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There is no fear in love, but perfect love casts out fear. For fear has to do with punishment, and whoever fears has not been perfected in love. 

—John 4:18
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As Sofia walked slowly back towards the clotheslines, grass tickling at her ankles even through the socks, the memory of Abram's touch lingered in her flesh. 

She didn't dare look back. Though she'd only known Abram a short time, there was a connection between them. She hadn't hesitated, not even thought, when she'd forced him into an embrace – though she should have thought, she knew. 

But, after a moment, the tension in his muscles had eased as his arms tightened around her. Their bodies had fit. 

She'd wanted to tilt her head up and see if he might kiss her. There was a fire in him, dampened by grief. Like banked coals, she thought, it only needed air and movement to be brought back to brilliant life. 

She shook her head. But what if what she was feeling was simply infatuation? After all, she was a child in a woman's body; her knowledge was a muscle memory of facts and habits, but with only the faintest hint of memories to give her an understanding of her own dimensions. 

"Sofia!" She looked up. Mary was running toward her, toward the road. Her kapp had come loose again, dropping to the nape of her neck, and she stopped just short of crashing into Sofia.

Sofia smiled. 

Mary, with all the impatience of seven, shoved her kapp up again and tied the string under her chin in a hurried bow before throwing her arms around Sofia's waist. She looked up, with her chin digging into Sofia's stomach, and grinned, showing off her missing canine. 

"You're not going with him, are you? You're going to stay for the cleaning, right?" she asked – for, Sofia thought with amusement, was only about the twentieth time. "We have to get the living room ready for church tomorrow!" 

"Yes,” Sofia reassured her yet again. “I'm here until Monday at least, provided your mother lets me stay." This seemed to set Mary’s mind at rest, and she unwrapped her arms from around Sofia's waist. 

Sofia took Mary's hand and they walked together towards Judith and the remaining washing. 

Mary rattled on in the same vein she'd been going along in all morning. "Oh, mamm is so happy that Samuel brought a woman home! Though it'd be better if you were Amish. Are you going to join us when you get your memories back? You're not so good at washing, but you'll get better. And if you stay, then you and Samuel can build a house on the east side of the cornfields and we can visit you any time we want."

The child's simple delight at the idea was enchanting. But at the same time, there was something about the tightness around her eyes, and the way she kept stealing glances up at her, that made Sofia feel as though she struck Mary as something both attractive and dangerous. It made Sofia feel like a thief. Or a potential thief. 

It was clear that Mary adored her older brother. And now Sofia, a stranger, had come along with the power to take Samuel away. No, he wouldn't be exiled from his home if he chose a different path, but he also wouldn't be able to live here. He'd have to make his own life outside of their community, with new experiences he wouldn't be able to share. 

Sofia couldn't imagine how difficult it would be to be forced to make such a choice. 

Of course, Samuel had already chosen to challenge his future on his own terms. He’d done that when he'd bought the gun, if nothing else. But at least Sofia had tried to keep him from bringing it here. She didn't want him to lose everything in trying to help her. Then, she thought darkly, she really would become a thief. 

Luckily for Sofia’s frame of mind, the physical labor and the cheerful talk of the girls soon dissipated her brooding thoughts. Mary was a bubbly chatterbox, and Judith was good-humored and intelligent. So was Miriam, the middle sister – the twelve-year-old with the dark braids and a ruddy, friendly face. Sofia had thought her quiet, but she turned out to have plenty to say. 

They all chatted together as they hung the clothes, first about the weather and their work, and then, for Miriam, about the last year of school, and how difficult it would be afterwards for her to see her friends, with all of the work she had to do on the farm. 

"It's not so bad," Judith said. "And you have plenty of time for reading, though maybe not those novels you favor."

"I want to go to France," Miriam said. "I want to see the Arc de Triomphe." She pronounced it in the English way, 'try-umph,’ and Sofia corrected her before she even knew she had done so. 

"Tree-omph," the preteen grinned, her face reddening a hint further. "French sounds odd."

They finished the clothes that way, discussing their lives, their neighbors, friends and dreams. Sofia didn’t say as much as the other two, but she soaked in the conversation, as a balm against her troubled thoughts. 

The rooster had woken Sofia before dawn, screaming off and on through sunrise and into their breakfast of eggs and bread. She'd enjoyed the camaraderie as she and the family tackled the flurry of activities necessary to prepare the house for tomorrow's church service. 

Together they had washed the tablecloths and everyone's clothing, hand-scrubbing the clothing while running the tablecloths through the wash, and spinning them dry again using a hand-cranked machine that looked as if it had been used for this purpose for the past hundred years at least. Sofia, alas, had been pronounced hopeless at the scrubbing: her technique was too firm for the delicates and too hesitant for deep-set stains. 

The men and boys had arrived as they began the laundry. They sorted into small groups and occupied themselves with checking the stools and benches for signs of disrepair, and mending in general, as well as maintaining the fields, hen-house, and dairy. 

"You girls stay clear of that rooster, ja," Samuel had warned them, when Sofia ventured too close to the fenced off area that was the rooster's exclusive domain. "He's a small beast, but he'll take a chunk out of you for sure. As good as a guard dog, those roosters is. Except they see everything and everyone as their enemy."

Mary had rolled her eyes behind her big brother's back, and, once he was gone, whispered, "Samuel's the only one of us dumb enough to try and play with that stupid, cranky thing. He's still got a scar on his ankle where it bit him, and he broke his arm trying to get away,. But Judith says he got a cast, from an Englischer hospital!" She declared the last as though it was both a privilege and badge of honor. 

At the end of the day came the cooking. "Everyone'll bring a dish for after tomorrow’s service," Esther explained, “so we're really only needing to prepare dinner tonight. The men will have a smoke outside, most likely. We'll all need to take our baths, and we want to be early to bed, so we're up in enough time to greet the Bishop." 

After dinner, the wagons from the visiting farms rolled off home, and the house and grounds grew quiet. Sofia followed Judith up to the bedroom. Esther came soon after, and after rifling through the bottom of Judith's drawers, pulled out a white shirt, and a navy blue dress with matching kapp. 

"These'll fit you better than what Abram gave you," she said, her voice gruff. "You just fold those up after your bath and leave them on the dresser, and I'll be giving them back to him.” She cleared her throat. “It’s no fair to either of you, him putting you in Rebekah's clothes—though from what he said at the time there was a right, immediate need, ja." 

Sofia nodded. She certainly didn't want to impose on Abram or the memory of his wife. 

"Of course," she said. "I'd always intended to return them."

"Never thought any different, child,” said Esther. “Now, my Judith doesn't mind if you borrow her nightdress again."

"No mamm," Judith said, unbraiding the first of her tight plaits. "You're sure welcome to whatever you like."

"Thank you," Sofia said. Her throat felt thick with gratitude. She wished again—for the thousandth time, it seemed—that she had some way to pay these people back for their kindness. 

When Esther had left, Judith asked: "So! Is there anything between you and Abram?"

"Nothing," Sofia said, too quickly. She shouldn’t have been surprised – Judith was perceptive.

Judith raised her eyebrows. "Nothing! Sounds like something to me, ja."

"It's only...” How to explain? “He was the first to help me, when I came to his farm." Sofia recounted the entire story again. It seemed remarkable that such dramatic things
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