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David placed his boot on the ground carefully, wincing as a loud crunch broke the silence that had previously dominated the night. 

“Shhh,” his best friend Charlie whispered, his finger jammed up against his lips. 

David rolled his eyes. Charlie always thought he knew best and he knew exactly what was going on. If anyone was better at sneaking around between the two of them, it was David, hands down. 

He knew all the best routes. He was the one who had a hidden cellphone so they would know when the parties were. 

Rumspringa was one of the most coveted times for young folk in the Amish community. David felt like he’d been ready since thirteen. Some of the younger kids who were on rumspringa were only fourteen, and yet his parents insisted he wait until the last moment possible. 

He was already sixteen, but they had insisted he wait six more months. He was going to be one of the oldest boys going on rumspringa for the first time, and he just couldn’t wait. 

He peeked into the barn that was their destination. There were over sixty young folks, laughing, dancing and drinking mash. He grinned broadly. They were finally here. 

As they walked into the party, many of their friends greeted them. The others knew that they weren’t supposed to be there, but they didn’t care. Why should they? Many of them had done the same. 

David wondered if his family knew what he did at night. He always did his best to make sure that they were asleep and didn’t hear a peep when he left, but there was always the possibility he would be found out. 

He had tried to change his parents' minds. He had tried to convince them of the fact he was more than old enough to go on rumspringa. They had insisted that he wasn’t mature enough for them to even consider it. They had said that if he waited until he was mature then he would make wiser decisions. 

He had to disagree on their assessment of his maturity. If he was asked, he would say he was one of the most mature young people in the whole community. But his opinion didn’t count for much. 

Despite what his parents said, he wasn’t going to let that dictate what kind of fun he had. He wasn’t about to miss out on everything his friends were doing. In his mind, he had waited long enough.

“Glad you made it tonight, David. Still too young for rumspringa?” one of his friends chuckled. 

David knew that it was mostly in good fun, but there was always that little bit of him that resented that his friends were right about his situation. 

“Look, there she is.” Charlie’s voice interrupted his thoughts and kept him from answering. 

“Who?” David tried to follow Charlie’s gaze. After a few moments, he spotted who Charlie must have been talking about. 

A girl was dancing in the middle of the barn. David wasn’t sure if she was Amish or not. She was wearing Englisher clothing. She had on a tight red tank top and a pair of blue jean shorts. 

Her clothes were tight and definitely what David’s parents would consider one of the more inappropriate clothing choices that Englishers made. 

The girl turned gracefully as she danced. He thought the girl looked quite beautiful, and he recognized her. He had spoken to her a few times at different parties. She was from a nearby community and enjoyed their group. 

“I-”

Before David could say what he had planned to, his friend interrupted him with a playful slug. “I’m going to ask her to dance with me. You know, lots of people find their future husband or wife at rumspringa and I think I want that one.” 

David nodded and watched Charlie run across the dance floor and address the girl. She was beautiful but she wasn’t worth his friendship with Charlie. 

Maybe he had talked with her first, but he didn’t really care. There were plenty of other girls to enjoy at this gathering. 
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“David? David!” David forced his exhausted eyes open. He had done his best to get some sleep with what was left of his night after the party, but it didn’t seem to have gone too well. His eyes felt itchy and he had the worst headache of his life. 

“Coming!” David pulled on his pants and shoes and then he put on his shirt as he hurried down the stairs.

When he got to the kitchen, his mother was busy scurrying about, every pan and skillet cooking something. There was bread dough on the counter and flour on her cheek.

She turned briefly and her face lit up as their eyes met. “David, thank goodness you’re up. I was thinking you had already gone out or something. I need you to run down to the store for some maple syrup.” 

“Right now?”

“Yes, right now. Breakfast is nearly ready and I need to get this bread in the oven.” 

“Fine, I’ll go and be back in a jiffy.”  David took the money and headed toward the shop. 

There was a little café on the edge of the community that sold the best maple syrup. It was one of David’s favorites. 

It didn’t take him long to get to the café. It was only about a ten-minute walk from his house and it was a beautiful day. 

Even so, every minute felt like ages. He felt anxious when there were slow things he had to do that he couldn’t speed up. It was just a part of who he was. Always rushing, waiting to do the next thing in life. He wasn’t sure if it was a good or bad thing, but he knew that most people thought it was the latter. His parents were always saying he had his whole life ahead of him and to slow down and be more mature about things.

As he pushed open the door to the café, a little bell rang above the door. There was a welcoming air in the café. There were beautifully crafted wooden tables. David knew that his uncle had made them. He had made most of the wood furniture in the vicinity of the Amish community. 

David’s parents really wanted him to follow in his uncle’s footsteps, but he was certainly less than convinced. 

“David? There you are!” David turned from the counter, looking for the angry voice that had called out to him. 

It took him a minute to realize that it was Charlie. He had never seen Charlie looking so angry. 

“What’s wrong with you?”

David wasn’t prepared for Charlie to rush him, but he did. 

David managed to push him back before Charlie pushed him to the ground. “What in heaven's name has gotten into you?”

“You talked to her and told her not to have anything to do with me! I just can’t believe you would do that.” Charlie was fuming. In fact, David practically expected smoke to come from his ears. 

“To who? I have no idea what you are talking about. I’m just here to buy syrup.” David motioned to the counter where the young woman was looking nervously from one to the other as she placed his syrup in a bag. Her eyes were as big as saucers.

“Alice, the girl from last night. It was great until I asked her if she’d like to meet up again and she said no. She said that she was interested in someone else. Turns out, that someone else was you.” Charlie’s words rose in volume and in tempo as he spoke. 

David fought the urge to laugh. None of this was making any sense. 

“Me? Look, Charlie, as flattering as that is, I’m not interested. And second of all, why do you care? You barely met her last night.” 

“I care because it’s not the first time. You know, I actually thought... You know what? Never mind.” 

David couldn’t help the smirk, “I can’t help if the girls like me better.” David meant it as a joke, but Charlie very obviously did not take it as such. 

David barely saw the chair before Charlie threw it at him. He managed to duck just in time, but he had to wonder if that was the right choice as he heard the glass window behind him shatter. 

“Stop! Stop it now!” The woman behind the counter was shrieking and holding up her hands but did nothing to come between them. “Please get out of this shop now! Both of you!”

“Charlie, calm down!” David called out, but Charlie was having none of it. He launched himself on top of David and the two fell to the floor, tousling and fighting like they never had before. 

David wasn’t sure how long they fought for. In the end, it was the police sirens and then two officers pulling them apart that put an end to it all. 

David’s cheek hurt where Charlie had gotten in a good punch and he was fairly certain that the stinging on his back was from scratching that Charlie had delivered. 

He huffed, glaring at his friend with a wave of anger that he had never felt in that direction before. He and Charlie had never been like that with each other. They had been friends for years, together, doing everything from running errands to picking out who they might marry. 

“What has gotten into you?” The officer asked, giving David a shake.

David couldn’t answer that. He looked around and realized that quite a little crowd had gathered. Through the glass door at the back of the shop, David could see his parents talking with the police and the owners of the café. 

There were tears running down his mother’s face and his father looked as if he were about as angry as Charlie had been with him earlier. 

“What’s going on?” David asked, twisting around to look up at the officer holding him. 

Another officer had taken Charlie across the room and was speaking to him in low tones, probably getting a completely false account of what happened. 

“I’m sure your parents are trying to convince the police and the owners of this place not to put you into a jail cell. That was quite the fight you got into. I can’t believe you boys, breaking up the restaurant like that.” 

David felt stunned by the policeman’s words. For his parents and the police to come, they must have been fighting for more than twenty minutes. 

“Jail? I can go to jail?” Disbelief tainted David’s mind. He had never heard of a sixteen-year-old being sent to jail for their first offense. While he was fairly confident that the deputy was bluffing, he was a little doubtful and worry began to mount. 

After what seemed like forever, his parents and the police, followed by a very frustrated looking owner came out of the back. 

“Well, young man. We’ve had a chat with your parents,” the policeman began. 

“But I didn’t start anything, Charlie-” 

“This is no time to be blaming others. we’ve already decided what your punishment will be.” David’s father interrupted him. “W-what?” 

“You should be going to a detention center or something worse. But your parents have convinced me to let you pay off your debt by working on an Amish farm.” The owner of the café had a stern look in his eye as he stared down at David. “Your parents paid the money that it will cost to fix this place back up, but I can’t with good conscience let you
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