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AN ORDINARY AMISH TOWN

ROMANCING THE BRIMSTONE

AMISH GIRL IN THE BIG APPLE

Chapter One

Abe Miller took a deep breath of the fresh spring air and smiled.  There was nothing quite like the smell of early April air on an Amish farm.  Bending down, Abe took a handful of the dark dirt he had just been plowed and rolled it around between his fingers.  Damp and moist, the rich soil promised to be the perfect spot for a garden.  

“Abe, Abe!” From his spot in the field, Abe could hear his mother’s voice calling him from the house.  

Wiping his hands off on his black pants legs, Abe started toward the house, anxious to see what his mother had to say.  

At twenty-four, Abe was one of the oldest unmarried men in his Amish community.  All of his six brothers and sisters had already moved away from home and started families of their own.  While Abe had planned to have a wife long before now, his daed’s death had put a halt to his plans.  Rather than pursue a girlfriend, Abe had chosen to stop attending gatherings of the young people and instead focused entirely on helping his mamm.  There had been so many bills and so much work to be done, that Abe had put his all into working on a construction crew during the day and putting in long hours on the farm when he got home at night.  Now, four years later, Abe was beginning to see the pay-off for all his hours of hard work. The mortgage on the farm was closed to being paid and, for once, the animals had actually started to make more money than they cost.  

Life was truly starting to look up.  Soon, Abe would be able to quit his construction work and devote all his time to the farm.  With nothing to focus on except developing the farm, he had faith that he would be able to make it a great success.  Abe had hopes of one day expanding their acreage so that they could plant several crops, mow hay to sell, and raise large amounts of animals. 

There was only one thing that nagged at Abe’s mind, and that was the thought of Rebecca Graber.  Before his dad passed away, Abe and Rebecca had enjoyed spending time together at young peoples’ events and had even been what many people considered a couple.  But that had all disappeared after Mr. Miller died.  Abe had been forced to turn away from Rebecca and what was beginning to look like a possible relationship was nipped in the bud. 

Shaking his head, Abe took a deep breath.  There was no reason to think of Rebecca.  It had been years since they had even spoken.  Despite the fact that she was as beautiful as ever, Abe realized that there was no hope for a future with her now.  He had closed off that possibility when he turned away from her so many years ago.  

As he got closer to the house, Abe could see a row of black buggies ties close to the porch.  

“Ach, why would they be here?” He wondered to himself as he recognized the buggies as belonging to the church board.  Goodness knew Abe couldn’t have done anything to receive a scolding from the church; it had been years since he’d even had energy enough to step a foot outside of the rules set forward by his community. 

Stepping through the back door, Abe quickly rinsed his hands in the washbasin and then hurried into the front room.  Mrs. Miller was bustling around the kitchen, working to prepare a pot of tea to offer her guests.  Gathered around the large wooden table was the entire church board.  

“Hello,” Abe said awkwardly as he gave a nod toward the group of men.  

Sam Swartz rose to his feet and nodded back, “Morning, Abe.  Take a seat.  We’ve something to talk to you about.”

Abe took a deep breath and sat down at the head of the kitchen table, nervous about what might be coming next.  

“Well, Abe, I don’t want to beat around the bush for too long,” Sam finally announced, “We’re here on business.  As you’ve probably realized, our community is in sore need of a preacher.  Josiah Eicher is getting ready to move away to Kentucky and we need someone to replace him.”

Abe raised his eyebrows, “I know that.  Josiah’s been a gut friend over the years, but what does this have to do with me?” 

Sam looked toward the other men at the table.  Several of them nodded their heads and another spoke up to say, “Go on, Sam.  Just tell him.”

Sam bit his lips together and then looked at Abe uncertainly, “We used to draw lots to choose new preachers like the other Amish communities...but this time we’ve decided to do something different.  Everybody around here is so busy trying to take care of their farms and provide for their families...there isn’t a single Amish man who feels like he can take on the job.”

“I can’t blame them,” Abe spoke up, “It’s a big responsibility.”

“Abe,” it was now Hiram Yoder’s turn to talk, “You know the Amish way is to get married and raise a family.  That’s what we believe God has put us on this earth to do.  While we realize that you have been a gut man for taking care of your mom during her time of trouble after your dad died, you’ve become selfish over the years.  You are so focused on getting more and more, that you’ve forgotten the important things.  We know you’re succeeding...but now it’s time to step back and devote some time to the Lord.”

“We’ve decided you are to be the next preacher,” Sam announced boldly, totally interrupting Hiram’s more gentle approach.

Abe felt his mouth drop open and he immediately started shaking his head, “No, no, you can’t mean that.” He tried to protest, “I don’t accept the job.”
“Abe,” Hiram smiled softly as he rose from his seat, “You don’t understand, this isn’t an offer...it is what you are going to do.”  
Abe watched as the church board all stood up from their places at the table.  He felt desperate to stop them, “You don’t understand!  I am no good as a preacher...I have no skills at all.  My ability to speak in public is non-existent!”

One of the men gave him a pat on the shoulder and Sam announced, “The Lord will provide what you need.”

With that, they were gone, leaving Abe alone with his grim new job.  

Chapter Two

Rebecca Graber smiled softly as listened to Leah Yoder talking on and on about how big her new baby cousin was.  Sitting around the large quilt frame, the group of women usually found that their mouths went a lot faster than their fingers.  Although gossiping was forbidden among the Amish, it was difficult for the women to get together without sharing a lot of interesting talk from the community.  

“Josiah Eicher’s family has set a moving date,” one of the women announced as she reached up to adjust her bonnet, “Wednesday afternoon.”

“Ach,” another woman spoke up, “I hate to see them go.  Josiah’s been one of the best preachers we’ve ever had.  Who will fill his shoes?”

Rebecca found her thoughts traveling to something else as she studied a piece of the flowered fabric in her hand.

“Haven’t you heard the news?” Suzie Bontrager asked, “The board got together and hand-picked a new preacher!”

Rebecca raised an eyebrow as she absent-mindedly listened.  She had never known of the community to pick their own preacher. 

“Who?” Someone asked with excitement.

“Why, it’s Abe Miller!” Suzie exclaimed.

The words brought Rebecca from her thoughts about planting flowers that looked like those on the quilt square.  Rebecca looked up in surprise and suddenly found her fingers feeling weak as she tried to work.

“Surely not!” One of the other women said with a gasp, “Abe has hardly spoken a word to anyone since his daed died.  He wasn’t very talkative before that, either, but his dad’s death changed him completely.”
The words were true.  Abe had never been one to talk up a storm, but Rebecca could remember times when they had sat together at the young peoples’ events and their conversation had come easily. 
Rebecca found herself feeling instantly self-conscious and wishing that she could just go home.  

“Rebecca,” The sound of her name coming from Suzie’s lips made Rebecca feel almost sick, “Didn’t you and Abe go out together when you were teenagers?” 

Rebecca forced herself to nod her head slowly.

“Then I’d say you know him better than anyone,” Laura Schmidt announced, “Goodness knows that Abe hasn’t said more than boo to anyone in the last four years.”

Rebecca knew that better than anyone.  She had spent each day, hoping that Abe would come back into her life.  It felt like her heart had broken a little bit more each week that he avoided the young peoples’ gatherings and ignored her when he saw her at church.  

“What is he like, Rebecca?” Suzie asked as she stabbed her needle back into the fabric, “Do you think he’ll make a good preacher?”

Rebecca took a deep breath and reached up to brush a strand of dark blonde hair away from her eyes, “It’s been so long, I hardly remember what he’s like.  Ach, but goodness, we were hardly more than just friends.”  

Several of the women looked at each other and raised their eyebrows.

Rebecca found herself ducking her head, trying to avoid their prying eyes.  To say they were just friends was ridiculous.  She was sure everyone already wondered why, at twenty-two she hadn’t found herself a steady beau yet.  Over the years, she had courted many of the young men in her community, yet nothing had ever been serious enough for her to move forward with a relationship.  

Recently, Rebecca had started cleaning house for the Amish widower Simon Girod.  While Rebecca couldn’t say that she felt very close to Simon, it was beginning to look like he was her only hope of every having a family of her own.

Silently, Rebecca found herself regretting ever having spoken to Abe Miller.  She wished that she could go back in time and she would never have returned his attention.  One thing was certain: Rebecca wouldn’t be letting herself make that mistake again, even if Abe was to beg her.  

Abe Miller carefully hammered a board in place on Mrs. Simms’ new back porch.  For the last week, he and the work crew had been crafting a wooden platform behind the Simms house.  

Abe found himself taking out his frustration on the nail as he drove it deep into the wooden plank.  

For the past four years, Abe had grown accustomed to doing the same thing every day.  He got up early in the morning, cared for the animals, went with the work crew and did construction jobs until afternoon, then he went back home to finish more farm chores.  By the time night came, Abe would be so exhausted, he could think of nothing but going to bed. 

Now, he found himself overwhelmed with other, unwanted thoughts.  In a little over a four days time, Abe would be standing in front of the entire Amish community, delivering a sermon.  He had no idea what he was going to say or if he would even have the ability to open his mouth and form words. 

And if Hiram Yoder hadn’t brought up the fact that Abe wasn’t married.  That alone had filled Abe’s thoughts and dreams with memories of Rebecca Miller.  

It had been four years since they had spoken.  Abe could still remember the night that she attended his daed’s viewing.  She had come over to try to comfort him, but Abe had pushed her away.  He had felt like he was unable to have both a girlfriend and provide for his family.  It had been more than Abe could do alone, so he had ended things.  He hadn’t done it very kindly; instead, he simply told her it was over...for her to go on with her life.  

Abe wished that he had done something differently, but he wasn’t sure what.  Surely it was better to end things quickly than to try to hold it all together and watch it fall apart.  

Pounding another board in place, Abe found himself hoping he could find some way to get out of this new job as a preacher.  This job was certainly beyond his capabilities, and the urge to quite before he made a fool of himself was overwhelming. 

“We should be finished with this project today,” Abe heard his boss, Levi Christner announce, “Next up is refinishing one of the rooms in widower Sam Girod’s house.”  

Abe took a deep breath.  Hopefully he could get lost in his work and forget what was ahead of him. 

Chapter Three

Rebecca Miller grabbed her shawl and straightened her prayer cap.  She stood at the window, waiting for her driver to arrive.  It was Thursday and Sam Girod had asked Rebecca to come clean his house.  

Rebecca took a deep breath and shook her head.  Sam was a lonely thirty-five-year-old widower with no children of his own.  While Sam had shown no interest in her yet, Rebecca’s mother was pushing her to take advantage of this opportunity and try to convince Sam that she would be a good wife.  

Just the idea made Rebecca feel sick to her stomach, but she realized that she was getting older and her opportunities to get a boyfriend were starting to dwindle fast.  Getting married and raising children was the Amish way; without that, what purpose would Rebecca’s life have?  

When Rebecca arrived at Sam’s house, she was surprised to find a truck parked outside the front door.  

“Ach, would could be here?” She wondered to herself as she handed her driver some money and hurried inside to get started.  

Sam owned a small store in town and spent most of his time at it, leaving Rebecca alone to clean most of the day.  Seeing an Englisher’s vehicle there made her nervous.

Stepping into the house, Rebecca heard the sound of hammers pounding in the back room.  

Turning a corner, looking for Sam and anxious to see what was going on, Rebecca walked right into Abe Miller.  Taking a step backward, Rebecca thought she might lose her balance.  On instinct, Abe reached out and grabbed for her shoulder, trying to steady her.

“Abe,” Rebecca regained her footing and found herself looking directly into his green eyes, “I certainly didn’t expect to see you here.”  Suddenly bashful, she looked down at the floor.

“Sam hired us to come work on that back bedroom.” Abe explained, stepping back from Rebecca and playing absent-mindedly with the hammer on his tool belt.  

“Oh, Rebecca, you’re here.” Sam announced as he appeared from the back room, “I’m sorry I didn’t warn you about all this work going on.  As you pointed out, rain has been leaking in that back bedroom and has destroyed a place on the floor.  Plus, there is now some black mold growing on the ceiling and down the wall.  The crew is going to repair it all this week.”

The idea of being stuck in a house with Abe wasn’t Rebecca’s cup of tea.  
“Would you want me to go home and come back another day?” Rebecca was quick to ask.
Sam shook his head, “Oh, no!  I told them to keep the mess back there.  Go on and clean what you can.  With them working like this, I may actually need you to come more often.”

Rebecca glanced at Abe, almost asking for his approval to stay.  She felt so wrong to be there, so close to the man who had ended their relationship so abruptly.

“Well, I’m off to work,” Sam announced, “Rebecca, I left you some money on the table for cleaning.”

With that, Sam was gone, leaving Rebecca and Abe alone in the hallway.

“I’ll try to stay out of your way.” Rebecca announced coldly.

Abe gave a nod, “I’ll do the same.”  

As if his new job as a preacher wasn’t enough for Abe to worry about, having Rebecca in the same house nearly drove him insane.  

While he wanted to avoid her, Abe also found himself anxious to catch another glimpse of her.

She was still so beautiful.  Looking into her blue eyes had taken Abe back four years.  He found himself lost in memories of the time that they had spent together.  And Abe found himself overwhelmed with guilt about the way that he had unexpectedly broken things off.

By the time he got home that night, Abe felt almost sick to his stomach.  Once his barn chores were over, he went to his room and sat down at his wooden desk. Grabbing a piece of paper and a pen, Abe tried to decide what he was going to preach about.  Flipping his Bible open, he searched for a story that might be appropriate.  

He wondered if he could simply give up, preach the worst sermon of all times, and then enjoy being fired.  

Abe found himself unable to think of anything but Rebecca.  He had done her wrong.  He knew it now and he had even known it four years ago.  

“Knock, knock!” Abe heard his mother’s cheerful voice outside his bedroom door.

“Come in, Mom,” He said with a deep sigh.  

“You look exhausted,” his mother announced as she stepped into his bedroom, “Hard day?”

Abe slowly nodded his head, “I guess you could say that.”  He was silent for a moment, trying to decide how much he should share with his mother, “Mom, I just feel like the church is expecting too much of me.”

Mrs. Miller smiled as she sat on the edge of her son’s bed and reached down to smooth out the quilt that she had made him years ago, “Son, you’ve always been one to put your mind to something and do it.”

Abe rested his forehead on the palm of his hand, “I think this is just more than I can handle.  You know I’m no good at talking to large groups of people.  I stutter and stumble and can’t get two words to come out right.  This is going to be nothing short of a disaster!”
“Abe, you’ve always been one to plow ahead and do whatever you want, but you also shy away from anything you might fail trying.”
Abe let out a laugh, “I think that’s probably natural, Mama.”  

Chucking to herself, Mrs. Miller announced, “I’m sure you’re right on that one, but life is full of challenges.  That’s one of the greatest blessings of the Lord...He promises to give us the strength to do the things we couldn’t do on our own.  Where we are weak, He is very strong.  He’ll help you get through this, Abe...if you let Him.”  

Abe knew that his mother’s words were true.  She knew her Bible better than anyone, but those words were much easier to know in his heart than to actually act on.  

“If you read that Bible,” Mrs. Miller told him, standing up and reaching out to pat him on the back, “You’ll find a lot of people who did big things...and the Lord helped them each.  Without Him they would have been nothing, but with Him, they couldn’t fail.  If you ask God to help you and do what He tells you to do, you’re going to succeed.”  Reach out to the door, she whispered, “Gut night, son.”

“Goodnight, Mamm,” he muttered back, watching as she stepped out into the hallway and closed the door behind her.  

From the time he had been a little boy, Abe had been overwhelmed by so many different fears.  Some of the things he shied away from doing were certainly for the best, but he had also made terrible decisions in an effort to keep from doing something he felt was beyond his own capabilities.

Rebecca Graber had been one of those choices.  When life seemed too hard, he had simply jilted her; tossed her aside as if her feelings didn’t matter.  Just the thought of it made Abe’s heart feel weighed down by guilt.  There was nothing he could do to right his wrongs now, was there?  

Closing his eyes, Abe gripped his Bible tightly between his hands.  

“Lord,” he prayed softly, “I don’t know why you let the church elders pick me as their new preacher.  Surely, I’m as ill-fit for the job as anyone on the earth.  I’m no public speaker and I don’t even know how I’m going to write a sermon, let alone speak it in front of all the community.  I need your help.  You surely gave me this job, Lord.  Please, either get me out of it or help me do it.  I don’t want to run away anymore.”
––––––––

Chapter Four

For the first time in years, Rebecca found herself crying into her pillow that Thursday night.  Lying in bed, she tried to keep her sobs to herself so as not to wake her younger sister, Sadie, who was sleeping in the same room. 

Obviously, her efforts were futile.

“Are ya all right, sister?” Sadie whispered into the darkness, sitting up in bed when Rebecca couldn’t hold in an especially large sob.  

“I’m fine,” Rebecca tried to sound normal, but she couldn’t hide the quiver in her voice.

“You’re not fine,” Eighteen-year-old Sadie insisted as she got up and moved to sit on the edge of Rebecca’s bed, “What’s wrong?”  

Rebecca shook her head, struggling to make out her sister’s concerned expression in the light of the moon.  

“When I went to clean Sam’s house today...” Rebecca took a deep breath, willing herself to calm down as she whispered the news to her sister, “I went around a corner and ran right into none other than Abe Miller himself.  I ran full force into him, Sadie.  I almost fell over...probably would have if he hadn’t reached out to grab me.”
“Humph,” Sadie let out a snort, “If I was you, I would have smacked him but good!  New preacher or not, I haven’t forgiven him for all that happened back when you two were courting.”  
The idea of smacking the new preacher almost caused Rebecca to laugh, but instead she just sighed, “I hate to admit it, Sadie, but I still have feelings for him.  He’s working at Sam’s right now.  Here I went to work this morning, planning to try to win Sam’s heart...and I found my own all tangled up in Abe Miller.  I kept peeking around the corners, hoping I’d see him again.”  

Sadie raised an eyebrow, “I’d be hoping to see him so my broom handle could ‘accidentally’ slap him right upside the head.”  

When Sadie saw that she would not be able to make her older sister laugh, she cautiously said, “I never knew what happened between you two.  One day you were happy together and he was taking you places, and the next he was gone.”
Rebecca nodded and whispered softly, “That’s about how it went for me, too.  I never knew what happened.  Like you said, one day things were going good.  We would go together to the young peoples’ gatherings – I would feel so safe and happy sitting there by his side on his buggy.  Then his daed died...and everything changed.  I went to the viewing, hoping to talk to him.” Rebecca closed her eyes at the memory, “I was just saying regular things about how sorry I was...when, suddenly, he announced that he had to help his mamm and would be staying busy, so I would need to find someone else to drive me.  He said I needed to just go on with my life and forget him.  He seemed so resigned and indifferent about the entire situation.  I spent every night, hoping that he would eventually come back around, but he didn’t.  With that, everything ended.  When I saw him places, he was like a stranger.”  
“Well,” Sadie’s tone had softened, “His dad’s death was unexpected and there was a lot of work to do...”

“I thought the same at first,” Rebecca agreed, “But, ach, Sadie, it’s been four years.  I can only think that he never loved me at all and his dad’s death was just an excuse to end things.”

“Well,” Sadie started again, “if that’s the case, then I think you should’ve hit him good with









































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
e .
o o
;-

~A

Ellen ﬁoSmﬁm





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





