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 Unofficial Glossary
of Pennsylvania Dutch Words

 


Ach –
Oh

Ausbund – German
hymn book

Boppli/Bopplin –
Baby/Babies

Dat/Daed –
Dad

Denki/Danke –
Thanks

Der Herr – The
Lord

Dochder(n) –
Daughter(s)

Englischer – A
non-Amish person

Fraa – Woman,
Wife

Gott –
God

Gut –
Good

Jah –
Yes

Kinner –
Children

Maed/Maedel –
Girls/Girl

Mamm –
Mom

Nee –
No

Schatzi – Honey,
Sweetheart

Vatter –
Father
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Author’s Note

 


 


It should be noted that the Amish/Mennonite
people and their communities differ one from another. There are, in
fact, no two Amish communities exactly alike. It is this premise on
which this book is written. We have taken cautious steps to assure
the authenticity of Amish practices and customs. Old Order Amish
and New Order Amish may be portrayed in this work of fiction and
may differ from some communities.

We,
as Englischers, can
learn a lot from the Plain People and their simple way of life.
Their hard work, close-knit family life, and concern for others are
to be applauded. As the Lord wills, may this special culture
continue to be respected and remain so for many centuries to come,
and may the light of God’s salvation reach their hearts.


 


 


 


To My Lord and Saviour, Jesus Christ.


 


 


 


ONE

 


 


“Hey, what do you
think you’re doing? Get back here!” Sarah called out. She stood on
the sidewalk, helplessly watching the entire frightening event
unfold.

The enclosed gray buggy kept moving along
the icy road, with not even a hint of slowing down. Had the driver
even heard her?

She turned to the bystander beside her. “Did
you see that? He nearly ran that little boy over!”

The older man nodded as though it were an
everyday occurrence. How could he be so calm?

“Well, I’m going to go stop him!” Sarah
began to race to her vehicle but paused momentarily. She turned and
regarded the mother of the frightened young boy. “Will he be
okay?”

“Yeah, he’s fine. Just a little shaken up.”
The boy’s mother stroked her son’s fine chestnut hair.

Sarah moved out into the early morning
traffic and passed a couple of vehicles. She couldn’t lose that
Amish buggy. She carefully swerved around one buggy, drove a couple
of miles further, and then turned the corner to follow the
madman.

“I can’t believe he would do that! And then
just go on his merry way,” she fumed. “I thought the Amish were
supposed to have more character than that.”

The
moment she caught up to the buggy, she noticed something
peculiar. What on earth? There was no driver! At least, not that she could see.
Sarah hastily rolled down her window.

“Hey!”

No response.

Oh, Lord. Is that thing empty? “Hey! Is someone in there?”

Sarah
briefly deliberated. She couldn’t just let the buggy continue on
unmanned. What if someone got run over, like the little boy almost
had? If she didn’t stop this thing, she’d be the one responsible for any consequential
tragedies.

“Whoa!” she called out to the horse from her
window, attempting to keep her eyes on the road.

He kept on trotting. Didn’t seem to pay any
attention, in fact.

Whose buggy was it, anyway? Where was its
owner? Were they worried?

Okay, how did they do this sort of thing in those Wild West
movies? She frowned. It
couldn’t be too difficult, could it? What would Charles Ingalls have
done?

Without another thought, she accelerated
slightly and quickly parked her vehicle on the shoulder ahead of
the buggy. She’d thought about stopping directly in front of the
buggy, but that could prove disastrous, especially if an oncoming
car was in the other lane and the buggy attempted to pass. Who knew
how the horse would react?

Sarah
stood on the road’s shoulder gathering her resolve.
Please help me,
Lord. She waited for the
buggy to come near, then she attempted to grasp hold of the handle
to catapult herself into the buggy’s cab. Without enough thrust,
her grip quickly loosened and she realized her dangerous position.
She dangled by the buggy handle, her feet hitting the spokes of the
wheel.

Oh, no! This is no time to panic, Sarah.

“Whoa!”
she called out to the horse, emulating a male voice.
What have I gotten
myself into? “Please, God.
Help!”

Miraculously, the horse slowed.

Sarah
found the strength to pull herself up into the buggy seat and, with
shaky hands, yanked on the reins. Breathlessly, she whispered a
prayer of thanksgiving. She attempted to steady her wildly beating
heart. Thank
You, God.

When the buggy finally came to a complete
stop on the shoulder of the country lane, Sarah glanced into the
back.

She gasped. A bruised and bloodied man,
curled into the fetal position, lay on the buggy floor. She
surveyed his clothing. He was Amish, alright. One of his suspenders
had been nearly cut through. The hair under his black hat was
trimmed in a bowl-shaped fashion as most Amish men she’d seen, and
matched his walnut-colored beard.

What on earth happened to this man?

“Sir? Sir? You need to wake up.”

He wasn’t budging. Was he dead? She watched
for a sign of life, then breathed a sigh of relief when his chest
rose and fell.

She shook his shoulder gently at first, then
with more force. “Mister. Wake up.” The wind lifted the stench of
alcohol and she quickly held her breath. Had this Amish man been
drinking? Not that she knew anything about the Amish, but she was
pretty certain they didn’t approve of drinking alcohol.

The man groaned.

“Oh,
good. You are alive.” She
momentarily debated what to do. Up ahead, she heard the clip-clop
of an approaching buggy. Sarah hastily jumped from the buggy and
pulled the horse to the fence. She loosely wrapped the reins around
the top fence board. “Stay!” she commanded as though she were
talking to a dog.

The
oncoming buggy topped the hill, and Sarah waved her arms. The buggy
came to a halt. Thank You, Lord. “Excuse me, there’s an injured man in that buggy across the
road. I think he needs help.”

The
buggy’s male driver eyed her up and down and frowned in seeming
disapproval. He stared at Sarah peculiarly for a good thirty
seconds before speaking. “He needs you.”

“Oh no, I’m not a nurse or anything. I don’t
have any medical training.” Or did he want her to drive him to the
hospital?

“Jathan
don’t need no training, he needs his fraa!”

“His fraa?”

“Don’t
pretend you don’t know, Sarah! You don’t fool me with your
Englischer
clothes.”

She
frowned. This man knew her name? “Do I know you?”

He
completely ignored her question. “What ya ought to be doin’ is
takin’ him home. This is all your fault, you know! Jathan wouldn’t be out if you’d come home
sooner.”

“I’m sorry, sir, but you must be
mistaken.”

“No mistake,” he insisted.

“He really needs help. Please.”

The man
shook his head. “Your kinner are waitin’. Prob’ly been worried sick about ya. Go home,
Sarah.”

She
sighed. This man was truly confused. Okay, she’d play his little
game. “Where is home?
I’ve…uh…forgotten.”

The man’s white beard bobbed on his chest.
“Over the hill, chust two farms down, on the left. Big red
barn.”

She looked where the man pointed.

Without another word, he set his buggy in
motion. No goodbye. No “Thanks for helping Jathan.” Nothing.

Sarah
looked over her shoulder as the man’s buggy continued down the
road. Her vehicle was too far away to go back now.
Oh, shoot! My purse
is in the front seat. Surely it would be fine out here in the middle of nowhere,
practically. She hadn’t seen one car pass by. This man really
needed her help.

God, I’m going to play the Good Samaritan.
Please keep an eye on my stuff.

She took the horse’s reins and carefully
maneuvered the buggy back onto the seldom-traveled lane. As the
horse trotted into the driveway, several Amish children spilled out
of house. She counted—five girls.

Sarah looked at the oldest sympathetically.
“Is this your father? He’s hurt. He needs help.”

They stared back at her and spoke to one
another in Pennsylvania Dutch.

“You
will not stay with us, Momma?”
Tears surfaced in the teen girl’s eyes.

“Honey, I’m not your mother.”

The girl
nodded adamantly. “Jah, you are.
For sure and for certain.”

Sarah disregarded the girl’s notions and
looked back at the injured man. There was something more important
at stake here. “Will you help me get him into the house?”

The girl spoke again in their native tongue
and the six of them carried their father into the house and set him
on the couch. Sarah requested a cool rag for the man’s face. “He
needs coffee if you have some.”

Sarah exhaled in relief when the man finally
began to stir. “Will you sit here with him?”

The oldest girl nodded and Sarah moved to
the kitchen to find a drink for herself and gather her thoughts.
Asking for a ride back to her car was out of the question. She’d
have to walk.

She reentered the living room, and found the
man sitting up. “Sarah?” His eyes brightened and he seemed fully
alert now.

Oh, no. Not him too. These poor people are
sorely mistaken.

She ignored his word. “Oh, good. You’re
awake. I’ve got to be going now.” Sarah moved toward the door.

He reached for her hand. “Please stay.”

“I’m sorry, sir. I know I must look a lot
like your wife, but I’m not her.” She rushed out as quickly as she
could.

As she walked back the direction she’d come,
her heart began to pound. How far up the road did she leave her
car, anyway? A sinking feeling struck when she topped the hill.

My car’s gone! Who had taken it?

The buggy she’d seen earlier slowly
approached from the opposite direction. The same elderly man
stopped, beckoning her close. Did he know what happened to her
car?

“I need to find a telephone,” she said. “My
car’s gone.”

He grasped her cold hands, which were now
beginning to turn numb. “Come. It’s time to go home now,
Sarah.”
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Warmth
covered Sarah’s face but her eyelids remained shut. She really
should be getting up. There was no telling how long she’d been
asleep. That
was the strangest dream I’ve ever had, she thought, in her semi-nocturnal
haze.

The shuffling feet in another room told her
that if she didn’t arise soon, the children would leave for school
without her bidding them farewell. Had Mark left for work already?
Sarah abruptly forced herself to rise.

Oh, no! Her gaze
traveled the room of the simple farmhouse. This cannot be happening.

“Sarah?”

She
glanced up in the direction of the male voice and frowned. It was
the man she’d rescued from the buggy. Was that yesterday?

“Oh,
good. I thought you might sleep the whole day away. The
maed
have already finished school
for the day. They’re choring now.”

“I don’t understand.”

The suspender-clad man moved closer, and he
sat on an ottoman near the sofa where Sarah sat. Apparently, he’d
taken a bath since she’d last seen him, because he looked and
smelled much better than the evening before. He took her hand and
she stared at the rough callouses that marred his hands. Her first
instinct was to pull away, but she sensed an urgency in his grip,
so she refrained.

“I wish you wouldn’t pretend you don’t know
us, Sarah.”

“I don’t know
you.”

“C’mon.
These kinner are your
own flesh and blood. Are you saying you don’t know your own
bopplin?”

She shook her head. “I’m not who you think I
am. My name is Sarah Brewer. I live in Baltimore, Maryland. I have
a family there—a husband and two children.”

A forceful word escaped the man’s breath,
but she couldn’t decipher its meaning. He reached for her ankle and
began pushing up her pant leg.

Sarah quickly jerked her foot away. “What do
you think you’re doing?”

“Nee!” He reached
for her leg again. “Let me show you.”

Sarah frowned, but his calm demeanor
placated her frazzled nerves. Somehow, she knew this man wished her
no harm and could be trusted. “Okay,” she hesitantly agreed.

His warm hands slid her denim pant leg up to
her knee. “See, there.”

She looked down and stared at the four-inch
scar on the inside of her calf. “That was from a car accident.”

He
adamantly shook his head. “Nee,
Sarah. You were helping me out in the field with the cattle. One of
our heifers was having some trouble calving, so you ran back to the
house to have the kinner call the
neighbor over. When you jumped over the fence, you got this here
cut on your leg.”

“A lot of people have cuts on their legs.”
She swallowed. “I just happen—”

“Those aren’t the only marks on your body,
Sarah. How about...?” He leaned over and whispered in her ear.

Sarah
gasped and protectively wrapped her arms around her chest. How
could he possibly know about that birthmark? “I—”

“Sarah,
you’re my fraa! Please
stop pretending you don’t know it.”

Sarah
recognized the pain that tainted his eyes. This poor man really does believe I’m
his wife.

But she couldn’t let him continue this
absurd notion. “Look, mister.”

“Jathan.”

“Jathan.
I don’t know what’s going on, or how I got here, or why you think
that I’m your wife. I really think you’re mistaken. I’m not
just pretending that
I don’t know you or your children—I really don’t know you. Maybe I might look like your wife, but I’m
not her.” She arose from the couch. “And if you’ll excuse me, I
really do need to get back home. I’m sure my husband and girls are very worried about
me.”

“How long have you been married?”

The question caught her off guard. “To Mark?
Oh, it’s been about eight years now. Our girls are five and
seven.”

“You left us ten years ago. August second.”
Tears formed in Jathan’s eyes. “I never thought we’d see you again.
Thought I’d be a grass widower all my life. But I’ve been praying,
and here you are. I miss you so much, Sarah. Please stay here with
us.”

Ten years ago? No, that can’t be. Her heart raced. “I have to go.”

“Sarah, I’ve changed! I’m not the man I used
to be. When you left, God got a hold of my heart.”

“I’m not
your wife, but if I was, I certainly wouldn’t believe
that
story. When I found you, you
were out cold from alcohol consumption.”

“Nee, I wasn’t
drinking.” He thrust a hand through his already tousled hair. “I
was out looking for you! Same as every night since you left. A
couple of Englischers thought they’d use me as a punching sack. They didn’t like
Amish folks and they let me know it. They were the ones drinking.”

“You reeked of beer.”

He shrugged. “They must’ve poured it on me
after they thrashed me. Sarah, the last time I drank was the night
before you left. I promise you I’ve changed. You can talk to Bishop
Wagler.”

“I don’t know what to say to you, Jathan.
This whole situation is just preposterous.”

“Say
you’ll stay.” He dropped to his knees and his unsteady hand grasped
hers. Did he have tears in his eyes? “Please, Sarah. I
need
you. I don’t want to live the
rest of my life alone.”

The
desperation in his voice nearly caused her to contemplate this
outlandish idea. If she weren’t married, she might actually
consider the validity of his claims. “I’m not who you think I am. I
told you I have a
family.”

“But we’re your
family, Sarah.”

“I’m sorry. Really, I am. Goodbye,
Jathan.”

Sarah’s hands still trembled as she now
gripped her vehicle’s steering wheel. She’d managed to find her car
after speaking to the local sheriff’s office. Fortunately, they’d
agreed to release it free of charge, given her bizarre situation.
They must’ve thought she’d lost her mind and took pity on her.

As she
neared the exit toward Baltimore, Jathan’s last words to her echoed
in her mind. I’ll keep praying that God will bring you back to
us.

But that
wasn’t the only thing that plagued her conscience. He’d said she
left ten years ago, which would have been right around the time of
the accident. It couldn’t be true, could it? Were they really her
flesh and blood family? Just the idea that she could have another
family seemed ridiculous, let alone an Amish family. And if it was true, then what? It wasn’t like she would just abandon the
only life she knew.

One thing was certain. She needed to get to
the bottom of this mystery. If anyone knew the truth, her parents
would.
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