As a Captive

Hurlee was depressed, desperate, and despairing. God! he kept crying silently. God, I cannot handle this. Why was it my sister. I have no idea what to do. And all I can think about it how she looked when I last saw her. She was laughing, bright and cheerful, but soon afterward she was captured. And I sent her there! I sent her with the horse. Hurlee felt tears again. What would they do with her? Night after night, and at every meal he would remember her laugh and sending her off with the horse. 

Westby was surprised when she found she would be waiting on Denison WicH. And she was glad. She loved to serve, and she would love to serve Denison WicH. But what would happen when the King and Queen came in to dine. She knew she would trip, or spill something or make some awful mistake, and then be shamefully sent back to serve the other people in the castle. 

“Westby.” the Cook grabbed her right before she was to take a tray to her newly assigned room. “Westby, I want you to be carefully around Denison WicH. I do not trust him, and he knows it well. That is why he did not ask for me to move you to his dining room, rather he asked others over which I could not do otherwise when they requested. Westby, do not tell him anything, do not give him anything, and do not do anything for him.”

Westby was startled. “But what do you have against him?” she realized that she had broken every said rule that the cook had just laid down and she wanted to know why she ought not. 

“Because! He is shady. He holds many, many secrets about many, many people. If you tell him anything about you, be sure he will remember it and use it to his advantage.” the cook jabbed a finger at her and she felt a bit frightened. What had she given this man? Was the Cook right? She did not know what to do, what to do, and so she said nothing and took the tray out of the kitchen

She walked down many halls that she now knew very well and carried the tray into the room where Denison WicH sat with a pondering look in his face, his hands together and his hand resting on them. When she came in she thought she saw a bit a pain and immediately was ready to ask what was wrong, but he straightened and became the Denison WicH she knew before.

“Westby, I am glad indeed that you are here.”

Westby was usually not invited to speak, but here she took his words as an invitation. “Has the day not been going well?”

“I am afraid not, we have found a nasty bit of trouble.”

“Oh?” Westby looked compassionate and Denison tried to smile back at her. “Westby…” he paused as if pained to speak anymore. “Westby” he started again. “What did your brother look like?”

“He was very tall, like Papa, not very large, but strong, with dark hair and well, he was very handsome--” she broke off realizing that all this time she had been speaking in a past tense. What did she mean? Of course he was still handsome, but then with a start, she realized also, that Denison had spoken in a past tense before her. 

“Westby, I do believe they found the man.” 

Westby gasped and nearly dropped the pitcher of water. “They found him! But why is this such bad news? Why are you so sad, why?” she felt ready to plead with him and she felt tears come to her eyes.

“The man they found, I do not know if he is your brother, but they found him in the woods with an arrow in his back. I do not know how or who killed him, but he is dead.”

Westby drew back and her face became white. 

Denison jumped out of his seat and came to her, putting his hands on her shoulders. “Westby, forget our dinner for now, come see the man, if you think you can.”

Westby had no choice, not only could she stop herself from going, Denison was leading her on, and she had no strength to stop. They walked down the hall, leaving the food as it was, and soon they heard voices speaking, one Westby thought was the King’s, and there was two more she did not recognize. As they drew closer, she began to make them out, and Denison gripped her harder. 

“- we do not know, my lord. The arrow belongs to a hunter as far as I can tell, but the scars on him seem to tell otherwise. All I can think is some person happened across an arrow from our city, and when he would not do something they wished, they shot him.”

Westby continued walking in a trance, and Denison was looking at her in concern. 

“But the place around him showed no tracks from men, even though the ground was wet.” the King said in a sad voice.

“But it was most likely still raining when he was shot.”

There was a pause and the King saw Westby and Denison WicH standing in the doorway. 

“What is it, WicH?”

Denison looked down at Westby who was staring at the body on the table. It rested there, stiff, muddy, and with brown dried blood nearly everywhere. The men stood around it, with hands behind their backs and grim faces. 

Westby took a step forward and shook her head. “That is not my brother.” she said, but she could not take her eyes of the corpse. She drew closer and the King did not stop her, and then she slowly bent to her knees and picked up the head, smoothing away the bloody hair from the face. Sobs came forward, for no longer could she deny that it was Hanson, her brother. She gave a cry and fell against the table weeping. The King turned away. No one moved, no one spoke, Westby simply sobbed, messing gently with his hair. Hanson. Her Hanson. Never in her worst nightmares would she have thought that one day she would hold his dead body, bloody, muddy, and giving off the strong odor of one for days. Things like that did not happen to their family! But alas, too much of it had been happening to their family. Finally she tried to dry her tears, but as soon as she could open her eyes she beheld his mutilated body and gasped at it all. Denison took a step forward, and Westby remembered his presence and the others there. She rose and ran into his arms, burying her sobs into his coat. She knew now that Hanson had been captured, tortured and then shot. She knew that he would never give out information, though now she wished desperately that he had. 

Denison held her tightly and then turned her away from the body, exiting the room. He led her gently to her room and she followed without resistance. 

“What?” the Cook was furious when Denison told him that Westby was retired for the day. “What were you doing with her?! Why would you show her a corpse?! You know as well as I that the girl is tenderhearted!”

“The corpse was her brother’s dead body.” Denison said sharply.

The cook looked at him in wonder. “Her brother? He is dead?”

“Yes, and that is why Westby is in her room. Now are you happy enough?”

The Cook nodded and waved Denison WicH out. Things had already gotten bad with Westby serving Denison WicH, but it could not be helped this time. He furrowed his brow and felt very badly for Westby. The poor girl would need people to help her through all of this, but if one of those people was Denison WicH, things would only get worse for the girl. 


Westby was serving Denison WicH again, and this time he was dining with a man who looked to be of importance. 


“Sir, it is not my decision if he stays or not.” the man said. “He has his own free will, so until you find someone else, well you may have to be your own accountant.”

Denison did not seem to like this idea. “I am much too busy, you know that.”


“I do, and that is why you cannot be so picky about the people who handle your taxes to the King, and the income and all of that stuff.”


“I do not want a person that I do not know handling my taxes when I have very little time to watch them and be sure of them. I need someone I can trust, which just happens to be the people who are not interested in being hired.”


The man shrugged. “Tough luck. But if you pay a man enough, he will be loyal.”


Denison shook his head. “Tretan, I do not believe money will drive a man’s heart to loyalty. 


Tretan shrugged again and kept on eating. “I am sorry you do not believe it, Denison, but there are many fine people in the world, you know. My accountant is very reliable and I have had him for six years, but you know how I found him? I opened the job as public, and I interview the people who came and so I found this man. Let people know you are looking for an accountant, and they will come, it is a good line of business.”


Denison did not say anything, but Westby knew him well enough to know that he did not trust simply any man, he needed someone he knew, and he did not like Tretans’s suggestion.


“Perhaps.” he said finally, “but I will be taking my own time to find one, and until then I need an accountant.”

Tretan shrugged. “Good luck, but you may have to do it yourself for awhile.”


Westby went about her work without enthusiasm. Hanson had told her to work here, but for how long? When was she to stop and go back home? How would people find her? With Hanson gone, her situation fell on herself, and that alone terrified her. 


The funeral had been small, with only a few people and the grave diggers, who covered him when all was finished. Westby watched the coffin lowered into the ground and turned away. She did not want to see her brother buried. Denison WicH hugged her, but she did not wish to have him hug her just now. He did not know Hanson, he did not know the sweet protective nature, and he could not understand how the world suffered from this man having left it. To Westby, all the world was less fair, less kind, less noble because Hanson was gone. And so she had turned away and as soon as was able, she left to her room, where she stayed for the rest of the day.



But she knew grief would run and ruin her life if she let it. She must at least do her work, and right now, she felt that the more work she could do, the better. It helped to keep her mind partially off of Hanson’s death, though it was always lingering in the back on her mind. But at night, then she had nothing to do. She worked the evenings now, even though the Cook insisted that she rest, and she would work until she was about to drop. But even then, her last thoughts before going to sleep were flooded with the image of the corpse lying on the table, blood all over it. 


“Westby,” Denison WicH had found her and she waited for him to speak more. “You seem ill, you need to rest. You have not split my glass once today.” he meant it as a joke, but she could not bring herself to laugh. 


“I do not want to rest, that makes it worse.” she said in a monotone.


“Then what do you want to do?”


“Work. Work on something that will make me think hard.”


“I cannot think of anything that makes you think harder than accounting.” Denison remarked and Westby did not show any emotion. 


“I can do your accounting for you then.”


Denison WicH said nothing at first but then after considering it he said, “If it is not a burden for you, it would help me greatly for you to do my account, just until I get someone else to.”


“Then I can do it in the evenings. Show me your files.”


Denison shrugged and took her hand to lead her there.


Mireille wondered what had become of Dion Caver. If he had lived, was captured, or what. He had fought bravely and fiercely, but surely he could not be back in the their home camp by now. How on earth would he have gotten there? She ached to be back at her home camp, with Hurlee and Brynja, and she had a fleeting thought of what it would be if she had gotten to know Dion, before the battle and before she was captured, what it would be and who Dion really was. She knew that who one seems to be at peace, is not always the same person when there is a battle, but having seen him in a battle, she wished she had met him earlier, when they were at peace. 


And I wonder if Hurlee got away. Dear God, please assure me that he is safe! What if he was killed and do not know it? Oh God! The thought nearly drove her to tears, life without Hurlee, captivity without knowing Hurlee was alive, it was the worst nightmare. She could be captured for years, but if she came back and Hurlee was there to welcome her, she would rejoice and be happy. 

