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Deceived 
 

 It was just a dream. The thought echoed through William’s mind ever since he 
had woken. The dream filled his soul with dread, he could think of nothing that would be 
more devastating to him than for Sarah to be deceased. God would not take her from me. 
I could not live without her. I would die as surely as if he had plunged a sword into my 
heart. 
 He pulled the saddle straps tight on his horse, preparing it for the ride home. 
 The other soldiers were also preparing to march toward the castle. They were all 
tired, none of them had slept much and the opportunity for rest was nearly a day away. 
When they returned home they would be given a two days pardon from all activities. 

William could see dark rings around many of their eyes and their cheeks looked 
sallow and sunken. William knew that he probably didn’t look any better than they did. 
He felt so weary that it threatened to drag his very bones into the earth. 
 His visitor from the future, who called himself Coltran, had healed him. It was not 
complete, but enough. William could not see any mark where his gut wound had been but 
it still pained him to move. He could tell that the pain was nothing serious, everything 
was back the way it should be. 
 “Let’s move, quickly,” William commanded. He pulled himself up into his 
saddle, marginally surprised that he had the strength to do so. He sat in the saddle panting 
for a few moments from the exertion. 
 The men fell in behind him and he quickly began the march at a brisk walk that 
would see them home by sunset. He glanced back over his shoulder, nervously, 
wondering if they could go faster. 

In the future, can you travel instantly to the place you wish to be? 
No, Coltran told him, though we can travel much faster. 
By midmorning he could no longer bear his anxiety. 

 “I’ll ride ahead, Liam,” he said to the footman who now commanded most of his 
small army. “Carry on until you reach Bradbury. I’ll meet you there, God willing.” 
 He let his horse fall into a soft canter that was slightly faster than the marching 
men. Then he nudged it into a trot and then a jarring gallop. Finally he edged into a full 
run and the bitter cold air whipped inside his helmet and froze his armor. He didn’t care. 
 The horse stumbled and caught himself quickly. William felt a lurch in his gut 
that made him grip the reins with dread. The horse was just as tired as he was. The two of 
them would be dead soon from exhaustion if not from hunger. 
 William reached out with his mind and felt the horses flesh. The horse’s body 
responded with a list of complaints. His muscles hurt and his lungs ached. William began 
healing the animal. That was the only word for it. He knit muscles back together where 
they quivered with strain. He pushed more life-giving breath into the horse’s veins and 
helped the animal’s shuddering heart pump it to the rest of his body. The horse responded 
with a burst of speed. His hooves pounded the frozen mud of the road. William 
continually poured his energy into the horse renewing its strength. He waned as he did so, 
his own power leaving him until he could no longer maintain his grip on the bridle. 
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 William, stop, you’re going to kill yourself. Coltran insisted to him. William 
ignored the voice. Coltran was not an angel. He did not speak for God. He let himself 
slump over the neck of the horse and his mind passed into darkness. 
 He startled awake when the horse came to a stop and whinnied softly, shaking his 
head and neck. William opened his eyes groggily and pushed up into a sitting position. 
His eyes felt grainy and his body weak and sluggish. It took several moments before he 
realized where he was. The horse had come to a stop just outside the walls of Bradbury 
Castle. William raised his gaze to the wall and looked for somebody to call down to open 
the gate. Then he realized the gate was open. 
 One of the doors of the gate swung wide and the other slanted heavily, creaking as 
it swayed by one hinge. William stared at the gate and swallowed. The cold wind gusted 
against him and the heavy gate groaned as it moved imperceptibly. 
 William felt a cold numbness settle into his stomach that wiped away all the 
emotions that he thought he should be feeling. He slowly moved the horse through the 
open gates and into the courtyard. The freezing wind blew the dirt of the courtyard into 
his face and whistled across the practice yard that had frozen into a solid record of the 
last battle that had been fought there in the mud. 
 He lowered himself to the ground and his legs buckled beneath his weight and he 
fell to his knees. He knelt in the cold dirt, catching his breath for several seconds, his 
mind and emotions too shocked and tired to allow him so feel anything. Finally he 
worked his way to his feet by pulling himself up by the stirrup of his horse’s saddle. 
 “Sarah?” he croaked, his voice rasping and dry, he tried to swallow and could not 
get any spit in his mouth. He dug out the water skin tied to his saddle and swallowed a 
few drops. “Samuel?” he called out, his voice sounding a little stronger. “Sarah,” he 
yelled. He began calling out the names of the soldiers that he had left behind when he had 
ridden out to confront Sir David. He shouted their names one by one while he wandered 
away from his horse in an outward spiral, slowly working his way toward the entrance to 
the castle proper. 
 The only response he heard was the wind groaning through the skewed gate. He 
felt like he had wandered into a ruined city, a land that was abandoned many years in the 
past. 
 Am I in the future? Is this Coltran’s time? 
 The response he got from the voice in his head was an emphatic ‘no’. If it was not 
the future then what was it? He reached the door of the keep and reached out to lift the 
latch. It was bent horribly and the wood around it was splintered so that, when he touched 
it, the door swung inward with a small creak that seemed to echo painfully in the silence 
of the abandoned courtyard. 
 William stood in the doorway waiting for his eyes to adjust to the dimmer lights. 
He still felt numb inside. He started through the doorway. A dread settled inside his 
stomach as he stepped slowly up the stone staircase. He eased his sword in his scabbard 
and then, as the feeling grew more powerful he pulled it out entirely and held it in front 
of him. He passed the first floor and kept going. A few steps around the corner from the 
first doorway he found two of the serving maids slumped on the stairs. It wasn’t hard to 
see what killed them. Their throats gaped open in bloody grins that made him turn his 
face away. 
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 As he climbed the stairs his heart began racing faster and faster. More and more 
bodies crowded the landings. Servants and maids, he recognized Bradbury’s doctor, all of 
them seemed to have been trying to reach the third floor when they were slaughtered. 
William became certain as he climbed that whatever had killed all of them was still up 
there. Sarah’s rooms were on the third floor. 
 He began running, jumping over bodies and even stepping on some when there 
was no way to get by them. He grimaced at the thought of it but forged upward with 
singularity of purpose. He gained the third floor landing and rushed through the door that 
hung askance on one hinge much like the outer gate. 
 He could see from there the doorway to Sarah’s apartments down the long 
hallway of the castle. He began sprinting toward it noticing as he did that the door was 
ajar. He slipped in a pool of congealing blood and clattered to the floor, his sword 
clanging on the stones as it skittered across the smooth worn floor stones. He gained his 
feet as quickly as he could manage and picked up his sword. 
 A shadow passed across the light streaming from Sarah’s door as he approached 
and he raised his sword above his head to deliver a crushing blow that had, in the past 
succeeded in splitting a man from head to middle. 
 A figure lurched through the doorway and he swung with all the speed and power 
he possessed. There was a surprised cry and the figure ducked to the floor and rolled 
across the corridor and into the opposite wall. William’s sword continued its arc until it 
rang off the stone floor, sending up a shower of sparks. William turned toward the figure 
that had come from Sarah’s room. He stopped. 
 “Samuel,” he cried, “My dear friend.” 
 Samuel’s dark hood was pulled back from his head and his white face and hair 
gleamed in the stream of sunlight from the open door. A red smear on a pale cloth tied 
securely to his forehead made a striking contrast to his fair features. There was a small 
trickle of dried blood running down his cheek. He held his own sword in his hand. The 
point hung down, touching the ground. He looked tired and worn and William could see 
that he favored one leg by the way he stood. He was breathing very hard. 
 “William, you have returned,” Samuel’s voice croaked with dryness and sorrow 
much like William’s did. “I have hoped and feared for your coming since almost 
immediately after you left.” 
 “What happened here?” William muttered, “Sarah?” 
 Samuel shook his head sadly meeting William’s gaze with his pale pink eyes. 
“That came first.” He swiped a hand across his eyes wearily and slumped against the 
wall. “The attack came in the night. We were unguarded, left with so few defenders and 
when the cry went out they had already beaten down the gates and flooded into the 
courtyard. I don’t know how many there were William but they were everywhere. Over a 
hundred at least, probably more than two hundred.” 
 William looked at his friend in shock, fear implicit in his gaze. He half turned 
toward the door behind him wanting to go inside, fearing to do so. Please, God, let the 
sound of her voice come to me from behind. Let me hear her voice again. 
 “I killed as many as I could,” Samuel said, “but they were too much for me. They 
were too much for all of us. They killed nearly everybody in the castle. Lord Bradbury 
was their first target. Soon after that it became apparent that they were trying to get to the 
third floor. We all rushed up here to defend the landing but they slaughtered us 
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completely. At the very end we were there in the doorway fighting when Sarah went into 
labor.” His voice broke at that and he fell silent for a few moments. William’s throat was 
too tight to ask any questions. He wanted desperately to hear the sound of Sarah’s voice 
calling to him from behind. He wanted just as desperately to hear Samuel say, everything 
is all right, she’s safe. 
 “She began screaming,” Samuel muttered, his eyes downcast, his shoulders 
seemed to stoop. “Men were shouting, others were screaming, I stood in the doorway and 
fought. You can’t understand how awful it was William. It was the worst thing I’ve ever 
had to live through.” 
 William thought that perhaps he could understand what it was like. He had been 
in battles. The chaos Samuel described was an integral part of every encounter. None of 
them had been to save a screaming woman in travail, however. 
 “Just before we succeeded in driving them off the screaming faded to a whimper.” 
Samuel hung his head as if ashamed. “I hurried to her side. William,” he said, looking 
William in the eyes again, “I did everything I could to save her. I fought for her very life 
and then used all the skills and knowledge that I have to bring her through in health.” He 
stopped and tried to swallow a few times as if trying to hold back tears. “She died,” he 
said finally, the last word choked on a sob, “I couldn’t save her. She was unhurt but she 
died in childbirth. She’s gone, William, I failed you. Your wife is gone and it’s all my 
fault.” He sank to the floor weeping then, tears running down his face and catching in the 
dried blood that already stuck there. His hands covered his face and his sword clanged on 
the ground. 
 William, however, still felt nothing. Just emptiness. I knew this. He thought. I 
knew this already. She’s dead. He stood there, the sunlight to his back, his sword in his 
hand watching his friend cower in sadness on the floor, dead bodies piled all around him, 
blood staining the stones as it dried. 
 A cold ball of ice passed through his body starting in his head and passing down 
to his toes. He let a shuddering breath pass through his lips. “The child?” he asked. 
 Samuel only shook his head, still buried in his hands. 
 William turned away and walked back toward the stairs. He slowly picked his 
way down through the bodies that lay strewn about. He still held his sword in his hand, 
drawn and hanging limp, as if forgotten at his side. He felt dazed. It could not have 
happened. It could not. 
 His nerves seemed destroyed completely. He could not even think. 
 Why, God, did you take her from me? He knew the question was on his mind but 
did not know where it came from. 
 His eyes began to well up with tears as he reached the courtyard. His numbness 
was quickly turning to a deep emptiness that swallowed his soul. He stumbled out into 
the early morning sunlight and dropped his sword in the dust. He stood in the dirt staring 
at the sky letting the light burn his eyes. 
 She’s gone. He cried to the heavens. Sarah is gone and I must live. Must all my 
life be torn with sadness? “I try to be right,” he shouted at the sky, “I’ve tried to live 
properly. I make mistakes, do not punish her. Take my life instead, bring her back.” 
 What arrogance, the voice in his mind spat at him. What pomp, that you would 
think that your life is fair exchange for hers. 
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 “I will not be shocked out of my grief into anger,” William mumbled, not moving. 
“Do not try to provoke me now or, God help me, I will extinguish whatever small flame 
keeps you living within me.” 
 The voice fell silent and William continued to stare at the sky. He had heard that a 
person who looks at the sun would go blind. He wanted it. He wanted to become 
mutilated and deformed, ugly for the rest of his life, he deserved worse than death. He 
wanted death so that he could be with his bride, his love, his child that never lived. 
 He slowly lowered his gaze and stumbled across the courtyard. His mind and 
body felt distant as if he had traveled a long way from them and they were slow to 
respond to his commands. He made his way to the chapel and pushed open the heavy 
doors that had not been touched by the raiding army. He took a few steps inside and 
pushed the doors shut behind him. The few small windows in the priory let arrows of 
light fall on the floor leaving the rest of the chapel dark and quiet. He made it halfway to 
the altar and collapsed to the floor, his knees sinking to the stone and his body arching 
over until his head cradled in his arms. The feeling of loss quickly became overbearing. 
The coldness of his body seeped away to be replaced by unbearable despair that wracked 
his body and mind into incoherence. 
 Let me die, he cried. Let me suffer and bleed. Let me pay for my sins. He rocked 
back and forth on his knees until they lost feeling and he could no longer move his legs. 
Even then he knelt in the chapel, his mind calling to God. He pled for death, for 
punishment and for redemption. Finally he pled for help. I cannot make it through this 
alone. He wept bitter tears that pooled on the polished flagstones beneath him. Sometime, 
several hours later, he felt warmth spread through his body, starting in his chest and 
spreading outward like a bursting sun. He gasped as the heat drove out the coldness of 
despair and gave him peace and calmness. The stones around wept in sadness, the wind 
outside muttered its mournful cries. His weeping stopped and he slumped to the floor. 
 William, it was his father’s voice, again, the one that he had come to associate 
with this feeling of peace and solitude. It was the voice of God. William, your sins are 
forgiven. Be not afraid. I am with thee. All is according to my will. 
 Your will is to let innocence be taken from the earth while the guilty live? 
 The voice was silent and William fell over on his side and curled around his 
immobile legs. 
 His exhausted body, now calmed by the somnolence of his emotions, drug him 
down to sleep while he lay on the cold flagstones. 
 

*** 
 

 It was after midday before they found him. He was cold and groggy when a gentle 
hand on his shoulder awakened him. His eyes were thick with sleep and the muscles that 
moved his eyelids felt tired and lackadaisical. He looked up into the grim face of Liam. 
Behind him there were two other soldiers who had followed him into the chapel. 
 “What happened here?” Liam asked. 
 William sat up slowly, resting his back against the hard wooden pew to his left. 
“A great slaughter. I was too late. Very few survived.” 
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 Liam nodded, “None, that we can find. You are the only living being in this entire 
castle and we were not too sure of that when we found you lying here with the red sun 
pooling about you like blood.” 
 William noticed for the first time the pool of red light that surrounded him. 
 “I am fine,” he intoned mindlessly. There was in fact a great stiffness in his neck 
and back from the position he had been lying in. “I have not had time to question 
anybody in order to find out how all this happened or who has done such a horrible thing. 
It turns out I have allowed my liege to be killed while I guarded his door.” 
 He got stiffly to his feet and brushed off his buttocks and back as well as he could 
reach. Sarah’s dead. The thought made him stagger momentarily and then he forced 
down the emotion. We will be together one day. He wanted to fall into weeping again. It 
didn’t feel real. Sarah could not be dead. She was everything he knew. She would come 
into the doorway of the church right now, smiling and swollen with child. 
 He clenched his teeth and fought down the emotions and the hopelessness. Time 
enough to mourn, time enough to weep. First he must do his job. 
 “Where is Samuel?” he asked, “Where are the other survivors?” 
 “There were none, sir,” Liam replied looking at him. “We searched the castle 
from top to bottom. Every closet and room was looked into. The chapel is the last place 
and you are the only one here. We found no life until we came upon you and you were so 
still that we thought you had perished with the rest. It looks as if the wrath of God has 
destroyed this place.” 
 “Samuel?” William asked, “I know he is here, I have spoken with him myself.” 
He looked at the other two soldiers. One of them shook his head. He was one of 
William’s original men. He knew Samuel and would have recognized him if he had been 
found, even if it was a body. “Was it a ghost then? I spoke with him early, just after I 
arrived.” 
 “He’s not to be found,” Liam said, “The place is empty.” 
 William stood and looked at all of them for several seconds. Something smelled 
of deception and his first thoughts were that they were lying to him. He studied their 
faces for several seconds before relaxing. There was no deception in their eyes. They 
were innocent of lies. He turned toward the door and strode swiftly through. He picked 
up his sword from the dirt where he had dropped it and turned back to look at them. 
 “I’d like to see the body of my wife,” he said, “I would like to pay my respects to 
her remains and look upon my child before I lay them in the earth.” 
 He waited for no response but went straight across the courtyard and entered 
again into the castle proper. He climbed the stairs two at a time. He was nearly to the 
third floor landing before he noticed the voices behind him. Liam was shouting to him to 
wait. 
 “I don’t think you should go in there.” He panted. 
 William paused and looked at him. “Why?” 
 Liam drew to a halt. The bodies that had littered the landing were gone, carried 
away by the solemn efforts of the soldiers. He expected they were being taken outside 
where they would be buried in a pit that would be dug in the hard and frozen ground. 
 “It will not be pleasant,” Liam responded. 
 William only turned away and continued toward the open doorway of his living 
quarters. Liam did not try to stop him, nor did he follow William down the corridor. He 
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just stood still and watched while William walked slowly toward the thin shaft of light 
that marked the open doorway of the last resting place of his dearly beloved. 
 What he saw when he finally entered the rooms made his stomach bile rise in his 
throat and tears blind his eyes. Sarah lay on the bed, the covers wadded up on the floor, 
the sheets soaked in blood. What made him sick was the red line of dark blood across her 
throat. She had been killed, sliced across the neck. 
 He stood in the doorway looking at her. His mind refused to believe what he saw. 
She could not be dead, she couldn’t. The blood all around her was not real, just the 
sunlight, and her unmarred face would suddenly light up in a smile. He had seen death on 
many people, wearing many faces. He had never imagined it on Sarah’s perfectly 
proportioned face that always seemed so full of life. 
 Her eyes were closed, sparing him the mercy of seeing her dead gaze turned on 
him. He sucked in a querulous breath and walked toward her. 
 “I tried to save you, my love,” he croaked, his voice didn’t want to work. “I tried 
to save you. I’ve failed in all that I have attempted it seems. Yet God has seen fit to give 
me a promise. I will see you again. I will never forget you. Don’t forget me.” 
 He stopped at the foot of the bed and stared at her for a moment longer. Then he 
bowed his head and muttered a prayer to God to watch her soul and keep her safe. 
 He walked slowly from the room. Liam and the other two soldiers still stood 
solemnly at the end of the hallway on the stair landing. He looked at them and allowed a 
sad smile to cross his face. 
 “Samuel told me she died in childbirth,” he muttered as he approached, “he must 
have been trying to keep me from being too upset about it.” 
 All three nodded quietly as if they thought the same thing. 
 “Where is the baby?” William asked then. “Where is the child that she bore?” 
 “There has been no infant,” Liam answered after a pause. “We have gathered all 
the bodies we could find and accounted for all who lived here previously. There was no 
infant among them.” 
 William felt his mind cloud over in confusion. Sarah was definitely not still 
carrying the child when she was killed. He closed his eyes to think and when he opened 
them he felt no closer to understanding what was going on than before. Where had 
Samuel gone in the convening hours since he had spoken with William? Where had 
William’s child been taken? Why did Samuel lie about the manner of Sarah’s death? 
 He walked past the men and down the stairs. As he entered the courtyard he saw a 
group of soldiers digging in the corner of the open space with their shovels. A great pile 
of bodies lay around them, waiting to be laid carefully in the bottom of the pit and buried 
in the newly upturned dirt. One soldier stood away from the others his head bowed. 
William approached him. 
 The man was weeping softly and William set his hand down on the other’s 
shoulder. 
 “It was Gwen,” the soldier said softly, “we was close ever since we was children. 
I found her myself killed in the scullery where she worked. We were going to be married 
this summer.” 
 William squeezed his shoulder powerfully and said nothing. I know how you feel. 
I know exactly what you are going through. You are a fighting man, a survivor, but 
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nothing you do will bring back her life. Nothing you have done was able to keep her from 
dying. 
 He found a shovel stuck into the dirt against one of the outer walls and moved in 
among his men to dig the pit that the deceased would be laid in. He bent his back to the 
work and let his mind turn itself off while his body exerted itself, slowly scraping away 
the dirt, making it deeper and deeper. 
 Let me help you now, he thought, because I have to ask you to dig one more for 
me to bury my wife in when we’re done. 
 Once they were done digging the hole they all stopped for a short rest. It was 
approaching dark by then and he began helping them carry bodies into the grave and lay 
them down flat, their hands folded across their chests. He knew the faces of every one of 
them. He found himself recalling memories of each one. Things he had said to the cook. 
A brief moment of levity he had shared with one of the servants. A quiet moment of 
advise a serving girl had offered him about what to give Sarah as a gift when they were 
courting. He found that he wept steadily and more powerfully with every body that he 
carried into the grave. Every face was a friend, every one a close acquaintance. 
 He felt a flinch of pain inside at every wound that he saw. Death strokes were 
inflicted with surgical accuracy. William could tell that a swordsman who knew his 
business gave every blow. There were very few people who had suffered more than one 
wound before they had died. 
 Samuel could have done that. William paused silently at the thought. No. He’s my 
friend. He wouldn’t do something like that. 
 Samuel would never have done anything like any of this. And what happened to 
Sarah, he would have nothing to do with that. He was wounded himself. 
 He’s gone. Coltran’s voice spoke like a verdict in his brain, He ran away. 
 William continued to work silently, the tears still dripping from his cheeks as he 
helped to scoop the dirt back onto the silent bodies. His mind shoved back and forth 
trying to decide what to think. Samuel was his friend. He trusted his friend. There were 
not many people who could inflict wounds with such precision. Samuel had lied to him, 
outright. Could it have been to protect him? William felt torn with confusion. 
 Where is my child’s body? It was almost completely dark by then and he threw 
the last shovel of dirt onto the mound covering the bodies of his friends. 
 Where are the bodies of the enemy that Samuel slew? 
 He headed toward the castle then. That last thought was too much for him. He 
couldn’t go on wondering. He had to find out for sure what was going on. Just to rest his 
mind. He headed toward Samuel’s room. 
 I need to see what he’s got in there. I need to prove that he wouldn’t do what I’m 
accusing him of. 
 He reached Samuel’s study and, opening the door. He stepped inside. 
 


