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Prelude

FAITh

The warm June sun
on my face,
the enclosed greenness of the raspberry canes,
and the smell of ripening fruit.
The occasional prick of a thorn,
the darkest price and one I willingly pay for
the sweetness of berries on my tongue.

Into my idyllic scene burst
thundering hooves bringing
the smell of terror.
Horses stamping,
sweat-soaked men, and
blood pooling on the ground.

Mother,
her courage as she stands with the knife pressing against her throat
refusing to disclose
the whereabouts of
me,
her only child.

I run to her,
fool that I am;
she does not thank me,
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though she loves me
still.
Rough hands,
orders barked,
a flight through the forest
traveling into the nightmare of After.

Memory is a layered thing. 
Tumbling me over and over as I am snatched from the safety of childhood,
thrown up on a horse and dragged away from the only life I have ever known. 
Pounding hooves echo through my mind,
and fear blurs the edges of a memory that haunts my waking and my sleeping.

Time has crystallized into the great divide of Before and After.

Before, I was the center of my world,
the adored, precious child of the greatest knight in Blinth.

After, I am a slave in
the Sisterhood of The Beast,
chanting to the God of Lolgothe,
who devours virgin flesh and feasts on fear.

This is After.

No,
this is after After.

After a decade of waiting, I am home;
home feels as strange as captivity once did.
I am as alien to this place
as I once was amongst the black-hooded sisters.

My father wants answers,
and he is not the only one.
They do not plague me with their questions,
but the answers hang between us,
unspoken,
and I am isolated

still.

I am certain of nothing.

Am I remembering,
or am I remembering remembering?

Are the words I write true,
or can truth even exist in memory?

This is what I know:

There was Before.
There was After 
There is Now.

Now,
in which I try
to remember.
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Chapter 1

FAITh

I was born in the warmth of June. Mother would tell how I arrived on 
a morning filled with sunshine and the scent of early roses. That was 

also the time when berries were in season and there was a special place, to 
the north of our home, where I was convinced that fairies inhabited the 
raspberry canes. Every year, on the morning of my birth, Mother, Father, 
and I would go to my secret place.

A certain yellow field was bordered by a tiny brook, which babbled 
over rocks and sang magic songs to the fairies. The raspberry canes were 
the fairies’ special hiding place. I could picture them, hovering like hum-
mingbirds, feasting on the tiny sections of the berries.

I had named the fairies and placed them in families. Each baby fairy 
had two parents who loved and cared for them. No fairy was alone, cold, or 
hungry. Mother and Father indulged me in my game and laughed because 
they could never remember the names I had given my imaginary friends. 

It was the ninth celebration of my birth, and I insisted that we go 
to my secret place to gather fruit and celebrate on that June day. Mother 
tried to stop me. “Darling, you know your father didn’t even want us to 
leave the safety of the castle. He was generous to allow us to return home 
to Tristenhorn.”

“We always celebrate my birthday in the raspberry canes!”
“We could celebrate here in the gardens this year.”
“I want to go to the raspberry canes,” I insisted.
“Faith, the war with Polomia has just ended, and your father is con-

cerned about raiders.”
“It won’t be a real birthday unless we’re in the raspberry canes,” I 

whined.
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“I’m going to the kitchen to check on our picnic, then we can go find 
a place in the gardens to celebrate.”

Perhaps if I had been a less stubborn child, my life would have been 
the life I was meant to live. I slipped outside and raced toward the rasp-
berry canes. Mother followed, bringing along a manservant to keep us 
safe. When they arrived in the yellow field, Mother called to me. I did 
not rush out to thank her as I should have done.

I stayed where I was in the raspberry canes talking to Belthathazar, 
one of my favorite fairy fathers. I was talking to him of my father and 
how much I missed him. I told Belthathazar how unfair it was that Fa-
ther could not come home, even though the war was over.

I did not notice the thundering hooves, but Belthathazar did. He 
hushed me, holding his tiny finger to my lips. “Listen!” he whispered.

I listened. There were riders coming fast.
At first I was not afraid, merely curious. I wondered if it could pos-

sibly be Father rushing toward us. I would have run from my place in 
the raspberry canes, but Belthathazar tugged upon my sleeve. His face 
was grave. Again, he held his finger to my lips. “Wait, watch … ” he mur-
mured in my ear, his voice like an insect, barely discernible.

I did as he bade me. 
There were riders, mud-splattered and rough. Three surrounded our 

manservant, and one man hit him in the stomach. While he was doubled 
over, another raised his sword. 

“No!” Mother yelled, rushing toward him.
She distracted the swordsman and his blow opened an ugly gash on 

the servant’s arm, but did not kill him. The swordsman turned toward 
Mother, raising his bloody weapon again, but two more men came out 
of the forest. One of them stepped in front of Mother and spoke to the 
man with the sword. I did not understand the words, but his actions 
stopped the attack. Two men grasped Mother; they held her arms, twist-
ing them behind her.

I could not understand the questions they were asking her, but I 
heard my name, “Fait.” The men pronounced the th sound like a t, and 
for the first time, my name sounded ugly.

Mother shook her head. Her eyes looked away, far across the brook. 
Five of the men began searching. One held a dagger to Mother’s throat. 
She did not move or scream; she never looked toward the raspberry 
canes. Our servant lay in a pool of blood, too weak to move.

An immeasurable time of fruitless searching went by before the men 
once again gathered around Mother.

“Fa-it,” one demanded.
Mother did not move, and her eyes held steady. A pit grew in my 

stomach.
“Fa-it!” the man called loudly, pressing the knife against Mother’s 

throat until blood appeared. Mother neither screamed nor tried to get 
away.

Belthathazar was clutching me by the ear, but he could not hold me 
back. I rushed forward, throwing my arms around Mother. Her face was 
anguished, and she sighed heavily.

“I am sorry,” I whispered, uncertain how I had disappointed her. “I 
love you.”

“I love you, too, my darling.” Her smile was not forced. “I wanted 
you to escape.”

“I could not watch them kill you,” I whispered.
“Do not miss an opportunity to escape, promise me!” she demanded, 

her voice a ferocious whisper.
I did not reply.
“Promise me!”
“I promise,” I replied, as the men surrounded us and began barking 

orders in a language I did not understand.
I was not able to keep my promise for over a decade.
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Chapter 2

TrIsTAm

I fell in love with Constance the first moment I saw her. I was still a 
squire and she was several years younger, only thirteen. I spied her at 

one of the Christmastide festivities. She was watching the couples danc-
ing. Her features were delicately set in a perfectly oval face. She had a 
straight nose and eyes that were large and brown. Her hair was thick and 
spread from a knot on the back of her head into dark waves. When the 
candles flickered, her hair shone with lights of red and gold.

She had thin shoulders and was diminutive. She wore a modest 
gown that covered the whiteness of her breasts too well for my liking. 
The gown nipped in at the waist, and I could have encircled her there 
with my hands. As she stood watching the movement of the couples on 
the dance floor, she reminded me of a wren. Her head was tilted, and 
she had a bright light in her eyes. Her perfectly shaped lips were slightly 
parted.

I had never been hesitant to approach a young woman who caught 
my eye. As a younger son, I was not sought after by the ladies, yet I knew 
how to make myself pleasing to them. I had had my share of stolen kiss-
es and more, if the lady were so inclined. Something about Constance, 
however, was different. I felt shy of approaching her.

While I stood there in my dazed state, two young men walked over 
to her. One placed his hand around her waist and laid a kiss upon her 
cheek. The other tugged the ribbon from her hair, and it fell in cascades 
down her back. In rude haste, I crossed the dance floor to get to her. 
When I was a few paces away, she looked up at me, tilting her head 
slightly more to the side. She smiled at me before dropping her eyes to 
the floor.

Turning, she spoke to her tormentors. “Give me back my ribbon, 

George, or I will tell Joanna what you just told me.” She held out her 
hand, and the boy dropped the ribbon into it. “And you,” she continued, 
“if you ever dare touch me again, Edward, I will give you the slap you 
deserve.” She pushed him away from her. “Go find someone else to tor-
ment,” she ordered them both.

I was not surprised when they obeyed. I stood there with my mouth 
open, but no words came.

“Did you come to rescue me, My Lord?” she asked. Her voice was 
deeper than I had expected.

“Something of the sort,” I mumbled.
“I can handle Edward and George, but I appreciate your thoughtful-

ness.” She smiled again, and I was enchanted. “Do you have a name?” she 
asked. “There is no one here to present you to me except you, yourself.”

“I am Tristam of Langstonhorn.”
“I am Constance of Levoliere.”
“Your father must be Lord Levoliere.”
“Yes, do you know my father?”
“Not well. He trained a group of us in the use of the trebuchet.”
“Were you a good student?”
“Not especially,” I replied. I found I could not lie to this girl.
Her laughter sounded like music. “Well, that is a refreshingly honest 

answer.”
I smiled and shrugged.
We stood in silence, side by side, watching the dancers.
“Generally, it is considered polite to ask a question or make a state-

ment to move the conversation forward,” she chided me.
I took a deep breath. “Would you like to dance with me?” My words 

came out in a rush.
She nodded and placed her hand in mine. After touching her, noth-

ing was ever the same.
I tried telling myself that she was too young. I knew I was unworthy, 

as a second son, to aspire to the hand of the Lord Levoliere’s daughter, 
but somehow our paths just kept crossing. After we were married, her 
father told me that she had demanded the squires’ training roster from 
him. Only then did I learn that many of those initial meetings had been 
contrived by Constance.

She was too good for me. There was a light within her that poured 
love and goodness upon all those around her. She had many friends; I 
had few. She was pure, and I was not. It was a full year before I found the 
courage to approach her father to ask for her hand. I had a speech pre-
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pared about my approaching knighthood and my intention to be a good 
provider for his daughter. The interview went nothing like I had planned.

Gone was the stern taskmaster of the trebuchet. The jovial man who 
ushered me into the room seemed like a stranger. “Constance told me 
you would be coming to visit,” he said.

“But I said nothing to her of this visit. I would never ask for her 
hand without seeking your approval.”

“I believe you, son. Do not expect me to explain what I cannot. 
Women know these things.”

I smiled. “I do want to marry your daughter, Sir.” I started to launch 
into my prepared speech, but he cut me off midsentence.

“I know all about your family and your prospects, son, so there is no 
need for this. Tell me just one thing … do you love my daughter?”

“With all my heart, Sir.”
“Will you protect and care for her?”
“Yes, Sir,” I promised. But in the end, it was not a promise I could 

keep.

Chapter 3

TrIsTAm

Lord Levoliere would not allow us to marry until Constance was fif-
teen. I understood his scruples and agreed with them, in theory, but I 

was a young man full of desire, so it was a long year of waiting. Constance 
was generous with her kisses when we could slip away unnoticed.

It seemed as if our wedding day would never come, but time passes 
even for the young. Our wedding night was worth the long wait.

In those years, I felt I had much to prove. Our first home was a set 
of rooms in my father’s house. Constance blended into the life of our 
family as if she had always lived with us, but one day I returned to our 
bedchamber and found her weeping.

“What is it, my love?” I asked while cradling her in my arms and 
smoothing her hair back from her face.

“Nothing, it is nothing,” she replied, covering her face with her 
hands.

“But it must be something, love. You are not one to cry for no reason.”
“I am simply tired, Tristam.”
“Tired of me?”
“No, my love, I am not tired of you or of anyone in your family. It is 

hard for me to explain.”
“Well, try,” I insisted, adding “please” as an afterthought.
“Father always said I was a lone soul. I would spend time alone in my 

chamber, or in the woods that bordered our fields. In the summer, I spent 
hours reading in the orchard. It refreshes me to be alone. And here … ”

“Here you are never alone,” I finished for her.
“That is exactly so.”
“You could take time alone. No one would mind if you slipped away 

to your chamber.”
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“But if your mother is embroidering, I feel I should be doing so also. 
When she is overseeing the servants, I feel I must follow her and learn.”

“Did she say that you must?”
“No, but—”
“My mother is forthright in her speech. If she needs your assistance, 

she will ask for it.”
“Are you certain?”
“I can speak with her if you wish.”
Constance shook her head. “No, I will trust your words, but I do not 

wish to disappoint her.”
“You could never do that; she loves you.”
“I love her also, it is simply that your family is boisterous and loud. 

Sometimes I fear I will get lost here.”
“I will always find you,” I said, smiling and reaching for her.
She smiled and wrapped her arms around my neck.
I whispered in her ear, “As soon as I can, I will build you an estate of 

your very own.”
She smiled a watery smile. I kissed her and more …
Constance never drove me to do the things I did; I made my own 

choices. I am not a patient man, and I wanted her to have everything she 
desired. The war with Polomia was the opportunity I needed.

Chapter 4

FAITh

Hands grasped me from behind, and I was ripped away from Mother. 
I watched as she was thrown up on the horse of a man with black 

hair. He had a pointed beard untouched by grey, and his eyes were dark 
and set deep in his lined face.

“Mother!” I cried, but a huge hand covered my mouth and I was 
lifted off the ground and placed on a horse. I turned to look at the rider 
behind me.

“Keep quiet!” the man said.
He was extremely tall with medium-brown hair and broad shoul-

ders. I nodded at my giant captor. Mother was neither screaming nor 
crying, and I would follow her lead. I was the daughter of the best knight 
in Blinth; I willed myself to have courage.

There was a stamping of feet and a snorting of horses. The smell of 
leather and sweat was strong. The other men mounted horses, and we 
crossed the brook and began riding through the woods at a frighten-
ing pace. As we raced away, I thought of Belthathazar in the raspberry 
canes; he could not come with me. My imagination could no longer 
carry him—I had only my own instincts to rely upon.

I shut my eyes, blocking out the trees that flew toward us, and my 
mind went to Father. I knew he would come for us, just as I had known 
when I climbed too high in the sycamore tree that he could get me 
down. I remembered clinging to him as we descended, and I longed for 
his arms to be around me in that moment.

He would want me to be brave. I could hear his voice in my head: 
“Pay attention to where the sun is in the sky when you are in the woods. 
Use it to figure out what direction you’re going.”
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I opened my eyes, noting that the sun was on my right; it had only 
traveled a third of the way across the sky. It was before noon, and we 
were headed north. Three horses were ahead of us and, by twisting in the 
saddle, I could see two more behind.

The tall man who sat behind me whispered something in my ear. I 
did not understand his words, but his tone was soothing, and I recog-
nized the language of Polomia.

I tried to calculate the time it would take a messenger to reach Fa-
ther in Polomia, but the task was beyond me. I knew the trail of six 
horses would not be difficult for him to follow; I prayed it would not 
rain. I was afraid Father would never catch us if we continued traveling 
at such a rapid pace.

We stopped briefly when the sun was directly overhead. The horses 
were watered, and my captor offered water to me from a pouch, but I 
could not swallow.

A man I hadn’t noticed before approached us. He was of medium 
size and ordinary build, yet something about him seemed different, al-
most kind. His cropped, sandy hair was slightly curly, and his eyes were 
clear blue. I thought of my father’s blue-grey eyes and blinked back a 
tear. The man spoke a word I did not understand and, placing his hand 
on my chin, gently forced me to look at him.

“Dree-nk,” he said. It was more like pleading than an order.
I forced myself to swallow several sips of the water. Later, I was 

grateful that I had, for we did not stop again until dusk. By that time, 
the horses’ flanks were shining with sweat, and several had foam at their 
mouths. They were watered, rubbed down, and tethered to stakes in the 
middle of a large field. They lipped the grass in the fading light.

The six men gathered together, speaking in a language that was un-
known to me. The black-haired man, whose horse had carried Mother, 
was the leader. He barked orders in this unknown tongue, and the others 
obeyed. The tall man who had lifted me onto the young captor’s horse 
was there, and I stood staring in confusion as another man approached 
who looked just like the tall man. It took me several moments to real-
ize they were twins. The twins began unpacking food with another man 
I had not studied before. He was young with a sparse beard and soft 
features. His hair was golden, and he seemed almost as scared as I felt.

For the first time, I noticed a spry, wiry man with red hair and a 
red beard flecked with grey. His face was pointed and fox-like; his voice 
angry. He frightened me almost as much as the black-haired leader. He 
gestured at Mother, arguing with the leader.

I went to her, and it was heavenly to feel her arms around me. I 
felt her strength seeping into me. She kissed the top of my head, my 
forehead, and each cheek before the red-haired man grabbed me from 
behind and threw me to the ground. He struck Mother across the face 
with the back of his hand. The blue-eyed man, whose eyes reminded me 
of Father, stepped between them. Things grew deathly quiet, and no one 
moved.

I saw the twins share a look. They approached, and one of them 
made some comment that drew a coarse laugh from the red-haired fox 
and caused the leader to smile. The leader then gave an order, and the 
red-haired man stepped away from Mother. The kind, sandy-haired 
guard helped me to my feet and then went to look at Mother’s injury.

One of the twins led me away from the others toward a clearing 
that overlooked the field in which the horses were grazing. His grip was 
firm, but not rough; I knew better than to try to escape and go back to 
Mother. I watched the horses in the fading light while trying to eat the 
dried meat I had been given.

I saw the edge of the moon peer over the horizon and watched as the 
moon rapidly grew into a huge, silver orb. Father was somewhere under 
the light of the same moon, and that thought brought me comfort. The 
sky faded from blue to indigo and then to black; stars appeared in the 
west. When the moon was casting long shadows, my twin led me to the 
horse.

We traveled through the night and I tried to stay awake, but I could 
not. My captor’s left arm encircled my waist and held me upon the horse. 
Once I awoke to find myself leaning against his strong chest and pulled 
away, revolted. His grip eased, and he spoke words in my ear that were 
low and soft. 

At dawn, we crossed a river. I forced my weary mind to remember 
the maps that I had studied with Father. I knew it must be the eastern 
branch of the Boldengarth. I couldn’t remember exactly where the bor-
der lay between Blinth and her northern neighbor. I feared we were now 
upon the soil of an unfriendly country, Lolgothe.

I was wet and shivering after the crossing. I caught a glimpse of 
Mother’s face. Mother smiled at me, but her face was tinged with grey. 
Still, we pressed on. At midday, we came to the main branch of the 
Boldengarth.

While the men were busy with ropes and plans, I stole over to 
Mother. She reached out and squeezed my hand. Glancing over at the 
men, she shook her head.



Tapestry: Book II Entwined by the Beast

16 17

“Go, stay back!” she whispered. There was an enormous lump on her 
cheekbone beside her left eye; it was an angry shade of purple. I obeyed 
her.

The other twin, not my captor, rode his horse upstream, hugging 
the bank of the river. I watched him tie a thick rope around the trunk of 
an oak tree. While holding the coil of rope, he forced his horse into the 
swirling current. The creature shied, but the man held him steady. No 
one spoke until he reached the far bank, directly across from us. I mar-
veled that he knew exactly how far the current would push him down-
stream. He removed the rope from his waist and tied it to another tree.

The other five men led us upstream to the rope. The young blond 
captor was the next to cross; he was nervous, and his horse knew it. The 
black-haired man spoke to the horse and slapped its rump. The horse 
moved into the water and began to swim, staying upstream of the rope. 
When the young man had safely crossed, the other twin placed me upon 
his steed. Mother cried out, but was silenced by the leader raising his fist.

The large man holding me radiated confidence, and his horse was 
calm. He took my hands and placed them in the horse’s mane, and I 
knew to hold on. When we plunged into the icy water, I gasped. The big 
man laughed, but not unkindly. The water swirled around us, pushing us 
downstream against the rope.

My fear and exhaustion suddenly left me; I felt exhilarated and 
wanted to go with the water, south to my home. As we were approach-
ing the far shore, I drew my leg over to the downstream side. I released 
my grip on the horse’s mane and slipped into the swirling force.

Submerged in the cold water, I was robbed of my breath. I had made 
a mistake; I had very little time. Reaching down, I untangled my skirt, 
kicking my legs free. A tree lay partway across the river, its roots on the 
opposite bank from where I had come. I had to reach it.

I had seen our dogs ford streams, and I mimicked the movement 
of their front feet, pulling through the water with my arms. I kicked 
with my legs and moved closer to my goal. When my hands grasped a 
branch, I thought I was safe, but the branch snapped. Suddenly, I was 
pinned against the trunk of the tree, limbs and branches tearing my flesh. 
I found I could no longer grip; my arms and legs were useless. If I slipped 
off the trunk, I would be dragged under. I lay against the log, gasping for 
breath, as the water pounded my back.

I felt the trunk give a violent jerk. Looking up, I saw the first twin 
trying to reach me, but the tree could not bear his weight. I used all my 
energy to draw each breath into my body. My entire focus was keeping 

my chest upon the log. I barely felt arms encircle my waist from behind, 
drag me off the branch, pull me through the water, and carry me up the 
bank. Someone lifted me, and I was laid upon the bank.

Drawing my knees to my chest, I continued gasping for breath. My 
rescuer, the kind guard, lay beside me, in much the same condition. His 
lips were a purple blue, different from the bright blue of his eyes. His wet 
hair was no longer curly. I tried to thank him with my eyes. He winked, 
and his blue lips turned up at the corners.

I closed my eyes, wanting nothing but the oblivion of sleep.
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Chapter 5

FAITh

I was rousted by Mother’s busy hands stripping me of my clothes and 
bundling me in a blanket. A tingling began in my numb limbs and 

grew to be quite painful. Mother chafed my icy limbs in silence, and I 
became aware of tension in the air.

Suddenly, the black-haired leader was towering over me in a thun-
derous rage. He held a whip that he raised above his head. Before he 
could strike, Mother was covering me like a shield. I didn’t see what hap-
pened, but later, Mother told me how the kind guard had reached out, 
grasping at the lash with his open hand just as the leader struck. Blood 
had oozed from his closed fist, but he pulled the whip from the leader’s 
grasp and flung it into the river.

I heard the leader sound a cry of fury and saw him draw a dagger 
and launch himself at my friend. I froze, but Mother appeared, pulling 
me away from the fighting. I felt her arms around me and was grateful 
no one stopped her. All eyes, including mine, were riveted upon the two 
men locked in combat. The leader’s eyes held death, and the blue-eyed 
man was dodging, but he was not attacking. He kept trying to speak.

I looked around at the other men. The fox was watching with a cal-
culating look upon his face. The young captor stood motionless, mouth 
and eyes wide. I saw the twins glance at each other and then approach 
the fighting.

Their size made them easily able to overpower the fighters. The kind 
guard and the leader were pulled apart, and the leader turned on his 
twin in rage, but the man was raising his hands, giving his leader a look 
of apology. He spoke the guttural language I did not understand, but I 
heard the word “Polomia” as he nodded at the kind guard. The leader spat 

upon the ground, then nodded when the twin stopped speaking. 
I glanced at the fox and saw a look of disappointment cross his face. 

The twins and the leader went over to a place where there had once been 
a fire and called for the fox to join them. The young captor followed, and 
they set him to building a fire.

Mother approached my friend, reaching for his wounded hand. As 
he held it out to her, I gasped. “My God,” I breathed, for his palm was 
deeply sliced.

At the sight of his cut, I began shaking uncontrollably. The leader 
was watching Mother and my friend through narrowed eyes, but he 
did not intervene. One of the twins approached and handed Mother a 
pouch. Then he placed a second blanket around my shoulders. He tried 
to draw me over to the fire, but I remained riveted as Mother removed 
cloth and salve from the pouch.

Mother had never been considered a true healer in Blinth, but she 
knew a great deal about herbs and made her own anointments. She knew 
which plants held which healing properties. I watched her sniff the salve 
and then shake her head. She glanced around, eyes searching.

I suspected she was looking for a plant that grew in abundance near 
our creek at home. Mother and I gathered it every summer, laying it 
upon the racks to dry, for it was used to help stop bleeding. I looked 
about me, spied the plant, and moved toward it.

A twin was beside me in an instant, grasping my arm roughly above 
my elbow. I pointed at the plant I needed and then back at my mother. 
He seemed to understand, but did not release me until I placed several 
large leaves in Mother’s outstretched hand.

The twin and I watched as Mother washed the wound with a cloth 
she dampened in the river. She then crushed the leaves, releasing their 
scent into the air. She wrapped the leaves in cloth and pressed them into 
the wound, and I did not like the look of anguish on my friend’s face. I 
had had those same leaves applied to much smaller cuts and scrapes, and 
had always cried in pain. He must have seen me looking at him, for he 
winked at me but did not smile. I dropped my gaze and when I raised 
it, Mother was wrapping his hand in bands of cloth. Blood was soaking 
through the bandages, but she continued wrapping layer upon layer until 
no blood was visible.

The kind guard then spoke two Polomian words I knew, “Thank you.”


