
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Lonely Witness

(with “Beltway Gremlin”)

by R. L. Saunders



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE LONELY WITNESS

    

    
      First edition. December 30, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 R. L. Saunders.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386424239

    

    
    
      Written by R. L. Saunders.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Lonely Witness

[image: ]




I

"BUT YOUR HONOR, THAT's not the way it happened!"

"So what did happen?"

"Nothing!"

"That's not what she says. Her accusation is detailed. You have acted inappropriately and if she had not escaped, it would be much worse."

The young man bowed his head, defeated.

"You know the village law. In these cases, the law sides with the most vulnerable. You are fined a week's pay to be split between the plaintiff and the village coffers. And this judgment is now ordered recorded for all the village to see. Court adjourned."

The gavel banged.

The young man just stood there.

Lyla glared at him as she spun to stalk out of the court. Vindicated.

The sunshine shone on her white bonnet and long ruby linen dress. The design was simple. The colors she chose were for a reason. Her name had been bloodied by this young man's actions. And she knew there would be no attempt at retribution from him. He would never again attempt to force her to do anything against her will.

While she had her say, so did he. And he had a sterling reputation that he offered, as well as character references by many townspeople, even his fiancée.

Yet the law was the law. The most vulnerable must be protected. 

That the young man has strong shoulders and heavy, well-muscled arms did not help his defense. A slim maiden would be no defense against a man who decided to "have his way" with any woman he wanted.

And there was no one present when they walked alone into the woods, where he had taken her to "show her his timber-cutting." That statement was heard by several in the tavern. And he had quenched his day's thirst with several local brews before they had left.

Justice was done. 

For now.

II

REGARDLESS OF THE MAGISTRATE's decision, she felt - just perhaps - that something else was going on. Her head high, she walked the village street toward her small cabin on the village limits.  She hadn't wanted to shop, but even if she did, all the stores had their "closed" signs turned. Some just as she passed them. The day was young, so why were so many taking the afternoon off?

Lyla hoped she hadn't missed hearing about a party or gathering. There had been a few of them recently that she had only accidentally found out about. And didn't feel like walking in uninvited.

She had her weaving and her garden to occupy her time these days. And running her booth on Saturdays at the Market. These kept her more than busy.

In recent weeks, she had fewer visitors to her home to place special orders or to see what crops of hers were ready. She'd even quit hatching chickens as her eggs weren't selling enough to pay for the rations they needed to lay high-quality eggs. Frankly, it would soon be cheaper to only keep what she needed for her own needs, and feed them off table scraps and old bread crusts. 

Market day was becoming more sparse, even this fall. There were fewer booths, and many people were trading in other villages than locally. She now had two empty spaces on each side of her booth, where a couple of years ago, it was hard to even fit her booth into a space. Market day meant having the entire main street lined from one end of the village to the other. And the livestock auction was held beyond that. 
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