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GLOSSARY OF AMISH TERMS  
AND PHRASES

 ach:  oh
 aent/aenti: aunt/auntie
 “ain’t so?”:  a phrase commonly used at the end of a  
  sentence to invite agreement
 Ausbund:  Amish hymnal used in the worship services,  
  containing lyrics only 
 boppli:  baby/babies
 bu:  boy
 buwe:  boys
 daadi: grandfather
 daed:  dad
 “Danki”:  “Thank you”
 dawdi-haus: a home constructed for the grandparents to  
  live in once they retire 
 dochter:  daughter
 dummchen: a silly person
 ehemann:  husband
 Englisch: non-Amish
 Englischer:  a non-Amish person
 frau:  wife
 Gott: God



 großeltern:  grandparents
 grossdaedi:  grandfather
 grosskinner: grandchildren
 grossmammi: grandmother
 gut:  good
 haus: house
 der Herr:  the Lord
 “Ich liebe dich”:  “I love you”
 jah:  yes
 kapp:  prayer covering or cap
 kinner:  children
 koffee: coffee
 kum: come
 maidal:  young woman
 mamm:  mom
 mammi: grandmother
 morgen: morning
 nacht: night
 nein:  no
 onkel:  uncle
 rumschpringe:  “running around time”; a period of freedom  
  and experimentation during the late  
  adolescence of Amish youth 
 schnitz: dried apples, usually used for pies
 ser gut:  very good
 sohn: son
 süße:  sweetie/sweetness
 verboden: forbidden
 welkum:  welcome
 wunderbaar: wonderful
 youngies: young unmarried individuals in the  
  Amish community
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CHAPTER 1

Susanna King paused in the kitchen doorway and stared at the 
single long-stemmed red rose, artfully arranged in a glass vase 

with clusters of baby’s breath and fronds of a green fern-type plant, 
sitting in the middle of the table.

She’d been the last one to bed the previous nacht. She’d stayed 
up late reading A White Christmas in Webster County and had trailed 
Daed upstairs over an hour after he’d gone up there.

There’d been nein rose, red or otherwise, on the table last nacht, 
for sure and for certain.

With trembling fingers, Susanna set the lit lantern on the table, 
then touched a soft red petal. She pulled the white envelope free from 
the plastic card holder. “Susanna” was written on it in a neat block print.

Her breaths quickened, and she looked around, hoping for some 
clue as to who had kum inside the unlocked haus to deliver the flowers. 

Nothing. Not even a footprint left on the recently swept and 
scrubbed floor.

She carefully lifted the flap of the envelope and slid the card out. 
It was white, with a red rose on the left side. The words “With Love” 
were printed in gold script in the upper right-hand corner. 

In the middle of the card, written in the same block print as on the 
envelope, was this message:

I have loved thee with an everlasting love. (Jeremiah 31:3) 

Always, Your Secret Admirer 
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If only she could take this card, march outside to Daed’s 
glass-blowing shop, and confront Benaiah Troyer with what she 
wanted it to be—proof he was her secret admirer. 

But he couldn’t possibly be. He hadn’t arrived at work yet. And 
she knew his handwriting. He’d written her several notes during the 
too-short time they’d courted last year, and his script didn’t resemble 
this in any way. 

Didn’t he know how much it hurt to see him almost every day 
when he came to work for Daed? He’d shattered her heart when he’d 
broken things off. And she surmised, from the sheen of tears in his eye 
whenever they interacted, that it hadn’t been any easier for him. 

But he’d maintained his resolve. Ten months ago, his parents had 
died, and with them the wedding he and Susanna had planned. He 
couldn’t—wouldn’t—ask her to step in and raise his younger sisters 
or take care of his großeltern. He hadn’t asked. Didn’t he know she 
would’ve gladly—gladly—volunteered?

She’d opted not to try to convince him, though. He wouldn’t have 
listened, and she wouldn’t resort to begging. It was better to let things 
end with a semblance of dignity. 

Dreams should make noise when they died a violent death. A loud 
scream, a cry of pain, a shattering similar to glass breaking—any of 
these would’ve been appropriate. Dreams shouldn’t be taken from you 
silently, without warning. 

Susanna blinked, hoping to clear her blurry vision, and slid the 
card back inside the envelope. She would add it to her collection of 
cherished treasures from her unknown lover. Even if that person 
wasn’t Benaiah. Someone loved her, but she worried that her accep-
tance of the gifts might count as cheating on Benaiah. Not that she 
could return the gifts, even if she wanted to. Her admirer’s identity 
was unknown. 

For now, she tucked the card inside the pocket of her apron. She 
needed to start breakfast. 

She mixed dough for cinnamon rolls, then covered the bowl with 
a towel and set it near the stove to allow the dough rise. The sweets, 
warm and gooey when fresh from the oven, would be a nice treat for 
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Daed and Benaiah. Then she sliced several bananas, arranged the 
pieces atop the pan of oatmeal she’d prepared the nacht before, and 
slid the oats into the warm oven to bake. 

“Gut morgen, Susie.” Daed shuffled into the room in his slippers 
and stopped beside the door. 

“Gut morgen, Daed.” She set a kettle of water on a burner to heat 
for koffee.

Daed reached for his old work coat, put shoes on instead, and 
slapped his hat on his head. Then he opened the door and stepped out 
into the darkness. “I’ll feed the chickens today. You stay warm inside.”

“Danki.” It would be nice to avoid going outside in the cold today. 
Especially with all the preparations she had yet to do for Thanksgiving 
dinner tomorrow.

She grimaced. Last Thanksgiving had been the best one of her life, 
and now it was the holiday that caused her the greatest pain.

“I’ve got something to talk to you about when I kum back in.” The 
door closed behind him. 

What could that be? And why hadn’t he told her about it last 
nacht? Susanna opened the gas-powered refrigerator and reached for 
the carton of eggs—store-bought, since it was too cold for the family’s 
hens to lay. Her hand stalled mid-reach. There, front and center on the 
shelf, was a glass bottle. Starbucks French Vanilla Frappuccino. Her 
favorite treat, when she had a few extra dollars to spend on herself at 
the grocery store. She glanced behind her at the door, then scanned 
the room. Benaiah knew of her fondness for the drink; but then, prob-
ably half the people in their community had seen her in the grocery 
store, gazing longingly at the display of Starbucks bottled drinks when 
she didn’t have the money to purchase one.

She patted the note in her pocket. She would enjoy her treat 
later, while she reviewed all the notes she’d collected from Mr. Secret 
Admirer. There had to be some clue.

She shifted the bottle to the side, then grasped the carton of 
eggs and a glass jar of homemade butter, both of which she set on the 
counter. After closing the refrigerator door, she reached for a cast-
iron skillet. Benaiah liked his eggs fried in bacon grease. If only she 
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could fix him breakfast every morgen after waking up together…. Her 
face heated, and she hurried to distract herself from the scandalous 
thought by slamming the skillet down on the stove a little harder than 
necessary. She returned the butter to the refrigerator and got out a 
slab of bacon Daed had brought in the nacht before. 

Their neighbors to the north, the Zooks, had recently had their 
whole hog ground into sausage. Daed preferred a variety of meats, so 
the Kings’ cold storage was filled with bacon, sausage, roasts, chops, 
steaks, and more. It gave Susanna more options to work with for 
meals. And more opportunities to impress Benaiah with her cooking 
skills. To show him she was more than capable of planning a varied 
menu for his family. 

She grimaced at the prideful thought. Forgive me, Lord.
But it’d be nice to cook for more people than just herself and Daed 

someday. 
She walked to the hutch to retrieve some plates. Atop the stack of 

dishes sat a gift bag decorated in fall colors. Tufts of orange and yellow 
tissue paper stuck out the top. On the attached tag, printed in the same 
block letters, was this message: “‘I thank my Gott at every remem-
brance of you’ (Philippians 1:3). Happy Thanksgiving, Susanna.” 

Her breath lodged in her throat. With a shaky hand, she picked 
up the bag and reached inside. Her fingers closed around a set of coor-
dinating pot holders, kitchen towels, and washcloths, all decorated 
with colorful leaves. For her hope chest? Or for immediate use? 

Her hope chest. Definitely her hope chest. 
Smiling, she held the bag to her heart, then ran upstairs and set it 

on top of her dresser with her latest card and the hodge-podge of other 
items. From last January, a stuffed snowman clutching a pine tree, 
with a box of hot chocolate packets attached. From February, a couple 
of tiny plush hearts printed with the phases “I love you” and “Be mine,” 
along with a heart-shaped box of chocolates. From March, a candy dish 
shaped like a maple leaf, filled with maple syrup candies. (The sweets 
themselves were long gone.) April’s theme had been “I’m blue without 
you,” and Susanna had received a navy-blue umbrella, a violet that had 
bloomed for most of the summer on her bedroom windowsill, and blue 
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fabric for a new dress. She hadn’t done anything with the material. It 
sat in her hope chest, waiting for a wedding that, for now, would never 
happen. A sad reminder that it was over with Benaiah. The accompa-
nying bag of jelly beans in assorted shades of blue had comforted her 
as she’d cried herself to sleep nacht after nacht, mourning the loss of 
her much-hoped-for marriage.

Susanna turned her back on the remaining months’ gifts and 
returned to the kitchen. She arranged three place settings on the 
table, with plates, mugs, bowls, and eating utensils, expecting Benaiah 
to join them, as he did almost every day. For lunch, too. Fueling her 
hopes and dreams. Yet the mumbled excuse he gave was something 
about his mammi’s having enough to do without fixing meals for him.

A headlamp attached to a buggy lit the window for a moment, and 
Susanna’s heart jumped. Benaiah.

She glanced at the red rose, still positioned in the center of the 
table. 

Maybe, when he came inside, he’d react to the flower in some way. 
Then she’d know for sure. 

Lord, let it be so. 

Benaiah led his horse, Peppermint Twist, into the vacant barn stall 
that Susanna’s daed, Peter King, allowed him to use during the winter 
months. When the weather was warmer, Benaiah let the former race-
horse roam free in the pasture. But now, with the wind blowing hard, 
heavy gray clouds overhead, and the scent of snow in the air, he figured 
the animal would be happier in the barn. 

“The north wind doth blow, and we shall have snow,” Peter mut-
tered as Benaiah led the horse past him. 

Benaiah nodded but couldn’t summon a smile at the older man’s 
levity. This would be the first holiday season he spent without his 
parents. He wasn’t sure how to begin to put on a festive mood for 
Thanksgiving, let alone Christmas. He wasn’t even sure he wanted 
to try, especially with Mammi sick with the flu. Losing his folks and 
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breaking up with Susanna in one fell blow had left him reeling, and he 
wanted to crawl into a dark hole somewhere and just grieve. But life 
went on. He had to be the provider. The strong shoulder for the family. 

If only he felt capable. 
Peter cleared his throat. “Have something to tell both you and 

Susanna after I finish the chores. Take care of your horse, and then go 
on up to the haus.”

“Okay….” Except he didn’t want to be alone with Susanna. Not 
in his fragile emotional state. Not with the loss still fresh in his heart, 
even though it’d been eleven months since….

He swallowed the lump in his throat. “Maybe it’d be better if I 
helped you with the chores, and then we went in together.”

Peter’s glance was too knowing, but he nodded. “I told Susanna 
I’d take care of the chickens.”

“I’ll do it. Just let me finish up with Peppermint.” He tugged on 
the horse’s halter.

“Then get the fire started in the shop. I should be finished the 
milking by that time.”

“Will do.” Benaiah settled the horse into his stall, gave him a 
bucket of oats, and filled the trough with water. Then he shut the gate 
and headed to the other side of the barn, where the chicken coop had 
been added on. There was one entrance, for the humans, from inside 
the barn, and one for the fowls on the outside, with a ramp for easy 
access. Not that they seemed to need it. The stubborn birds would nest 
in trees, if permitted.

When the chickens were fed and watered, Benaiah walked the 
short distance from the barn to the shop. Peter had designed and built 
this place with such foresight, providing easy access for customers and 
family alike. Benaiah built up the fire in the shop, then headed back to 
the barn. He met Peter at the entrance. “Ready?” 

Peter nodded, then paled as he glanced toward the haus. “Might 
want to say a prayer or two. She’s not going to handle this so well.” 

Benaiah hitched an eyebrow. That didn’t sound gut. But Peter 
would never do anything to deliberately hurt Susanna. 

Never in a thousand years. 
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Susanna set the platter of fried eggs in the center of the table next 
to the plate stacked high with toast. As she took the baked oatmeal 
out of the oven, the kitchen door opened. Daed strode inside, followed 
by Benaiah. 

Daed slapped his hands together. “Downright frigid out there, 
Susie. I daresay we’ll have a foot of snow by Thanksgiving. You have 
all your shopping done, ain’t so?”

Benaiah stopped right behind Daed and lowered his head to gaze 
at his feet. Seemed he couldn’t bear to look at her anymore. What had 
she done to turn him against her? She still held out hope that he was 
behind the anonymous gifts. He hadn’t supplied any real explanation 
when he’d broken up with her. He’d simply said, “It’s not you, it’s me. I 
just can’t bring you into my home without Mamm and Daed….”

As if she needed his mamm to teach her how to run a home? 
Hadn’t she been doing that very thing since she was five, when her 
own mamm had died?

Though, initially, she’d had Grossmammi by her side to help, 
teach, and guide. And his grossmammi was still at home.

It’d been a convenient excuse. 
She watched for a reaction to the beautiful rose on the table, but 

Benaiah seemed determined to keep his gaze averted. Had he looked 
her in the eyes even once since breaking up with her? 

Susanna straightened her shoulders, set the pan of baked oatmeal 
on the table, and turned to get the orange juice out of the refrigerator. 

“Susie?” Daed sounded a bit…not irritated, but maybe impatient. 
She pivoted once more. “What?”
“I asked if you had finished all your Thanksgiving shopping.”
“Ach, nein. Can you take me later?”
“Make your list. I’ll have Benaiah take you.”
Benaiah’s head snapped up and moved slowly from side to side. 

His eyes widened as he looked at Daed.
There’d been a time when he would’ve jumped at the chance to 

escort her to the store. Susanna swallowed. “Nein, I’ll wait for you.”
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Daed stood up straight, having removed his boots, and crossed the 
room to the sink to scrub his hands and arms. “Benaiah will take you. 
We’re having company, and I have other preparations to make.” 

“Of course.” But who was coming? Last year, Benaiah and his 
entire family had joined them, along with several of her aents, onkels, 
and cousins. 

She spun around to face Benaiah. “Are you coming this year?”
“You’re certainly welkum.” Daed moved to stand beside Susanna. 

“In fact, bring your whole family. I’d like you to meet my future frau.”
“Your—who?” Susanna juggled the unopened bottle of orange 

juice to keep it from crashing to the floor. She scrambled to think of 
any widows in the area that Daed might have been spending time with. 
She couldn’t think of any. Though he had been whistling more, as of 
late. 

A chair squeaked across the floor as Daed pulled it away from the 
table. “Have a seat, Susanna. Benaiah.” 

Benaiah made quick work of shucking his outerwear and wash-
ing up. He sat next to Daed. Across from Susanna. “What’s going on, 
Peter?”

“Irene and her kinner will arrive from Iowa sometime this eve-
ning. We’ll marry in January.” The words came out in a rush, as if 
Daed felt he needed to get them said before they stalled. Daed lowered 
his head and folded his hands. “Let us pray.” 

Pray? After Daed had dropped such earth-shattering news? 
Susanna could barely put together a coherent thought. Her mind 
flooded with questions. When and how had he met this woman from 
Iowa? How many kinner? What ages? And where did he suppose 
they’d all sleep? 

Susanna stared at Daed a moment longer. Then she glanced at 
Benaiah. His gaze was locked on her. Concern filled his eyes. Nein 
doubt he wondered how she was handling the announcement that 
her world would soon be ripped apart, stitch by carefully sewn stitch. 
At least he’d finally made eye contact with her. Even if his expression 
somewhat mirrored the last one he’d given her when he’d fully looked 
at her—at his parents’ funeral.
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“Amen.” Daed raised his head and pulled in a deep breath. “Ach, 
and Benaiah, I’ll be putting the business and the farm up for sale. 
Susanna and I will move to Iowa to live with Irene. She doesn’t want 
to leave her community.” 

Irene doesn’t want to leave? Susanna clenched her fists so tightly, 
her nails bit into her palms. What about me? 

The concern in Benaiah’s eyes deepened to a look of worry. He 
slowly turned his head to face Daed. A muscle worked in his jaw, and 
one of his biceps bunched, as if he were clenching his fist in his lap.

Susanna swallowed the bile that had risen in her throat. “But…
but Daed, I don’t know anything about Irene. This is the first I’ve 
heard of her. And I don’t want to move to Iowa. Our family is here.” 
Benaiah is here. 

“Irene and I have written to each other for a year. I went to Iowa to 
visit her over the summer, remember?”

“I thought that was for business.” She hated the hitch in her voice.
“Jah, business, too. You’ll prepare nice meals for her, Susie. She’s 

looking forward to having your help in the kitchen.” Daed reached for 
the oatmeal. 

“You’re selling the business?” Benaiah’s gaze moved from Susanna 
to Daed. There was a roughness in his voice, as if the news shattered 
his world, too. 

Daed shrugged. “If I can find a buyer. Irene’s late ehemann raised 
corn and beans. She wants me to take over the farm. I won’t have time 
for artsy foolishness for the purpose of cluttering Englischers’ homes. 
If it doesn’t sell, you can fulfill the remaining orders, then close it 
down.” 

But Daed loved the “artsy foolishness.” And Benaiah would be out 
of a job. How would he support his family now? Would he have to do 
more farming?

Benaiah frowned. Passed the pan of oatmeal without taking any. 
Funny. Susanna’s appetite was gone, too. 


