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Part 3: In God’s Hands

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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Sofia slept in fits and spurts, interrupted by fragments of memory. Now she was snorkeling, floating over expanses of colorful coral as schools of jewel-like fish flitted beneath her. Now she was perching on the edge of a white sofa, wearing an uncomfortable dress. Her toes barely touched the floor, and the adults around her were chatting about boring things and handed her crème-filled wafers when she tried to interrupt. Now she was smoking pungent cigarettes behind the school gym, laughing with other girls. All the memories, the fragments, mixed together like a handful of puzzle pieces tossed haphazardly on the floor. 

And then there was the man. It wasn't dancing, now, that they were doing together. Instead there were quieter things: sitting on the sofa; throwing popcorn at each other as a movie flickered in the background; sharing a cup of gelato at a quiet café, where people at neighboring tables chatted in what sounded like Italian. 

"Quit teasing," she'd admonished him playfully. "You know my Spanish can't keep up with your Italian."

Had Sofia been in love? Was she still?

When the rooster crowed her to full wakefulness, it came as a relief. Sofia sat up, rubbing her eyes. The smell of cinnamon bread seemed to seep up through the floors, and her stomach growled.

"That’d be the friendship bread for after church," Judith said. “It's the best.” There was a slight hesitation. "So..." she said, in a tentative tone. "How are you doing today?"

Sofia wondered how long the other girl had been lying awake, waiting to ask her that question. 

Judith was a sensitive girl. Last night, she had seemed to understand without asking that the tumultuous events—the two men trying to kidnap Sofia, Esther's prayer, Samuel's gun, his being cast out of the house by his mother – were all still too raw to put into words. 

Last night, Sofia had just wanted to soak in the tub, the water satisfying if lukewarm, until she had fully washed away the feel of that man's hands around her neck. 

Now, after a fitful night's sleep, Sofia still, more than anything else, awed by Esther. Assaulted in her own home by strangers, while her son risked becoming a killer to save his family, Esther had fallen to her knees, asking God for guidance – and, by that act, had completely defused the situation. 

Even if Sofia someday remembered every moment of her life from birth to death with perfect clarity, she doubted she would ever see such a profound or powerful display of faith. 

"Sofia?"

"I'm feeling better," Sofia responded. "A little tired. But I’m looking forward to church."

"The service won’t be in English. It’s partly in German and partly in Deitsch—our language, you know," Judith explained. "The one you call Pennsylvania Dutch, though it’s really a kind of German, too. You’ve heard some of us speaking it, of course.” Sofia nodded. “Our services tend to run a bit longer than Englischers’, I think. We usually go for three to four hours, and have two sermons. I'm sorry you won't be able to understand them, but I'll try to translate for you as best I can."

"Oh, I'd be so grateful," Sofia said. "But only if it's not a disruption. I feel like I've already brought too much trouble into your lives."

"It's not your fault that people decided to hurt you," Judith said. She stood up, stretching, and crossed the space between their two beds to sit down beside Sofia. "Evil is evil,” she said. “What happened, though—I only saw a little of it, from the door, with Mary. Who were those men? Why were they after you?"

"I don't know,” said Sofia. “They mentioned something about a man named Carl. And... I mentioned before that I think maybe – before—I was very wealthy. So I think maybe they wanted money." 

Judith shuddered. "That's horrible!” she said. “You know, no offense, but I really don't understand the Englischer obsession with money. So much of your music, even, seems to be about money: getting it, spending it, saving it. This seems... well, to tell the truth, it seems sinful to me.” She shook her head. “I mean, yes, you earn enough for your needs, and to contribute to your family and the community. But beyond that—what's the point? Really? Love, the beauty of nature, and your relationship with God... those are the most important things in life. Extra money has nothing to do with it."

"I don't think most people—well, most Englischers—" The word felt awkward on Sofia's tongue. "—think the way you do. I don't think I did."

"Well,” said Judith. “What about now?"

Sofia sighed. "Your mother, Abram, you... and even Samuel—you're all such good people. I don't think my family was anything like as close as you are."

"What do you remember of them?" said Judith.

Sofia said slowly, drawing on all her dreams, the fragments of images: "I think my father must have worked a lot. And that my mother was very social, because I remember her having people over, and it seems like a normal thing. I had a nanny—more than one, I think. And my parents sent me away to school when I was... maybe about seven?"

Judith was horrified. "Sent you away!" 

Sofia shrugged. "I came home for holidays, I think. I remember swimming in the ocean, over coral."

Judith shook her head firmly. "Still, that's no replacement for a proper home."

Sofia wished she had a better ability to judge that. She'd gotten intuitive impressions of herself as a child: serious, studious, and desperate for acceptance. If her family had prayed, Sofia didn't remember it. 

But then again, there was so much she didn't remember. Her memories were returning to her at night in dribs and drabs. Like dreams, they faded as the sun rose. 

Sofia wasn't even entirely sure she wanted them. Staying here, making a plain life for herself, would suit her well, she imagined. 

But then again, what if there were people looking for her? Not just thugs, but family? Her two captors had been convinced that someone would pay a lot of money to see her again. If she had family or a—a lover who were worried about her, she was only adding to their suffering every day she held off from letting the legitimate authorities know that she was alive and safe. 

Slowly but determinedly, Sofia said, "I should call the police. Now that I know those guys aren't after me anymore."

"Ah, that's good. Whatever family you have, they must be dying of worry,” Judith said. “But I’m afraid it will have to be after church. The entire district will be here, so you won't be able to use anyone's house or telephone. After the service, you could always go back to Annie's with her family. That might be for the best."

Relieved of the guilt of feeling negligent to a family she could barely remember, Sofia felt her heart lighten. She smiled. "I'm excited to see your service,” she said sincerely. “I guess there must be some things we have to do to prepare, aren’t there?"

"Well, most of the cooking has already been done, and the Bishop will be by with the benches and songbooks for everyone. So it's just getting the water ready for the horses, which is men's business. Samuel does..." Judith cut herself off, and bit her lip. "I suppose I'll have to help get the younger boys in line for that."

"I'm so sorry," Sofia said, twisting to face the younger woman and taking her hands. "What happened... it's my fault."

Judith shook her head firmly. "Not unless you gave him that thing, and asked him to bring it along. You didn't, did you?"

"Oh, no! I begged him not to, when he showed it to me."

"Then it's not your fault,” Judith said firmly. ”Samuel can make his own decisions. And this would hardly be the first time he’s made... well, a questionable one." Judith sighed, and extricated herself from Sofia's grip. "Come on. We have to get water and grain for the horses, not to mention checking on the hens, though they must be so agitated—who knows if they’ve managed to lay? And there are the cows..."

Judith rattled on as she moved around the room, making her bed and braiding her hair with rapid-fire speed. Sofia followed suit as best she could. 

When they'd finished putting the room in order, Judith said, "You'll want to use the bathroom and brush your teeth. Then we'll have breakfast and wait for the church wagon, so we can set up the room."

Sofia asked something she’d been wondering about. "Do you always have church services in your house?"

Judith laughed, looking surprised. "Heavens, no! What did you think?” Sofia shook her head, but Judith just smiled. 
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