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Jonas glanced around the small cemetery, sprigs of 

brown poking through the melting clumps of snow. Sunshine 

beamed across the meadow in delicate rays, as if God were 

slowly cleaning up after one season, in preparation for the 

next. Soon it would be spring, Irma Rose’s favorite time of 

year, when new foliage mirrored hope for plentiful harvests, 

when colorful blooms represented life, filled with colorful 

variations of our wonderment as humans.

“I love you, Irma Rose. I’ve loved you since the first day 

I saw you, sittin’ under that old oak tree at your folks’ house, 

readin’ a book. You musta been only thirteen at the time, but 

I knew I’d marry you someday.”

— From Plain Promise, Book three iN the 

DAughters oF the Promise series
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Chapter One

1957, FIFTY- THREE YEARS EARLIER

JonAs clutcheD the reins With sWeAtY hAnDs, his fin-
gers twitching as he waited for Amos Hostetler to blow the 

whistle, signaling the start of the race. He glanced to his right 

and scanned the crowd, at least fifteen onlookers— including 

Irma Rose Kauffman. This buggy race down Blackhorse Road 

was more than a friendly competition. More than just a group of 

Amish kids enjoying their rumschpringe on a Saturday afternoon.

He peered to his left at Isaac Lapp’s flaring nostrils, knowing 

that his rival for Irma Rose’s affections wanted to win as badly as 

he did. Jonas knew that pride was a sin, as Isaac surely did, but 

when it came to Irma Rose, Jonas figured Isaac’s thoughts were 

as jumbled as his own. Jonas had been waiting to court Irma 

Rose for three years, since right after his father died. He recalled 

the way she lit his soul at a time when his grief threatened to 

overtake him. And now that she was sixteen, her parents were 

allowing her a few freedoms. Buggy races were looked down on 

by the elders in the community, but the young members of the 
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district still gathered at the far end of the road most Saturdays to 

see who had the fastest horse and buggy.

“That ol’ horse of yours ain’t gonna be able to keep up with 

Lightning.” Isaac smirked from his topless buggy, the type used 

for courting. Jonas hoped he never had to see Irma Rose riding 

alongside Isaac.

“Ya, well . . . we’ll see about that.” Jonas kept a steady hand 

on the reins while he and Isaac waited for the spectators to start 

loading into their buggies. They would wait about ten minutes, 

until everyone reached the finish line down by the old barn at 

the far end of the King property. Then Amos would blow the 

whistle to start the race.

Jonas sat taller, raised his chin, and tried to ignore that his 

own horse chose this moment to relieve himself. Bud was a fine 

animal. And fast. But Bud pooped more than any other horse 

around, and always at the wrong time, as if he was showing off. 

Or just trying to irritate Jonas.

Luckily the whistle blew before Isaac had time to make a 

joke, and Jonas slapped the reins. “Ya!” Within seconds, he was 

several yards ahead of Isaac, squinting as the late- afternoon sun 

almost blinded him. But he kept pushing Bud, anxious to see 

Irma Rose standing at the finish line, hopefully cheering him on.

Competition was against the Ordnung and everyone knew 

it, but there was a certain thrill about being victorious, even 

though deep down, Jonas knew God wouldn’t approve. As he 

crossed the finish line two buggy lengths ahead of Isaac, God 

wasn’t the one on his mind. As he pulled back on the reins, he 

looked to his right, searching the crowd standing in the grass on 

the side of the road.

Bud was completely stopped— and relieving himself again—  
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when Jonas finally located Irma Rose. Even though the women 

in his district all dressed similarly, Irma Rose was easy to spot. 

She was tinier than most of the women, with dainty features. 

Loose tendrils of golden hair framed her face from beneath her 

kapp, and if a man was lucky enough to attract her gaze, he 

could feel her green eyes searching his soul. Even though she 

was petite and flowerlike, she had the perfect balance of fem-

ininity and strength. But she wasn’t even looking toward the 

road. Instead of watching Jonas whup Isaac in the race, she was 

standing way off to the side of the crowd, smiling and seeming 

to enjoy the company of someone who threatened Jonas’s poten-

tial courtship with Irma Rose way more than Isaac or anyone 

else. Jake Ebersol.

a

Irma Rose hung on Jake’s every word. He was so wise and 

knew more about Scripture and the teachings of the Ordnung 

than anyone she knew. He was only nineteen, but he had 

the mind of someone much older. When Jake Ebersol spoke, 

people listened. And it didn’t hurt that he was quite handsome. 

His big brown eyes peeked from beneath sandy- blond bangs 

cropped high on his forehead, and his face was bronzed from 

his work outdoors. Jake was tall and muscular, his suspenders 

tightly fitted atop his blue shirt. He was everything an Amish 

girl could want.

“I’d love to go with you to the singing next Sunday.” Irma 

Rose blinked her eyes a few times, unable to control her reaction 

to his invitation as a smile spread across her face. She’d been 

waiting for Jake to ask her to a singing since she’d turned sixteen 
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last month. She loved when someone hosted a singing for the 

young people in her district, a time for fellowship, prayer, and 

singing. And best of all, it was a time to socialize without adults 

hovering nearby.

“Gut, gut.” He pushed back the brim of his straw hat, smil-

ing, then he brushed a clump of dried dirt from his britches. 

Several of the men who were standing too close to the race had 

been splattered with mud.

Irma Rose snuck a peek at Isaac, who was standing a few 

yards away. He’d been staring at her most of the day. She’d 

known for a long time that he was interested in courting her, 

and he was nice enough . . . but in her mind, there was only 

Jake. She offered Isaac a quick wave before she turned her atten-

tion back to Jake. A smile lit his face again, and she was basking 

in the moment when Jonas Miller walked up.

“I won. Ol’ Bud came through for me.” He smiled as he 

looped his thumbs beneath his suspenders, which were not 

doing a very good job holding up his britches.

Irma Rose hoped Jake would make pleasantries with Jonas 

so she didn’t have to. Jonas was wild and reckless, and Irma 

Rose could often smell the lingering scent of cigars when she 

was around him. He was the same age as Jake, and while Jonas 

was handsome in his own way, he was certainly not Irma 

Rose’s type.

“It was a gut race,” Jake said, smiling. “Congratulations on 

the win.”

Irma Rose was thinking about sitting next to Jake in his 

buggy on Sunday and wondering if he’d kiss her at the end of 

the night. She became aware that Jonas was speaking to her.
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“Did you ask me something?” She blinked her eyes a few 

times, then brought her hand to her forehead to block the sun.

His firm mouth curled as if always on the edge of laughter, 

and Irma Rose found it unsettling. As his dark eyes raked boldly 

over her, she felt her cheeks reddening, the way they always did 

around him. He caused a tingling in the pit of her stomach that 

made her uncomfortable. Jonas was tall, but unlike Jake, he was 

thin, like he hadn’t yet grown into his height. Jonas had the big-

gest feet she’d ever seen, and she’d heard that Mr. Tucker at The 

Shoe Barn had to order his black leather loafers from another 

state. Jonas took a step closer to her, and she noticed the stubble 

on his jawline. It seemed that no matter what time of day or 

night, he was never quite clean- shaven. Maybe because his hair 

was as black as a starless sky.

“I asked what you thought about the race.” Jonas’s smile 

grew and so did the funny feeling in Irma Rose’s stomach.

She lifted her chin. “I don’t think such competition is neces-

sary.” She shrugged and smiled back at him. “It’s just silly.” She 

turned to Jake, wishing he’d reach for her hand— something to 

let Jonas know that Jake would be courting her. Or at the least, 

taking her to the singing next Sunday.

“I’ll be back,” Jake said as he pointed to his right. “Mei sister is 

yelling for me.” He extended his hand to Jonas. “Congratulations 

again. Bud is a fine animal.”

Irma Rose glanced around, looking for a way to escape being 

caught in a conversation alone with Jonas, but everyone seemed 

involved in their own conversations. She twisted the tie on her 

prayer covering, hoping Jake would return soon. And that Jonas 

would mosey along.
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“I was wondering . . .” Jonas grinned as a river of sweat 

flowed down both sides of his face. “. . . if you’d like to go with 

me to the singing on Sunday?”

Irma Rose pulled a hand- stitched handkerchief from the 

pocket of her apron and dabbed at the perspiration beading 

on her forehead. She cleared her throat, her heart hammering 

against her chest. She hated that he had this effect on her. “Nee, I 

can’t,” she finally said, fighting the knot rising in her throat. “I’m 

going to the singing with Jake.”

Jonas took another step closer, his tall build casting a protec-

tive shadow over her, shielding her from the setting sun behind 

him. July had never felt so hot. “I think you should go with me 

instead.”

Irma Rose stepped back as she tried to get control of her 

uneven breathing. “I just told you . . . I’m already going with 

someone else.” She turned away to find Jake.

She could feel Jonas’s eyes on her as she rushed away. Blotting 

her forehead with her hankie again, she picked up the pace.

a

Jonas took a step to go after her, but stopped himself. He rubbed 

the stubble on his chin and took a deep breath, knowing he 

had to make Irma Rose see that they were meant for each other. 

Jake Ebersol was a likable fellow, a pillar in the community, 

and everyone thought he’d follow in a long line of footsteps and 

become a deacon or bishop someday, like his father and grand-

fathers. But Jake wasn’t the right guy for Irma Rose. Jonas had 

watched her for three years. She had a fire for adventure. He’d 

watched her jump from the highest peak into Pequea Creek, and 
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she could run faster than any girl he knew. She could swing a 

baseball bat and knock a volleyball over the net with ease, and 

her laughter stole his breath.

Irma Rose was beautiful. Great with the kinner in the com-

munity. And she was going to be the mother of his children.

She just didn’t know it yet.
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