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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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Riding in the back of the police car with its unyielding plastic seats was uncomfortable, and somewhat demeaning. Abram was glad he hadn't sent Sofia to face this on her own. 

It was difficult now, though, to sit beside her, feel the warmth of her thigh against his in the close quarters of the car, and know that she had promised herself to someone else. 

It seemed difficult for her as well. She kept conversation away from the future, asking first about Ruthie, and then chattering to Esther about the cows: did they give enough milk to sell, or was it only for the family's use?

Too quickly, they had left the sheltering peace of the back roads, edged by their fields of wheat and corn, to merge onto a fast-moving highway. Abram often accepted rides with his furniture to various auctions or to furniture-goods stores in the county, but he always found the speed and steady rumble of the car engine felt distracting and unnatural. It felt even more so now, as the blue flash from the police car painted disjointed shards of moving light in the windows and spilled in diffuse shapes on the road around them. 

At the station, they gave their statements in separate rooms, after which they were allowed to rejoin each other in what seemed like yet another officer's office. This office had a large cedar desk, with its natural wood carved at the base of each leg. The wood had been oiled to a deep shine. Across the room sat a large, leather sofa. 

When Abram returned from giving his statement, Sofia was perched on the far left edge of the sofa, speaking with another woman who had a sketchbook in her lap. The woman looked to be in her mid-fifties, with wide-set brown eyes, coffee-brown skin, and thick dreadlocks woven with gray and pulled back in a black hairband.

Abram glanced at the sketch on her lap as he entered the room. It was a fair likeness, Abram thought, but the chin was too short. He said so.

The sketch artist looked up at him. Fine lines fanned from the corners of her narrowed eyes. "Significantly shorter?” she asked. “Can you describe the shape? It's always better to have more than one perspective. And you saw them in the full light of day, according to the police report."

"This man, at least," Abram said, pointing to the sketch. "I only got a glimpse of the second man when I saw their car, but he never got out. He was thin and white, that's all I know."

"Yes, we're having a hard time getting a description of that one at all," the sketch artist said. "You must be Abram. Sofia has mentioned how you helped her."

"Anyone would have done the same," Abram demurred.

"Not anyone," the sketch artist said. She put the pencil down and extended her hand. "Kim.” 

Abram shook it. Her hand was soft, with slightly protruding knuckles – presumably a product of years of sketching. "Nice to meet you," he said. "How is it going?"

"I'm beginning to remember more," Sofia said. "At first – before you found me—they'd worn stockings over their faces. I would only have been able to identify them by voice. That's probably one of the things that frightened me so much about them," she said. "But I think it was the third man... they called him Carl... who scared me the most. All I can remember is that he was a big man. And Kim says that may just be because he frightened me so much."

"Yes,” said Kim, “a part of my job is to compensate for that sort of thing. It's perfectly understandable that, when someone is so frightened, they exaggerate certain features in their mind. He's almost certainly not as large as you think."

Sofia nodded. 

Abram gave more details, as well as he could. While he and Sofia essentially agreed, Abram disagreed on the shape of the eyes, and he added the brown mole he had seen over the left eyebrow of this man Mike.

The sketch was almost finished when there was a soft knock on the door. "Miss Angelis," said a voice. 

"Yes?" Sofia said.

"Your fiancé is here. Shall I send him in?"

Sofia's skin lost all color. She slouched and wrapped her arms over her stomach, hugging herself. 

Kim said, "Well, we're about finished here. I'll just give this to Officer Donaldson." 

Abram was reluctant to leave Sofia so obviously worried, but it wasn't his place to put himself between a man and his intended. "I should go," he said.

"No!" Sofia grabbed his arm, holding it down on the table with surprising strength. 

"Stay,” she whispered. “Please."

Abram said only: "Ja."

Sofia addressed the voice on the other side of the door. "Please,” she said, “I'd like to meet him.”

The door opened. 

A female officer came in first, followed by a handsome blond. He was tall, with a straight nose that dipped downwards slightly at the tip, a square jaw that was a touch too long, and wide, blue eyes fringed by light brown lashes. 

The man’s mouth parted as his gaze fell on Sofia, and he froze where he stood. "Sofie?"

"Sofia. Yes, that's me," Sofia said. "You're Daniel? Yes. Yes, you must be."

Daniel was still staring. "Those clothes," he said. He laughed weakly, as if trying to cover discomfort. "You look... different. It must be the clothes. And your poor face." He raised his hand to his temple, a mirror of the bruise on her own. 

At her continued lack of response, he said: "You really don't know me?"

"Only from my dream. I'm sorry." Sofia's fingers tightened their grip on her upper arms. Abram thought she looked ready to break. Or run. 

Her gaze flitted to Abram and then back to her fiancé. Abram didn't want to hate him for putting this fear and discomfort onto Sofia's face... but how was it that this Daniel, who was supposedly ready to take vows to love and cherish this woman, would stand so far away, not offering even the slightest hint of comfort? 

Daniel took a step toward her, and then another. 

"We'll work it out," he said. "You'll get your memories back."

Sofia stood. Her shoulders and the back of her neck were tense. She managed a smile, but it wasn't the natural—if shy—expression of joy that she'd given Abram when he'd driven her to Annie's house by buggy, that first day. Nor did her eyes light with the same joy she had shown after he had sung in church. 

Abram knew he would always hold these memories as treasures in his heart... just as he knew he had to leave her now. 

"Sofia," said Abram. He was unwilling to inflict on her the childish nickname that had been a part of her former life. Now, part of her future life as well? 

"It's been my honor to know you,” he said. “Please, be well. Lewewohl. It means farewell." 

"Abram?" Her voice caught as her gaze flickered back and forth between the two men. 

"You're Abram?” said Daniel. “The police said you'd really gone out of your way to help my Sofie out. Maybe even saved her life. There's nothing in this world that will enable me to pay you back for that."

"There's no need,” said Abram. “We're all called by God to help each other. ‘Love thy neighbor as thyself.’"

"Yes, well... We sure are lucky she arrived at your door, then. Aren't we, Sofie?" Daniel finished closing the distance between them and placed his arm around Sofia's shoulders. 

"Still,” he said. “Let me offer you something. Those guys who took her certainly were set on getting a pretty penny, that's for sure." 

He reached into the right pocket of his black trousers and pulled out a fat envelope. "Five thousand dollars,” he said. “I know you Amish don't use banks, so I took it out in cash. Please take this as the smallest token of my appreciation for how you all helped my Sofie." Daniel held the envelope out, as Sofia stood tense in his embrace.

Abram looked at it. His vision blurred as fury overtook him. 

This man couldn't possibly be worthy of Sofia. It wasn't just the ignorance—Abram had a checking and savings account, as did nearly everyone he knew—or even that this Daniel was offering money before even the simple courtesy of an introduction. What Abram couldn’t forgive was his possessive hold on Sofia, and his focus on her appearance. As if her plain clothing had been some kind of horror equal to the discolored bruise on her temple.  

Abram managed to keep his voice level. "Again,” he said, “it was Christian charity. There's no need to exact payment for simple human kindness."

"I didn't mean to offend you," said Daniel.

"No," Abram said, "I expect you didn't." His tone
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