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Dedication

To the students and teachers of the Walnut
Valley School near Walnut Creek, Ohio.
It was great getting to meet you!


Glossary

 abastz—stop

 ach—oh

 an lauerer—eavesdropper

 appeditlich—delicious

 baremlich—terrible

 bensel—silly child

 blos—bubble

 boppli—baby

 bopplin—babies

 brieder—brothers

 bruder—brother

 buwe—boy

 bussli—kitten

 daed—dad

 danki—thanks

 dumm—dumb

 gaul—horse

 grank—sick

 grossdaadi—grandfather

 grossmudder—grandmother

 gut—good

 heiraat—marriage

 hund—dog

 iem—bee

 jah—yes

 kapp—cap

 katze—cats

 kinner—children

 kinskinner—grandchildren

 kumme—come

 lecherich—ridiculous

 maedel—girl

 mamm—mom

 missverschtand—misunderstanding

 munn—moon

 naerfich—nervous

 naas—nose

 pescht—pest

 peschte—pests

 retschbeddi—tattletale

 schmaert—smart

 schnarixer—snorer

 schnuppich—snoopy

 schtann—stars

 schteche—sting

 schweschder—sister

 umgerennt—upset

 verhuddelt—mixed-up

 wasser—water

 windel—diaper

 wunderbaar—wonderful

 zoll—inches



	Bass uff, as du net fallscht!
	Take care you don’t fall!



	Guder mariye.
	Good morning.



	Ich kann sell net geh!
	I cannot tolerate that!


	Mir hen die zeit verbappelt.
	We talked away the time.


	Raus mitt!
	Out with it!


	She dich, eich, wider!
	See you later!


	Was in der welt?
	What in all the world?



	Wie geht’s?
	How are you?
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Chapter 1

Good News
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“I’m going out to get the mail!” Rachel Yoder called to her mother as she raced out the back door.

“Oh no, you don’t!” Rachel’s brother Jacob shouted as he dashed out the door behind her. “Getting the mail is Buddy’s job!”

Rachel screeched to a halt and whirled around to face Jacob. “Since when is it Buddy’s job to get the mail?”

“Since I started training him to open the mailbox.” Jacob grinned at Rachel, and the skin around his blue eyes crinkled. “Today I’m gonna teach him how to take the mail from the box and then bring it to the house and put it on the kitchen table.”

Rachel snickered and waved her hand. “Like that’ll ever happen. That big, hairy hund [dog] of yours isn’t schmaert [smart] enough to get the mail.”

“Jah [Yes], he is. Buddy’s the smartest dog I’ve ever owned,” Jacob insisted.

“That’s because he’s the only dog you’ve ever owned.” Rachel blinked her eyes several times. “Buddy’s nothing but trouble!”

“Is not.”

“Is too.”

“Is not.” Jacob pointed at Rachel. “You’re the one who’s trouble!”

Rachel frowned and shook her head. “I am not trouble!”

“Jah, you are.”

“Am not.”

“Are so.”

“Am not. Buddy’s the troublemaker, and he’s not schmaert enough to get the mail!”

“He is so schmaert enough, and I’m gonna prove it to you right now!” Jacob dashed across the yard and yanked open the door to Buddy’s dog run.

Woof! Woof! Buddy leaped off the roof of his doghouse, where he liked to sleep, and dashed out of the dog run. Then he raced to Rachel, put both paws on her chest, and—slurp!—licked her face.

“Yuck!” Rachel pushed Buddy down and swiped her hand across her face. “Stay away from me, you big, hairy beast! I don’t want any of your slimy kisses!” She wrinkled her nose. “Besides, you have bad breath!”

Jacob chuckled and slapped his knee. “He’s just letting you know how much he likes you. You should realize that by now.”

“Humph!” Rachel folded her arms and glared at Jacob. “The only thing I realize is that Buddy’s a big pescht [pest], and I don’t enjoy his sloppy, stinky kisses!”

Jacob thumped Rachel’s back. “You’ll get used to them some day!” He clapped his hands and gave an ear-piercing whistle. “Come on, Buddy. Let’s go get the mail!”

Buddy tore off down the driveway, barking all the way, and sending gravel flying in several directions.

Jacob sprinted behind the dog, yelling, “Go, Buddy! Go!”

Rachel followed. She was curious about how Buddy could get the mail.

When they reached the mailbox by the side of the road, Jacob grabbed the handle and yanked it open with a thunk! He waited a few seconds; then he closed it again. He did this several times. After the fifth time, he pointed to the mailbox handle and said, “Open it, Buddy. Open the mailbox!”

Woof! Woof! Buddy wagged his tail and stared at the mailbox as if to say, What are you talking about?

Jacob opened and closed the mailbox door several more times; then he said, “Open it, Buddy! Open the mailbox now!”

Much to Rachel’s surprise, Buddy grabbed the handle on the mailbox in his teeth, pulled, and—thunk!—the door popped open.

Woof! Woof! Buddy wagged his tail and stared at the mailbox as if to say, Look what I did!

Rachel rushed forward to grab the stack of letters. Jacob stepped in front of her. “How’s Buddy gonna learn to get the mail if you do it for him?”

Rachel rolled her eyes. “Buddy might be schmaert enough to open the mailbox, but he’s not schmaert enough to take the mail out.”

“Sure he is. Just stand back and watch.”

“Whatever.” Rachel stepped aside, even though she was sure Buddy would not take the mail out of the box.

Jacob pointed to the mail inside the box. “Get it, Buddy! Get the mail out of the box!”

Buddy tilted his head and whined.

Rachel shook her head. “He doesn’t have a clue what you’re talking about.”

“Okay, then, I’ll try it another way.” Jacob reached into the mailbox, picked up one of the letters, opened Buddy’s mouth, and put the letter between the dog’s teeth. “You’re a good hund!” He patted Buddy’s head.

Buddy whimpered and nuzzled Jacob’s hand with his big nose.

Rachel reached into the mailbox and snatched the rest of the mail. “I knew he wasn’t schmaert enough to get the mail by himself.”

“Hey!” Jacob frowned. “How am I supposed to train Buddy to get the mail if you take it first?”

“I don’t care if Buddy learns how to get the mail. I just want to take the mail to the house, and—” Rachel stared at the letter in her hand. It was addressed to her. It was from her cousin Mary!

Mary was not only her cousin but had also been her best friend. Rachel had been very sad when Mary’s family moved to Indiana.

“Yippee! I’ve got a letter from Mary! I’ve got a letter from Mary!” Rachel shrieked as she waved the letter in the air. “I’m going to the house to read Mary’s letter. You and your schmaert dog can bring the rest of the mail whenever you’re ready.”

Rachel started to turn around, but Buddy dropped the letter in his mouth, leaped into the air, and snatched Mary’s letter out of her hand!

“Give that back, you big, hairy mutt!” Rachel lunged for the letter.

Woof! Woof! Buddy took off on a run.

Rachel raced after him.

The dog zipped up the driveway, then turned and zipped back again. Rachel ran behind him, waving her hands and shouting, “Abastz [Stop]! You’re a bad dog!”

Jacob doubled over with laughter as Rachel chased the dog. She’d just started down the driveway again when she spotted their friend Orlie Troyer walking up the driveway.

“Catch that dumm [dumb] hund!” she shouted to Orlie. “Don’t let him get away!”

Orlie cupped his hands around his mouth. “What?” he called.

“I said—”

Woomph! Buddy plowed into Orlie, knocking him to the ground. the letter flew out of Buddy’s mouth.

Yip! Yip! Buddy tore across the field on the side of their property, yapping all the way.

“Bad dog!” Rachel shouted.

Jacob dashed after Buddy, waving his hands. “Come back here, Buddy! Come back here right now!”

Rachel ran down the driveway and dropped to her knees beside Orlie. “Are you all right? Buddy didn’t hurt you, I hope.”

Orlie shook his head. “Just knocked the wind out of me, that’s all.” He clambered to his feet and brushed the dirt from his trousers. “I think Buddy was excited to see me.”

“Maybe so, but I think the real reason Buddy plowed into you was because he stole a letter from me and was trying to get away.” Rachel snatched the letter Buddy had dropped. “It’s from my cousin Mary in Indiana.”

“How’d The hund get your letter?” Orlie asked.

Rachel groaned. “Jacob was trying to teach Buddy to get the mail.”

“Guess he needs to teach him to come when he’s called.” Orlie chuckled as he pointed across the field. “Jacob’s going to be tired by the time he catches Buddy.”

“You mean if he catches the hairy hund.” Rachel lifted Mary’s letter. “I’m going to the house to read my mail. Do you want to come along?”

Orlie grinned. “Jah, sure. I’d like to hear what Mary has to say, too.”

Rachel wasn’t sure she wanted Orlie to read Mary’s letter, but she didn’t want to be rude, so she smiled and said, “Let’s go sit down, and I’ll read Mary’s letter out loud.”

When they were settled on the back porch steps, Rachel tore open the letter and began to read.

“Dear Rachel: I have some very good news. I’ll be coming back to Pennsylvania in a few weeks for—”

Woof! Woof! Woof! Buddy darted onto the porch, swiped his sloppy wet tongue across Rachel’s face, and then leaped into Orlie’s lap.

Jacob, red-faced and sweating, dropped onto the step below them. “That crazy mutt can sure run fast. I’m all worn out!”

Rachel grunted. “You should get rid of him. He’s nothing but trouble.”

“No way! Buddy’s a nice hund.” Jacob rubbed Buddy’s ears.

Orlie patted the top of Buddy’s head. “I’d never have given him to you if it hadn’t been for my mamm’s [mom’s] allergies. I’m glad you were able to take Buddy.”

Jacob nodded. “I’m glad Buddy came to live with us. He’s been a good friend to me.”

Orlie’s head bobbed up and down. “He was a good friend to me, too, and He’s also a good watchdog.”

“You two can sit here all day talking about that dumm hund if you like, but I’m going inside to tell Mom about Mary’s letter.” Rachel jumped up and raced into the house, banging the screen door behind her. “I got a letter from Mary!” she hollered as she dashed into the kitchen.

Mom was sitting at the table drinking a cup of tea. She looked up and smiled. “That’s nice. What’d she say?”

“She’s coming to Pennsylvania!”

“When?”

“I don’t know. Thanks to Jacob’s dumm hund, I didn’t get a chance to finish reading Mary’s letter.” Rachel dropped into a chair and placed the letter on the table. “I’ll finish reading it now though. Would you like me to read it out loud?”

“Jah, why don’t you?” Mom’s metal-framed glasses slipped to the end of her nose, and she pushed them back in place.

Rachel touched the nosepiece of her own plastic-framedglasses. Then she began to read.


Dear Rachel,

I have some very good news. I’ll be coming back to Pennsylvania in a few weeks for a visit. I’ll be with our neighbor, Carolyn, who’s coming there to see her daughter who’s expecting a baby. Mama will call soon to let you know when I’ll arrive.

Love, Mary.



Rachel looked at Mom and smiled. “Isn’t that the best news?”

Mom patted Rachel’s arm. “It certainly is. I know how much you’ve missed Mary. It will be nice for you girls to be together again.”

Rachel wiggled in her chair. “I can hardly wait to see Mary again!”

Mom smiled and stood up. “I’d better check on your baby sister. She should be waking from her nap soon. Then she’ll need to be diapered and fed.”

Mom hurried from the room, and Rachel picked up Mary’s letter to read it again.

Clip-clop. Clip-clop.

Pap’s new horse pulled their gray box-shaped buggy down the road the following morning. Rachel and her family were headed to church. It would be held at Howard and Anna Miller’s house today.

Rachel enjoyed going to church every other Sunday with her family and friends, and this morning she was even more eager to attend. She wanted to tell her friend Audra Burkholder about her letter from Mary.

When they approached the Millers’ barn, Rachel spotted Audra and Orlie across the yard by the swing. As soon as Pap stopped the horse, she hopped out of the buggy and sprinted across the yard.

“Wie geht’s? [How are you?]” Rachel asked Audra.

“Okay,” Audra mumbled; then she quickly looked away.

Rachel looked at Orlie and smiled, but he hurried away. Rachel figured he was going to join some of the boys.

“Guess what?” Rachel asked, nudging Audra’s arm.

Audra shrugged.

“I got a letter from—”

“Church is about to begin. We need to get inside.” Audra hurried toward the buggy shed, where several wooden benches had been set up for the members of their Amish community to sit on during the three-hour church service.

I guess I’ll have to wait until church is over to tell Audra about Mary’s letter, Rachel thought. She followed behind the others to the shed, her shoulders slumped and her head dropped in disappointment.

Whoomp! Rachel bumped into Sadie Stoltzfus, a widow. “Oops! I’m sorry,” she said.

Sadie turned and scowled at Rachel. “You should watch where you’re going. Can’t you see that there are people in front of you?” Her false teeth clacked when she spoke.

“I—I was looking at the ground and didn’t see you.”

Sadie blinked her pale green eyes and shook her finger. “Well, you should pay more attention. Hasn’t your mamm ever told you to hold your head up when you walk?”

Rachel nodded.

“Then you should listen.” Sadie’s teeth clacked a little louder, and she shook her finger again. “I’m glad all my kinskinner [grandchildren] are grown. I have no patience with little kinner [children] anymore.”

Rachel thought it was obvious that Sadie didn’t care much for children. “I’m sorry I bumped into you,” she said. Then she hurried into the building.

When Rachel looked at the women’s side of the room, she spotted Audra sitting between Phoebe Byler and Karen Fisher. Rachel was disappointed again. She usually sat by Audra. Maybe they could sit together during the noon meal.

Rachel slipped onto a bench beside Rebekah Mast.

As the group began to sing the first song, Rachel looked at Audra and smiled.

Audra stared straight ahead.

Every few minutes Rachel looked at Audra, but Audra never glanced Rachel’s way.

Maybe Audra’s afraid she’ll get in trouble for fooling around in church, Rachel thought. That’s probably why she won’t look at me.

Rachel heard someone clear her throat loudly. She glanced over her shoulder. Sadie Stoltzfus was frowning at Rachel. Rachel turned back around. She was glad she wasn’t one of Sadie’s kinskinner.

Harvey Fisher, one of the ministers, began giving his sermon, so Rachel sat up straight and listened.

“He who guards his mouth and his tongue keeps himself from calamity,” Harvey quoted from Proverbs 21:23.

Rachel was good at spelling, and she knew that another word for calamity was trouble. I have lots of trouble, she thought. Trouble seems to find me wherever I go.

She looked at Audra, but Audra still kept her gaze straight ahead. Rachel frowned. Was trouble brewing with Audra?

When church was over and the noon meal had been served, Rachel looked for Audra. She stopped in her tracks when she saw Audra sitting at a table between Phoebe and Karen.

Is Audra trying to avoid me? Is she mad at me for something? Rachel wondered. Are those her new best friends?

Rachel felt like crying. She waited until Audra had finished her lunch; then she stepped up to her and said, “Should we go out to the Millers’ barn and play?”

Audra shook her head. “I’m not in the mood.”

“Then let’s go swing.”

“Nope.
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