of wood with some stone around
the base. The rectangular building had two other smaller buildings
attached to it where Chloe’s paternal grandparents and great
grandparents resided. These small dwellings were called the
Dawdi and Gross Dawdi houses. Typically, an Amish
father’s parents and grandparents lived in the small houses, while
their son or grandson lived in the large main house, and would take
care of them until they passed on.

As soon as Isaac arrived at the Esh place,
he jumped off Barley, too preoccupied to tie him to the hitching
post. He walked up to the Eshes’ door and pounded on it. “Peter
Esh! This is Isaac Fisher – open the door.” No one answered, so he
pounded even louder but still received no response. “Peter Esh.
Peter Esh,” he called out as he walked to the barn and around the
property.

There were rows and rows of corn, wheat, and
barley growing on the plain and partly up the Eshes’ hill as well.
A row of trees lined the edge of the property. Isaac muttered, “No
one’s home. I don’t see their buggy anywhere. They must still be at
the mud sale. Ach, but it’s dark already.”

“Is somebody out there?” said an elderly
gentleman’s voice from one of the small dwellings.

“Ach, I hope I didn’t wake you,
Daniel Esh,” Isaac replied respectfully to Chloe’s grandfather, and
then proceeded to ask, “Do you know if Peter and his family are
back from the mud sale yet?”

“No, they have not returned yet. Is
everything all right?” the kind man asked.

“Dat is worried about Joanna. She
hasn’t returned...we were hoping she’d be here,” Isaac answered.
“I’m sure she’ll show up soon enough. Have a gut evening,”
Isaac said optimistically, not wanting to alarm the older
gentleman, then turned and promptly headed back to his horse.
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Immediately after turning onto the busy
street, Naomi spotted a police officer behind her in the rear view
mirror. She began turning the steering wheel back and forth,
causing the vehicle to swerve all over the road. Joanna hadn’t seen
the police car and wondered what on earth Naomi was doing. Had she
gone ferhoodled too? The cop turned on his bright, swirling
red and blue lights and Naomi pulled over.

A brown haired, brown eyed, tall man in a
black uniform stepped out of the black and white car behind them.
The stalwart officer cautiously walked to Naomi’s car window and
she quickly explained the situation to the officer. He pulled out a
small notebook, hastily wrote down some information, and then
looked behind him. Right away, the officer flew to his car and took
off after the ugly blue truck as it zoomed past, the loud scream of
the siren piercing Joanna’s ears.

The policeman had asked Naomi to pull over
to the side of the road and wait for his return. Joanna watched the
scene up ahead of them as the officer accosted her abductor and
placed him in handcuffs. Shortly thereafter, she saw a second squad
car haul the man away. After Naomi answered the officer’s questions
satisfactorily, they were free to go home. Both Naomi and Joanna
gave out a sigh of relief, and then smiled at each other.

“Oh Naomi, denki so much for saving
me,” Joanna cried, as Naomi drove toward home. It was completely
black outside now and Joanna was certain her family was worried
over her disappearance.

“Don’t thank me,” Naomi replied, “thank God.
He answered our prayers. He’s the one who made sure that I was in
that bathroom when you came along. I’m glad we have a God who loves
us and takes care of us.”

“Jah. Thank Gott, for sure and
for certain,” Joanna agreed, as Naomi pulled the car into the lane
where Joanna’s house was located. Joanna peered out the window,
taking comfort in the familiar surroundings. Home had never looked
so wonderful. “It’s so gut to be home. Denki, Gott,”
she whispered, as unbidden tears slipped down her cheeks once
again.

She looked up and noticed several buggies.
She never even stopped to think about all of the people that
might be fretting over her disappearance. Bishop Hostettler’s
buggy, Chloe’s family’s, and even Philip King’s buggy was there.
“Ach, all the buggies…Dat must be worried,” she said,
as they stepped out of the car.
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“Esther, did you call Naomi Fast?” Gideon
Fisher quizzed as he peered out the door, recognizing Naomi’s car.
“I wonder if she heard the news about…” His eyes squinted. “Joanna!
She has our Joanna with her!” he exclaimed at the sight of his
daughter, while rushing outside.

“Dat!” Joanna sobbed. Oh, how
wonderful-gut it was to be held in her father’s strong
protective arms! Gideon glanced at Naomi with concern on his
face.

“Jo,” Chloe called, hugging her so tight she
could barely breathe. “What happened to you? Where did you go?”

Joanna said nothing. Noticing her obvious
exhaustion, her father carried her inside and set her on the couch.
The small group of friends and family eyed her curiously.

“Joanna, please tell us what has happened,
Liewi,” Mamm prodded gently.

“I – I…” Joanna fought for the words, but
was still too shaken to share the ordeal. She glanced around at the
familiar inquisitive faces of friends and neighbors and took
comfort in the concern shown for her. She shivered as chills ran
down her spine, and Mamm patted her back comfortingly.

Gideon Fisher turned to his eldest daughter
and said, “Grace, get some hot peppermint tea for your sister.”
Grace nodded and headed toward the kitchen.

“Tis all right, Joanna,” Bishop Hostettler
spoke up, and then turned to the onlookers. “Let us leave the
family, so they can get some rest, jah? Tis late and the
girl is clearly exhausted…things always look better in the morning.
Joanna is safe at home now and that is what matters.” With that,
one by one, the families left for their own homes.
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“Naomi Fast, would ya mind stayin’ awhile?”
Gideon requested, and then called toward the kitchen, “Grace, bring
a cup of tea for Naomi also.” Naomi nodded in agreement.

“I’d be glad to help any way I can,” the
kind lady offered, then proceeded to answer Gideon’s and Esther’s
questions. As she sat down on the couch, she recounted everything
Joanna had shared with her regarding the incident, up to the point
when they pulled into the Fishers’ lane. Naomi herself even looked
shaken by the ordeal.

“Let God be praised,” Gideon proclaimed.
“Our lost sheep has been found and she is safe in the fold
again.”

“How can we thank you?” Esther enquired
gratefully.

“I’m just glad that God gave me guidance and
showed me what to do,” Naomi said, putting a hand on Joanna’s arm.
“This is one brave girl you have here,” she said, smiling.

“Jah, very brave,” Mamm and
Dat agreed.


Chapter 4 - Visiting

 


“Honor thy father and thy
mother: that thy days may be long upon the land which the Lord thy
God giveth thee.” Exodus 20:12

 


 


Joanna yawned as she opened her eyes to see
the beautiful sun rays streaming through her window. She had a room
of her own so she didn’t need to worry about waking anyone. Joanna
shared the upstairs with her siblings, but there were four separate
bedrooms so each of them could have their own privacy. She felt
blessed to have one of the front bedrooms because the house had a
small balcony out the front, which was rare for houses in her
community. Oftentimes, she would walk out her door to behold God’s
glory in the night sky. The bedroom next to hers was Grace’s, which
also had access to the balcony. Across the hall from her bedroom
was Isaac’s room, and across from Grace’s room is where Jonathan
slept, with a set of steps to the downstairs between the two boys’
rooms.

She took off her heart-shaped prayer
kapp, gently brushed her waist-length hair, and then placed
the covering back on her head. She removed her nightgown and
changed into her plain dark green dress and full-length white
apron. When Joanna opened her door, she was overwhelmed by the
smell of eggs, bacon, and fresh baked bread. Goodness. I must
have slept too long. Why didn’t anybody wake me to help prepare the
food? She wondered. As Joanna slowly ambled down the stairs,
she could see her mother and Grace busily preparing breakfast.

“Good morning, mein dochder. Did you
sleep well?”

“Jah, I slept well, Mamm,”
Joanna said. “Why didn’t anybody wake me up to help make
breakfast?” she asked, expressing her thoughts.

“You were pretty worn out last night after
the ordeal. We thought you could use a little extra rest,” Esther
explained.

“Denki, Mamm.” She smiled.
“Would you like me to help set the table?”

“Jah, that would be gut,” her
mother replied.

Just then, Gideon, Isaac, and Jonathan came
in from the barn. “Somethin’ smells wunderbaar,” Gideon
commented, stomping the mud off his boots at the back porch. “Boys,
you’d better take your boots off outside,” he said to his sons.

“Sit down, Gideon, and have some hot
coffee,” Esther offered.

“Scrambled eggs – my favorite!” Jonathan
exclaimed with a look of sheer delight on his face. He slid into
the kitchen in his socks and nearly ran into his oldest sister, who
stood in front of the stove preparing the eggs. As soon as she
turned to the sink, Jonathan sneakily stuck a fork into the pan and
shoved a bite into his mouth.

Grace turned back to the eggs just as
Jonathan was about to steal a second bite. “Ach, Jonathan!
What are you doing now?” She quickly shooed him out of the kitchen,
threatening him with a wooden spatula. He popped the second bite
into his mouth, and then scurried away with a mischievous grin.

“Here’s the fresh milk from Daisy and
Buttercup,” Isaac said, handing the warm jars to his mother.

“Denki,” she thanked her eldest son,
and then called to the girls. “Is everything on the table?” The
girls nodded and they all sat down.

Gideon bowed his head to signal he was about
to pray. The family all bowed their heads as well, and then waited
in silent reverence. After a short while, Gideon cleared his throat
and the family once again lifted their heads. The prayers said at
the table were usually prayed in silence, but on occasion they
would speak aloud.

As the food was passed around the table, the
Fisher family discussed their plans for the day. “We won’t be
leaving the farm today. Mammi Miriam has asked us if we
would join her and Dawdi John for the noon meal,” Gideon
explained. “I told them we would love to. They’re expecting us at
eleven, so we can help with the preparations.” Smiles lit up the
table like the kerosene lantern that hung overhead.

“May I go fishin’ with Dawdi John?”
Jonathan asked excitedly. He, Isaac, Gideon, and John often made
the short trip to the pond by foot. Many times they would bring
back a large trout or two that Esther would prepare for dinner.
Jonathan could taste the fish already.

“Let’s see if Dawdi is up to going
today, then we’ll decide,” his father replied. “And if we do, you
have to promise not to eat the bait this time.” Gideon chuckled at
the remembrance. By the time the men arrived at the pond, the
cheese and dough balls they used for bait were conspicuously
missing. He figured they had just forgotten the bait at the house
until Jonathan smiled broadly and they quickly identified the
cheddar cheese stuck to his front teeth.

“Maybe we can pick some flowers, if they’re
in bloom yet,” Grace suggested.

“Well, we can figure out all the details
when we get there. Right now, let’s clear the table and get the
dishes washed,” Esther said, in her usual practical tone. The men
left the table and went outside while the ladies proceeded to clean
up, anxious for the time when they would walk to the dawdi
haus.
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“Kumm. Come on in,” Mammi
Miriam said with a smile as bright as the sun, as the family walked
into the house. Joanna and her sister went to the kitchen, and
noticed the table was already set.

“May we help with anything?” Joanna
offered.

“Ach, nee. I already have everything
ready. I’m just waiting on the roast and vegetables in the oven,”
Mammi Miriam replied, and then thought to herself. “I think
there are some flowers blooming in my garden right now, though.
Will you girls take this vase and go pick some to set on the
table?” The girls nodded, and then went outside in search of some
of God’s most beautiful creations.

Meanwhile, the men folk went to the small
living room. The room was sparsely decorated with only a small
green sofa, a wooden rocking chair that had been a hand-made gift
from Gideon, and a coffee table. A small brick fireplace provided a
focal point and adorned the corner of the room. The men conversed
about the weather and other areas of interest, while the women did
likewise in the kitchen.

After the meal was over, the men headed
outside. “Miriam, I’m going down to the pond with the boys.
Hopefully, we’ll be bringing back supper,” Dawdi John said,
as he went for his fishing pole.

The women folk now sat in the small living
room, as Mammi Miriam walked briskly to her bedroom. “I have
something to show you,” Miriam said enthusiastically. It sounded as
if Mammi was rummaging through her hope chest.

“I wonder what it could be...” Joanna
thought aloud. The girls looked at each other, and then at Esther
who was curious herself.

Miriam finally appeared with a large
colorful blanket in her arms. The girls and Esther gasped in
unison. “Oh, Miriam, it’s absolutely gorgeous,” Esther
complimented.

“Do you think so? It’s for Isaac...to set up
his home someday,” Mammi Miriam said with misty eyes. “It’s
not finished yet, but it should be in time.”

Joanna and Grace both gaped at the beautiful
quilt, as they gently fingered the small stitches. Joanna thought
of all the quilts that she and Chloe had perused at the mud sale
and decided this was every bit as gorgeous as those. “Look at all
the bright colors – just like the flowers in your garden,
Mammi. I think the Double Wedding Ring pattern is my
favorite,” Grace stated.

“Then I’ll just have to make one for you
too...when your time comes, that is,” Mammi Miriam replied,
smiling. Joanna noticed that Grace blushed after Mammi’s
comment.

“Now, we mustn’t let Isaac know about
Mammi’s surprise,” Esther warned. Both girls nodded,
indicating their agreement to keep the secret.

Miriam returned after putting the quilt away
in her bedroom. “Now, who would like a slice of apple pie?” she
asked, then headed to the kitchen. She proceeded to remove two
large pies from the oven. “We’ll just enjoy a little dessert until
the men get back from fishing, jah?”

Joanna breathed a sigh of relief when the
family returned home for the evening. Neither Dawdi nor
Mammi had asked her about her abduction and for that she was
thankful. The sooner she forgot about the whole ordeal, the
better.
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Barrett Winston stepped in line behind the
other prisoners. It felt good to be out in the fresh air after
being cooped up in his small cell. He looked around and noticed the
high chain-link fences with coiled razor wire on top. No
escaping here, he thought.

When they reached the center of the yard he
was confronted by a fellow inmate. “Hey Winston, how much time you
got?”

“Twenty years,” Barrett growled back.

“Twenty years, what’d you do?” the large
muscular inmate asked.

“None of your business, Jones. Now run off
and find yourself a little dolly to play with,” he responded
feistily.

A short, tattooed, dark-haired prisoner
joined the two men. “I’ll tell you what he did, Jones. I heard he’s
in here for child abduction. He’s one of those sickos that does
wicked things to innocent little children.”

“Children?” Jones clenched his fists and
popped his knuckles, summoning a few other inmates. “Do you know
what we do to worthless losers like you?” Barrett gulped and braced
himself for what was inevitably coming next.


Chapter 5 – Back to School

 


“Lo, children are an heritage
of the LORD: and the fruit of the womb is his reward.” Psalm
127:3

 


 


The beautiful, old one-room schoolhouse sat
at the top of a small hill. It sported a fresh coat of white paint,
which the men in the community had recently completed, along with a
few repairs. A set of swings and several handmade see-saws were
available in the school yard for the children to play on. The many
trees around provided a nice shaded area for a picnic lunch, or a
haven from the sun.

Grace and Joanna marched silently to the
one-room schoolhouse as Jonathan ran up ahead to meet his friends.
They and the other scholars from Paradise attended every year when
it wasn’t planting or harvesting season. Even though Isaac was
sixteen, he no longer needed to attend school. He now stayed home
to help out his father in his woodworking shop, and would sometimes
volunteer his time to make repairs on the schoolhouse. Amish
children were only required to attend school up until the eighth
grade, assuming a vocational education thereafter.

Joanna was grateful for a moment of peace.
It had only been two days since her abduction had taken place.
Since then, she vowed that she’d never go anywhere alone again. In
fact, the thought of leaving the house this morning frightened her.
At times like this, she was thankful for her brothers and
sisters.

“Hullo, Joanna – wait for me.” Joanna
didn’t even need to turn around to see who it was. She knew that
voice very well. It was Chloe.

She jogged up to them, panting all the
while. Chloe, who usually loved to talk, simply grasped Joanna’s
hand and began walking at a slow, steady pace. She must’ve sensed
her friend’s need for quiet. When they reached the schoolyard,
Joanna suddenly stopped and took a deep breath. She hoped she
wouldn’t have to explain to everyone. Sure enough, scholars from
all directions came running toward them, pounding her with
questions.

“Where were you?” Matthew Riehl asked.

“What happened? Were you scared?” asked
another schoolmate.

“Leave Joanna alone,” Chloe declared
protectively. “She doesn’t want to talk about it, so just let her
be,” she repeated.

“I’ll tell you what happened,” Sadie Lapp
announced, eager to share all that she knew with the whole class.
“A huge, scary, ferhoodled man came up to her and grabbed
her. He said …”

Sadie’s voice trailed off as Joanna and
Chloe walked around the side of the schoolhouse. “Ach,
Chloe, I’m trying to forget what happened, but it’s so hard. I
don’t know what to do. That terrible man...” Joanna’s voice pleaded
softly for help.

“Never mind that Sadie Lapp. She always
sticks her nose where it doesn’t belong,” Chloe said in disdain.
“You can pray that Der Herr will help you forget,” her
friend suggested.

“Jah, I’ve done that already. But you
don’t understand
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