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When Savannah Richmond receives a notice from a lawyer named Alec Murphy about the last will and testament of a certain Mrs Helen Fritz, she was baffled. She had no relatives in Ohio, much less Amish relatives. Convinced that it was a mistake, she declined the invitation but her curiosity got the better of her. 

She decides to visit the small Amish town against her better judgement. But little does she know, how things were about to change. Suddenly she finds herself as the sole heir of the Sunrise Farm, and it doesn’t take long for her to clash heads with a certain Joseph Yoder. 

Right from the start he expresses his dislike of her, but she refuses to be intimidated by him, and the sooner she sells the farm the better. But when she stumbles on a box of letters in the attic, her entire life is turned upside down.

Chapter 1

Savannah Richmond, an attractive and determined young woman in her late twenties had it all. A high profile career in mobile and digital marketing at Harcourt’s Digital in Houston, and here she was, conflicted by her own inner demons and the fact she had descended from hero to zero. At home everyone knew her and everyone adored her, well mostly everyone. But here in Millersburg in Holmes County, Ohio, one of the oldest Amish settlements in the state, no-one even bothered sparing her a second glance or giving her recognition. Not that she expected people to fall at her feet, but she definitely did not bend over backwards to climb the corporate ladder for nothing. It was only two weeks ago when she received a call from Alec Murphy, a legal representative of a certain Mrs. Helen Fritz, who enlightened her of this strangers’ passing and that her name was included in the woman’s last will and testament. Puzzled at first she turned Alec Murphy down almost immediately, but her friend Lucile kept poking her and urging her on to at least see what it was all about. After a good few glasses of wine and contemplation, she finally decided to go. If nothing came of it, at least she would have had a bit of a holiday, a much needed one. The Maldives or even Hawaii would have been first prize though. 

Dressed in a stylish tailored outfit, and her red hair pulled back into a stylish bun, she couldn’t help but giggle inwardly at the puzzled stares of the plainly dressed Amish couple, who she could only assume to be family members of Mrs Fritz. She could just imagine what was going through their minds. Who is this Englisch woman? Why is she here? What business does she have with Helen Fritz? But she knew as little as the next person and had no clue why she was here, and why her name was included in this woman’s will. Savannah had been convinced that it had been a monumental administration error and that they had the wrong person.

She glanced around the old room with its dark mahogany furniture that looked like it was crafted by hand rather than in a big factory. Everything about the place reminded her of her childhood and she felt half nostalgic. She couldn’t remember much of her toddler years, but what she knew was that she was adopted shortly after her fourth birthday, by an upstanding family who couldn’t have kids of their own. Donna and David Richmond treated her like their own, and she never needed for anything. Brought up in an upstanding neighborhood, she attended a private school, go to university and live a life of luxury. But even that didn’t stifle that constant yearning to know more about her birth parents. And for some reason beyond her understanding, this place magnified that yearning.

An elderly man exited a room to her left and came toward them with a warm smile.

“Good afternoon, thank you all for coming, my name is Alec Murphy” he introduced as he sat down in the wingback chair facing them, “I know this is a little out of the ordinary and that you...” he said looking at the Amish couple, “did not expect to have an Englisch visitor, but it was a specific request from Mrs. Fritz to invite her niece.”

Savannah’s jaw dropped and she looked from the confused couple to Alec Murphy, “I’m sorry, did you say niece?”

He nodded and smiled, “Indeed, according to Mrs. Fritz’s will, you Savannah Mary Richmond, is the niece of Mrs. Fritz.

“Surely this is a mistake?  Are you sure you have the right Savannah Richmond?”

Alec smiled and flicked through a few pages, “I’m sure. She personally saw to it that we did not have a case of mistaken identity on our hands.”

Savannah slumped back against the chair and processed the information. She had an Amish aunt, yet she had never in her life been to an Amish community. 

“Alec, if she says she is not Helen’s next of kin, then let it be so,” the Amish man piped up.

The woman next to him stayed quiet and kept her eyes lowered but Savannah glared at the man, whose name she learned, was Joseph. He was looking more and more familiar to her by the minute, but she was sure she had never seen him before. From under the brim of his hat, his reddish hair and long beard masked his features pretty well, but it was his eyes that drew her attention, they were Hazel, like hers but cold and hard as if he’d had many hardships in life.

“Unfortunately Helen insisted,” Alec said and cleared his throat, “On to business. Miss Richmond, are you happy to proceed?”

Savannah nodded, still convinced that she is no relation of Mrs. Fritz, but curiosity had gotten the better of her. Once this was all over and done with she will decide what to do with her inheritance, not that it would be much. Amish people didn’t put a value to any earthly belongings.

Alec read the will. She half expected to be last on the list, but she wasn’t. Instead everything started with her. 

“To Savannah Margaret Richmond, daughter of my beloved sister Anna Fritz, I wish to bequeath Sunrise Farm, to manage in the event of my passing. With the condition that all employees will remain employed by Sunrise, until such time, the farm is sold...”

Savannah’s ears rang, she couldn’t believe what she was hearing, and by the look on Josephs face and the way the woman’s jaw dropped, neither could they.  But that wasn’t the only thing that had her head in a spin. If Anna Fritz was her mother as Helen Fritz claimed in her last will and testament, that meant that she was born Amish, which confused her completely. How did she end up being adopted if her mother was Amish?

The rest of the reading was a blur, she paid little or no attention as she tried to make sense of it all, and by the time Alec closed the file and Joseph and presumably his wife stormed out of the living room, she was even more at a loss than ever.

“I don’t understand,” she whispered, “I never knew my birth mother.”

Alec was busy shoving the paperwork back into his briefcase, “Well clearly your aunt knew about you all along otherwise she would not have left the farm to you.”

Savannah pinched the bridge of her nose before speaking again, “I don’t know a thing about farming, what was she thinking?”

He shrugged and extended his hand, “I’ll have my secretary contact you to come and sign the legal transfer documents tomorrow Miss Richmond, and of course you could always consider selling, but I don’t think that would be advisable not since this Sunrise has provided a very steady income for the community.”

She shook his hand and followed him out of the living room and out of the house, “So what, I’m supposed to just give up my entire life and day job to run an Amish farm?” she protested in a high pitched voice.

“Some sacrifices come with a great reward,” he said and tipped his hat, “I’ll have the paperwork ready for you by Friday, enjoy your stay in your new home.”

“Wait, you mean this is it?” she asked surprised.

Alec nodded, “This is the main residence, but as far as you can see to that hill, is your farm land.” He pointed to his left, “Over there is the water purification factory where they filter and bottle spring water and next to that is where they craft handmade furniture for local stores in Ohio. It’s quite a business Mrs Fritz had started years ago.” 

“But I don’t even know where to...”

“You’ll figure it out. Good day Miss Richmond.”

Savannah turned around and looked up at the two story farm house with its white walls and grey pitched roof. It was a house that belonged in a story book. The square windows were edged in white and the shutters drawn back from the windows, were painted moss green. This was the last thing she had expected.

Chapter 2

Even the weather had turned against Savannah. After swinging by Alec Murphy’s office to get the estate documents and title deeds to the farm it was a deluge. The icy grey sky from earlier had turned into a blackened sky with rain pouring down with a roar. Soaked to the bone she made it to her car and rested her forehead on her steering wheel. 

She simply had no choice, she had to get a hold of an estate agent and get the farm advertised somewhere, there was no way she could take on the responsibility of managing a farm, a furniture factory and a water bottling plant. Her passion was in digital media, gadgets and things that evolved technology. She had been lucky that the house had electricity, which was something she didn’t expect. She was under the impression that Amish folk lived as minimalists, by growing their own crops, using coal stoves to cook food and candles to shed light. Although this was true for most part, Mrs. Fritz was obviously in her own league of Amish. 

She ducked head low and looked up at the sky from under her visor. She realized that the rain was not about to let up any time soon and started her car. The drive back to the farm wasn’t as easy as she thought. Although the man road was asphalt the road to the farmhouse was a dirt road, and the rain had carved mini canyons on either side of the road, which she had to avoid at all cost. The last thing she wanted was to get stuck out here with no way to reach anyone. Her thoughts had barely taken flight when she felt her car slide sideways. 

“No-no-no!” she cried and tried to steer the car in the opposite direction, but that only made it worse. She turned the wheel to the right, but no matter what the car was heading in one direction, and that was off-road. She slowed down and pulled up her hand break, her car had come to a complete stand still. She waited a few seconds and slowly put it into gear and pressed down on the accelerator, but instead of the car moving forward, it spewed mud and water up against her rear windscreen. The more she attempted to get the car moving, the more she got stuck. It was a futile effort, she was stranded a mile away from the farmhouse in the middle of nowhere.

“Why do you hate me so much!” she shouted and banged the heels of her palms against the steering wheel, “I pay my tithes! I go to church, is that not enough?”

Suddenly the last few days and her conflicting emotions all collided and big mushroomed cloud of anger and animosity shot up in her soul. She may not be a model Christian, but she wasn’t a complete wreck either. Once a month she attended church when it was time to pay her tithes, just like her mother and father did so religiously, but that was clearly not enough, she thought angrily. She rested her head back and closed her eyes, if only her mom and dad had been here, they would have known what to do. A surprise tear trickled down her cheek and she swiped it away with the back of her hand. 

“Get a grip Savannah, you’re not a child anymore,” she scolded herself and reached for the keys.

She was about to start he car and try again to get out of this muddy predicament, when a man thrusted his face right up to the window. Her heart stopped in her chest and in a panic she screamed at the top of her lungs. Then she realized it was Joseph. He waved at her with one hand while hugging his coat firmly around his waist with the other hand.

“I’m here to take you back to the house,” he called through the distorting rain. 

“No I’m fine, I just need a push,” she declined.

Joseph shook his head, “No, you’re motorcar is stuck, and this rain is getting worse. Greta told me to come and see you home.”

Savannah hesitated and then wound down the window, “Is Greta your wife?”

Taken aback by her question he paused and then nodded, “Yah, but right now you I’m getting soaking wet, and it’s not a particular favorite thing to do.”

She narrowed her eyes and looked at him, “You expect me to walk all the way in the rain?”

He nodded, “I’m afraid so, unless you want to wait here until your motorcar is swept away.”

That sent her heart racing in a panic, she glanced back over her shoulder, she could hardly see a few feet into the torrential rain, then gathered her bag and shoved the title deeds under her shirt and opened the car door. It was like the ice bucket challenge all over again. The moment she set foot out of her car, she was soaked to the bone. Much to her surprise, Joseph was there with a horse drawn buggy, and although didn’t offer complete shelter from the rain, it offered some. 

A few minutes later, Savannah broke the silence, “You don’t like me, do you?”

Joseph kept his eyes on the road, “Why would you think that?”

“Because I’m not Amish, and I’m a stranger.”

He glanced sideways at her, “It’s not you, and it’s the general Englisch arrogance. 

She raised her brows, “I’m not arrogant at all!”

Joseph laughed and shook his head, “You come here, convinced that you are no relation to Helen, to do what? Claim a farm that’s not really yours to claim. My wife and I have been working on the farm for several years, we’ve invested all our time into it and you have no idea how to run it.”

“So it’s all about land for you, I thought Amish didn’t place any value in belongings,” she retorted.

“A farm is not a belonging, it’s a life. A life we value.”

Savannah shivered as the cold air sliced through her clothes and hugged her arms around her, “You don’t know a thing about me, yet you judge me.”

“I see what I see, and what I see is an Englisch woman who relies on modern technology and who is a slave to her own pride.”

Joseph’s words were like a slap in her face. He made her sound like a boastful peacock. She didn’t like him one bit; if anyone around here was arrogant it was him.

When they finally arrived back at the farmhouse, she got out of the buggy and without a word she stalked away from him. He was not worth her time, and unless he paid her some respect she had absolutely nothing to say to him. He can be grateful that she wasn’t planning on staying here and running a farm, because he would have been the first on her retrenchment list. 

Chapter 3

It’s been almost two weeks since Savannah Richmond’s arrival and Joseph had to do everything in his power to keep his anger at bay. All she did was sit behind that computer of hers, or have that cellular phone stuck against her ear. What annoyed him even more was that Bishop Stoltzfus had nothing to say and that he had no idea what her plans were with the farm.

“Joseph, you need to give her some time, she only just found out that Helen was her aunt,” his wife Greta said softly.

“She does not need time, she needs to go back home to where she came from,” he muttered under his breath as he broke a piece of bread, “She will run the farm to the ground.”

“You don’t know this, the Lord works in mysterious ways.”

Joseph looked lovingly at his wife and his heart softened, she was a loving woman who always tries to see the good in people, but his gut told him that Savannah Richmond did not have the interest of the farm at heart.

“You’re right, I don’t know, but just yesterday there was a man at the farm looking around and making notes. I think she’s considering selling it.”

Greta’s hand went to her chest and she inhaled deeply, “Why would she even consider that? Sunrise has been a part of our community for years.”

“She doesn’t care,” he simply said and slumped back against his chair.

“You must go talk to her Joseph, there are jobs at stake, you must make her understand.”

Joseph stood up and paced up and down with his thumbs hooked under his suspenders, “She’s too stubborn and arrogant to listen.”

Greta shook her head and worried her lip, “Maybe I will talk to her, and she might feel better talking to another woman.”

He shrugged and said, “You can try, but don’t get your hopes up.”

Greta sighed; she knew how passionate Joseph was about Sunrise, and how much time he had put into the place to make it what it was today. When Helen first came up with the idea of purified bottled water and selling it to the community and surrounding towns, he was all ears, and within a year they had built the plant. It had nothing to do with making money, but all about bringing a community together and creating employment for the growing Amish people of Ohio. 

She waited until Joseph went to check on the horses before she went to her room. She kneeled next to her bed and prayed for God to intervene and bless the newcomer. Somehow she couldn’t help but feel sorry for her. She had no idea what she had gotten into, and finding out that Helen was her aunt must have been enough of a shock for her to deal with.

Chapter 4

It was still dark outside when Savannah got up one early morning, she had spent the night tossing and turning, not sure what to do about her predicament. Her holiday was quickly coming to an end, if that’s what you could call it.  And she knew that she had tons of work to catch up on once she gets back to the office. With only a few more days left, she had to seriously consider her options. So far none of the potential buyers got back to her with an offer. What was even more puzzling was that every time her phone rang, she hoped that it wasn’t a buyer. She was getting used to this way of life, not the Amish way per say, but the peace and tranquility that she would never have in the city. For the first time since she climbed that never-ending corporate ladder, she wasn’t running from one meeting to another, or wheeling and dealing her way into a sale. She was actually relaxed and the stress she had now was not even close to the stress she had under normal circumstances. Every day since her altercation with Joseph, she had attempted to get a little more involved with life on the farm. It was the only way she could so Joseph that she wasn’t just a short sighted city girl with no farm savvy.

With her cup of tea and one of the bran muffins Greta had brought her the day before, she went outside and sat down on the wooden bench on the porch. The sun peeked through the hazy morning fog that blanketed the entire landscape before her while the sky was painted with elaborate and vibrant oranges, reds and yellows. The sight was simply breathtaking.  

“Good morning Savannah,” Greta greeted as she entered through the small gate.

“Morning Greta, you’re early today.”

Greta smiled and Savannah noticed the bunch of flowers she held in her hands.

“Today is Helen’s birthday,” she said endearingly, I was wondering if you would like to come with me to pay our respects.

Savannah blushed and hid her face behind the brim of her cup. She realized that she hadn’t once made any effort to find out who Helen really was. She only assumed that she was adored by everyone who worked on the farm, and that she was her aunt. She felt a twinge of guilt knot her insides and she cleared her throat.

“Let me put this inside,” she said and excused herself.

Minutes later she joined Greta and the two of them took a leisurely stroll to the cemetery.

“Tell me about Helen,” she asked.

“What would you like to know?”

She shrugged, “Anything, I mean, I never even knew of her existence. What was she like?”

Greta smiled softly, “She was a caring and compassionate soul who gave selflessly of herself.”

That was exactly how she imagined her, and how the employees on the farm portrayed her. They weren’t shy to tell her how much they loved Helen.

“I tried to look for some photos of her in the house, but I couldn’t find any, do you have any I can look at?”

Greta laughed, “Photos are not permitted here, but she was a lovely woman.”

Well that was a bit useless, Savannah thought, but left it at that. She would simply have to use her imagination and imagine Helen as an older version of Mary Poppins who loved children and spread joy wherever she went. 

“She loved this place, and the people,” Greta whispered and she could hear the tremble in her voice.

“Joseph told me, how is he related to Helen?”

Greta went quiet and they walked a little while before she spoke up.

“They aren’t related, Joseph was Kemp’s best friend, they were like brothers. Kemp was Helen’s son. After he died, Joseph took it upon himself to be there for Helen through thick and thin. She took it very hard in the beginning, but eventually she invested all her time and effort into running Sunrise.”

“Helen had a son?” Savannah asked curiously.

Greta nodded, “It was a barn accident, almost ten years ago. Kemp had insisted to help in the barn rising, but that day the weather was awful. The elders wanted to stop and carry on the next day, but most of them insisted to push on and get it done. Kemp was just in the right place at the wrong time, he was only fifteen years old when he died.”

“I’m so sorry, I didn’t know,” she whispered and clasped her hands before her.

“It as a long time ago, at lease she had Joseph in the end.”

“What about Joseph’s parents?”

Greta knelt down and placed the flowers on Helen’s grave and said a silent prayer before speaking again.

“Joseph was an orphan, the Bishop and his wife took care of him as a child, but after Kemp died, Helen became his caretaker.”

No wonder he’s so passionate about the farm, she thought. It was much more than just a novelty pass time or job security, Sunrise meant something to him, and it was something she could never relate to. But maybe, just maybe, if she allowed herself to open up and actually get to know these people, she might change her mind. What she didn’t understand was why Helen didn’t just leave the farm to Joseph, it simply made no sense.

Chapter 5

Over the next few days, Savannah had come to learn and understand why Joseph was so angry with her. And if she had to be honest with herself, she could quite easily have been in his shoes, and she
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