
© 2007 by Wanda E. Brunstetter

ISBN 978-1-59789-234-6

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or 
transmitted for commercial purposes, except for brief quotations in 
printed reviews, without written permission of the publisher. 

Churches and other noncommercial interests may reproduce portions of 
this book without the express written permission of Barbour Publishing, 
provided that the text does not exceed 500 words or 5 percent of the 
entire book, whichever is less, and that the text is not material quoted 
from another publisher. When reproducing text from this book, include 
the following credit line: “From Rachel Yoder: Back to School, published by 
Barbour Publishing, Inc. Used by permission.”

All Pennsylvania Dutch words are taken from the Revised Pennsylvania 
German Dictionary found in Lancaster County, Pennsylvania.

Scripture taken from the HOLY BIBLE, NEW INTERNATIONAL VERSION®. 
NIV®. Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984 by International Bible Society. Used 
by permission of Zondervan. All rights reserved.

Cover Artist: Richard Hoit

For more information about Wanda E. Brunstetter, please  
access the author’s Web site at the following Internet address:  
www.wandabrunstetter.com

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents 
are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. 
Any similarity to actual people, organizations, and/or events is purely 
coincidental. 

Published by Barbour Publishing, Inc., P.O. Box 719, Uhrichsville, Ohio 
44683, www.barbourbooks.com

Our mission is to publish and distribute inspirational products offering 
exceptional value and biblical encouragement to the masses.

Printed in the United States of America.



Contents

1. First-Day Troubles . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                  9
2. Lunchbox Surprise . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 27
3. Dinky . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                            40
4. A Hard Lesson  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                    53
5. Hurry-Up Cake . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                   63
6. Surprise Mondaag  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 76
7. More Surprises . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                    91
8. Misadventures . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                   105
9. Woolly Worm . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                    114
10. Substitute Teacher  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .               127
11. Unexpected News . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .               138
12. A Little Secret . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                   147



�

Chapter 1

First-Day Troubles

“Where’s my sneaker? I can’t find my other 
sneaker!” Rachel Yoder glanced down at her 
feet. On her left foot she wore a black and white 
sneaker, but her right foot was bare. I can’t go to 
school with only one shoe!
	 Rachel dropped to her knees and peered 
under the sofa. No sneaker there; just a red 
checker piece from Pap’s favorite game.
	 She crawled across the room to Mom’s 
rocking chair and peeked underneath. Nope. 
Just the ball of blue yarn Rachel sometimes used 
when she played with her kitten, Cuddles. Where 
could that sneaker be?
	 Rachel had found one sneaker by her bed 
when she’d gotten up but couldn’t find the 
other sneaker in her room. She grunted. “If that 
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sneaker’s not upstairs in my bedroom and it isn’t 
down here in the living room, then where is it?” 
	 She snapped her fingers. Maybe someone had 
hidden her sneaker so Rachel would be late for 
the first day of school. That wasn’t something 
Henry, her sixteen-year-old brother, would do. 
But Jacob, who was almost twelve and liked to 
tease, might have taken it. 
	 Rachel scrambled to her feet, stubbing her 
bare toe on the rocking chair. “Ouch! Ouch! 
Ouch!”
	 Hopping on one foot, she limped to the stairs 
and hollered, “Jacob Yoder! Did you take my 
sneaker?”
	 Jacob peeked around the banister at the top of 
the stairs and wrinkled his nose. “What would I 
want with your schtinkich old sneaker?”
	 “It is not smelly!” Rachel frowned. “And I can’t 
go to school today with only one shoe on my 
foot.”
	 Rachel’s mother poked her head through the 
kitchen doorway. “Then you’d better plan to go 
barefooted, because if you and Jacob don’t leave 
soon, you’ll be late for the first day of school.”
	 “Not if I ride my skateboard. Then I can get 
there in half the time.”

Back to School: Rachel Yoder—Always Trouble Somewhere
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	 As Mom stepped into the hallway, her silver-
framed glasses slipped to the end of her nose. 
“No skateboard, Rachel! It’s much too dangerous 
for you to ride that thing to school.”
	 “I’ll stay on the shoulder of the road, I 
promise.”
	 Mom shook her head. “Absolutely not. You 
and Jacob will walk to school, same as you’ve 
always done—with or without your shoes.”	
	 Rachel stared down at her feet, her right foot 
bare with the aching toe, and the left foot clad in 
a black and white sneaker. 
	 This isn’t good. Not good at all. She wished she 
had asked for a bicycle for her birthday instead of 
a skateboard. But she was sure her parents would 
have said no. Rachel had seen English children 
ride bikes to school, but none of the Amish 
kinner she knew owned bikes. Even if she did 
own a bike, Mom probably wouldn’t let her ride 
it to school. 
	 Mom, and everyone else in the family, treats me 
like a boppli, Rachel thought.
	 “If you can’t find your other sneaker, why don’t 
you wear your church shoes?” Jacob suggested as 
he tromped down the stairs in new black boots 
Pap had bought him. 

First-Day Troubles
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	 Rachel looked at her mother.
	 “Jah, sure,” Mom said with a nod. “Hurry to 
your room and put them on. Be sure to fix your 
kapp, too, because it’s on crooked,” she called as 
Rachel dashed up the stairs.
	 “Always trouble somewhere,” Rachel 
mumbled, straightening the small white covering 
perched on her head.
	 Rachel hurried to her bedroom closet. She 
usually kept her black leather church shoes on 
a wooden bench underneath her dresses. She 
bent to get them and discovered they both were 
missing. 
	 Rachel blinked and scratched the side of her 
head. “Was in der welt? Now where have my 
church shoes gone?”
	 Rachel looked around the closet but only 
found a box of small rocks she planned to paint 
so they looked like ladybugs, a stack of games and 
puzzles, and the wooden skateboard Jacob and 
Henry had made for her birthday. She gazed at 
the skateboard longingly, wishing she could ride 
it to school.
	 With a frustrated sigh, Rachel ran to her 
bed. She dropped to her knees and peered 
underneath, but no church shoes were under her 
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bed. She just saw the same dust balls she’d seen 
when she’d looked for her sneaker, and an old 
faceless doll with one missing arm. 
	 Rachel clambered to her feet and raced to 
her dresser. She pulled open each drawer and 
rummaged through the sweaters, socks, and 
underwear. No sneaker or church shoes there, 
either. 
	 “I don’t need this kind of trouble,” Rachel 
wailed as she banged the bottom drawer shut.  
	 “Rachel! Jacob’s ready to leave for school, so 
you’d better hurry,” Mom called from downstairs. 
	 “I can’t find my church shoes!” Rachel shouted 
in return. 
	 “Then you’d best go barefooted.”
	 Rachel sucked in her lower lip. She couldn’t 
walk to school in her bare feet. Her toe still hurt 
from where she’d stubbed it. Besides, too many 
pebbles lined the shoulder of the road between 
their house and the one-room schoolhouse. She 
thumped the side of her head. “Think, Rachel. 
Where did you put your shoes last Sunday after 
church?”
	 She took a seat on the edge of the bed and 
closed her eyes. Let’s see now. . . She remembered 
coming to her room to change out of her Sunday 

First-Day Troubles
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dress. Then she’d taken off her shoes and—
	 Rachel jumped up and raced out of the room. 
“I know where my church shoes are!” she hollered, 
taking the stairs two at a time.
	 “You’d better slow down or you’ll slip and fall,” 
Mom scolded, shaking her finger at Rachel. 
	 “You said I’d be late for school if I didn’t hurry. 
I know where my church shoes are, so I need to 
get them right now!” Rachel hurried past Mom 
and nearly bumped into Jacob, who had just 
stepped out of the kitchen with his lunchbox in 
his hand.
	 “I’m heading out now, so if you’re not ready to 
go, then you can walk by yourself,” he said with a 
frown. 
	 She placed her hands on her hips and 
scowled. “Go ahead. I don’t need you to walk 
with me anyway!”
	 “I would prefer that you walk together,” Mom 
said as she joined them near the back door. 
“There’s safety in numbers, you know.”
	 Jacob tapped the toe of his boot against the 
hardwood floor. “Then hurry up, Rachel. Time’s 
a-wasting.”  
	 “I need my church shoes. I remember putting 
them in the utility room last Sunday so I 
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wouldn’t forget to polish them before our next 
preaching service.” Rachel darted into the utility 
room and halted in front of Pap’s wooden shoe-
shining box. There sat one of her good shoes—
but only one. The other one was not there. 
	 “Oh, no,” she groaned. “Not another missing 
shoe.” 
	 Rachel grabbed the shoe and ran back to her 
brother. “Jacob, did you take one of my church 
shoes?”
	 “Right.” He snickered. “Like I would want 
one of your schtinkich shoes.”
	 “My shoes are not smelly, and if you’re playing 
a trick on me—”
	 Mom held up her hand to quiet Rachel and 
then faced Jacob. “Do you have your sister’s 
church shoe?”
	 He shook his head. “  ’Course not. Why would 
I take her dumb old shoe?”
	 “You don’t have time to look for it now,” 
Mom said, glancing at the battery-operated 
clock on the wall. “Rachel, it looks like you have 
no choice but to go to school in your bare feet 
today.” 
	 “I’ve got a better idea.” Rachel dropped to the 
floor, slipped the church shoe on her right foot, 

First-Day Troubles
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and stood. “Now I have one shoe on each foot.”
	 Mom clicked her tongue against the roof of 
her mouth. “But the shoes don’t match, Rachel.”
	 “I don’t care. At least my feet won’t hurt on 
the walk to school.”
	 Jacob nudged Rachel’s arm with his elbow. 
“You’re such a bensel.” 
	 She pushed his elbow away and grabbed her 
lunchbox from the counter. “I am not a silly 
child!”
	 “Think what you like, but don’t complain 
to me if the kinner at school make fun of you 
today.” Jacob snickered and headed out the door. 
“Everyone will probably think you’re a little 
bensel.”
	 Rachel figured Jacob would probably say 
things to irritate her all the way to school; but 
to her surprise, he walked a few feet ahead of 
her and never said a word. That was fine with 
Rachel. She’d rather daydream than talk to her 
brother anyway. 
	 As Rachel continued to walk toward the 
Amish schoolhouse, her mind wandered. She 
thought about the skateboard she wished she 
could ride to school. She pictured Cuddles, her 
sweet little kitten, and thought about how much 
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fun they had playing together. Then Rachel 
spotted a fancy red car speeding down the road, 
and she thought about how wonderful it would 
feel to go for a ride in a fast-moving car with the 
top down. Rachel figured she’d probably never 
get to ride in a convertible, but it was fun to 
think about sitting in the passenger’s seat with 
the wind blowing the ties on her kapp, and her 
stomach jiggling up and down as the car bounced 
over the bumps in the road.
	 By the time Rachel and Jacob arrived at 
the schoolhouse, she’d forgotten all about her 
missing shoes—until a dark-haired Amish boy 
who looked to be about her age stepped onto 
the porch at the same time she did and pointed 
to her feet. “Say, how come you’re wearing two 
different shoes?”  
	 Rachel frowned. She didn’t even know this 
boy, so why should she answer his question? 
Besides, he smelled funny—kind of like the fresh 
cloves of garlic Mom used when she made savory 
stew. 
	 “Who are you?” she asked, sucking in her 
breath as she stepped backward.
	 He smiled, revealing deep dimples in his 
cheeks. “I’m Orlie Troyer. My family moved here 
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from Indiana last week. What’s your name? And 
why are you wearing shoes that don’t match?”
	 “My name’s Rachel Yoder.” She stared at her 
feet. “I couldn’t find both of my sneakers this 
morning, and I could only find one church shoe, so 
I wore one of each.”
	 Orlie snickered. “Only a bensel would wear two 
different shoes.”
	 Rachel stared into Orlie’s chocolate-colored eyes 
and gritted her teeth. “I am not a silly child, and I 
can wear whatever shoes I want!” She released her 
breath in one long puff of air and took another step 
back.
	 “Ha! I say anyone who wears shoes that don’t 
match has to be a bensel,” he taunted. 
	 Rachel gripped the handle of her lunchbox so 
hard, her fingers numbed. It was bad enough that 
she’d had to put up with Jacob’s teasing. She didn’t 
need anyone else bothering her today. 
	 Orlie shifted from one foot to the other and 
stared at Rachel with a big grin on his face. It made 
her feel like a fly caught in a spider’s web. “How old 
are you, Rachel?” he asked.
	 “I turned ten this summer.”
	 His smile widened. “I turned ten last February.”
	 “That’s nice.” Rachel tried to push past Orlie, 


