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EXCERPT

With the gentleness of a great healer, Leena washed away the blood, applied salve, and wrapped both
hands with strips of cloth torn from the checkered material she’d bought for the tablecloths for Marta,
the cook. When she finished, he held up his red and white covered hands.

“I’'m sorry you had to waste the cloth on me,” he said.

“Marta will understand. Do they pain ye much?”

“Nay,” he lied.

“Ye were verra brave when we lowered ye down the cliff.”

He narrowed his eyes. “Only a lunatic without his senses wouldna be afeared. If ye dinna think
me afeared, ye must no’ think me much of a man. "T'was a long way down.”

“Ye didna show it.”

“Pear is an odd thing. When the men were beating me in the shop, I wasna afeared. I kenned I
could take it. I just hoped they didna kill me, but when my lads showed up, fear nearly swallowed me.
And when I lay in bed until yer brother came, I was sick with fear that they hadna hidden in yer cart.
Now that Hendrie and Ramy are safe with ye, I have fear in my soul for Willie.”

“’Tis because ye love them. Love and fear tangle up in each other.”

He looked away for a moment, and then turned back. He had to tell her what he felt. If he did,

she might forgive him. “And I feared...I feared I ne’er see ye again.



