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Unlike The Rest

“I praise you, Father, Lord of heaven and earth, 
because you have hidden these things from the wise and learned 
and revealed them to little children.”

Matthew 11:25 niv
The morning had started out all wrong. His first frustration was with his older brothers, Owen and Elmer. All three slept in the same bed. The tugging of the blankets and the pushing and shoving annoyed Simon. Even worse was Owen’s snoring. Simon would poke Owen with his elbow, and he’d stop snoring for a while, but then he would start again, even louder than before. Simon was aggravated long before it was time to get up. 

His brothers were out of bed with Dat’s first wake up call. By the time Simon got up, grumpy and still tired, Owen and Elmer had already gone downstairs and had grabbed their jackets (they were all made alike) hanging on the coat hooks and went out to the barn. It was the middle of November, and the chilly morning fueled Simon’s frustration even further, and now Simon couldn’t find his jacket. He just wanted to get the chores done, return to the house, and crawl back into his warm bed. Where was his jacket! 

“Owen probably took it.” He mumbled under his breath. Disgusted, he kicked the shoes that were on the floor out of his way, found his boots, slipped them on, and headed for the barn.

Owen and Elmer were already milking the cows that Dat had prepped for milking before they got there.

“Simon, come on, your job this morning is to clean out the manure.” He heard a snicker coming from one of his brothers while his father, who Simon called Dat, was giving orders. “You are behind in your chores. You’ll be late for breakfast and school. We need to get busy.” 

“It’s cool this morning, where is your jacket?” Dat asked.

“I couldn’t find it,” Simon said mumbling. 

“Well, you better find it. You don’t want Mem to know you lost your jacket again. It will take her hours to make you a new one. You boys grow out of them or ruin them fast enough. Now go to work, and when you’re done try to find your jacket.” 

Simon heard Owen snickering again and it irritated him. I’ll get even, he thought. I’ll sneak over when Dat isn’t looking and show him a thing or two.

Owen was sitting on a little three-legged stool, milking a cow. He had just turned his head the other way when Simon quietly snuck up behind him. Simon kicked the stool out from under him and Owen fell off bumping the bucket and spilling the milk.

Simon quickly ran back to work, acting like nothing happened. 

Owen screamed out. “Dat, look what Simon did. He pushed me off the stool spilling the milk all over.”
Dat came running. “Simon, come over here.” 
Dat took Simon’s arm and ordered a reply. Simon did not deny it, nor did he say he did it. Dat started to pull Simon toward the wall so he could get the leather strap hanging by the door for such an occasion as this. Simon was squirming to release himself. He knew all too well what he was going to get, and he wanted to loosen himself of his father’s grip. He managed to free himself when Dat reached up to get the strap. He ran as fast as he could out of the barn and up to the house hearing his father yell, “Wait until the chores are done, and you’re gonna get it!”

By the time he got up to the house, he thought, Oh, no. If I go in, Mem will probably ask me why I’m in the house so early. She will ask if I finished my chores and send me right back out. Then she will holler at me and ask why I don’t have on my jacket. I don’t want to face that. 

Mem, Simon’s mother, could be ornery, and she liked to tease at times. Maybe Simon got his mischievousness from her. She might even laugh at what he did. “I’ll fix Dat and climb this tree and hide, he mumbled.”

He climbed up the big maple tree that was right in front of the house. Underneath the tree was the water pump. A stone sidewalk led to the back door. The leaves were bright with an array of golden colors. The sky had a few tranquil, dark clouds that lined up along the horizon. The peaceful, dark-pink hues lightened in color as the sun slowly rose. Simon nestled on a limb, resting his back on the sturdy tree trunk and made sure he was out of sight. The chilly air made him wish for his jacket or, better yet, to be back in bed, but being chilly was better than a whipping. 

He scanned his view from atop the tree, and it was beautiful. All around him he could see the large farm, all one hundred sixty acres full of sugar maple trees. Sugaring time was no fun. It was the one season he did not look forward to. 

He noticed their old coonhound making his lazy way up the long lane from the road. Simon wondered what he had spent the night chasing. Dumb old hound, he thought, remembering the time Mem sent him out with the table scraps to feed him. He had been lying by the back door. 

“Come on old hound,” Simon had said. The dog knew he was going to get fed and waddled beside him, sniffing the whole way out to the barn. Simon picked up the dog bowl and placed it on top of the hay wagon. He dumped the table scraps into the dog’s bowl. There were still some mashed potatoes and gravy sticking to the bottom of the pan, so he got a corncob that was lying nearby and scraped the pan clean. He then placed the dog bowl on the ground trying to avoid dumping it over as the anxious dog almost knocked it out of his hand. The old hound gobbled down the food. Simon squatted down as he watched him devour his meal. The hound didn’t even care that his long ears were flopping into his food dish. He licked his chops, licked his bowl again, and then looked at the cob still in Simon’s hand. Simon looked at the hound staring at the cob and then looked at the corncob. He noticed it had some gravy and mashed potatoes still on it and decided to let the old hound lick it off the cob. As he held the cob out to him, the old hound took hold of the cob, yanked it right out of his hand, and swallowed it. It got stuck in his neck and the old hound did some hard swallowing. He knew the dog was in serious trouble, but Simon did not know what to do. He could see the cob protruding in his neck. He started to get up, ready to run for help, when the old hound looked up, straightened out his neck and swallowed one more time. Down the hatch it went. 

Dumb old coonhound, all he’s good for is a few good laughs, Simon thought, shaking his head.
The old hound was making his way by the barn when Owen and Elmer came out after finishing the chores. Elmer stooped down and patted the hound on the head. Owen ran ahead while Elmer encouraged the dog to follow him. Owen ran up the sidewalk and stopped at the water pump, right under the maple tree. He gave the long handle a few pumps, and out ran the water. He took the tin cup that was hanging on the pump and held it under the spout. The cold water filled the cup and ran over onto Owen’s hands, getting the cuff of his jacket wet. He swung his arm to shake the water off his hand and cuff while he drank the cup of cold water. 

Elmer and the hound met Owen at the pump, and Elmer also got himself a drink. The old hound looked up the tree and barked one long, “Ah-woooooof.”

Simon saw Dat leave the barn, shutting the door behind him. He was walking up to the house when the old hound barked. Simon cringed knowing that dumb old hound was going to give away his hiding place if he didn’t leave. The boys ran to the back door and into the house. The hound lay down by the tree making a grunting sound as he stretched out. He rolled over on his back, moving back and forth scratching himself. 

“What did you find last night, old boy? I heard you barking,” Dat said as he stooped and scratched the hound’s belly. “You’re a good old coon dog.”

Simon could not believe Dat liked that hound, but for some reason he did. Dat stood up, turned around, looked right up the tree and said, “Simon, breakfast is ready. Get yourself down and get washed up, I’ll be waiting for you.” 

“Ach.” Why didn’t I stay and take it, Simon thought. Thinking about getting a whippin’ was always worse than the whippin’ itself. He did get the whipping, and he wasn’t ever going to try that stunt again. 

The looks and chuckles from his brothers and sisters as he walked into the kitchen after the whipping were even worse. He walked over to the sink and started to pump the short handle. 

“Hurry up, Simon,” his mother said. Simon washed his hands, wiped them on a towel and took his place at the table. They all bowed their heads in silent prayer. He squinted as he peeked out to see when Dat lifted his head from prayer. He wondered what Dat was praying.  

Breakfast was not as good as usual. Maybe it was because of the snickering. 

“Come on boys, stop it, and get ready for school. The wagon will be here to pick you up soon enough,” Mem said, as she lifted Joe out of the highchair and placed him on the floor. Emma, their younger sister, handed baby Mary Ann to Mem and was ready to rush out ahead of the boys. 

 “Simon, look for your jacket at school today. You probably left it there,” Mem said, as she waved good-bye and closed the door. 

When Simon arrived at school he didn’t find his jacket in his room. His teacher sent Simon to the superintendent’s office in case it was left outside and taken to the Lost and Found. He did not want to go. The office was just a little room, but going there seemed like a big, scary task. The superintendent was a big man who gave whippings if the teacher couldn’t make a boy or girl listen. Even though Simon was just looking for his jacket, he was frightened. He had never gotten a whipping from the superintendent, but he had his fingers whacked with a ruler from the teacher a few times for misbehaving. Boy did that sting. 
This was a public school. He learned to speak English there, but at home they spoke Pennsylvania Dutch. Like the other Amish students, he would only finish the eighth grade and then work at home with the family. There were no Amish schools at the time.

“Simon, I found your jacket,” Owen said on their way home from school. 

“Found it? You didn’t find it. You forgot yours yesterday and took mine this morning,” Simon said accusingly. Grabbing the jacket away from Owen he sat down beside his buddy Jake.

“I can’t wait to get home. I heard Dat say at breakfast that Uncle Will might stop by today. He’s hauling Amish up from Plain City for a visit. When he does, he stops by and sees us sometimes. He has a car, and I’m going to sit in the driver’s seat right when I get home,” Simon explained excitedly to Jake. “Every time he 
comes, I get in his car and turn the wheel, play with the buttons, and pretend to shift. He ain’t Amish. I wish I wasn’t Amish. Someday I will have an automobile. I don’t care if we’re allowed to or not. I’m havin’ one!”

 Simon was the first to jump off the wagon when it got close to their home. The horses had not even come to a complete stop before he was off and running down the long lane. He flung his jacket and lunch box onto the grass and ran to the car. He took hold of the door handle and pulled. It didn’t open. He ran around and tried all the other doors but they were all locked.

Dat and Uncle Will were standing by the barn laughing. 

“I told Will he better lock his car or you’d sneek in when you came home,” Dat called out laughing with a twinkle in his eye. 
Simon knew all too well that they were different, and he did not like it. He later asked his father, “Why can Uncle Will have an automobile, and we can’t?”

“Wir sin Amish (We are Amish),” Dat said.

“Well, it just doesn’t make sense. When I get big I’m going to get an automobile,” Simon said firmly.
