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A Proper Amish man

Abigail knew the path to the Church by heart. She could walk it blindfolded if she had to. Once, her brother Eli had dared her to. She made it halfway before she tripped on a rock and sprained her wrist. Everyone laughed, but she argued it could have happened to anyone.

She remembered her mother, red faced, her thick, black hair slipping from her bonnet when she discovered what her middle daughter had done. “Dat is niet wat de dames doen!” That is not what ladies do.

She continued to walk the path every day, sometimes twice a day. That was what ladies did in Amish country; they went to church. Usually Abigail was accompanied by one of the little ones. She was one of eleven: Mary was the eldest, then Ruth, Miriam, Eli, Aaron, herself, Samuel, Isaac, Hannah, Sarah and then finally Baby Jilly who had accompanied her that day.

Jilly held Abigail’s hand as she skipped down the path. Her black hair was in two braids on either side of her head, and her boots were worn from the six little girls that had worn them before her. Abigail figured she should have scolded Jilly for skipping, dat is niet wat de dames doen, but as she wasn’t her mother she figured she would let her get away with it.

“What are we gonna sing today?” Jilly asked her big sister. She was five. Abigail was sixteen.

“I’m not sure,” she said. “Whatever Pastor John has planned for us, I guess.”

“Ik hoop dat het iets leuk om te zingen,” Jilly said, accidentally slipping into the Dutch their parents spoke at home, and whenever they were talking with other elders in the town. I hope it’s something fun to sing, Jilly had said.

Deep in her gut, Abigail had the impulse to correct her; tell her that speaking Dutch would only drag her further into the community, and that she would never be able to escape. However, she could not poison her baby sister’s mind. 

Her poison was off in the distance. A few months before, her community had opened their gates to tourists coming to examine Amish life. It was a controversial topic among members of the community, and a good chunk of the men had voted against it, but the majority won. There was a school group there, of boys and girls about Abigail’s age. As her and Jilly walked closer, she was able to examine them more. She was envious of the girls with short hair, cut to their chins, and the paint on their face that she would never be allowed to wear. The boys had shaggy hair, and were cute; unlike men in the town. Except perhaps Lucas . . . 

“OMG she’s so cute!” one of the girls pointed to Jilly as they walked by. “Look at her little dress!”

Jilly, like a good little Amish girl, ignored them. They were sinners after all. And following in her sister’s example, Abigail did the same. 
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The church was a one room building in the center of town. The old white stone was drafty, as many of the buildings that Abigail visited, without a fire burning except in the coldest of winters. Her and Jilly bowed their heads as the entered, and then walked over to the piano where Pastor John sat.

“Good morrow, girls,” he said. Pastor John was old, about fifty or so, with whiting hair and lines around his mouth. He was easily the kindest man in the whole community. He had come to them as a teen from the outside world. His parents had died in a fire, and his brother and him ran away from their foster parents. They found solace in the community, and after a few years were baptised. Pastor John became a pastor. His elder brother became Abigail and Jilly’s father.

“Hello, Uncle John!” Jilly beamed.

Pastor John laughed. “How about some hymns?”

They warmed up first. Jilly still had a baby voice, but as the youngest walking member of the community she warmed the hearts of the elders whenever she sang in church. Abigail, however, had a gorgeous voice. As they sang their praises to God and Jesus, there was a creak of the door opening, and the steps of people walking inside.

The first thought Abigail had was that the school group was not allowed to be inside of the church; they were sinners, and they would taint the building. Pastor John did not seem to mind, however, and Abigail just continued singing, trying to tune out Jilly’s baby squeaks and the sounds of the teenagers whispering. She accidentally glanced over at them once, and saw a blonde haired girl there front and center smiling. Uncomfortable, Abigail looked away, back at Pastor John.

The teenagers left eventually, to most likely go play with the baby sheep that had just been born, and their lesson ended as well. The girls thanked their uncle the pastor, and began their walk home.
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Lucas was the shepherd’s son. He lived next door to Abigail’s family farm, which was about a half a mile away. He was the eldest, the only boy with seven sisters. He had a steady future, with no threats to his family’s welfare. He was good looking, strong, and a man of God. 

As Abigail was exactly the same age as Lucas, it was no secret that they would be pushed together at some point. She fought it forever, making it a point to torture Lucas when they were children. She had pushed him into the river once, ruining his clothes and nearly breaking his arm. She remembered her mother that day vividly: dat is niet wat de dames doen! 

However, the more she tried to fight it, the more her feelings for Lucas grew more and more, until eventually she felt as though she was going to burst. Of course, being a lady, she was not allowed to tell him.

About a week before that mentioned singing lesson with Jilly, a letter that had been addressed to her was tucked into the chicken coop. She had discovered it when she went to fetch the family’s eggs that morning.

She couldn’t read it in front of Hannah, Sarah or Jilly as she knew they would tell her parents. She tucked it into her apron, and impatiently waited until she had a moment alone.

That moment came when she went to go check on their cow, Miss Lavinia, who was due to give birth at any day. She hid inside the barn, completely alone, and practically tore open the letter Lucas had written her:

My dearest Abigail,

As a proper Amish man, I should be writing this letter in Dutch, however I just cannot bring myself to do that. This town has us restricted in so many ways, but fortunately it seems that it is completely alright with the two of us being together. I did not want to alarm you, but I wanted to tell you that this evening I will be meeting with your father and I will be asking to court you. I hope this is okay, yet in my heart I know that it will be. I know you love me as I love you, and I am looking forward to this journey together. Now as a proper Amish man, I must say this: Ik hou van jou. I love you!

Lucas

Abigail had nearly cried when she had read the letter. Her darling Lucas . . . he was actually hers!

That night, just as he had promised, he came by right after they finished their dinner. He asked to speak with Abigail’s father, Pastor John’s brother, who was named Ethan. Ethan was a large man; bred in the outside world but easily adapted to life within the community. Had Abigail not been told of her father’s past she never would have guessed it. The three littles ones (Sarah, Hannah and Jilly) were unaware. 

Lucas was tall as well, with broad shoulders that were good for carrying injured sheep. He had sandy colored hair and bright blue eyes that lit up his entire face. Abigail tried not to melt when she walked into their home.

“Lucas!” Jilly and Sarah, who was a year older than her, ran over to him and gave him a hug. Abigail expected a scolding from their mother, but then quickly remembered she was rather soft on the two little ones.

“Hello to the two most beautiful little ladies,” Lucas said, returning the hug. He then extended his hand to Ethan and shook it.

The two had excused themselves. Abigail, pretending she did not know what was going on, helped her mother with the dishes, all the meanwhile trying to hide the fact that her knees were clacking together with nerves. After what felt like hours, her father poked his head into the doorway.

“Abigail,” he said. “A moment, please.”

“You’re in trouble!” Sarah taunted.

“Mind your manners,” their mother said.

Abigail thought that if her father was asking her to go outside that was a good sign. Wasn’t it? She wiped her wet hands on her apron and excused herself. It was beginning to be cool. 

“Lucas.” She nodded her head.

“Miss Abigail.” He smiled.

Ethan shut the door. “Abigail, Lucas here has asked for my permission to court you. I have said yes, but as I am not a man of stone I wanted to know if that would be alright with you.”

Abigail pretended to think for a second, but she was so happy she could not stand it. A smile burst out of her. “Yes!” she squealed. 

Ethan laughed, and then patted Lucas on the shoulder. “Make sure to take care of her now,” he said. “She may not be my eldest daughter, nor my youngest, but she still means the world to me.”

Abigail and Lucas nodded their heads to each other, as that was what a courtship entailed, but Abigail had a feeling that wasn’t going to last. 

*************************************************************************
[image: image]


After dinner that night and after everyone went to bed, Abigail slipped out the bedroom window to the barn. If she was caught, she would tell her parents she was checking on Miss Lavinia, when in fact she was going to meet Lucas.

He was petting Miss Lavinia, who still had yet to give birth. “She might be having twins,” he said, as Abigail entered the barn.

“You’re never supposed to insult a woman’s weight,” Abigail mused.

“In a good way,” Lucas said, smiling. “Twins means more money. More dairy. More beef.”

Abigail shuttered. “They’re not even born yet and you want to send them off to slaughter?”

“In the outside world, they have people who don’t eat meat,” Lucas said. “Because they can afford to do stuff like that.”

Abigail pet Miss Lavinia’s snout, and the cow, uncomfortable, closed her eyes and allowed herself to be soothed. “Ever think about leaving the community?” she asked.

“And being shunned?” Lucas scoffed, but his face read that he wasn’t completely opposed to the idea. “Where would we go?”

Abigail shrugged. “Somewhere big,” she said. “Like . . . Philedelphia. Or New York City. Or Hong Kong!”

Lucas laughed. “Hong Kong is in a different country.”

“But we could never go there if we didn’t leave,” Abigail said. Miss Lavinia opened her eyes and gave her a sorrowful look. “We would be trapped here forever, narrowing our world, not seeing everything. Don’t you want to see everything?”

“Do you never want your parents to speak to you again?” Lucas asked.

“I wouldn’t mind,” Abigail said, which was the half truth.

“What about Jilly?”

To that, Abigail had to be more creative. “We would take us with her!”

“Your parents wouldn’t be okay with that and you know it.”

Abigail felt defeated. Miss Lavinia
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