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Author’s Note
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This book is a loose Amish retelling of Nathaniel Hawthorne’s classic, The Scarlet Letter. The Amish community represented in this story is purely fictional. I have taken literary license to mirror certain aspects of the original story, yet I’ve left off other elements of the story which would not have been feasible in an Amish setting.

With that said, I hope you will enjoy Ruby’s story and that you’ll find hope in the One who washes white as snow.
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CHAPTER ONE
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I haven’t always worn this wretched thing. This dress, red like crimson. Some would call it scarlet. It is the color that has always been verboten in my small Amish community. A color of sin. A color of worldliness. A color of shame.

But it is mine and mine alone to wear. My sin to bear. 

Sure, some would say that there is one who shares in my transgression. And that is true. For if it were not, I wouldn’t be in my present condition. Jah, two were required for my present...circumstance.

They’d asked—no, demanded—I implicate the other transgressor. But I would not, for I loved him. I do love him. 

Whether he loves me or not, I’m unsure. I thought he had. I hope he does. We have not spoken of our love—nor of the future—since the Bann. But the fact that he remains aloof does cause concern and panic, if I’m honest with myself.

Our relationship is complicated, to say the least.

Movement from within forced my attention to my middle. One wouldn’t think so, judging by my dire circumstances, but hope dwelt within. This life I carried inside was a testament to a love that once was—a passion that burned so bright it could not be contained.

But it is also a testament to my sin, my wanton behavior, the leaders said. What does ‘wanton’ even mean?

When I told him—the boppli’s father—of my predicament, he hadn’t believed me. His words played in my mind over and over and over again. “No, you cannot be in the familye way. Not with my child.”

“But I am,” I’d insisted.

“Nee, it must belong to someone else.”

Moisture had gathered in my eyes. Did he think I was that kind of girl—one who shared her love freely with any man? The assumption hurt more than his words had. 

“You are the only one. There have been no others, not even one. Only you.” I’d been certain we’d connected on a deeper level, not just physical.

He shook his head. “Nee.”

And that was his last word to me regarding our boppli. He remains in denial. But I hold on to the hope that he does indeed love me. After all, true love is eternal. I will not give up hope. I refuse to.

Nee, my boppli will not be fatherless.

~
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I have been here, on this small rural farm for many months now. All alone. I’m not allowed to attend meeting. I may not go into the community for fear that other young folks would see me and I’d cause them to sin. As though love were a disease. 

Sometimes, I am lonely. Few have been to visit. 

Occasionally, Mamm or one of the minister’s wives will come and bring groceries. But they never stay for long. Every once in a while, one of the leaders—the deacon, a minister, the bishop—will visit briefly, inquiring of my spiritual state.

Although I have confessed my sin, and have been forgiven—so the leaders say—still a greater sin remains in their eyes. For they want me to disclose the name of my beloved. But I will not. My secret will accompany me to my grave. 

“Ruby, are you here?” The midwife’s voice called from my front door.

Even my name indicted me.

Why did she insist on entering through the front door? Jah, that was the typical entrance for an Englischer, but Amish entered through the back door—as though they were family. Perhaps that was part of my punishment—treating me as though I were not part of my Amish g’may. The thought cut deeper than I cared to admit. If those in my community weren’t my family, then who was? I know no others.

“Jah, I am here in the back. I’m in the garden.” I let the soil seep through my fingers, soft and gritty and cool. I wish I could free myself of my outer clothing and bury my entire body in it. What would it be like? To soak in its nutrients. To calm my weary soul. It felt wonderful gut in my hands. As though the earth and I were somehow connected. Jah, connected by our Creator.

“Goodness, maedel. What are you doing out here sitting in the dirt?” She tsked as though I were a three-year-old she was reprimanding. “You shouldn’t be out in this hot sun in your condition. You’ll get dehydrated and it will send you straight into labor. And you’re not ready for that yet.”

“Four weeks. I can’t stay inside for four weeks. I’ll go crazy.” Chances are, the townsfolk probably already thought I was. I plucked a weed from the soil. No, not a weed. Just an herb that had grown in an undesirable place. 

Kind of like my boppli —the one growing within me, I suppose. For bopplin conceived within the marriage bed were celebrated. Whereas my child would be considered illegitimate—a weed, if you will. Still of some value, but plucked up because it grew in the wrong place at the wrong time.

But didn’t Der Herr have a plan for both the weed and this boppli? Regardless of their circumstance and how they came into being?

I took the weed and set it aside. Jah, it was still gut. I would enjoy it in my salad tonight. I smiled to myself.

Nee, I wouldn’t allow others to dictate the value of the life that grew within. Der Herr had placed it there for His own purpose, for His glory. I believed that with all my heart. Gott did not make mistakes.

Fannie frowned at me. “Why are you smiling? A maedel in your condition has nothing to smile about.”

“Oh, but I do.” I tucked my secret away in
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