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This book is lovingly dedicated to my late husband, David Martin, Jr., who was my Sir Dave, and to our families, who have always loved and supported us in our faith and in our life together.

See, Honey? I told you that one day I would write a book.

This story was written with love. In writing Sir Dave, I carried a great deal of what I knew in my husband—his steadiness, his quiet strength, and the way love can feel like protection without ever needing to be loud.
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PROLOGUE
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Notes on Life in the Thirteenth Century

We do not remember the thirteenth century the way it was lived.

We imagine banners, battles, and grand halls—yet most lives were small, and they were held together by routine.

A castle was not only a fortress. It was a household. It breathed with work: bread kneaded before dawn, water hauled up stone stairs, rushes scattered fresh to sweeten the floors, linens boiled and beaten clean. A hall might glitter with candlelight during a feast, but it was fire and labor that made the glow possible.

People rose early because daylight mattered. Candles were precious, and darkness was not romantic—it was simply difficult. Winter turned every task into something heavier. Storms made roads impassable, soaked cloaks, and crept into stone walls. Dampness changed how fast bread rose, how long cloth took to dry, how quickly sickness spread.

Faith was woven into everything. Bells shaped the day. Prayer was not always dramatic; it was often as ordinary as a hand crossing a chest before work began. A chapel could be modest and still feel like the safest room in the world.

News traveled slowly, but fear traveled fast.

A whisper in a corridor could change how a servant carried a tray. A missing key could shift the whole household into restless motion. Even the sound of footsteps at the wrong hour could make a person’s heart tighten.

Clothing was not merely decoration. Cloth was wealth, warmth, and protection. A needle and thread could rescue a hem—and sometimes a reputation. A stain was not only a stain; it could be a sign of hurry, of carelessness, or of something hidden.

In a world without locks that could always be trusted, people trusted other things instead: habits, watchful eyes, familiar hands. A household survived because people knew their places... and because the wise understood that no one endured without tenderness somewhere in their day.

And because life was lived so closely, nothing stayed secret for long.

Not laughter.

Not grief.

Not love.

Not a sudden absence where something valuable should have been.

It is in such a place—indoors, by hearthlight, with storms at the windows and candles guttering in their cups—that this story begins.

————————————————————————————————
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GLOSSARY OF CASTLE TERMS

*(A few helpful words used in this story)*

**Buttery** — A storeroom for drink, especially ale and wine, and often the place where cups were managed and served. (Not related to butter, despite the name.)

**Candles / Tallow** — Candles were costly. Many were made of tallow (animal fat), which burned more roughly than beeswax and could smell smoky. Beeswax candles were cleaner and more prized.

**Chapel** — A private place of worship within the castle. Smaller than a church, but often the most solemn room in a household.

**Compline** — Night prayers said before sleep. In many households, this marked the quiet closing of the day.

**Great Hall** — The main public room of the castle where meals were served, guests received, and important gatherings held.

**Hearth** — The fire-place, used for warmth and cooking. A hearth was the heart of indoor life.

**Larder** — A cool room for storing food, especially meats, cheeses, and preserved goods.

**Ledger** — A record book used by stewards to track supplies, household expenses, and duties.

**Linen** — Cloth made from flax. Linen was valuable, used for bedding, undergarments, towels, and fine tablecloths.

**Lye** — A harsh cleaning solution (often made from ash and water) used for laundering. It cleaned well, but could damage skin.

**Porter** — A gatekeeper or worker responsible for managing entrances, deliveries, and the flow of goods into the castle.

**Rushes** — Dried plants scattered on floors to reduce dampness and odor. Often changed before special occasions.

**Scullions** — Kitchen workers who performed the hardest and dirtiest tasks: washing pots, hauling water, scrubbing, carrying ash, and tending fires.

**Solar** — A private upper room (often the lord or lady’s sitting room), used for quieter meetings, warmth, and personal household matters.
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