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Looking Back

I was an Amish' child. I was so innocent then. Of course, I wasn’t
entirely “good”. I tried to be, but I always seemed to fail in small
ways. The Amish encourage their children to express their emotions,
but do not tolerate® “sulking’” or self-pity.

It was a long time ago. The years have passed me by. I am at
the start of middle age. I wonder if I was ever really young after that
morning back then. Middle age beckons’. I welcome it. Those who
reach this time of their lives are permitted, even expected, to spend
their time in quiet reflection®, and contemplation®.

Other people get the grain, the heart, of life. I have what spills
from the grinding wheels of the mill. I am content’. It seems what I

deserve. ,

I never married. I regret it sometimes. Perhaps it is for the best.
I do not think I would have made a good husband and father. Who
can tell? Some things are best left alone.

No, I have found my place in society. I suspect® that others in
my community think me a little strange. They keep their distance.
They are friendly, but they see something in me that makes them
wary. Perhaps they see something in my eyes. I often wonder.

NOTES
1. Amish: (RB#)EFR P2 ERITITER)
2. tolerate: bear; endure; put up with. %, &%
3. sulking: being silent as result of bad temper or resentment. % 1§ 4,
4. beckon: make a gesture to sh. to make him come nearer or to follow.
(AT HIBREA
5. reflection: deep thinking. X%, E ;R B
6. contemplation: deep thought. %
7. content: satisfied with what one has; happy. & & ,#% 2
8. suspect: feel doubt about sth. tREE
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The Historian

I am the family historian'. I keep the records of our large, extend-
ed family which goes by the name of Lapp. I am called David. We
are an Amish family. This is Pennsylvania, in the United States of
America. The land here is flat or gently rolling. We are not a peo-
ple of extremes. I sometimes think that the family is glad that its
worst secrets are hidden from the family historian. I am kept at a
distance. The history I hold in my head, and in my books, is gen-
tle and untroubled by great controversies’, or even petty’ battles
and disputes,

We Amish keep ourselves to ourselves. The “English” , as we
call the vast majority of Americans who surround us, tolerate us —
tolerate our culture of farming, and wind and water power, and
simplicity, and strong belief.

Perhaps we are, for them, the keepers of their simple roots,
before industry and technology stole and rewrote their past for
them. I'm wandering from the point. That morning...

The Beginning

That morning was like many others. It is easy to think that there
was some sort of portent’, or warning of what was to come, but
no, I think there was nothing. That is the blessing and horror of life.

HOTES
1. historian; person who studies or writes about history. /i £ £ %
2. controversy: dispute; argument. i, &
3. petty: small or trivial; unimportant. /#j, R ¥ &0
4. portent: sign or warning of a future event. FiJk, (% 48 )21 %k
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We live in hope and oblivion'.

I remember the light shining on our horse’s back as the buggy®
rolled quickly along the track that joined the road into the town of the
English. It’s funny I should remember that. Our horse’s coat looked a
dull, dark brown until the sun fell on it at a certain angle. Then it

. gleamed’ and sprang to life with a dozen subtle, surprising shades and
“hues. The leather reins* flicking over her back, shone a cheap and
shoddy’ brown by comparison.

I liked the trips into the local town. It was always a little danger-
ous, unpredictable. We were outsiders. It was almost as if our
presence was an implied criticism® of the English. I suppose it was.
Sometimes there was a little trouble with the English. We were on our
best behaviour. We bought our goods from the stores as quickly and
efficiently as we could, and drove out of town to the safety and calm
of our own land. That morning was different.

HOTES

. oblivion: state of forgetting; state of being unaware, &#7, L4n %

. buggy: a type of carriage pulled by a horse. (H)&212 5 £
. gleam: shine softly. & F A8t
. rein: traps used for controlling a horse. 2%

. shoddy: of poor quality or badly made, % M #)

W N =

a U A

. criticism: looking for faults; pointing out faults. #t7F; 3 %
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The Washroom

“
ather, I must go to piss'. ” My Father looked up from the box of

nails he was pushing into our buggy. “Can you not wait, David?”

“I must go, Father.”

“Go into the store then. The owner, Mr Gintz will let you piss
there. Be quick. ”

1 dashed into the shop, and ran past the shelves of strange mer-
chandise, the bright coloured boxes and shining metal. The shop
smelled of fresh paint and newness. Mr Gintz bent down to listen to
my whispered request, and then lifted the flap of the counter to let me
into the back of his shop. I ran. I was desperate’.

The English toilet room was white and smelled sharply of unsea-
sonable flowers. The basin under the open window had a neat little
bar of soap. The tap dripped’ steadily. The toilet cubicle® was small.
I pushed the door shut, and unhooked my trousers as quickly as I
could. I slammed’ down onto the varnished wooden seat. There was a
moment’s pause, and then the wonderful relief’. It was one of life’s

great pleasures!
I finished and looked round for a chain to pull. There was only a
small lever’ sticking out of the wall. T pulled. It rotated ® slowly. Water

HOTES

1. piss: pass urine. [ |# &
. desperate: in great need to do sth. M F & (M EF)
drip: fall in drops. # F

[

cubicle: a small room. 45 i
slam: put with force. B A% T
relief: lessening of pain, distress, etc. (Jh% . H ¥ ¥F #9)k 8 3 Mk

o b e

lever: bar turning on a fixed point which lifts or opens sth. with one
end when pressure is applied to the other. #L#f

8. rotate: tum around on a centre. # #%

H 2 2 ¥ I
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dribbled’ into the bowl, but there was no flush. T felt a little stab” of
panic. I pushed the handle up again and gave it a sharp twist. Success.
The soap was soft and shppery The water was pleasantly warm.

I washed my hands thoroughl y®, just for the pleasure of the feel of the
soap. I stopped. I wondered if this small act constituted “vanity” , the
sin against God’s wish for the simple lives of men. While I was
pondering’ this, I heard noises coming from the yard beyond the open
window. Men were talking. They seemed to be arguing.

From the Window

Istood on tiptoe’, and leaned slightly out of the window. Along be-
side the wall, two men were engaged’® in an whispered’ argument.
One man faced the other, who had his back against the whitewashed
wall, and seemed to be trying to plead with the other.

The other man leaned against him with his hand, talking furious-
ly. His other hand was in his coat pocket. I heard a click, then just
one word, “No”.

The man against the wall lifted his leg and tried to twist away.
The other hit him with a strange , girlish, feeble®, underhand blow. I
heard the word again, “No.’

Two or three times, the same blow. The man who was hit breathed

W

He
. dribble: fall in drops or a tain stream. i T & fF 89R
. stab: a sudden pain. %} %
. thoroughly: completely. % &k
. ponder: think about sth. carefully and for a long time. K& E 58 RS
. on tiptoe: on the tips of one’s toes, with one’s heels not touch the

ground. ¥ & Wy

. engaged: busy; occupied. =&

h & W N =

=

7. whisper: talking or saying sth. in a soft way. 1&i& &, 7 LG

8. fecble: weak: faint. % 5565, % 4589

mmm N L\ D LB
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in sharply. The breath coming out seemed to gurgle' and splutter”.
The white of his trousers darkened to the knee. I thought he had
pissed himself. Then I saw it was red. I didn’t see the blade. I never
saw the blade. My breath was frozen in my throat. The red had
reached his shoes. The other man looked up and down the yard. He
stepped back, breathing heavily. Without his support, the man
against the wall slid down until he was squatting’ against it. He stayed
there,, arms slack, palms facing out. His head jerked up in one shud-
dering* heave® and fell forward. A tiny tremor® ran through his body.
It seemed to go on and on. Finally, it stopped.

I knew that he was dead. The other man had gone away.

I was a witness. | was a witness to a murder in the land of the English.

I wanted to run, to run anywhere, to be anywhere but in that store.
My body felt huge and cumbersome’ stuffed with the secret of what I
had seen. There was a knock at the door.

“Are you OK, son?”

I reached up across the vast distance between me and the door,
and unlocked it. Like a sleepwalker, I glided through the store with a
terrible, fixed grin®on my face. Mr Gintz looked into the washroom,

gurgle: make a sound of a flow. BE& B &

. splutter: noise. "% 74 7

. squat: sit on the heels with bent knees; crouch. M RT & T
. shudder: shake. ¥ % i

. heave: rising up. A2

. tremor: light shaking or trembling. %284 % , ¥4

. cumbersome: heavy and difficult to carry. K £

% TN E W N =

. grin: the act of smiling. FI"k %
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and, seeing nothing amiss', assumed that perhaps I had not reached
the toilet in time. It was not his problem.

Father looked up impatiently as I emerged from the store.

“Where have you been all this time, David? Hurry up. We must
get back to work on hoeing® the big field of beans. ”

I felt paralysed’

“David, what is the matter?”

It all came out in a rush. I had to repeat the jumble4 of words
many times before my Father fully understood that I had seen a terri-
ble thing. Customers leaving the shop looked at me with interest, but
couldn’t understand our language. '

“Stay here. Stay here. Stay with the buggy. ”

Father strode off round the corner of the store. The English near-
by stared® after him. I waited. The mare® shook her head.

It was strange. I remember my Father coming back round the
corner of the store. He was walking step by step, backwards. His
normally red ears were white. I remember that.

\ “Stay where you are, David. ”
: He walked unsteadily  into the store. I saw him through the win-

dow, talking to Mr Gintz. Their lips moved. I heard nothing. Mr
Gintz picked up his telephone and began to talk into it. Finally, he
put the phone down. The two men stood in silence.

I heard the wail® of the siren’ a long time before the police car

HOTES
. amiss: wrong; inappropriate. 453% , R %
. hoe: remove weeds with a hoe. %%
. paralyse: prevent sb. from moving or acting normally. *F %t ; % &
. jumble: a disordered mass. 4L
. stare: look with the eyes wide open in a fixed gaze. B, 0T H &
. mare: a female horse. # 5%
. unsteadily: not firmly or securely. REH S, FHH

. wail: sound similar to thrill. % »

e S8 3 S i B W N e

. siren: an electronic waming device. % &




