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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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The smartest thing Abram could do, he knew, was not to go tearing out of the Millers’ house in the dark on his buggy to find out for certain where Samuel had taken Sofia. There were only two options, really: (1) wherever Samuel kept his Englischer apartment, or (2) at his mother's house, as Abram had – firmly, he hoped—suggested. And the latter seemed by far the most likely. 

So he stayed, while the young men and women finished their singing circle. A strange nervousness had settled in his belly. It was not, if he was honest with himself, out of fear for Sofia's safety, but out of a vague fear for her virtue, alone with Samuel in the dark. Unlike Abram, Samuel had not taken his vows, nor chosen, as yet, to follow the Ordnung. Abram knew very well, from his time in his band, that the dictates of propriety that organized Amish life were not the same for Englischers. A man and woman could do as they liked, with no promises. 

He went into the kitchen and asked the women to let him help finish up with the dishes, even though it wasn't his place. He simply couldn't bear being idle. Eventually, Annie sent him out back with a lantern and a stack of wood for chopping. Abram went at it with vigor, but even as his limbs became sore and leaden, the agitation didn't dissipate 

What did it matter to him, he asked himself, how the Englischer and Samuel chose to pass their time? After all, Abram had no stake beyond Christian charity in the future of this particular Englischer woman. Yes, true, he had promised his God that he would open his heart to the possibility of love. But that meant that he would find a good, virtuous Amish woman and share with her the life that he had wanted with Rebekah: a home, work, and many children to bring light and life into his empty home. It certainly didn’t mean he was going to turn aside from his promise to serve his God or his community. 

Worn out, wood chopped, Abram went back inside. Annie, drying her hands, led him to the spare bedroom. 

There was one other young man in the room, lying in the bed by the window, already asleep. 

Annie whispered, "That's the friend Samuel brought, and then left when he ran off with the pretty Englischer girl. I swear, that boy..." But she was smiling. 

Abram said stiffly: "Samuel is only helping her, because she needed aid."

Annie looked at him, "Oh, Abram," she said. She shook her head. "Have you prayed about this?"

"For Sofia? Yes, of course." He wished fiercely, now, that he could have gone with her, although how he could have helped her further, he couldn't really say. "God gave her into my care," he said.

"Yes, of course," Annie said, and left the distinct impression that there were other things she’d left unsaid. "There's a spare toothbrush under the sink, should you need it." 

With that she departed, leaving Abram with the second bed as his own. 

Abram stripped his pants, suspenders and jacket, preparing for bed. As always, he prayed before sleep. Usually Abram’s prayers were simple things: gratitude for the seasons, for the sturdiness of his home, for the customers who bought his furniture, but mostly gratitude that God had allowed him to bear his grief another day. 

Tonight, he added another prayer: that Sofia, wherever she was, would be safe, and that she might find her way back to herself. He did his best not to think of it further than that. 

The next morning dawned cloudy and chill. The boy in the other bed had snored off and on through the night, and between his snoring, the strange bed, and the sense of anticipation—the need to be doing something, anything, that he hadn't felt in years—Abram drifted in a state between sleeping and wakefulness that had him up with the sun, limbs heavy and head pounding. He put back on the clothes he'd been wearing yesterday. He'd just done up his suspenders when the boy across from him woke up. 

"Morning," Abram said, not really wanting to start a conversation.

The boy grinned. His just-woken hair was a light brown rat's nest. His teeth jutted out slightly; that, in combination with his thinness, gave him the appearance of a mildly emaciated squirrel. 

"Morning, ja," the boy said. "You're the one who brought that Englischer girl!" 

"Ja," said Abram, since no further comment seemed required. 

"For a minute there, I thought she might have been your wife. How'd you meet her?"

"That really isn't my story alone to tell," Abram said. "Where are you from?" The boy was clearly Amish, and Abram could vaguely remember having seen him before, but they weren't from the same district. 

"Oh, Bishop Price," the boy said. "I'm Emmanuel, but people just call me Manny." He sat up, throwing the sheet over his bare legs and extended his hands. He'd slept only in his underwear, and wisps of wiry hair dusted his chest and arms. 

"Nice to meet you, Manny," Abram said, and shook the boy’s outstretched hand. 

"So, why was she dressed plain if she's an Englischer? Tourist?"

"She needed clothes." Abram pulled the sheets back to the end of the bed and folded them, ready for Annie's washing. He folded the quilt as well and placed it opposite the sheets, the bare pillow on top. "It's our duty to help those in need."

"So she isn't wanted for a crime, you don't think?"

"Why would you think that?" Abram's response was, perhaps, sharper than the question warranted. 

Manny shifted away from him, stammering. "Well, I thought with the police... and she ran, and..."

"Let the man who is without sin cast the first stone," Abram said. He stood. "Excuse me."

"Wait! I'm sorry, I didn't meant to offend you."

"No offense taken, ja." Abram forced a smile. Had he ever been so young? 

Buttered rolls and fried eggs in glass containers were ranged on the kitchen counter, still piping hot. One of Annie's daughters was spooning up a plate. "Mornin’, Abram," she said, handing him an empty plate. Abram took the eggs and two rolls and ate. He hardly tasted the food. 

It would make the most sense for him to go back home, he decided. He had to get his furniture to auction; as it was, he would already be late when the van came to pick him up at seven. Best, then, to cancel for this week. He could sell the chairs next week, or even send them to one of the Amish shops on consignment, though he'd make less money on the sale. 

He called, using the Millers’ phone, and canceled. He ate quickly, and then harnessed Ruthie and started his buggy home. 

At the intersection of the dirt road that led to Annie's home with the main road sat a station wagon. Inside were two men in police uniforms. Abram recognized the one from yesterday, Officer Maglione, and everything in him seemed to go onto high alert. 

Officer Maglione stepped out of his car as Abram's buggy approached. He walked into the road to block Ruthie's way. "Excuse me!" the man yelled. 

In the morning sunlight, Abram thought the uniform seemed ill-fitting, the black of the jacket not quite matching that of the pants. The police belt held handcuffs, a club, and a gun holstered at his hip, but the gun holster seemed a bit small for the gun as well.  

"Good morning, Officer," Abram said with a smile. "How can I help you?"

Maglione returned Abram's smile. His gaze studied Abram's face as though he wasn't sure if he recognized the man he was looking at or not. Would he remember their conversation of the day before? Abram suspected one Amish looked basically like any other to this man—who Abram was beginning to doubt, more and more, was really an officer of any law. 

"I'm searching for a missing girl," Maglione said. "She was recently seen in this area, and we're wondering if you have any information about her." Maglione continued with a detailed description of Sofia. He ended, darkly, with: "It's possible she was injured in a struggle with her abductors."

"That poor woman. This sort of thing is a travesty under God," said Abram. "And I hope that God, in his infinite wisdom, roots out these abominations—who wear the skin of men, who chose to do such abuse to a woman—so that they might feel His judgment upon their souls, for the rest of their living days, and beyond. Yes, I shall pray on this," he added.

He had spoken with all his conviction, pitching his voice for effect, as he always had at a concert, allowing the words to flow through him as if he were only their vessel. 

Maglione's eyes
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