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INTRODUCTION: SARAH CARMICHAEL
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IT WAS LAST SUMMER when I started brainstorming with Ruth about a Christmas story involving goats. I am a new writer in the GGP collective, and I've had so much fun developing my writing skills. As we talked out and worked on the Yule Goat series, it went from me just contributing ideas, to collaboratively working with Ruth (my fairy god writer).

I wound up writing the description based on the work that I had done on the story. You can read it below:

Spunky Amish teen, Annie Miller struggles to save her failing goat business, but when the goats wreak havoc and her friends grow sick and tired of playing second fiddle to a flock of foul toothed, four-legged monsters, her life spirals towards disaster. Worse, off-kilter and overwhelmed, Annie faces even more difficult obstacles as her status as "one of the boys" is challenged by her growing femininity. But when a hard winter places the goats in deadly peril, with God's help, will Annie's tenacious spirit allow her to snatch triumph from the jaws of tragedy? Find out in Goats Gone Wild by Ruth Price - a unique Amish read guaranteed to keep you on the edge of your seat, inspire a few chuckles, and leave you uplifted through the very last page.

Watching this series come to fruition is one of the greatest feelings I've ever experienced. It's like watching a baby grow into a toddler into a child. It makes me chuckle every time I read it, because these books are both funny and sweet. Annie Miller is spunky, and the goat interactions are very amusing. I hope you have as much fun reading this Amish romance story with goats as I had writing it with Ruth.
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THE LITTLE BELL OVER the shop door tinkled loudly, a current of cold air poured in, and Annie Miller stopped playing with a little ball and cup toy to see who was coming into her father’s store.

Annie’s bright blue eyes peeped out from behind the handmade brooms, but their expectant look quickly dimmed. It was only her cousin, Emma Lapp. Emma was nice enough, but she was courtship age. And that meant only one thing. 

Poor Emma had lost her mind. 

Annie gave her cousin a pitying look. All Emma ever talked about, all she cared about lately, was boys. She was dull as dirt – that was for sure!

Annie shrugged and went back to seeing how many times she could flip the ball into the cup. She was pushing a new record – 200 – and if she got it, she’d be sure to lord it over Samuel Stauffer, because his record was 180, and he never let anyone forget it.

“Good afternoon, Emma.”

Annie glanced up momentarily. Her father’s redheaded employee, Daniel Gingerich, was standing at attention behind the counter and gazing down at Emma with that goofy look he always got when she came in. Annie frowned. She liked Daniel, but he’d turned into a real goober lately, and Emma was to blame. Not only was she boring, herself – she was spreading the infection to others.

“Good morning, Daniel.”

“More of your friendship bread, I see! Your loaves just fly off the shelves during the holidays.”

There was a soft simpering sound, and Annie rolled her eyes, and then spat out an exclamation, because she’d taken her eye off the ball and missed her shot – just shy of the record, too!

“I made an extra loaf for you, Daniel.”

“Thank you, Emma.”

A crinkling sound advertised the transfer of the gift from Emma’s hands to Daniel’s. Annie peeped at the counter from her hiding place and was astonished to see that Daniel’s hand lingered on Emma’s...on purpose. 

She shook her head. It was a rotten shame: Daniel was a sport and pretty good fun when he wasn’t mooning over Emma, but bad was quickly turning into worse. The next thing you knew, he’d probably get all serious and start traipsing off to Emma’s house, and stop joining snowball fights after work with the rest of them. 

Annie calculated that it would probably be smart for her to start looking for next year’s softball catcher too, before Daniel bailed, because she could see it coming. She made a mental note to choose a younger player next time, too, so she could count on at least a few steady years before the madness took hold.

“Are you coming to the sing this Sunday, Emma?” Daniel asked softly.

“Oh yes.”

‘Then I’ll be there, too.”

Emma giggled. “Oh, Daniel.”

Annie, feeling she could stand no more, stepped out into the center aisle nonchalantly, but conspicuously. Daniel looked up and colored.

“Oh, there you are, Annie! I was wondering where you’d gotten off to,” he said hastily.

She gave him a quick look, thinking that he should be ashamed to tell such a honking whopper, but only shrugged.

Emma turned and smiled at her. “Annie, Mamm has been asking about you. She said that if I saw you, I was to ask you to come over for dinner this weekend.”

Annie goggled at her pretty cousin in dismay. She had to think of an excuse, quick, or else her daed would make her go to her Aunt Katie’s. But every time she went over there, they tortured her with soap and shampoo and brushing and braiding and all manner of foofy nonsense that made her wish that she could just run away into the woods.

“I-I’m sorry, I can’t,” she stammered, “I feel a cold coming on!”

She put a hand to her mouth and coughed. And then, because there were no excuses that worked better than her own feet, she turned and fled.

Daniel turned to Emma apologetically. “I’m sorry, Emma. She behaves more like a little squirrel than a little girl.”

Emma stared at the shop door and shook her head. “Mamm is worried about her,” she replied thoughtfully. “When Aunt Elizabeth died, there was no one left to teach Annie the things a girl should learn. And now she’s 15, almost courtship age, and – look at her. Her hair coming loose, her dress all stained with grass and dirt from climbing and running. She doesn’t even wear shoes until it gets cold.”

She turned her lovely brown eyes back to Daniel. “What boy would ever want to court with Annie?” she wondered aloud. “She doesn’t know the first thing about being a woman!”

Daniel shrugged and smiled. “Oh, she’ll come around, Emma,” he assured her. “When Annie decides she wants to court, she’ll do what it takes to learn.”

Emma shook her head. “Then she’ll have to learn fast,” was her worried assessment.
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ANNIE BURST THROUGH the shop door and out into the chilly sunlight. She congratulated herself on a narrow escape, and shuddered at the thought of being hauled off to her aunt’s house – but worry seldom lingered in her brain. She soon forgot it and skipped down the dirt footpath that connected her father’s store to their home.  

It was a winding trail, and more than a mile from door to door. The path plunged into an overgrown meadow that was waist-high with bracken. Annie half-walked, half-skipped through the meadow, pulling withered leaves here and there. Then she slowed, because the path left the meadow to skirt along the edge of Hooper’s Pond. There was a big oak just where the road curved, and a long slick spot underneath, where a huge mud puddle had frozen over.

Annie smiled, backed up, took a running start, and slid wildly over the long icy streak in the road, toppling over on her hands as she hit the dirt. An invisible voice laughed. “Ha! That was a good one!”

Tall brown reeds lined the pond, and Annie couldn’t see anyone, but she knew who had called, and why he was there. Annie stood up, and dusted her hands.

It was late fall and unusually cold: it had been below freezing for almost two weeks, the pond had frozen over and Samuel Stauffer was about to take advantage of it. Annie knew without having to look that he was sitting on the bank, lacing on his ice skates.

She walked toward the sound and pushed through the brown reeds. Sure enough, there was Samuel, sitting on the bank, lacing up.

“My cousin Emma came to the store today, and you should be glad, because I was about to beat your ball and cup record. But she made me choke. I was on 178,” she mourned, and flopped down on the ground beside him.

Samuel shook his curly blond head and laughed. “Why do you always want to beat me?” he teased her.

Annie threw a pebble out over the ice. “Because you’re always bragging.”

Samuel shrugged. “Some girls don’t think it’s bragging. Hannah Troyer told me that I had good coordination. And that I was athletic.” He looked at her pointedly. “Why can’t you do that?”

Annie scoffed. “Moon over you, you mean? That’ll be the day.”

“Why not?” Samuel challenged her. “I’m a handsome specimen, and plenty strong.” He stuck out his arm, and made a muscle for her.

“Humble, too, I see!” Annie retorted, and shot him a direct look. “Don’t be dumb, Samuel. If you turn into a goober like Daniel, you can find someone else to skate with. I’ve had it.”

Samuel turned back to his lacing. “All right then! Who spit in your soup? Sheesh.”

Annie threw another pebble. “Oh – I didn’t mean it bad, I guess. I’m just tired of everybody getting after me, that’s all,” she told him. “Emma wanted me to come over to my Aunt Katie’s, and I know why! They want to turn me into a doll that they can play with. Every time I go, it’s ‘Annie, comb your hair. Annie, wash your dress. Annie, put on some shoes, for heaven’s sake!’” 

She looked at him over her shoulder. “How’d you like people to nag you all the time?”

Samuel shook his head. “I wouldn’t,” he conceded. “But then – I’m not a girl.”

Annie turned to him, blue eyes blazing. “That’s what I mean!” she cried. “Boys get to do what they want! You have an unfair advantage – in everything!”

She jumped up suddenly and flounced off.

But Samuel frowned and called after her: “Annie – it’s not a competition!”

But her rumpled cap had already disappeared through the reeds.
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ANNIE ARRIVED HOME, took the front steps at a single bound, marched across the creaking porch and pulled open the screen door.

“I’m home!” she shouted, to no one in particular.

Mose Miller was comfortably ensconced in his stuffed chair in the living room and hardly looked up as she entered. His glasses were halfway down his nose, and the latest copy of the Budget trembled faintly in his hands. His only acknowledgment of her presence was a vague murmuring noise.

Annie knew better than to try to get through to her father when he was reading. She walked to the kitchen, opened the fridge, and pulled out a tray of sandwiches that she’d made earlier. She grabbed one, plopped down at the kitchen table, and began to eat.

The screen door creaked open again, and when she looked up, her younger brother, Timothy, came bounding in, followed by his big collie, Ted. The dog jumped up onto the bench beside Annie, and she fed it a sliver of ham from her sandwich.

Tim came over and sat down next to her, breathing hard. “Didn’t you hear me yelling?” he panted. “I saw you up ahead, and kept yelling for you to wait, but you didn’t stop. What’s that you’ve got – ham? Is there any more?”

“In the fridge,” Annie told him, and her brother went to look.

He came back, staring down into the sandwich doubtfully. “That makes the third time this week,” he complained, and took an apathetic bite. “I like ham sandwiches, but not every day!” He squinted at Annie.

“Aren’t you supposed to be learning how to cook, sometime?” he asked pointedly. 

“Be quiet, or I’ll tie your eyebrows together,” Annie told him quickly, and pushed his face away with her hand.

“You can’t put it off forever,” her brother objected. “I heard Martha Yoder tell Daed that she’d be willing to teach you how to cook. He said he’d think about it.”

Annie turned sharply. “What?”

Her skinny little brother nodded. “Yes, he liked the idea. Martha Yoder said that a girl your age needed to know how to run a kitchen, and that you were so far behind that—”

Annie reached out and pushed him away, face first. “Be quiet!” she hissed, looking back over her shoulder. “Do you want to give Daed ideas?”

“Yes,” Tim mumbled, from underneath her hand. “I’m hungry! Why don’t you learn how to cook, instead of staying outside all the time? Then maybe we could have something better than cold sandwiches for dinner.”

“Cooking is boring,” Annie mumbled, kicking the table leg with her foot.

“But eating isn’t,” Tim retorted. “And I’m tired of stuff out of jars. If you don’t start learning to cook, I’m going to go to Martha Yoder and tell her that you want to stay at her house for the winter!”

Annie grabbed her little brother and put him into a headlock. He wriggled uselessly against her, yelling.

“If you don’t mind your own business, I’ll tell Martha Yoder that you’re sweet on her little snaggle-toothed niece,” Annie whispered into his ear, and laughed. “What’s her name – Eunice?”

“Let me go!”

“And I’ll tell her that you can’t wait to court with Eunice, because she’s your little snooky-wookums.”

Tim thrashed against her arms. “Daed! Tell her to let me go!”

“And then you and Eunice can sneak off after the sing on Sunday nights and kissy-kissy—” Annie scrunched her face up into a knot and slobbered over Tim’s head.

“Daed!” It was a shriek now.

Their father didn’t look up from his paper. “Annie, let your brother go.”

Annie laughed and released Tim. He pushed away from her and bolted up the stairs, howling, followed closely by the dog.

Her father’s even voice wafted in from the living room. “Annie, how many times must I tell you not to torment your brother?” he asked wearily.

“Well, he shouldn’t torment me,” Annie retorted, and took the sandwich with her into the warmth of the living room. She plopped down on the couch and looked up at her father. “Tim told me that you were thinking about sending me to old Martha Yoder. For cooking classes.” She made a face.

Her father turned a page. “That’s right.”

“But why? I don’t want to cook. And why do I have to learn? I don’t want to court with boys, or get married, and that’s the whole reason I’m supposed to learn – so I can cook for a dumb old husband.” 

Her father put the newspaper down and took off his glasses. “Annie, you’re growing up now. You’ll soon be a young woman. And, I know that right now, you don’t want to think about getting married, and that’s all right. But no matter what you do in life, you’ll have to know how to cook. Even if you live by yourself.”

Annie looked down, and kicked one foot against his chair.

“And, to be completely honest, I agree with Tim. I’m getting tired of sandwiches too.”

Annie crossed her arms and scowled, and her father reached out and took her chin in his hand.

“Look at me, Annie,” he told her, and she raised her eyes. “Even a chicken gets a change in feed sometimes,” he whispered.

Annie pulled her mouth down, and then sputtered, and the two of them laughed together.

Annie wriggled back into the couch, and squinted up at her father. “Well...but, you aren’t really going to make me go to Martha Yoder’s – are you, Daed?”

His smile faded, and he gave her a serious look over her glasses. “Yes.”

Then he shook out his paper and returned to his reading. “Now go do your chores, Annie,” her father told her serenely – and that was that. 
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ANNIE OBEYED, BUT DRAGGED herself off without a flicker of enthusiasm. She hated housework, but had learned long ago that if she didn’t do it, no one else would. Or at least, not until she, Tim and her daed were all wearing dirty clothes, or there was a missing plank in the porch, or their animals were howling. Her father considered the housework her province, and Tim only helped out when she could catch him. Half the time, he was off somewhere hiding.

Annie threw the dirty clothes into the washer and tossed a chunk of washing powder in after. She filled a bucket with hot water, threw another chunk of washing powder into it, and mopped the parts of the kitchen floor that didn’t have something heavy blocking the way. 

Then she slung her cape over her shoulders against the cold and went outside and swept leaves off the front and back porches, took a handful of nails and replaced the missing board on the back porch steps and went out to feed the chickens, the geese, and their horse, Ginny.

Then she came back and put the wet clothes through a hand wringer and slapped them over the clothesline in the back yard.

When she was finished at last, Annie wiped her brow with one arm and looked up at the house. Her father was still inside, and Tim was probably holed up in his bedroom, reading English comic books on the sly. 

No one would


























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Coum@v% Calafvm% »
=\ ;I‘ii‘

AMISH W N Y SER

TY SERIES





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





