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The air was crisp and chilly. The sound of birds starting to wake up filled the stillness. Faith hummed as she walked down the street, a wicker basket swinging on her arm. She loved early mornings. The smell of freshness that surrounded her was surreal. There were a few moments right before sunrise that were the best of all. It was the anticipation of waiting for something that was going to happen any moment. She arrived at the little shop on the main street of their Amish community fairly quickly. It was a quaint little shop. It was painted white, and had a little sign that hung down below the cover that went over the porch. The sign said, ‘Amy’s Grocery.’ Everyone loved Amy’s grocery. It was where they purchased everything they didn’t have at their own houses and more. 

Amy stepped through the door, a bell ringing above her head. Amy was already busy in the shop. She was going back and forth, sweeping furiously. If there was one thing that Amy was doing constantly, it was cleaning. She was obsessive about keeping the shop spotless. 

“Faith! What a surprise.” Amy turned toward her, a bright smile lighting up her face. 

“I told you yesterday I was coming by with the eggs you asked for.” Faith held up the basket which was overflowing with brown eggs from her family’s chickens. 

“Oh, yes. You did. I’m sorry, I forgot. You know how things are these days.” Amy placed a gentle hand on her growing middle. “Who knew growing a child was so difficult? Everyone else makes it seem so easy. This baby feels like a bowling ball.” 

“You make it look easy. Despite your complaining, you are great at being pregnant and I am sure you will make a lovely mother.” Faith gave an encouraging smile and set the basket of eggs on the counter. “How is Joanna?”

“She is fine.” Amy’s face fell. “She acts like she is fine, anyway. She is lonely and taking care of a newborn all alone isn’t easy for her. Ma and pa want her to move back home, but she is so stubborn. She wants to do it all on her own.” 

“I know.” Faith sighed. Her friend and Amy’s sister had lost her husband six months ago in a terrible accident. There was nothing that could be said to make the situation better. She was stuck alone on the ranch she had spent two years creating with her husband taking care of a six-month-old baby. 

“I am going to go out and visit her as soon as I leave here. You know, maybe finding someone new would help her.” Faith thought of how it must be trying to manage a farm and a child all alone right after losing someone that you loved. 

“Maybe, I don’t know. She says she just wants to focus on Jonah and work on her life. Maybe that is what is best, even if it is hard for the rest of us to watch.” Amy walked around the counter and scooped up two handfuls of eggs. 

“Maybe I could find someone who-” Faith’s words were cut off by the bakery door opening. Someone else was here at the shop early. Who could it be? While everyone in the Amish community usually got up at an early hour in the morning, buying things at the crack of dawn was strange. 

A man walked into the shop. He was strikingly tall. His head barely cleared the door frame. Dark black hair, unruly and curly, sat on top of his head like a crown. He had a square jaw and blue eyes unlike any Faith had ever seen before. He grinned and a dimple appeared at the corner of his lips. 

“Good morning. I hope I am not disturbing you. I was in the area and thought I would pass by for some supplies.” The man shifted from foot to foot as he looked around the place. He was holding his hat in his hand and the image of it falling off as he tried to come through the door popped into Faith’s mind. She almost giggled at the idea. 

“You’re not disturbing us. Come in, come in. Is there anything in particular you are looking for?” Amy asked. 

Faith didn’t hear the man’s response. She was too busy staring. She had never seen this man around town. And she knew everyone in town. 

The man turned his attention toward her, amusement sparkling in his blue eyes. “I’m new in town. My name is Joe. It’s nice to meet you.” Joe reached out to shake her hand. 

Faith recovered from her stupor, placing her hand in his and giving it a firm shake. “Faith. When did you move here?”

“Arrived this morning, a couple of hours ago. Though I purchased the farm almost a month ago.” Joe never seemed to stop grinning. He had an easy way of speaking and holding himself that tamed the nervousness that usually overtook Faith when talking with a stranger. 

“I- um, well it is so nice to meet you.” Faith stumbled over her words. She shook her head and forced herself to focus. This man was new and there was no sign of a wife or children. Maybe he would be the perfect person to introduce to Joanna. He looked strong enough, and he looked kind. Kindness was something very important in a relationship. Old memories surfaced making Joanna wince. She hoped no one noticed. She turned and busied herself with arranging some jars on a shelf. 

“I actually may need some help,” Joe’s voice was closer than she expected. “At the ranch, I could use a little help getting the place cleaned up. Do you know the Miller’s old ranch?’

“Yes, I- I do.” The place had been abandoned for almost a year. After Mr. Miller’s wife died of old age, he had moved back with his children in another community. “It’s been empty for a while.” 

“It has. It is quite the mess. Since it is just myself moving there, I could use some help fixing it up, you know, a woman’s touch. I don’t know too much about taking care of regular inside-the-house care or laundry. If you would be willing, I could pay you.” 

Faith was taken aback by the offer even though it wasn’t that unusual. This man was probably going to be busy getting the farm side of things going. She thought of Joanna. Maybe she could convince Joanna to do it and bring her baby. 

“I can consider it. Maybe I’ll bring a friend or two to help.” 

“That would be wonderful. I used to visit my aunt here in this town. One of the reasons that I moved back is because I remember how friendly everyone was. Let me know what you think about the cleaning thing and thank you for this.” Joe held up the two brown paper bags of things he had purchased from Amy, while addressing them both. 

“You are welcome,” Amy had a funny smile on her face. Both she and Faith were silent as Joe left the shop. 

“Well, I’ll be...” Amy was shaking her head. 

“What?” Faith asked. 

“Maybe instead of trying to find someone for Joanna, you should get to know Joe and find out if he’s someone that might interest you.” Amy leaned forward slightly. “Maybe it is time for you to finally give love another shot.” 

“No, of course not! Joe would be perfect for Joanna. She would love him. He is so strong he could probably handle the farm, and Jonah? I bet he would love Joe for a father.” 

“Whatever you say.” Amy shrugged. There was something in her expression that Faith couldn’t quite read. “Tell Joanna I said hi.” 

Faith nodded and hurried from the shop. Excitement stirred in her heart. Joanna was going to be excited when she heard about Joe. Faith had set up three of her friends with their husbands. She had nothing against making Joanna the fourth. Despite everyone saying that Joanna wasn’t interested, Faith had this feeling. She couldn’t shake the idea of Joanna having someone to both help around the ranch and to help with Jonah. Maybe Joe was that person, maybe he wasn’t but Faith had to try.

—-*—-

Faith paused outside of Joanna’s house. She was debating whether Joanna was awake or asleep when she heard the sound of a baby crying. She knocked on the door firmly and it was opened almost immediately. Joanna was standing there, little Jonah on her hip. Joanna’s hair was pulled up into a tight bun at the top of her head. Her white cap was missing, and her blue dress was the same one she was wearing the day before. It had a stain on the shoulder and was wrinkled as if she had slept in it. 

“Faith! What are you doing here?” Joanna’s tired eyes lit up. It was apparent that she hadn’t been sleeping well. 

“I came to see you. How are you?” Faith stepped into the house, drinking in the warmth that greeted her. She reached out her hands to baby Jonah, who with a little grin accepted her invitation eagerly. 

“Honestly? Not well.” 

“Is it Jonah? I thought he was sleeping through the night.” 

“He is. It’s just other stuff. Trouble sleeping and keeping up with everything. I never thought this would be so hard.” Joanna sighed. Her expression was full of everything Faith needed to know. Things were harder than anyone could imagine, but Joanna was pushing forward. 

“Can I help? Tell me there is something I can do, and I’ll do it.” Faith spun Jonah around in a tight little circle, pulling a laugh from him. 

“I know you are busy too. It’s fine. Some of the men from church are coming over in a couple days to help get the crop in the fields. It’s going to work out. I just need to trust in God and be patient.” Joanna smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. 

“I have some news that might cheer you up.” Faith hoped that it would, anyway. 

“What is it?” Joanna took Jonah back and sat down in the wooden rocking chair in the corner of the room. 

“There’s someone new in town. His name is Joe and I think you would like him. Maybe you could meet him. If you had some help around here, things probably wouldn’t be so difficult.” 

“Faith, are you trying to match me with someone?” Joanna’s tone was stern. 

“No, maybe, do you want to be matched with someone? He is very handsome, and I think he is kind. I mean, I don’t know too much about him yet, but he asked if I could help clean up the farm he just bought, the older Miller farm, and I said maybe I could bring some help.” 

“You want me to go clean a farm with you?” Joanna laughed. 

“I thought maybe you would enjoy meeting Joe!” Now that Faith was hearing her own plan out loud, it did sound a bit far-fetched. 

“I am not meeting this Joe person. Faith, I am happy right now. I know it doesn’t seem like it with everything going on, but I think I need to focus on Jonah and this farm right now. After losing David...” Joanna paused, fresh sadness filling her face. “I don’t know that I can ever find someone else to love or marry. I just don’t feel right about it. At least not yet. It may be a long time before I could even consider it.” 

“I’m sorry, Joanna. I didn’t mean to be insensitive. I just thought if you would give meeting someone new a chance, you might find the help that you really need.” 

“Maybe.” Joanna shrugged and looked down at Jonah. “I think time is what I need right now.” 

Faith kept the rest of her thoughts to herself. She wasn’t convinced that being alone was the best thing for Joanna, but it seemed she would have to figure out a different way for Joanna to meet Joe. If they met, they might realize that they were right for each other. Her second thought was that she was going to be doing the farm cleaning by herself. She knew no one else who could come and help, so there was that to look forward to. 

Faith plastered on a smile and listened to Joanna talking about her week. She wasn’t going to rest until she found a way for Joanna to be happy. She loved her friends and everyone else she had found a husband for was so happy. Maybe people were wrong about Joanna and she really did need someone. Faith was going to find out if that was the case. 

—-*—-

Joe knew that it probably hadn’t been the best idea to invite Faith over to clean the farm, but he really had too much on his plate to handle. After his mother’s death, he was eager to start over, and as the town that always held good memories for him, he thought this was the place to do it. When he found Faith and Amy joking and being so friendly to him in the grocery store, it seemed like a logical thing to ask them for help. 

Joe sighed. Maybe she wasn’t coming anyway. She seemed okay with the idea, but he hadn’t seen her since. A sharp knock on the door interrupted his thoughts. He put down the hammer and nails he was using to fix the window and made his way to open the door. Standing on his porch was Faith. She had a bucket of supplies and was wearing a faded brown dress. Her hair was tucked up neatly under the white cap that all the Amish women used. Her cheeks were blushed pink and she uncertainty clouded her features. 

“Do you still need help cleaning up the farm?” 

“Why yes, I do. I thought you were bringing some friends?”

“I was, one friend to be specific, but she couldn’t come.” 

“No?” Joe wanted to be disappointed, but he actually wasn’t. Faith’s light conversation and the way she filled the room with a friendly atmosphere was enough for him. He wasn’t eager to be getting to know everyone in this town right now. He was certain everyone would have plenty to say about him soon enough. Whenever people started to find out about his past, they always started talking. His father had left his mother and the Amish community almost eight years ago, and yet it was still a worthy story for people to talk about. 

Joe had stuck around and helped raise his younger siblings until they were all of an age to care for themselves. Then his mother had gotten sick and passed away so quickly that none of them had seen it coming. Even if they had seen it coming, it wouldn’t have helped the heartbreak that followed. He shook the painful memories away. After that he decided to go to make a new start somewhere else.

“So, where do I get started?” Faith had already unloaded the bucket she brought with her. There were rags and a small brush and a bottle with cleaning solution of some sort. When she opened the lid, the smell of lemon and vinegar hit his nose. 

“Anywhere, really. I have no idea what I am doing.” Joe crossed the room and started working again on the window he was fixing. The frame was nearly rotted all the way through. 

“Do you have a wife?” Faith’s question was sudden and made him chuckle. 

“No, do you have a husband?” 

Faith blushed as she poured some of the chemical-smelling liquid on a rag and started toward the window right beside him. “I wasn’t asking for me. I have a friend.” 

“So, you’re the one who sets up all the marriages in town? Sign me up. That’s exactly what I need right now. I’m a good farmer but a terrible house keeper.” Joe laughed again, shaking his head. 

“I just figured you might want to meet her.” Faith shrugged as if it wasn’t a big deal and as if she asked every single new person, she ever met if they were married and wanted to meet one of her friends. 

“I don’t know. I really am not the type of person to be set up with anyone.” Joe noticed the sparkle in her eye. He wondered if she had someone special in her life, even if it wasn’t a husband. She was something unlike any other young woman he had ever met. She had a spark to her that he really liked.

Most young Amish women were worried about what people thought of them. They were shy and timid and waited to be spoken to. But not Faith. She was bubbly and so full of energy that she never stopped moving or chatting. She never seemed to hold herself back from saying what she thought. 

“What about you? Are you set up with someone since that seems to be your specialty?”

“What? No!” Faith sounded like she was joking, but there was something more serious in her eyes. Something that made Joe question if there was a reason why she hadn’t set herself up with someone. 

“I see. If you change your mind, and are meeting with someone, maybe I will meet your friend.” 

By the slight scowl on Faith’s face, he could see that she wasn’t going to be doing that anytime soon. 

“Did you hear about the thing everyone is doing next week? We are going to help a widow out on her ranch.” Faith changed the subject and any traces of ill temper slipped away. “Are you going to be there?” 

“Sure! I came here to be a part of this community. Why not start now?”

Faith smiled. Her smile lit up the room. 

“It will be fun, I am certain.” 

Joe wondered what she was so excited about. Either way, it looked like he would be finding out next week. 

—-*—-

Faith left Joe’s house with hope in her heart. Maybe he hadn’t shown the interest in Joanna like she hoped he would, but he had agreed to meet her, unknowingly anyway. He had not been particularly excited about being matched with someone, and she wasn’t about to accept his conditions for meeting someone, so she had just invited him in a different way to come out to Joanna’s farm. 

He would figure it out when he got there and she introduced them, but she would deal with that when the time came. Faith hummed a tune as she headed home. Her arms ached and she was tired from all the cleaning, but it was well worth it. Her mind jumped back to the conversation she’d had with
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