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The school teacher rang the hand bell to signal the end of the day’s learning, and Lovina, shy, overweight, and generally miserable packed up her basket which had contained her lunch, and began the slow walk home to Grayson Farm.  Lovina Grayson had the privilege and misfortune of having a mamm that was considered the best cook in the whole Amish village, where they lived a peaceful yet fattening existence in Pennsylvania.  Her mamm, Dot, made all the traditional and delicious foods of the Amish community, but somehow, Dot’s cooking rivaled that of any other farmhouse wife for miles.  Lovina had grown into quite the robust girl, weighing much more than any of the other neighboring youth, as a consequence of enjoying perhaps too much of her mamm’s hearty and bountiful cooking.  Dot never thought to restrain her daughter as she happily dove into each and every recipe that she set upon the family table.  Lovina’s favorites were thick Lebanon bologna and horseradish cheese sandwiches, especially if they were melted using her mother’s hot iron press, cream of cabbage soup or suppe, rivvels (small dumplings), shoofly pie, with the crowning achievement of her mamm, freshly made sauerbraten with red beet eggs, corn fritters and brown butter noodles!  The savory list could very well go on for pages and pages from Dot’s recipe book, but those were Lovina’s special favorites, and ones she often requested, especially when feeling sad or in need of comfort.  Food was naturally the best salve for hurt feelings or upset of practically any kind, but this eventually caught up with poor Lovina, as she began to gain more and more weight.  Now, at only fourteen, Lovina weighed much more than the average schoolgirl.  Her dresses had to be let out regularly or re-made altogether to allow for her expanding width.  It was because of this issue that today had been an especially bad day at school.  Miss Sanders had announced the upcoming class picnic and barn dance.  It promised to be the most fun part of the entire school year, even topping the annual Christmas play.  It was one of the only occasions when young people her age were permitted to engage in a bit of unorthodox frivolity.  Lovina had sunk low in her chair, as Miss Sanders explained the details of the dance, knowing she would not be one of the girls that the boys would ask to dance.  The slim, pretty girls were the ones the boys were interested in, and Lovina was reminded of her own general solitude and loneliness.  As she began her walk home, she was teased good naturedly by a group of peers, although Lovina found the comments hurtful and offensive,

“Hey, Lovina!  Will your mamm make you a brand-new frock for the dance?  You’re already bursting at the seams,” the others laughed, not understanding how it felt to be different and friendless just because of the way she looked.  

The walk home had made Lovina quite hungry, but she tried her best to avoid snacks after school in favor of helping her mamm and schwester with house work and feeding the farm animals.  She spoke softly and kindly to the chickens who gathered excitedly at her feet as she sprinkled little nuggets of corn on patches of grass.  Much to her delight, however, she could smell the delicious aroma of ham, as mamm cooked supper,

“Hi, little chickens...how was your day?  Mine wasn’t too great,” she confided.  The chickens, distracted by meal time, were oblivious to Lovina’s struggles at school, but to her they served as willing listeners to her many plights and slights from others.  It was then that she heard the familiar and happy ring of the supper bell, calling the menfolk home for the evening meal.  It meant that work, for the most part, was finished for the day, and it was now time to relax with family members around a hearty meal.  

The next day brought the same familiar social fears, as Lovina, although she did indeed appear quite pretty with her hair in long blonde braids with glowing rosy cheeks, sat alone while the others joined in a game of stick ball before Miss Sanders beckoned them into class.  She gazed around the school yard, rather plain and dusty, and she noticed another girl off in the distance skipping her way into yard.  She too remained on her own, and the next time Lovina glanced up, she noticed the girl studying her from across the field.  She had a rather sweet looking face, with brown hair and on closer inspection during class time, the bluest eyes Lovina had ever seen!  It was like looking into a bright pool of water in the springtime, she thought, as she daydreamed through her math lessons,

“Miss Lovina!  Kindly stand and give us the solution to problem four,” interrupted Miss Sanders.  The sound of her teacher’s stern voice jolted Lovina out of her reverie of ponds and springtime frivolities.  She stood up, not knowing at all what the math was about, and tried her best to come up with some kind of intelligible answer.  As usual, she arrived at the wrong solution, and soft giggles and snorts were heard amongst the seated children.  Miss Sanders was quick to discipline, and the ruckus died down before it had the chance to get going.  Lovina sat down again in her seat, blushed out of sheer embarrassment, and did not dare let her thoughts wander anymore that morning.  By lunch time, her stomach was growling, and mamm’s lunch basket was the only thing on her mind.  At least there was her favorite sandwich and slice of rhubarb tart to keep her thoughts and hands occupied, as she sat down awkwardly by herself once more.  

Within a few moments of lunch time starting, the shy girl with the brown hair and lovely blue eyes sidled up next to Lovina on the same bench.  She, too had a thick bologna sandwich in her own lunch basket, and when Lovina looked up, she exclaimed,

“OH!  You like this kind of sandwich too?”

“Why, yes, they’re my favorite.  Balogna and cheese, with a ripe pear on the side, just how mamm knows I love,” answered the girl.  She seemed less shy now that the two girls sat on their own away from the talkative and excitable group of fellow students across the small field.

“No one normally sits here but me,” Lovina stated matter of factly, but then decided that it sounded a bit rude, so tempered it with,

“I mean nobody else likes to sit with me during lunch.”

“Why?” asked the girl.

“Because that’s the way it’s always been.  I’m chubby so that makes me different.  The other kids all look the same, and they like to tease me if I give them half a chance.  What’s your name?  You’re new around these parts, aren’t you?”

“Yes, my family just moved her to Pennsylvania, all the way from Ohio!  Our dadd passed, so mamm came here to live with her schwester and bruder.  They’re older and own the general store.  My name is CarrieAnne,” and she extended a kind outstretch of her hand.

“I’m Lovina.  Pleased to meet you,” and she shook the proffered hand.

“Why on earth would they make fun of you for being a healthy, full figured girl,” CarrieAnne laughed lightly, “people are so judgmental when they really shouldn’t be or don’t mean to be.  My older bruder, Joel, used to get teased because one of his legs was kind of longer than the other, and he tended to wobble when he walked.  I never thought the other kids were very kind back home.  It’s not as if Joel could help how his legs grew, any more than you can help that you love your mamm’s cookin’!”

Lovina and CarrieAnne laughed, and spent the remainder of lunch sitting together talking.  Lovina learned a lot about her new friend, and felt ready to burst with excitement at the prospect of telling her family that she had at last made a wonderful friend at school for the very first time!  

Miss Sanders rang the bell, and everyone lined up to file into the school room.  The rest of the afternoon was spent on spelling and reading, but all Lovina could think about was CarrieAnne, and the fact that she had finally made a true friend.  Who could have guessed that after so many solitary years at school that today would be the day that Lovina would find a friend.  She wondered what they might have in common, what CarrieAnne’s favorite color was, and if she was planning on attending the school dance.  There was suddenly so much running through her otherwise bored head, that she bumped right into Red, a boy aptly named for the color of his hair.  He stood there in surprise, as Lovina picked herself up off the ground,

“Lovina, isn’t it?” he sputtered.

“Uh...yeah.  Sorry,” and she dashed away towards the direction of home.  CarrieAnne had witnessed the whole scene, and would no doubt want to replay it over again in their conversations tomorrow, but all she knew was that she felt terribly embarrassed.  At least Red hadn’t toppled over with her, and it was kind of sweet that he had thought to mention her name, wasn’t it?  She wondered to herself why she hadn’t answered with something more intelligent than Um...sorry, but it had taken her by surprise.  She was not used to being noticed by boys for reasons other than her full figure.  She pondered that she had known Red and his family for all her life now, and had never spoken a single word to him before that moment.  Why had she been so clumsy?!  He probably thought her a dunce, a fatty, and now a foolish girl.  Lovina thought about the idea of attending the dance once she got home with her mother,

“Mamm!  Guess what?  Today I made an actual friend.  Her name is CarrieAnne, and she has brown hair and blue eyes, had the same sandwich, and...”

“Come now, Lovina dear!  Slow down,” she laughed, as mother and daughter sat down to a cup of tea and a bowl of lovely fresh made peachy baked apples, in addition to some entertaining and enthusiastic conversation.  Before they knew it, time had flown by, and her mamm said,

“You should think about going to that dance with your new friend.  But there’s time enough to ponder your decision once we get supper to cooking.  Would you like to help bake the ham?”

“Certainly, mamm, but only if we can glaze it with the new honey from Farmer Briggs hives,” she answered, and they both agreed that that would be a wonderful touch.  

“Wonderful,” answered mamm, “and I’ll make a batch of sauerkraut and boil some carrots from the garden.  How does that sound?”

“It sounds very delicious, but I’d really like to start easing up on my portions, mamm,” answered Lovina, now more concerned than ever about her weight now that the dance was suddenly becoming more of a possibility.  

“Of course!  It would do you some good to lose just a few pounds here and there, but nothing drastic.  I love the way you are, and you are beautiful to me.  The kids at school will eventually outgrow their childish comments and petty concerns.  In the meantime, why don’t you ask CarrieAnne over for supper tomorrow evening?  It’s a weekend, so Gladi and Tom at the general store won’t need her help in the evening time so much.”

“Alright, that sounds like a fine idea,” concurred her daughter, and they got busy glazing the huge ham for supper, anticipating large appetites from the menfolk after a hard day’s work in the fields.  

The following morning, Lovina caught up with CarrieAnne in the school yard, and asked her to join her family for supper.  She accepted, and wondered out loud whether she ought to bring a dish of something to go with the meal,

“Oh no, that’s not needed, Carrie, my mamm loves cooking, and you can be sure that there will be way too much food prepared anyway.  My mamm said you’re free to bring your mamm too!”

“She’d love that.  We’ve not been anywhere since getting to town, and all my mamm ever does is sit at the general store counting eggs or washing floorboards.  Hey, I saw you bump into that red headed boy yesterday!  What happened?”

“Ugh, I wasn’t paying attention to where I was headed, and ran smack into Red!”

CarrieAnne responded that Red had been one of the only boys to welcome her on her first day at school, “Why don’t we just go to the dance, and at least maybe Red will go too.  He seems like a genuinely good person, Lovina.  What do you think?”

“I think that I do not want to spend the whole night standing there looking sorry for myself.  I don’t think we should go.  It would be much more fun to stay home and read a book or even do homework.”

“But, Lovina, it’s the only dance the school is going to have.  Plus, the picnic part sounds like fun!  Everyone is supposed to bring a special recipe from home to share with everyone else.  You could bring one of your mamm’s really yummy rivvels or whoopie pies for the dessert table!”  It was more than apparent that her friend wanted to attend the function, so Lovina resolved to be brave, and they agreed that at the very least, the picnic part would be lots of fun.  Besides, they had each other, so they would not have to stand alone at the dance.  They could talk and walk out in the lighted barnyard if they really did not feel comfortable.  

The supper with friends went smoothly, with all Lovina’s family members enjoying the company of CarrieAnne and her mamm, Christie.  Dot had prepared sippli, fried chicken, and Amish potato salad.  Everyone said it tasted exceptionally good, and for dessert she served Moravian sugar cake.  It was a great success!  Then, CarrieAnne was permitted to stay the night, which proved to be lots of fun for both girls.  They figured if they were going to go this dance, that they’d better learn how to dance, just in case.  Carrie hummed a nice little church hymn, and the girls joined hands and practiced the traditional steps to the typical dance that was sure to be the opening of the event.  They twirled and skipped and had so much fun, that it was way past their bedtime when mamm came in to say goodnight.  Once the girls had calmed down, Lovina bid her best friend goodnight, and crept out to the living room to speak with her mamm, 

“Mamm, thank you for the tasty supper tonight, and for allowing Carrie and her mamm to stay to eat.  I know they enjoyed their meal from the delighted expressions on their faces.  Plus, Carrie says her mamm is not a very talented cook.  She can bake alright, but that’s about all.  That’s why Carrie is bringing funnel cake to the picnic on Friday.  What do you think the kids at school would like from your recipes?”

“Well now, let me think,” answered Dot, “your favorite is usually apple dumplings or a sugary dessert, but if CarrieAnne is already bringing a dessert, I think I’ll make my famous turkey potpie.  How does that sound?”

“That sounds excellent!  You make the best potpie in the entire village, and I don’t think anyone else is signed up for that yet.  I’ll tell Miss Sanders tomorrow,” and she gave her mamm a big hug goodnight.

Friday morning finally arrived, and Dot walked her daughter to school, famous turkey potpie in hand.  She had wrapped the pie up in a homemade quilted warmer cover to ensure that it stayed hot enough for the picnic.  Miss Sanders had agreed to place it by the wood stove till lunch to keep it nice and hot.  Dot also packed a special container of G’schmorte, or heavy turkey gravy to serve alongside the potpie.  That way, there was sure to be a moist pie that did not dry out while waiting near a hot stove.  She had made the gravy with lots of herbs and spices, and it was normally a big success at family and church gatherings.  As they made their way to the school room, Dot addressed her daughter,

“Alrighty!  Here we go, Lovina.  Remember to keep it warm, and help others with adding just the right amount of G’schmorte.  That’s my secret ingredient!” and they giggled with anticipation.  “Goodbye, and have a good day with your new best friend.  I bet you’ll have even more new friends after they taste what you brought,” she said with a smile.  

“Thank you, mamm.  I love you,” and she kissed her mother on the cheek to thank her for contributing her best efforts to the class picnic.

When the time came, all the students lined up at the long table filled with special recipes from home.  There was quite a wide variety of foods, but only one big potpie, and once everyone got a taste of it, they were clamoring for seconds.  There was not a single crumb left by the end of the picnic, and Lovina was reaping the praise of her fellow students.  Even Red, whom she assumed did not fancy her after the awkward first encounter, raved about the pie,

“Boy, Lovina, I’ve never tasted anything so delicious, but please don’t tell my mamm I said so,” joked Red.  “Are you attending the afternoon dance with CarrieAnne?  My pal, Gustaf, from the neighboring village is joining us, and I thought he might like to meet your friend, if that’s okay?”

“Sure!  I think CarrieAnne would like to make more friends, and I would also enjoy meeting new people,” she replied, to which Red countered,

“Good.  I wanted to be sure you were coming, because you look very lovely today with your new pink hair ribbons.  I would like to go a round of barn dancing with you if you don’t mind?”

Lovina blushed, as she never dreamed that anyone would want to dance with her.  This was the very first time that anyone, let alone a boy, had ever said something truly nice to her.  She felt so happy that she and Carrie had been practicing dancing that other night after supper.  Her best friend and her mamm had been proven correct, when they said once they had tasted the potpie, magic would happen.  Apparently, it was true that the best way to anyone’s heart was through their stomach, 

“Yes, I would very much like to dance with you, Red,” she politely answered, although she felt butterflies in her tummy.  

They all proceeded over to Red’s family farm, and his friend Gustaf was there helping his dadd with the final touches of haybales to sit upon and lemonade and sugar cookies to snack on.  Red’s mamm had set up a lovely table filled with cookies and several jugs of fresh lemonade.  It looked very warm and welcoming, and then the musicians started playing fiddles and harmonicas!  Everyone took a partner and Red took hold of Lovina’s outstretched hands, and away they went, twirling and kicking their heels up in time with the music.  It was so much joy, that Lovina scarcely had time to worry about what others were saying or thinking about her or how she looked in her best church frock!  She was thrilled to see Carrie dancing with Gustave!  She had wanted so badly for Carrie to have a splendid time at her first school barn dance, and everything had worked out just as she’d hoped it would.  

Two Years Later...

Being two years later, Rumspringa was now upon the teens that had now turned sixteen years of age.  This, of course, included Lovina, CarrieAnne, Red, Gustaf, and a few others that had been in Miss Sanders’ class.  Lovina was already adamant that she preferred to stay home, foregoing the experience of leaving the Amish fold to engage in modern life outside the usual constraints of the Amish faith and customs.  However, Red, CarrieAnne and Gustaf all elected to leave for Rumspringa, much to the dismay of Lovina.  She preferred life as it was, especially now that she had an enduring relationship with her best friend, and what she felt was a burgeoning romance with Red over the past two
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