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He bounced around the room a few
moments, like a puppy, a very large pup-
py perhaps, but excited like one whose
master had returned after several days’
absence.

Then, he stopped suddenly. His round
face grew serious. His eyes darkened as he
studied first Sarah, then Arthur.

Arthur asked quietly, “Sarah will be
needing to return home, Granville. You’'ll
see to it for me?”

His methodical tone fed the flame of
rage in Sarah like a blast from a bellows.

She walked to the door, brushing past
Granville. “I'll leave when I am ready, not
when you order me to.”

Sarah walked out, leaving in her wake
one man confused and another stunned,
but angry.
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Excerpt...

With the Prince’s blessing, Arthur
sought to help the man who had saved
him from imprisonment, possibly his
life, and perhaps see once again the young
woman who had stolen his heart.

“He’s almost close enough,” Arthur
whispered, working hard to hold his
mount.

The horse quivered as if it felt the ten-
sion of its rider.

“Remember, give me a minute to see
what the corporal does and be ready to
deal with the others should they try to in-
terfere.”

Arthur spurred his horse and charged
out of the brush and up the bank, so
quickly that he had brought his pistol to
bear on the startled Corporal Rowe before
he’d had a chance even to think about
reaching for his own weapon.

“I believe, sir,” Arthur said, “we’ve a
bit of unfinished business.”




