
JERRY S. EICHER

Miriam’s
Secret

JERRY S. EICHER

Miriam’s
Secret

Miriam's Secret.indd   3 10/24/14   9:24 AM

Copyrighted material 



Scripture quotations are from the King James Version of the Bible.

Cover by Garborg Design Works, Savage, Minnesota

Cover photos © Chris Garborg; SOMATUSCANI / Bigstock

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s 
imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely 
coincidental.

MIRIAM’S SECRET 
Copyright © 2015 Jerry S. Eicher 
Published by Harvest House Publishers 
Eugene, Oregon 97402 
www.harvesthousepublishers.com

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data 
 Eicher, Jerry S. 
 Miriam’s secret / Jerry S. Eicher. 
  pages ; cm. —  (Land of promise ; book 1) 
 ISBN 978-0-7369-5879-0 (pbk.) 
 ISBN 978-0-7369-5880-6 (eBook) 
 1. Amish—Fiction. I. Title. 
 PS3605.I34M568 2015 
 813'.6—dc23 
   2014021857

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, 
or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, digital, photocopy, record-
ing, or any other—except for brief quotations in printed reviews, without the prior permission 
of the publisher.

Printed in the United States of America

14 15 16 17 18 19 20 21 22  / LB-CD /  10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

Miriam's Secret.indd   4 10/24/14   9:24 AM

Copyrighted material 



5

Chapter One

With almost no effort, Miriam Yoder drove her buggy along 
the familiar road leading to Amos Bland’s farm. Her horse, 

Mindy, needed little direction. For the past three years this jour-
ney had been part of their routine every weekday morning since 
Miriam had turned seventeen and answered an ad placed in the 
Holmes County Budget: “Elderly man in need of daily assistance. 
Excellent pay,” the ad had said. And, indeed, the pay had been 
excellent. The Englisha man was a successful farmer. His well-
kept farm was one of the most admired in Possum Valley. Later 
in life he prospered as an investor, wisely using his profits to pur-
chase land that he was able to sell to a local developer for new 
tract houses.

When Miriam had showed the ad to her mamm, there was 
some reluctance to allow Miriam to even consider such a job 
proposal. The “excellent pay” was what had persuaded Mamm to 
let her look into it. Still, she’d hesitated when they talked about 
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what the job might entail. Was it true that this man was old? And 
how old was “old”? Mamm said they wouldn’t consider allowing 
her to take the job if he didn’t pass inspection. And just to make 
certain, Mamm had gone along for the job interview. It was only 
after they’d spoken at length with Mr. Bland and his sister, Rose, 
that Mamm had grudgingly glanced at her daughter with a look 
that Miriam recognized as permission to accept the job if it was 
offered and she wished.

Rose explained that she had her own business to take care 
of during the week, but she’d be able to care for her brother 
on weekends. At night Mr. Bland would be on his own. If she 
wanted the job, Miriam would only need to work during day-
light hours. Rose said the last person had quit three weeks ago, 
and they hadn’t found anyone suitable until now. Rose glanced 
at Amos before turning to Miriam. Would she like the job?

“I’ll take it!” Miriam said. She was ready to say so before the 
desperate reasons given by Rose.

Her answer brought pleased looks to Mr. Bland and Rose’s 
faces.

“Wonderful!” Rose exclaimed. “When can you start?”
Miriam smiled. “I can start work whenever you want me to.”

“Tomorrow then?” Rose asked.
Miriam agreed. After wrapping up the details and saying good-

bye, the two Amish women drove home in their buggy. On the way, 
Mamm said there would never be an overnight stay no matter how 
helpless Mr. Bland might become in the years ahead. “Not under 
any circumstances!” she’d emphasized. “I don’t care how much 
we need the money or if Mr. Bland’s health declines. I know he 
appears perfectly harmless, but some things simply aren’t decent.”

As it turned out, the issue never came up. Mr. Bland remained 
well enough to tend to himself in the evenings. For most of the 
day when Miriam was there, he sat in his recliner and looked out 
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the large, front window, occasionally lapsing into naps. Some-
times his mind wandered or his memory faltered, and he would 
forget Miriam was there. Other times while Miriam was doing 
household chores or fixing his lunch, she could hear him speak-
ing to his late wife, Thelma.

As the months flew by, Mr. Bland expressed his gratitude to 
Miriam. He gave her occasional raises by amounts that made her 
blush. When she objected, Mr. Bland said, “You’re doing a good 
job, Miriam. And I can’t take it with me.” He would then smile 
and return to gazing out the window.

Mamm raised her eyebrows at times when Miriam brought 
the checks that reflected the raises home on Friday nights. “What 
are you doing for the man, Miriam?” she’d tease.

“Mamm!” Miriam would exclaim. “I just take care of him.”
And Mamm would say nothing more because the truth was 

that their family was among the poorest in Possum Valley and 
needed the money. There was no shame in that either. Mamm 
and Daett made no attempt to hide the fact. Daett was lame from 
a farming accident when he was a child, and he walked with a 
pronounced limp. It didn’t stop him from working his farm, but 
he needed help. The two oldest boys, Lee and Mark, worked 
hard too. Even so, there were evenings when Daett’s face was 
etched with weariness from the extra efforts he had to expend.

Despite the hardship, there was much the family could be 
thankful for. For one thing, Mamm and Daett loved each other. 
That was what mattered—not how much money was in their 
bank account. Still, the extra money Miriam earned was a help, 
especially because the Yoder family was continuing to grow. 
There were ten children now, and another one was on the way. 
Their ages stretched from Miriam’s twenty years to the current 
youngest, Tony, who was three. When the baby arrived, there 
would be eleven mouths to feed.
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Holmes County was one of the busiest Amish-related tour-
ist centers in America. People came from everywhere to watch 
the Amish and buy their goods. Daett could make extra money 
if he’d cater to them, but he didn’t believe the Amish should 
benefit monetarily from their faith. So he worked harder on the 
farm and paid the price for his convictions. Daett had high ide-
als, and Mamm supported him fully. So far the Lord had sup-
plied the needs of the Yoder family, and there was no reason why 
He wouldn’t continue to provide for them. They would make it 
with His help.

For one thing, Miriam’s sister Shirley was seventeen now and 
had been out of school for three years. She too would take on 
a job soon, though she probably wouldn’t find one as good as 
Miriam’s.

There was the possibility that Shirley might take over Mir-
iam’s duties with Mr. Bland—if Miriam’s life went in another 
direction. If, say, Ivan Mast asked her home some Sunday eve-
ning…and things progressed from there. One thing was certain: 
Miriam would say yah to dating Ivan at the drop of a hat. They 
had been sweet on each other all through their rumspringa time—
if smiles and winks from Ivan counted. Even though Miriam’s 
rumspringa hadn’t amounted to much, her heart had taken Ivan’s 
attention seriously. One highlight had been the three-day trip 
she’d taken with a group of young folks to Virginia Beach. The 
others had made sure Miriam and Ivan had moments alone to 
chat with each other. Ivan hadn’t said anything then about long-
term plans. No doubt he had his reasons, she figured. Surely 
soon he would ask her home after a hymn singing. They were 
both baptized now. Maybe that was why Ivan had been wait-
ing. Surely another girl hadn’t caught his eye. She would have 
noticed, wouldn’t she?
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MiriaM’s secret 9

After the turn into Mr. Bland’s lane, Mindy slowed her pace 
and made her way toward the familiar barn. She stopped and 
waited patiently while Miriam climbed down the buggy steps. 
Miriam unhitched Mindy and led her into the barn and then 
a large stall. Grabbing a bucket from the barn floor, Miriam 
dipped it into a large bag of oats. Feed for Mindy was another 
thing Mr. Bland wasn’t stingy about. The horse was downright 
spoiled with the oats she ate each day. Miriam smiled and poured 
the grain into the feeding trough. Mindy stuck her snout right 
in and began to munch happily away. Miriam walked out of the 
barn, pausing to close the door. She rushed across the yard and 
into the house. Faint noises were coming from the bedroom, so 
Mr. Bland must be up. He was an early riser.

“Bones can’t rest no more,” Mr. Bland would mutter as he 
came out of the bedroom on some mornings.

Miriam busied herself with the breakfast preparations. Bacon 
and eggs were on the menu this morning. It was Mr. Bland’s 
favorite breakfast besides pancakes, which, if he had his way, 
he’d have every morning. But Rose had told Miriam, “Abso-
lutely not!” when Miriam had mentioned Mr. Bland’s prefer-
ence. “One morning a week is enough!” Miriam had served 
pancakes just yesterday. She turned on the electric stove and 
studied the soft glow of the burner for a moment. She’d gotten 
used to the fancy Englisha household gadgets during her time 
working here. There was the electric stove, the microwave, and 
the electric washer and dryer. All nice conveniences she never 
talked about at home. Mamm would worry and wonder how 
much the convenience was affecting her daughter. Would she 
one day wish to forsake the Plain community’s ways in favor of 
an easier Englisha life?

Miriam straightened her shoulders. That would never happen. 
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She was Amish and would always be Amish. That’s all there was 
to it. One day she’d become a Amish wife—hopefully Ivan’s!

Miriam paused to listen. Where was Mr. Bland? He still 
hadn’t come out of the bedroom. She turned down the burner 
on the stove and went down the hall to Mr. Bland’s bedroom. 
She knocked on the bedroom door and called out, “Do you need 
help, Mr. Bland?”

A low groan answered her call but was quickly followed by, 
“I’m okay.”

“Are you sure?” Miriam waited.
There was silence for a moment. “Maybe I could use some 

help with this shirt.”
Miriam opened the door and entered to find Mr. Bland 

seated on the side of the bed, dressed except for his shirt that 
was hanging over one shoulder. A disgruntled look was on his 
face. “I’m having trouble this morning.”

“Let me help you.” Miriam lifted his arm gently and brought 
the shirt sleeve around.

Mr. Bland sighed as his arm slid in. “Maybe I should just stay 
in bed all day.”

“And miss your bacon and eggs? I don’t think so!” she teased.
He smiled. “You’re awfully cheerful this morning.”

“I can be a sourpuss if you prefer,” she retorted.
“I doubt that!” He chuckled. “Although with me, it could 

happen.”
“Now, come.” Miriam stepped closer to button his shirt. “No 

reason for being downhearted. The Lord has made a beautiful 
day. I’ll help you outside to enjoy it right after breakfast. You can 
put on your jacket and sit on the porch.”

He seemed pleased as she finished the last button and helped 
him stand. “I think I’d like to go out on the porch right now.”
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“Before breakfast?”
“Sometimes the soul needs feeding more than the body,” he 

explained. “It’s been a long night, dear. Someday when you’re 
old, you’ll understand.”

“Well, if you’re sure.” Miriam took Mr. Bland’s arm, and the 
two made their way into the living room. He waited while she 
grabbed his jacket from the rack and slipped it on him.

“I dreamed about her last night.” His voice hung in the air for 
a moment.

Miriam didn’t ask. She already knew. There was only one 
woman Mr. Bland would dream about—his beloved Thelma. 
There were pictures of her everywhere in the house. Thelma and 
Mr. Bland at their wedding. Thelma and Mr. Bland on vaca-
tion somewhere with a great range of snow-covered mountains 
behind them. Thelma and Mr. Bland on a beach with ocean 
waves rolling in at their feet. Mr. Bland had told Miriam about 
Thelma soon after she’d started working for him. “She was the 
most beautiful woman I ever knew. Right near an angel from 
heaven.”

Miriam led him toward the front door. “What was the dream 
like?”

“I saw her.” A smile spread across his face. “She was young 
again. Like when we first met, only even more beautiful. Heaven 
has made her radiant.”

Miriam opened the front door, and they walked out. She 
helped Mr. Bland into the rocker. She didn’t know what heaven 
would be like. Bishop Wagler said one wasn’t supposed to have 
wild imaginations about such things. But if Mr. Bland dreamed 
about his frau, what could be wrong with that?

He sat down and groaned again.
“Let me get a blanket,” Miriam said. “That chair must be cold.”

Miriam's Secret.indd   11 10/22/14   9:26 AM

Copyrighted material 



Jerry eicher12

He nodded.
Miriam rushed into the house and returned with the quilt 

from the couch. She lifted his arm and helped Mr. Bland stand 
enough to slide the quilt partly under him. The rest she draped 
over his shoulders and arms.

He settled in with a contented look on his face. “It’s a beau-
tiful morning, Miriam. And you are beautiful too. Almost as 
beautiful as Thelma.”

Miriam looked away. “You don’t have to say that, Mr. Bland. 
I’m just ordinary.”

“Some man will love you someday like I loved my Thelma.” 
He beamed with pleasure.

“That’s awfully nice of you to say.” Miriam felt her face flush 
as Ivan’s handsome face rose in her mind.

“It’s true!” Mr. Bland’s gaze settled across the open fields. 
“Don’t ever forget that.”

“Thank you,” Miriam replied. “I’m going to finish cooking 
your breakfast now.”

He said nothing more as she slipped back into the house.
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Chapter Two

Miriam tended to the eggs—sunny-side up as Mr. Bland  
 liked them—and turned the bacon. Her thoughts drifted 

back to Mr. Bland’s kind words, though she knew he’d exag-
gerated considerably—especially the part about being beautiful. 
She knew she wasn’t that gut looking.

Her hope rested in the words Mamm often told her: “Beauty 
is the condition of the soul.” Mamm said the same thing to Shir-
ley, and to fourteen-year-old Naomi, and to Dana who was nine. 
But the truth was that Miriam’s three younger sisters were beau-
tiful in their own right. And seven-year-old Elizabeth and five-
year-old Cheryl would be no different.

Daett didn’t have lots of money, but he had beautiful daugh-
ters—if you disallow me, Miriam decided. Was that why Ivan 
hesitated to ask her home? He’d certainly smiled at her often 
enough, but perhaps he wanted a beautiful woman as his frau. 
And that was to be expected, wasn’t it? Didn’t every husband 
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think such things about his beloved? No doubt Daett did of 
Mamm. Miriam could easily imagine her daett telling Mamm 
how wunderbah she appeared to him. The words would be spo-
ken with the same tone of love and admiration Mr. Bland used 
for his beloved Thelma.

Miriam rubbed her neck, sure that she was flaming red at 
such thoughts. But Mr. Bland wouldn’t notice when she went 
back outside. He’d be in the midst of thoughts about his Thelma 
and the great love he once enjoyed with her. How sweet that Mr. 
Bland had dreamed of his late wife last night. The Lord must 
have sent such thoughts to comfort him during his final lonely 
days on this earth.

Mr. Bland isn’t dying, Miriam corrected herself at once. That 
wouldn’t happen anytime soon. He’d had a bad night, that was 
all. She would make a point of cheering him up today. Maybe 
she’d cook something special for lunch. She’d ask him what he 
wanted, but she already suspected what that would be: a bowl of 
potato soup spiced with pinches of salt and pepper.

The first time Mr. Bland had shown her the recipe, he’d told 
her, “Make this for me once in a while, Miriam. Rose won’t do it. 
I suspect the soup reminds her of what she wishes to forget—the 
time of great poverty in our youth. Even after I married Thelma 
we went through some hard times. This soup sustained us. Now 
the taste of it takes me back to those precious years when Thelma 
and I were poor but in love. That potato soup kept our bodies 
and souls together.” His eyes twinkled at the memory.

Yah, Miriam told herself. She would go ahead and make a 
bowl of potato soup for lunch. From how Mr. Bland had looked 
when she left him on the porch, this would fit his mood exactly.

Miriam sprinkled a few grains of salt on the eggs. That was 
how Mr. Bland liked them. Not too much. “Just a touch,” he’d 
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say. With a smile on her face Miriam put the plate and a glass 
of orange juice on a tray and walked through the living room to 
the porch. Mr. Bland would enjoy his breakfast on the porch. If 
not, she would help him back inside.

“Mr. Bland!” she called as she swung open the screen door. 
“Breakfast is ready.”

There was no response. Miriam approached him and waited 
for him to look up. Had he started his morning nap already? 
She tried again, louder this time. “Breakfast, Mr. Bland! Just as 
you like it!”

When he didn’t move, she laid one hand on his shoulder. His 
body slumped forward. Miriam gasped as she dropped the tray 
and grabbed for him. The tray clattered to the porch floor. She 
moved to the front of the rocker and fell to her knees. Her hands 
were on his now. “Mr. Bland! Mr. Bland!”

His head slumped lower.
She noticed he had a slight smile on his face, but the life had 

clearly gone out of him.
Miriam took a deep breath and forced herself to her feet. 

What happened? she wondered. Was she to blame? Should she 
have not encouraged him to sit on the porch? Had she done 
something wrong? Why would Mr. Bland die without warning? 
Tears stung her eyes, and she wiped them away. Now was not the 
time to give in to emotions. She must do something, but what? 
Perhaps Englisha doctors could still bring Mr. Bland back—if 
she called them quickly.

With another glance at Mr. Bland, Miriam rushed inside to 
the phone on the kitchen wall. What number should she call? 
9-1-1? Isn’t that what the Englisha people used in their times of 
trouble? Yah, it was. Her hand trembled as she punched in the 
numbers.
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A woman’s voice answered quickly. “What is your emergency?”
Miriam choked out, “The man I work for just passed, I think. 

He isn’t responding. I left him on the porch while I fixed break-
fast, and now he’s not…” Miriam caught her breath. “I think 
he’s…dead.” A lump formed in her throat.

“What is your location?”
“County Road 135—2945 County Road 135,” Miriam man-

aged to get out.
A barrage of questions followed.
Yah, she could leave the phone to check Mr. Bland’s pulse, but 

she knew there wouldn’t be one.
The operator assured her paramedics were on the way. In the 

meantime, could she start CPR?
“I’ve not been taught,” Miriam said almost apologetically.
“Help is on the way,” the woman repeated. “Stay on the phone 

with me until they arrive.”
“I’d rather not,” Miriam responded. “I should be out there 

with him.”
The woman seemed to understand.  Miriam left the phone 

dangling from the cord and groped her way outside. Sirens would 
soon fill the air. They would spell out in a language everyone could 
understand that something had happened to Mr. Bland on her 
watch. What should she have done differently this morning that 
might have made a difference? Were there signs she should have 
recognized that would have told her to summon help sooner?

The bacon and eggs were still scattered over the porch floor. 
She ought to clean things up before the Englisha people arrived, 
but she was too weak to try. And they would understand. Rose 
would too. Miriam stopped her thoughts suddenly. She had to 
call Rose! Rose would want to know about her brother. Miriam 
headed back into the kitchen and lifted the receiver. The 9-1-1 
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operator was still on the line. Miriam blurted, “I need to call 
someone else. I need to call Mr. Bland’s sister, Rose. She needs 
to know what’s going on.”

“I can make that call for you,” the 9-1-1 operator said. “What’s 
the number?”

Miriam read the number off the note on the kitchen wall 
where Rose had left it. Miriam had only called Rose a few times 
in the two years she’d been working for Mr. Bland. It had always 
been for minor matters. Nothing like this. Rose’s brother had 
passed over the river, and only Miriam had been here.

The operator said, “Stay on the line…or at least keep this one 
open, okay?”

Still dazed, Miriam agreed but said she needed to go back to 
Mr. Bland. She let the receiver hang from the cord and made 
her way back to the porch. Maybe Mr. Bland wanted to die today. 
How that was possible, she didn’t know. A man couldn’t choose 
his day of dying, could he? Or the time? She approached Mr. Bland 
and took his hand in hers. Yah, she supposed it seemed possible. 
But she would not speak such thoughts to anyone else. Mamm 
would think them terribly out of order. “Only the Lord can 
choose such things,” Mamm would say.

She let go of Mr. Bland’s hand and stood beside the chair. 
Soon the wail of a siren sounded in the distance, and moments 
later an ambulance turned into the driveway. Two attendants 
grabbed their gear and sprinted across the lawn. She stepped 
back, and they gave her brief nods, but their attention was on 
Mr. Bland. That didn’t last long either.

“He’s gone,” one of them said. Turning to Miriam, he asked, 
“Is he your grandfather?”

Miriam pressed back her tears. “No, I take care of him dur-
ing the daytime. His sister comes on weekends.”
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“Has his sister been notified?” the other man asked.
Miriam nodded even as Rose’s car raced into the driveway. 

The car stopped abruptly, the driver’s side door flew open, and 
Rose jumped out and ran across the lawn. Miriam stepped back 
even further as Rose rushed to her brother’s side.

“He’s gone, I’m afraid,” the paramedic repeated.
Rose nodded and turned to Miriam. She slipped an arm 

around the young woman’s shoulder. “Were you with him, dear, 
when he passed on?”

“I left him on the porch while I fixed his breakfast,” Miriam 
said, motioning toward the splatter of eggs and bacon on the 
floor. “I found him this way when I came out with his food.”

“I’m glad you were here,” Rose said. “I’m glad he wasn’t alone. 
He was here, on his porch, looking across the farmland he loved. 
Really, it’s the way he would have wanted it.”

Miriam nodded. Yah, it was the way he would have wanted it. 
She knew him well enough to know that much.

“He loved you like a granddaughter,” Rose continued.
The paramedics were on cell phones, no doubt calling in their 

report to the dispatcher.
Rose went on. “He was an old codger, but you made his last 

days on this earth happy. For that I can’t thank you enough. I 
know he would have worn me out, and I would have had to 
place him in a nursing home. How horrible that would have 
been. He would have died there of a broken heart years ago. 
Instead, he was able to pass over from his front porch, probably 
with Thelma on his mind, while a beautiful woman fixed break-
fast for him.”

Miriam wiped at the tears now flowing freely.
“Amos made arrangements for his passing long ago. I’ll let you 

know the day and time of his memorial service. I hope you’ll 
come.”
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“I’ll need to check with my parents,” Miriam replied, meeting 
Rose’s gaze. “I’d like to come, of course. He meant a great deal 
to me. He made me feel special…like I was more than just the 
hired help.” She choked on the words a bit, but they were true. 
Mamm would probably blush mightily if she heard her daugh-
ter speak them aloud though. Maybe the Englisha world had 
affected Miriam more than she’d imagined.

Rose gave her a hug. “I loved him too, Miriam.”
As the paramedics approached with a clipboard and paper-

work, Miriam stepped back, hoping Rose would take over. “I’ll 
go clean up the kitchen,” Miriam said.

“I wouldn’t think of allowing that,” Rose said. “Not after the 
shock you just had. Go on home and rest for the day. I’ll let you 
know when the viewing and the funeral will be.”

“You and Mr. Bland have been so kind to me,” Miriam said, 
her smile trembling.

“Nothing you didn’t deserve, dear.” Rose pressed Miriam’s 
arm.

“I’ll be going then.” Miriam walked through the house, out 
the back door, and headed toward the barn. Mindy greeted her 
with a loud whinny, as if surprised they were leaving so soon.

“Come. We need to go home,” Miriam whispered into Min-
dy’s ear. Miriam took Mindy out of the stall and got her har-
nessed. Leading the mare outside, Miriam hitched her to the 
buggy and climbed in. The horse set off at a steady pace. A wave 
of emotion swept over Miriam. Right now all she wanted was 
to feel Mamm’s arms around her in a tight hug. Mamm would 
know the right words to say to comfort her.
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