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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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Tailing a horse-drawn buggy all over Lancaster County in a stolen 1979 Buick Skylark was not an easy task. 

"It's just a good thing these main roads don't spin off in all different directions," D said, after stopping for the third time behind a tree to let the buggy maintain its place five car-lengths ahead. "Shame we can't pass, though.” 

The mark had already seen their car, so they had agreed they needed to keep it out of sight so as not to alarm him.

While they were pulled over and waiting, another car passed, and, in the distance, the buggy turned left onto a smaller road. D waited another minute before he cruised on by the turn-off. They could see that the road was narrow but, thankfully, straight. It led through a cornfield to a farmhouse, beside which the buggy was pulling up. 

"We're going to have to pull the car over and walk up on foot," Mike said. 

D squinted into the distance. He pointed. "Isn't that a dog?"

"Looks like," Mike said. "Still, no way around it. You're going to have to get close enough to see if he has the girl there."

"Me?" D looked almost comically upset. "Why me?"

"He hasn't seen your face,” said Mike reasonably. “Look, lose the police jacket, OK? Then you can always say you're a lost tourist if he sees you. Just keep clear of the dog."

"Right." D didn't look too confident. But he got out and, avoiding the road, walked into the rows of corn. 

He came back at a quick pace about ten minutes later. "Our man's off again,” he said. “If the girl's at his place, he didn't spend much time with her. And he came out with a bunch of clothes, so I'm betting he's going to deliver them to her now."

"Good deal," Mike said. "Let's take the car up beyond that turn. Then we can see if he turns back to where he came from, or comes toward us, and we'll follow him from there."

Luck was with them—Abram turned his buggy back the way he'd come. 

They followed, keeping their distance behind him, on the main road. Then Abram turned onto a narrower road. After a few more minutes he turned again onto an even narrower path through what looked like another stupid flourishing cornfield. 

"We'll have to leave the car here," Mike said with regret.  He hated cornfields. 

He'd hated them since he was nine, when his older brother had taken Mike with three of his drunk friends in the car to a haunted corn maze. Mike had lost the group—or maybe they'd lost him, he didn't know—but he remembered wandering around, shouting until he was exhausted, and then sitting on the ground, clutching a rock in his fist and trying not to cry as the wind through the corn made horrible whispers like ghosts.  

Neither love nor money would make Mike walk through a cornfield at night. He barely managed it now, in the daylight, easing himself through the shadowy rows as quietly as possible. D glanced back at him occasionally as they walked, a concerned expression on his narrow face. 

Finally, they were close enough to see where Abram had parked his buggy. It stood  alongside another, across from two women dressed in Amish style. 

One was older, with a strong, stocky body that barely came up to the second woman's chin. The second woman was blonde. Her braided hair barely touching her shoulders.

"Is that Sofia?" D whispered. 

Mike grinned. "Maybe."

"It's Sofia," D said confidently. “Has to be.”

"How do you know?" Mike was skeptical.

"She's wearing shoes."

"So?"

"The old woman isn't, and I bet none of the rest of them are either, except the one who was driving the buggy. Amish don't wear shoes when it's hot, usually. I saw it on Law and Order. Or was it CSI?..."

Of course D had seen it on one of those shows. Still, info was info, wherever it came from.

Mike said, "Too many people out now to try and grab her, even with the gun.” He pondered. “We'll have to wait until they're sleeping. Do Amish people lock their houses?"

"Maybe?..." D shrugged. "Dunno. Probably not."

“You didn’t see it on CSI?”

“They didn’t mention that part,” D said seriously. 

Well, they'd cross that mountain when they got there, Mike thought philosophically.

He noticed that Abram and Sofia seemed to have gotten pretty close, in such a short time, judging by the way they were standing. Lucky guy, he thought. Shame Mike couldn't grow a decent crop of facial hair. These days guys with beards seemed to get all the play. 

"We’ll have to move the car again, before he drives back," Mike said.  He pointed toward what he guessed was some kind of chicken coop. A road ran behind it, wide enough—barely—for a buggy to pass. 

"Let's figure out where that road lets out,” he said. “We'll pull up to it after dark, and come in the back way." This would also have the benefit of avoiding the cornfields, which made it, in Mike's mind, definitely the only viable plan for a nighttime extraction mission. 

"OK," D said. "But let's get lunch first. And milkshakes.” Mike had learned D loved milkshakes. “And you should check on Carl."

"Why?” said Mike.  “Last time I called, he was out of it. They said they need to monitor his bowels, so they're keeping him through Monday. Or at least until he's managed to take a..."

"So you didn't tell him about Sofia?"

"I like my toes on my feet, thank you very much,” Mike said. “Anyway, we'll have her back tonight. Why confuse things?"

They spent the next few hours filling the car with fast food, and driving in circles around Lancaster – not on purpose. It was at times like this Mike wished he had a smartphone. Humans were meant to build in grids, with paved roads lying between places in straight lines. This chaos of fields and gardens and winding dirt roads was unnatural—or, if not unnatural, then at least very, very wrong. 

It was about four in the afternoon when they made it to the back road. They sat in the car eating potato chips, listening to the Christian-rock station—which was the only thing the car radio could receive—and playing word games until the sun went down, and the fields and road sank into dimness. 

"What time do Amish people go to sleep?" Mike asked.

"They don't have electricity,” D said. “So I guess pretty early."

"No help from TV? Again? You’re not much use."

"You don't have to be mean," D said. "You're the one who lost the girl."

"We lost the girl," Mike said. "Christ. If you hadn't opened the door while I was talking to her, none of this would have happened."

"How long does it take to give a scared hostage six cans of beans and half a loaf of bread?” asked D. “I thought she'd overpowered you and got the gun somehow. I couldn't just leave you like that. Never leave a man behind."

"We are not the Marines," said Mike.

"Hmmmph." D shoved a cold French fry in his mouth. 

After another hour, Mike said, "Should be dark enough. Now looks good." 

There were no lights on the path. But the moon was near full, and bright on the dirt path. Mike was careful to stay as far from the cornfields as possible. At least the air was still, so, instead of the ghostly whispering, the fields merely stood watching (balefully, he thought) over the dark spaces between the rows of stalks. 

If it wasn't for the fence around the hen house, they might have missed the main house entirely, so completely was its form swallowed by the fields that surrounded it. 

"Be easier to cut through this corn here than jump the fence 'round that hen house," D whispered. 

"I'm not walking through no corn," Mike said, forcefully though a bit too loudly. "Forget it." 

They approached the fence: wooden posts, with wire strung between them to a height that reached just above Mike's waist. On the other side, in front of the hen house door, a chicken slept. 

D grabbed Mike's arm. "I think that's a rooster."

"So?"

"So?! Roosters are dangerous!"

Mike stared over the fence at the sleeping rooster. It was bathed in a circle of moonlight. He thought that it might stand as tall as his knee, from the claws to the fluffy bits on top. And its chicken wings were clipped so it couldn't fly. Mike said, "I think I can take it."

"And they're loud.”

"Give me your jacket," Mike said. "And the rest of that bag of corn chips in your pocket. One or the other should shut it up."

D stripped off the jacket and handed Mike a crumpled bag
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