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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
 boppli:  baby/babies
 bu:  boy
 buwe:  boys
 daadi: grandfather
 daed:  dad
 “Danki”:  “Thank you”
 der Herr:  the Lord
 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
 grossdaadi: grandfather
 großeltern: grandparents
 grosskinner: grandchildren



 grossmammi: grandmother
 gut:  good
 haus: house
 “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
 maud: an older unmarried woman (old maid/spinster)
 morgen: morning
 nacht: night
 nein:  no
 “off in den kopf ” “off in the head”; crazy
 onkel: uncle
 Ordnung: the rules by which an Amish community lives
 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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Mackinac County, Michigan

So then I got all confused.” Agnes Zook waved her hands through 
the air as she tried to describe to her captive, green audience what 

had happened. Why should she merely talk with just her mouth when she 
could use her whole body? “He said, ‘Television interview,’ and my mind 
went blank. Like, stressed blank, not regular blank. I’m sure you’ve never 
had that happen to you.”

The lush row of plants she nursed on the southern windowsill of her 
new candy shop never got flustered. Even now, the plants sat there quietly, 
listening to her. Except for the odd “hmmm” that followed. 

“Do you think it’d work if I asked someone to tell him I was abducted 
by aliens?”

“Are you on drugs?” The answer-in-a-question was spoken by a male 
voice. Deep, rumbly. Sexy. She’d never thought of her plants as having a 
gender. 

She spun around, liquid sloshing out of the small watering can in her 
hands, and surveyed her empty shop. 

Except that it wasn’t empty. 
A stranger—a very handsome, very male, very Amish stranger—

stood inside the doorway, a frown on his clean-shaven face. Wisps of 
sandy blond hair peeked from beneath his hat.

“Sorry, I didn’t hear the chimes.” She glanced past him to the door, 
and the marked-down strand of sleigh bells hanging from the knob. The 
treasure she’d bought at a steep discount from the thrift store was still 
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there, but it must have been wowed into silence by the man’s unexpected 
appearance, too. Otherwise, she would’ve known. 

She should’ve seen his approach from her position by the window. 
But she hadn’t. He’d just appeared. From nowhere. A handsome Amish 
man who appeared without warning.

Maybe she was losing her ever-loving mind. Nobody would blame her 
if that was true, considering all she’d been through. But she wasn’t ready 
to give up. She would survive. 

The man set a suitcase on the floor by the door but stayed where he 
stood, as if he doubted her sanity and questioned his safety in the pres-
ence of a half-crazed Amish woman. 

A valid assumption, especially after she’d mentioned aliens. 
She groaned. Way to make a gut impression. 
Agnes blew out a breath, then carried her watering can behind the 

counter and into the kitchen. Of course, if the man wasn’t real, he’d 
vanish as quickly as he’d appeared. She set the can on the counter, then 
washed her hands in the too-big, evil sink that hurt her back. Her muscles 
twinged just thinking about it. After drying her hands on a towel, she 
peeked back into the other room. 

He was still there. He’d dared to move closer to the glass case, where 
an assortment of fudge and other candies were displayed on trays lined 
with paper doilies. So, he was a customer? One of only a hundred since 
she’d opened her store at the beginning of the month. 

She took a deep breath, wiped her suddenly sweaty palms on her 
apron, and stepped behind the counter. “May I help you?” Hopefully, she 
sounded professional this time, rather than like a raving lunatic. 

He leaned closer to the glass case—close enough for her to see the 
vibrant blue of his eyes, framed by the thickest lashes she’d ever seen on 
anyone, let alone a man. “Sure. I—”

“Ach, my word. Your eyes are gorgeous.” Agnes’s heart beat tri-
ple-time. Her face heated. So much for sounding professional. Hopefully, 
she’d managed to disguise the more-than-a-touch of envy that worked 
through her.

His blue eyes narrowed, a flicker of some indiscernible emotion in 
their depths. “I, uh, danki.” He shook his head. “I need to pick up some 
treats for my nieces and nephew. Something to ease the transition my 
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appearance will cause. They don’t know me, you see. But my brother and 
sister-in-law need my help.” 

She didn’t “see.” “How could your own family not know you?” She 
leaned forward on the counter.

His face darkened, the blue eyes turning stormy gray. She stared, 
fascinated. 

“Sam and Jenny Mast,” he mumbled. 
Ach. That was all the explanation she needed. He must be Sam’s long-

lost brother, the one who traveled the United States to work in various 
communities as an auctioneer in such high demand that he never visited 
home. She searched for a family resemblance but didn’t see any, perhaps 
because Sam’s face had long been covered with a beard, while this man’s 
wasn’t. What was his name? Agnes shook her head. Nothing came to 
mind. Sam and Jenny did need him, though. Sam had been badly burned 
in a wildfire earlier that year and had been sent to some big hospital in 
Minnesota for skin grafts. Jenny needed to be with her husband, so their 
very young, very adorable kinner were currently staying with Bishop Miah 
and his frau, Katherine. With Agnes, too, since she lived with the bishop. 
For now. Someone went to Sam’s twice daily to care for the animals. 

Agnes firmed her shoulders and did a little wiggle to get a kink out 
of her back. 

His gaze lowered, then shot back up. His lips tightened. “You know 
them, ain’t so?” 

She pictured the sweet, but sad, kinner. Sometimes she took home 
treats for them, just to ease the grief for a while. She knew what it was like 
to lose one’s family. “Jah. The kinner love my rock candy. Their favorite 
flavors are cherry, green apple, and blueberry.”

A semblance of a smile appeared on his face. “Then that’s what I’ll 
get. And the family they’re staying with? What should I get them?” He 
scanned the display case again. 

Bishop Miah would enjoy a slice of fudge with his koffee. This man 
would be offered the same hospitality, and the koffee might send him run-
ning far away before he could help his brother’s family. “Ach, before you 
go there, there’s something else you need.” Agnes grabbed a to-go cup and 
filled it at the carafe, then turned to hand it to him. “It’s hot. And free. 
Katherine doesn’t make gut koffee.” She punctuated her comment with a 
shudder. “Trust me, you don’t want to drink her koffee.”
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His brows drew together in a frown. He accepted the cup but stared 
at her as if questioning her sanity again. “Who is Katherine?”

“The bishop’s frau. She’s the one caring for the kinner. There’s sugar 
on the table”—she flapped a hand toward the small table in front of the 
counter—“and I can get you cream, if you like.”

“Black is fine.” He took a sip as if to prove it. 
Right. “Bishop Miah is especially fond of peanut butter fudge.” She 

reached for a folded box and started assembling it. 
“Miah. I was told his name was Nehemiah…oh. Of course. Miah. 

That makes sense.” He blew out a breath. “I’ll take a half pound of peanut 
butter fudge, too.” 

Agnes cut a slab and put it into the white box labeled with the name 
of her shop, Sweet Treats. She put the box in a white bag and then filled 
a small paper sack with five sticks of each of the kinner’s favorite flavors 
of rock candy. “Katherine loves white chocolate fudge.” She pointed to it.

He glanced at it. “It’s pink. And heart-shaped.”
“I think it adds a special something, don’t you?” She grinned at him. 
He blinked, that spark of something lighting his eyes again. “That it 

does. Half a pound of that, too, please. I’m Isaac Mast, by the way.”
“Agnes Zook.” She boxed up some white chocolate fudge and then 

tallied his total.
Her candy wasn’t cheap, and she was happy for the sale, but guilt ate 

at her for charging him full price for treats he was purchasing to take to 
the home where she lived.

He pulled out his wallet and handed her a twenty-dollar bill. “You’ll 
have to tell me about the television interview sometime, but I have a long 
walk to where my nieces and nephew are staying, and then we’ll need to 
find a way to my brother’s haus. I don’t know what I’ll need to do there 
to get it ready to move back into. Sam and Jenny have been gone a while.” 

At least he had a pleasant day for the walk. The late-summer sun-
shine, blue sky, and light breeze hardly warned of the hard winter that 
was sure to arrive in a few months.

He sighed, and a muscle jumped in his jaw. His eyes darkened even 
more, with…dread? Anger? Or maybe it was weariness. He did look tired.

“Sam has had quite an extended hospital stay, and Jenny has hardly 
left his side.” Agnes handed him his change, then glanced at the bat-
tery-operated clock on the kitchen wall. “Tell you what. I’ll be closing the 
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shop in about an hour. I’ve got a buggy, and I’m happy to take you where 
you need to go. I’m gut at operating a broom and a mop, too, if you need 
help clearing the cobwebs at your brother’s haus.”

Isaac considered her a moment as he tucked the change into his 
wallet. “Danki, Agnes Zook. And while I wait, you can tell me about that 
stressful television interview. Is it even permitted? Amish aren’t allowed 
to be photographed.”

His words brought the knots back to her stomach.
“And do you always talk to your plants?”

|

Isaac took another sip of his delicious koffee and studied the fasci-
nating Amish woman in front of him. Something about her had made his 
heart sit up and take notice. Her dress was a drab brown that matched the 
shade of her eyes, only her eyes sparkled with life. Her hair was the color of 
espresso. Then she shifted, and he noticed some auburn strands amid the 
dark brown, depending on how and where the light hit. The touches of car-
amel seemed to match her personality. He tried to soak up her energy as he 
prepared to face his family. Her joy was refreshing after the rough weeks 
of being ridden by guilt since finding out about his brother and trying to 
make plans to kum home without shirking his work responsibilities.

“Talking to plants is gut for them. It’s a scientific fact. It helps them 
thrive.” Agnes put her hands on her hips and did a quick twist, first one 
way, then the other, as if attempting to loosen a tight muscle. Second time 
she’d done that while he was in the shop. Was her back out of place? 

The movement drew his attention to her lovely curves—the curves he 
knew he shouldn’t be noticing. He turned away to survey her shop, taking 
in the scattered tables and simple layout instead of ogling her.

“Is that so?” He glanced once more at the greenery filling the bay 
window, then looked at her. “Do you make a habit of personifying things?”

Agnes hesitated. Frowned. “I suppose I do.” 
“Interesting.” He took another sip of his koffee and looked back at 

her. “That television interview?”
Her face paled, and she spun away. “I’ve got a ton of things to do if 

I’m going to get out of here in an hour. Have a seat. Help yourself to more 
koffee if you want a refill.” She disappeared behind a swinging door.
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Immediately the door swung back and she reappeared. “Call me if 
another customer suddenly appears out of nowhere.” Then she disap-
peared again.

Hmm. Curious. Isaac sat at a table near the silent plants and looked 
outside. Old buildings lined the street, with stone steps leading up from 
the wide sidewalks to the doors of various shops. Evenly spaced pots 
and hanging baskets on either side displayed flowering geraniums. It felt 
almost chilly here, compared to his most recent whereabouts—Pinecraft, 
Florida, where he’d spent some time auctioning off a deceased Amish 
man’s home and belongings. He’d gone swimming in the ocean after work 
in the evenings. According to the weather app on his smartphone, the 
current temperature here was 80 degrees. Not cold, really; but, compared 
to the 100-plus-degree temperatures he’d just left…well, he’d edit the 
“chilly” to “comfortable.”

He pulled out the letter from Sam’s frau, a fresh wave of guilt washing 
over him. His brother could’ve died, and he wouldn’t have known about it 
unless Jenny had written. 

Dearest Ike,

As you know, Sam was badly burned in a terrible fire. We need you 
to care for your nieces, Mary and Martha; your nephew, Timothy; 
and our farm. The kinner are staying with Bishop Nehemiah and 
his frau.

Can’t wait to see you again! 

With all my love,  
Jenny

It was sad that know his twin brother had three kinner Isaac had 
never met. But he supposed it’d been a while. The last time they’d seen 
each other was three years ago, at a livestock auction in Iowa. The auc-
tions were held in different places every year, and Amish came from all 
over. Sam had never mentioned his kinner. But then, what right did Isaac 
have to know? He brutally shoved the thought away. 

When news of the wildfire in Mackinac County started arriving in 
bits and pieces via The Budget and the Amish gossip line, Isaac had called 
a local phone shanty and left a message inquiring after Sam. Someone 
called him back and told him that Sam’s home and farm had been 
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preserved, but Sam had suffered third-degree burns and was hospitalized. 
Isaac had called the hospital, twice, before finally reaching Jenny. Her 
letter had arrived by then. 

Jenny cried. Isaac had a hard time hearing it. Memory lane took 
him to a painful spot when he’d imagined himself in love with her. And 
if he hadn’t been teasing his married sister-in-law…. Isaac yanked his 
mind back to the hot topic of the kinner. She hadn’t mentioned them—
not then, nor when Isaac had called a second time. All she’d had to say, 
between her tears and gushes of gratitude, was the phone number for 
Bishop Nehemiah and a request that Isaac call to inform him of his esti-
mated day of arrival.

Isaac swallowed a lump in his throat. That call was easy. All he did 
was leave a message on the answering machine. 

Bangs and clatters came from behind the swinging door, followed by 
“I’m in a hurry, you know. A little cooperation would be nice.” Another 
clatter followed. 

Was someone else in the kitchen with Agnes?
Isaac drained his koffee and got up to refill the cup for the energy it 

might provide. He took the opportunity to peek into the kitchen. Agnes 
stood, with her back to him, bent over a deep basin sink, scrubbing some-
thing. He watched her body move with the motion.

Intriguing. 
But the way she leaned over the sink probably explained her sore back.
Even though he knew better, Isaac entered the kitchen and glanced 

around to see who she might have been talking to. As far as he could tell, 
the room was empty, except for Agnes. “Anything I can do to help?”

She squealed, jumped, and turned at once, her hands dripping soapy 
water on the floor. “Ach, you startled me. Do you always sneak up on 
people?”

He hadn’t thought he was being particularly sneaky. 
“I didn’t mean to scare you. I heard a sound and came to investigate. 

I can wash dishes, if you’d like. Free you up to do other things.” He eyed 
the splatters of melted chocolate on the counters and floor. Agnes was not 
a neat cook. Hopefully, this fact wasn’t reflected in the flavor or quality 
of her candy. 

“I suppose that would get us out of here earlier. You must be anxious 
to see your nieces and nephew.”
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Isaac made a noncommittal grunt. It was actually rather daunting to 
realize he was the only family available to care for—and be solely respon-
sible for—three kinner he didn’t know, for an undetermined amount of 
time. How was he to maintain his client base? He had to support himself 
and couldn’t just drop off the auction radar. Right now, he was in high 
demand. He wanted to keep it that way. After receiving Jenny’s letter, 
however, he couldn’t ignore his family’s existence. Or their need for help.

But farming? It’d been a dozen years or more since he walked behind 
a plow. 

And his last attempt at….
Bile rose in his throat. 
He wasn’t sure Jenny understood what she asked of him. 
He was even less sure that it could actually be done. 
But for his only brother? He had to try. 

|

Agnes handed Isaac the dishcloth. “This sink is such a pain. I wanted 
an industrial-sized one, so that’s what Gabe ordered, but I can barely 
reach the bottom. I’m eternally dropping stuff in here, and it’s hard to 
retrieve smaller utensils like knives and spatulas.” 

“Gabe your ehemann? Beau?”
Agnes sighed. “I would’ve married him in a heartbeat. He’s a dream. 

But, nein. He’s my sister’s ehemann. Well, she isn’t technically my sister, but 
we both lost our families in one way or another after that fire that so badly 
burned your brother, and we decided to claim each other as family. Bridget’s 
family moved back to Ohio, somewhere.” Sudden, burning pangs of sorrow 
had her blinking. She was orphaned and made homeless in the fire, and she 
tried to brush the pain aside with busy activity and chatter. “Gabe owns a 
construction company. He was contracted to renovate the candy shop.” A 
project paid for by the sale of her parents’ land and charred shell of a home.

She turned away. She was talking too much. This man didn’t need 
to know about her unreciprocated crush on Gabe Lapp, and yet she’d 
blabbered on about it. 

Isaac made the same odd hmming sound he’d made when he’d heard 
her talking to the plants. Then he rolled up his sleeves, exposing tanned 
and muscular forearms. Water sloshed as he plunged his hands into the 
hot, soapy water.
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Her heart sped up at the sight of his arms. Or maybe from the 
embarrassing mention of the man she had made a fool of herself over not 
too long ago.

She inhaled a deep, shuddery breath and pressed her lips together to 
keep from saying something foolish, such as: You’d do quite nicely, though. 
That’d scare him out of her shop and out of her life in nein time.

She got out the spray bottle containing her homemade cleaning 
solution with essential oils and misted the countertops. Isaac was in her 
peripheral vision—a gut place to keep him so she could gawk without 
him noticing. Wow. What a gorgeous man. And to think he’d be around 
for a while.

“I could probably locate an old farm sink, if you want to replace this 
one. They’re auctioned off frequently.” Isaac rinsed a mixing bowl. 

“Would you? That’d be lovely.” Agnes wiped away the chocolatey, 
sugary mess she’d left. “But how could you bid if you’re the one behind 
the, um, pulpit…podium…stand…whatever it’s called?”

“Auction block.” He grinned. “And I’d ask someone else to bid for 
you. Just let me know how much you’re willing to spend. Farm sinks gen-
erally don’t go for too much, though. Not too many people looking for 
those.” He rinsed a pan. 

The idea appealed. Could she sell this monstrosity of an industrial 
sink and kum out ahead? “Danki.” Somehow she’d managed to keep her 
answer to one word, not an avalanche. She’d thought she’d been doing 
better lately at controlling her verbal vomit, but something about this 
man unhinged her tongue. 

With the counters cleaned, she opened the closet and fetched the 
mop and bucket. Isaac reached for them. “I’ll do the floors. I’m sure you 
need to take care of things out front. And I think I heard sleigh bells.” 

Agnes hadn’t heard anything. But she had been making a racket get-
ting the bulky pail out of the back closet. “Danki.” 

In the front room, an Englisch man pointed to a basket of chocolates. 
“I’ll take that.” 

“Excellent choice.” She leaned down to remove the basket from the 
display case, excited about the sale. It was a pricey item and the profit 
would help to defray her start-up costs.

She straightened her posture and stared into the barrel of a gun. 


