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Chapter 1
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Adelaide turned her back, stiffening when he touched her.

"Tell me your heart," Chief Long Knife breathed in the stillness.

Adelaide ignored him. Let him realize tonight she was appalled by his brutality.

Laying awake she let her mind wander. Did he truly love her? Did he still love his first wife? Did she mean nothing more to him than a worthless replacement? Was he still trying to search for this woman he had loved?

Adelaide had tasted the sting of rejection for years. The middle child, she had often been left out. The long-forgotten insecurities resurfaced.

Chief Long Knife didn't give up easily, drawing her against him, ignoring the fact she was stiff and had her back turned to him. He smoothed her hair aside, kissing the back of her neck. Adelaide's skin tingled beneath his warm breath, but she forced herself to pull out of his embrace.

She needed to teach him a lesson. Adelaide wanted to be left alone, yet when he turned over, his breathing deepening, she only had herself to blame. He had fallen asleep far too soon, most certainly not long enough to think about why she was upset. Chief Long Knife had no regrets.

For the first night in months, Adelaide slept outside of her husband's arms, now regretting her resolution.

Sheepishly, she turned to face him, inching forward until she clung to his back, arms encircling his chest.

Chief Long Knife sighed, stirring in his sleep as he reached his arm behind him draping it across her hips. It was enough to soothe Adelaide into a restless sleep. She'd speak with Brebeuf in the morning. It was not enough to baptize the converts; they needed to be discipled as well.

A sheep without a shepherd, Chief Long Knife wasn't to be condemned for what had happened earlier. It was their fault for not telling the tribe Christians didn't behave like that. Instead, they were wise as serpents and harmless as doves.

****
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AS ADELAIDE HAD PREDICTED, the new women were married the next evening, the men also taking the native widows as their wives.

Jaira had no place to run and hide. Her eyes blazed, refusing to look up at her bridegroom. Elizabeth, her friend from the fort, reached out holding Jaira's hand. Maggie smiled encouragingly, stroking her swollen stomach. Jaira blanched at the sight.

This is what you are all going to be like nine months from now whether you like it or not!

The thought was horrific, although part of Jaira's heart yearned to know what it was like to have a husband who looked at her the way Falcon gazed at Maggie.

No this is wrong! I will never fall for it! Every moment that I am here, I will pray for forgiveness. This man will regret marrying me. I'll be a cold, lifeless frog...

Jaira's lips curved in a grin at the image.

"I'm sorry about last night," Adelaide whispered as they stood watching the wedding ceremony.

Chief Long Knife looked down, acknowledging he had heard Adelaide but he didn't respond.

Adelaide slipped her hand in his, "I missed you holding me last night," she confessed just above a whisper.

He had guessed as much, waking up to her plastered against his back. His eyes twinkled a moment, although his features maintained a neutral expression inclining more towards a scowl.

"I couldn't help it! That was barbaric and disgusting and cruel what you did yesterday and there is no way I was going to cuddle with you after..."

But you did anyway...

He missed what she said next, her voice climbing above a whisper in her frustration.

"But then I realized you act like a savage because you haven't been taught any better. Well, we are going to remedy that."

"We'll speak of this later," he eventually replied.

Adelaide had missed the wedding, only refocusing her attention again as the men led the women to their sleeping quarters. The Englishmen stood awkwardly beside their quiet wives. Looking at each other, they led their husbands to their beds, Chief Long Knife leading Adelaide back to theirs. It would be a long night for the captives, but Adelaide wasn't thinking of her sister at the moment. She had a lot to say. Under the covers, Chief Long Knife wouldn't be going anywhere, a captive audience.

****
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LEANING ON HER ELBOW, Adelaide propped herself up, looking down at her husband's chiselled features.

"Now that you are a believer, things are going to have to change," Adelaide resumed where she'd left off, "There can't be any more of these kidnappings or you torturing their hands. I still don't understand the purpose of the gauntlet either. I'm sure there must be more humane ways to ensure they won't rise against the tribe..."

Chief Long Knife frowned. Adelaide was speaking of things she did not understand.

"We cannot be vulnerable or show weakness," he sought to explain as patiently as possible their ways as he twisted a strand of her hair around his finger.

So distracting!

"We believe in your God but if we show mercy, we will be attacked and slaughtered. This is the only way. It is only the men who suffer because their spirits need to be broken. You have seen for yourself the women and children are not harmed."

"True..." Adelaide bit her lower lip, "Was I taken to replace your wife?"

Chief Long Knife's eyes darkened. He had worked to not think of Gentle Doe these past months, not even for a moment.

"Why do you ask?"

"Your mother told us today the women were brought here as replacement wives...as Maggie and I had been."

"It is true. We raided your town after we lost our women and children in an Iroquois raid. You know we don't seek war or attack without cause. Mother is right. We took you and Brown Swallow to replace our wives."

"And Guillaume?"

"Who?"

"Maggie's husband! Her first husband..."

Chief Long Knife looked away. It was better if she didn't know the truth.

"We only wanted women and children."

"Where is he then? Did you release him?"

Chief Long Knife didn't answer, reaching up to stroke her hair.

Adelaide melted, struggling to keep her thoughts on track.

"Do you love me?" she whispered, laying her head against his chest. 

She needed to know now that she knew the truth. She wasn't his first love, but did he love her? Truly love her?

"I am blessed to have three children," he didn't mention his fourth, "and my heart loves you Dark Star. Yes, I love you. Do you love me?"

"Most of the time," Adelaide grinned with a soft chuckle.

Chief Long Knife smiled, causing her heart to race. She laid her head on his chest, listening to the hammering of his heart, nestled in his arms.

Her thoughts wandered as she drifted off into another restless sleep. Why was she not pregnant yet? She had expected to be before now. Was it because she had time travelled and this was not real? The truth was that she didn't want to ever return home now, the children happier than they had ever been as well.

Now she longed to give Chief Long Knife a child, but that might be impossible if...

Sleep claimed her.

****
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STRONG OAK DIDN'T GET a moment's sleep. Regret. Why had he thought all white women would be the same? No, his bride was a wildcat, her pale green eyes deceptively hiding a fierce heart. Why did she feel the need to fight him tooth and nail? He'd tried to be patient and gentle, but it hadn't made a difference.

He wouldn't force her, finally turning his back to the woman who lay beside him, ignoring the biting sting along his arms and chest, trickles of blood oozing from the wounds inflicted with her nails.

Jaira never thought she would face the day where she'd have to fight for her morals and indeed, fight to keep her salvation. Adelaide concerned her, but she wouldn't fall so easily. The man beside her wouldn't dare try to touch her again any time soon. William would come, she was sure of it. She could try to escape...no, who was she kidding? She'd rather endure with her sister than face the unknown within the woods.

As dawn approached, sleep finally came.

****
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BREBEUF HAD BEEN BUSY the previous day making good on their promise to supply the tribe with rifles. Adelaide watched in dismay as they were taught how to use their heavy weapons which, once mastered, would leave death and destruction in its wake.

"Come," she motioned for Jaira to join her as they stepped out of the longhouse. "I want to introduce you to Brebeuf."

Maggie smiled, stepping up to Adelaide's other side, "Are you going to speak with him about..."

"Yes, I'm hoping he can spare a few moments to talk with us."

Jaira dragged her feet, reluctant to approach the Jesuit. How was it possible Adelaide was so friendly with him? How could she have fallen so far from grace within a few short months? It was a tragedy, that's what it was!

"Brebeuf" Adelaide smiled, clearly unaware of her siblings' thoughts, 

"I'd like you to meet my sister, Jaira."

Maggie's eyes widened but she didn't say anything as the brunette was introduced.

The odds of sisters being captured months apart were rather unusual.

"It is good to meet you," he looked up with a lopsided smile. "As you can see, we are keeping our promise to equip the tribe with guns and ammunition." 

He left out the part it had been purchased by confessions of faith, adding to the numbers in his reports back to France.

Whether genuine or by a bribe, the important thing was that souls were being added to the Kingdom of Heaven.

"I was thinking," Adelaide sidestepped the topic, "These people need to be taught the Scriptures and the basics of living the Christian life at the very least. We cannot lead them to Christ without them knowing how to follow our Saviour. After the murder of those poor men, I see it clearly now. This must be our mission..."

"You are right," Brebeuf nodded, "I have been thinking the same thing. The Iroquois are sure to retaliate after..." he glanced over at Jaira, "Well, we need to be prepared. I have sent a message to Quebec requesting they send some men to help us erect a fort. Once it is built, we can concentrate on teaching the children basic lessons and the adults as well. We can build a chapel and..." Brebeuf's eyes sparkled as he described his vision.

He had a point. Jaira was surprised these people were living without a fortification. It was a dangerous time. They either knew something she didn't or were complete fools.

"I was planning on speaking to Falcon about my plan. If I tell him the baby will be safer within fortified walls, I believe he will win the approval of the others. We need to start building before the first snow..."

Maggie carried the village's only baby. Brebeuf might be onto something.

"Sounds like a good plan," Adelaide nodded, glancing over at Chief Long Knife. She would wait until Brebeuf had spoken to Falcon before encouraging her husband to heed the priest's words.

****
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BREBEUF PLAYED HIS cards well, choosing to speak with Falcon first and appeal to his fatherly instincts to protect the baby. The time would not be long before the child would be entering their world, so they needed to move quickly.

The slender priest gestured with his hands, "The fortress walls will be tall and will protect the tribe from their enemies. We can set up a small trading post so neighbouring friendly tribes can trade their pelts as well." Brebeuf looked up into Falcon's eyes, appealing to the Wyandotte's gentle nature. “You will be able to help many other tribes and God Himself will bless you."

Falcon nodded, glancing over at Brown Sparrow. He was certain Chief Long Knife would agree. Armed with rifles and a fort, they would finally be able to live without fear.

Chief Long Knife wasn't as convinced. They would have to destroy a portion of the forest and the noise would draw attention to them. Why change the way things have been done? Yes, the French were their allies but... He didn't like the idea.

The Shaman wouldn't dare speak against their chief, but he would not sit back and watch as his tribe was destroyed either. Something needed to be done and they were running out of time.
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Sweltering flames licked the sky, smoke curling in protest. The stench of searing flesh assailed those clustered around the gruesome spectacle, yet not a word was spoken.

Catherina's nails gouged into her palms as she gazed at the clouds, teeth clenched.

"Renounce your faith!" The priest clenched a crucifix with his gnarled hand, "End your misery. Repent! Turn from this heresy and spare your life..."

Catherina grit her teeth as the flames ravaged her modest skirt, the blazing heat ascending higher and higher. She wouldn't grant him the enjoyment of seeing her weep.

"Have mercy Lord," Catherina breathed, "In You do I put my trust. Let me not be ashamed..."

"What about your only child?" The priest attempted afresh, going for her emotional juggler, "Surely you don't want to leave your poor daughter an orphan..."

Catherina lowered her eyes searching the throng. Her only child, Gretjen, stood against her father, shielding her eyes from the nightmarish sight, as her slight body shook with heart-rending sobs.
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